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    Day 04

  

  
    Chapter 11


    
      	Emma: “Wake up.”

    


    Emma whispers in my ear. I was dreaming about the day when I went to the cinema for the first time with my mom. That was 12 years ago…


    
      	Emma: “Good morning, Gabby.”


      	Gabby: “Good morning, mistress.”

    


    Emma kisses my lips. I feel like I haven’t slept enough, but I guess it’s time to get up. However, Emma doesn’t remove my blindfold.


    
      	Emma: “Open your mouth.”

    


    Emma puts something on my mouth, and she straps it around my head. I guess it’s a gag or mask. She begins to caress my breasts. I wonder what she’s doing.
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    Emma moves my body away from my pillow.


    
      	Emma: “You look so hot.”

    


    I notice something over my head. Is Emma sitting on me?!
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      	Emma: “Mmm…!”

    


    Suddenly, Emma starts moving up and down, hitting my head repeatedly. I feel like a punching bag.


    
      	Emma: “Yes…”

    


    Emma moves up and down faster, and I begin to feel wetness over my face. Eventually she shakes.


    
      	Emma: “This felt good.”

    


    Emma caresses my body over the sleeping bag while she catches her breath.


    


    
      	Emma: “Time to get up.”

    


    Emma removes my blindfold, and I see a dildo coming out of my mouth! Now I understand everything.
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    Emma takes off the dildo gag.


    
      	Emma: “Are you surprised?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “I wasn’t sure if your tongue was already fine, so I decided to use this dildo. It was fun, but I prefer your tongue.”


      	Gabby: “I feel my tongue is OK, mistress.”

    


    Emma and I smile to each other, and she kisses me. Then she takes me out of the sleeping bag.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s take a shower.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    


    I soap Emma’s body like I did on Saturday and on Sunday, but she doesn’t tell me to lick her. I do miss it. After our shower, we go back to the bedroom.


    
      	Emma: “It’s already quite late. We should get dressed quickly.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “I haven’t had time to think thoroughly about restraining you in public, so we’ll go to school dressed casually. Today it will be quite hot. Some of my old Summer clothes should fit you.”

    


    I feel very relieved after listening to Emma. She hands me a top and shorts outfit. I recall Emma wearing it in our first year of high school… I couldn’t stop looking at her. We get dressed.


    
      	Emma: “Come here.”

    


    Emma takes a necklace and puts it on my neck. I look at the mirror. It has a heart, and the phrase ‘GOOD GIRL’ is written on it.


    
      	Emma: “This will remind you that you are in bondage to me. You must never take it off.”
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    The necklace is pretty, but I hope nobody at school connects it to bondage. Suddenly I get nervous again. Even if I’m not restrained, is Emma going to tell people that I’m in bondage to her, and that she restrains me at home? Do my classmates know what bondage is? Perhaps they are as clueless as I was until last Friday…


    


    
      	Emma: “I put some of my staff in your bag. Pick it up.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    My bag is heavy now. I follow Emma downstairs. There’s nobody in the kitchen. I wonder where my mom and Patricia are.


    
      	Emma: “We don’t have time for breakfast. Let’s go.”

    


    We go to the front yard.


    
      	Emma: “I always go to school on foot. Remember that I don’t fancy talking while I walk.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “At school, you have permission to talk with anybody who addresses you.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, mistress.”

    


    We start walking and suddenly Emma takes my hand. I look at her, but she’s looking ahead.
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    We continue holding hands while we walk. I begin to recall all the times I saw Emma at school holding hands, or hugging, or kissing other girls. I was so jealous, and it made so sad… and now she’s holding my hand! I feel awesome :-).


    I wonder… are we going to hold hands at school? Are we going to let people know that we are… together? I’ve fantasized so many times about being Emma’s girlfriend, and about being with her at school. Now I’m getting excited!


    


    We arrive to school and Emma keeps holding my hand. I feel nervous, but in a good way. We cross the gate and go straight into the main building. I keep checking if we find any of our classmates. It turns out the first one we encounter is, like on Saturday, Jessica.


    
      	Jessica: “Hi!”


      	Emma: “Hi.”


      	Jessica: “Mmm… pretty necklace. I think I understand now. I mean, what I saw at the square.” (I get tense. I thought Jessica hadn’t seen anything.)


      	Emma: “I wasn’t sure that you saw it.”


      	Jessica: “Well… I did.” (Jessica looks at me, smiling.) “What happened? Were you embarrassed?”


      	Gabby: “Umm… I was afraid of what you might think.”


      	Jessica: “So you were embarrassed. But you shouldn’t! You should go for it, if it makes you happy.”

    


    I’m surprised by Jessica’s words.
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      	Gabby: “…It does.”

    


    Jessica smiles.


    
      	Jessica: “Also, you should be proud. Not many girls have a mistress like Emma.”


      	Gabby: “…” (I don’t know what to say. I blush.)


      	Jessica: “I’ve got to go. See you!”


      	Emma: “See you.”

    


    


    I’m a bit shocked and look at Emma. She’s smiling. I guess she liked what Jessica said.


    
      	Gabby: “I beg your pardon, mistress. May I have your permission to speak, please?”


      	Emma: “You may.”


      	Gabby: “I do feel proud of having you as my mistress. I apologize again for what I did on Saturday.”


      	Emma: “There’s no need.”


      	Gabby: “Is Jessica also into bondage?”


      	Emma: “Yes. I’ve spoken with her once about it. But she likes to switch. I don’t.”

    


    
      [image: ]
    

    I’m not sure what Emma meant by that. But anyway, it occurs to me that perhaps I was wrong and people generally know about bondage and accept it.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s put the bag in the locker. Then we’ll go to the lab.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    


    We take our books and notebooks from the bag before putting it in the locker. Once in the lab, Emma lets go of my hand, but we sit next to each other. Ms. Julia Jensen, our Biology teacher and also our principal, is already there.


    
      	Julia: “Before we start, please hand in your projects.”

    


    Oh my God! I have completely forgotten. I believe this is the first time my homework is not ready on time. Julia begins to collect the projects. What do I say?
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      	Julia: “Gabriella?”


      	Gabby: “…My project is not ready.”


      	Julia: “This is very unusual of you. What happened?”


      	Gabby: …“I forgot about it.” (I really don’t know how to lie.)


      	Julia: “You must bring it tomorrow.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, Ms. Jensen.”

    


    


    Julia passes by Emma, and Emma hands in her project! I stare at her.
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      	Emma: “Don’t look at me. You didn’t want to work on it when I told you.”

    


    I look down. When did she finish it? Perhaps while I was a rubber doll…


    
      	Julia: “Let’s begin.”

    


    The lesson starts, but I can’t concentrate. I feel very bad. I know many would say that this is not that important, but it is to me. Doing well at school is what kept me going all these years… it’s the only part of my life I’ve been proud of. In fact… I feel more embarrassed now than last Saturday at the square.


    
      	Julia: “…Does anybody know the answer? Gabriella?”


      	Gabby: “…No, Ms. Jensen.”

    


    What was the question!? I keep making it worse and worse. Now I must try to focus on the lesson and forget about anything else.


    


    After two hours, the lesson ends. I already feel a bit better.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s put our books in the locker and go to the cafeteria.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    At the cafeteria, Emma takes my hand again while we wait to be served. Soon after, Natalie comes towards us.


    
      	Natalie: “I see that this is what you’ve been doing.”


      	Emma: “So?”

    


    Natalie frowns at Emma.
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      	Natalie: “Do you think it’s nice to avoid your friends? You even didn’t come to Evelyn’s party.”

    


    I remember Emma had mentioned that party after she punished me on Saturday. She said she would rather stay at home with me.


    
      	Emma: “Why would I? She doesn’t like me.”

    


    Natalie leaves. I’m a bit puzzled by the conversation but… I think it may explain several things. Natalie and Evelyn are, or were, two of Emma’s friends. It seems that there was some problem between them, and I guess that’s why Emma didn’t talk to her friends last week.


    


    Unexpectedly, Natalie turns around and comes back.


    
      	Natalie: “And what about Chloe?”


      	Emma: “What about her?”


      	Natalie: “You have to apologize.”


      	Emma: “For what?”

    


    Natalie is visibly upset. Suddenly, she comes towards me.


    
      	Natalie: “We all know what Emma has been doing to you, Miss Straight A’s.” (I hate it when they call me that.)
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      	Emma: “Leave Gabby alone.”

    


    Natalie leaves. I’m turning pale. She said they all know…


    
      	Emma: “Let’s grab a sandwich and go eat somewhere else.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    


    Emma and I go to the garden and sit on a bench. I keep thinking about what Natalie said.


    
      	Gabby: “I beg your pardon, mistress. May I have your permission to speak, please?”


      	Emma: “You may.”


      	Gabby: “Natalie said that they know about us… but how? Do you think Jessica told them?”


      	Emma: “No.” (Emma looks pensive for some seconds.) “I should tell you something. Last week you noticed that I don’t speak to my friends anymore.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.” (In fact, I asked Emma about that. She just said that now that she’s 18 she wants to move forward.)


      	Emma: “It’s because of something that happened on my birthday.”

    


    Emma looks sad. It’s not common to see her like this. I’m all ears.
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      	Emma: “Do you know Chloe, the president of the Photography club?”


      	Gabby: “I’ve seen her around, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Before my birthday, we had been seeing each other for several weeks.” (I had no idea!) “I told her that I wanted to get into bondage relationships after turning 18. We talked about it for hours and she said she was interested.”

    


    Emma pauses for a few seconds. I’m very intrigued.
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      	Emma: “On my birthday, I invited her to my place.” (That was nine days ago, on Saturday.) “We went to my bedroom, we spoke a bit and…well, we started. I handcuffed her and I collared her.” (This sounds quite familiar…)


      “She looked happy. Then I wanted to take some photos and… she said she wasn’t up for it. I decided she needed to be punished for disobeying me, and she agreed. But while I was spanking her, she used her safeword. So we stopped and I took off her handcuffs. I asked her what was the reason, but she just said she wasn’t comfortable and she didn’t think bondage was for her. She said she didn’t want to continue. Then I broke up with her.”



      	Gabby: “I see…” (All along my thoughts were not misguided. If I had told Emma I didn’t like bondage, I wouldn’t be with her anymore.)

    


    


    
      	Emma:  “So she left. In the evening, at my birthday party, some of my friends asked me about Chloe, and I told them what happened. They seemed sympathetic. The story spread quickly and on Sunday morning an acquaintance posted on social media what he had heard, referring to Chloe as a slave.


      Chloe replied that the story wasn’t right. She said we had just had a normal breakup and that we hadn’t tried any bondage. I replied that the story was mostly correct. Then… many people started to say that I must be ashamed of myself because I was hurting Chloe and harming both her reputation and my own reputation. Most of them said that bondage can be practiced privately at home, but that it’s not something to be discussed publicly.” (So Jessica is not the norm. It seems many people don’t support bondage that much.)


      A few people even said that bondage is a perversion and called me deviant and similar things. It was very hurtful.”
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      	Gabby: “I’m so sorry to hear that, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Natalie and Evelyn reject me simply because I like bondage. I think Evelyn’s invitation to her party was a trap. Last Friday at school, Evelyn pretended she wanted to be friends with me again, and I told her I was attending her party, but I think they were planning something. I don’t know what.”

    


    


    
      	Gabby: “I… I’m surprised all along you didn’t look much affected by all that, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Last Monday, I understood that I needed to move on. I love bondage. I decided I’m not going to let others make me feel ashamed of something I love. Also, my mom has been practicing bondage since I was a little girl, and for me it’s completely normal. I don’t understand why it’s a taboo for so many people, and thus I won’t let them tell me that I can only practice it secretly at home. I feel I have the right to do it openly.”

    


    Emma pauses briefly. I’m surprised by her tone. She sounds like an activist or a politician.


    
      	Emma: “And as I told you yesterday, I also realized that bondage requires commitment and then… I thought about you.”

    


    I smile, and Emma kisses my lips. We begin to eat our sandwiches in silence.
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    I keep thinking about Emma’s story. I must say… I understand Chloe and those that attacked Emma. All along I’ve been very worried myself about being seen restrained, or even about others finding out.


    But now I also get Emma’s thinking. Why should she be ashamed of something she likes? Why must she hide it to the point of not even being allowed to talk about it for fear of negative consequences?


    


    Emma’s story has also made me feel a bit like I’m Chloe’s replacement. However, when I compare it with what Emma did with me last Friday, I see a difference. I’ll ask Emma.


    
      	Gabby: “I beg your pardon, mistress. May I have your permission to speak, please?”


      	Emma: “You may.”


      	Gabby: “Last Friday, you didn’t talk to me about bondage before we started, like you had done with Chloe.”


      	Emma: “Yes. I thought that perhaps it’s better to explain things while already doing them. Maybe Chloe didn’t feel comfortable because she knew what was coming.”
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    That last sentence makes me nervous. Is Emma referring to something we already did, or something that is yet to come? I don’t dare to ask her.


    


    We finish our sandwiches.


    
      	Emma: “Now I’m going to the gym with the cheer squad.” (I already knew that. I know by heart Emma’s timetable at school.) “Do you have to attend any lesson?”


      	Gabby: “English Literature.”


      	Emma: “OK. Let’s go.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma walks me to my locker, where I pick up my books, and then to my classroom. We stop at the door.


    
      	Emma: “Wait for me outside the gym. We should be done by one o’clock.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma kisses me goodbye, and I look at her until she gets out of sight. We hadn’t separated since Friday. I know it’s silly, but I’m already missing her.
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    English Literature is my favorite subject. I enter the classroom and shortly after the lesson begins. For a moment, I feel a bit like my life has returned to normal. However, soon I notice that Evelyn and Natalie keep looking at me and whispering to each other. I’m not used to that. I’m used to just be known as the girl that gets straight A’s, but most of the time my classmates are indifferent towards me.


    Evelyn and Natalie are popular (almost as much as Emma) and they have lots of friends. They hardly ever talk to me (like Emma used to do until last week). I wonder what they are saying. I guess they also think I’m a deviant. Or perhaps now they don’t like anybody who is with Emma.


    
      	Emily: “Gabriella, have you already read the text?” (Ms. Emily Austen is my teacher.)


      	Gabby: “Oh! No, sorry.”


      	Emily: “It’s on page 114.”


      	Gabby: “Yes.”
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    I’m embarrassed again. I really need to be able to concentrate on the lesson and forget about everything else.


    


    The lesson ends at 12:30 and my classmates start to leave. Emily comes close to me.


    
      	Emily: “Gabriella, is something going on? You seem distracted.”


      	Gabby: “…No, Ms. Austen. I’m fine, thanks.”
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    I tried to focus on the lesson, but it was hard. I’m realizing that my previous life was very simple and problem-free. I miss that a bit.


    
      	Cami: “Are you coming to the library?”


      	Gabby: “Not now.”


      	Cami: “What are you doing?”


      	Gabby: “I’ve got to go. I’ll tell you later. See you.”


      	Cami: “See you.”

    


    Camila is my best friend at school. She moved here one year ago and didn’t know anybody. Soon we became quite close but… I still don’t want to tell her about Emma. I leave the classroom and I already go to the gym. Sometimes the squad’s training ends early.


    


    After leaving my books in the locker, I go to the gym’s entrance, but there’s still nobody around. Then I decide to go to the restroom. It’s empty. Most people are now at the cafeteria, on the other side of the building.


    I enter a cubicle and relieve myself. I’m missing Emma again. Just in case she’s leaving the gym now, I take my phone and text her where I am. After flushing the toilet, I open the cubicle’s door and… Natalie and Evelyn are there.
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      	Natalie: “Look who’s here.”


      	Gabby: “Hi.”

    


    I try to walk past them, but they are blocking the way.


    
      	Gabby: “Please excuse me. I need to go now.”


      	Natalie: “We need to talk to you. We’d like to know what’s going on between Emma and you.”


      	Gabby: “…please, I don’t have time now.”


      	Natalie: “You are not leaving until you tell us.”

    


    I look down. I don’t want to tell them anything.


    


    
      	Natalie: “Have you been to Emma’s place?”


      	Gabby: “…”


      	Natalie: “Speak.”


      	Gabby: “…”
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      	Evelyn: “Gabby, we all know you have a crush on Emma. That’s not the issue. The issue is that… we think that Emma may be taking advantage of you. Recently, Emma invited a girl we know to her place and she… tried to use her to satisfy her perversions. And now it seems she’s targeting you. We are here to protect you.”


      	Gabby: “Emma is not a pervert.”


      	Natalie: “So you’ve been to her place, right?”


      	Gabby: “…” (I shouldn’t have said anything.)

    


    


    
      	Evelyn: “Gabby, we understand that this might be difficult for you, but you need to open up. What did Emma do to you?”


      	Gabby: “…”


      	Natalie: “Did she collar you?”


      	Evelyn: “Look at her necklace. It’s pretty obvious.”
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      	Natalie: “Oh, yeah! I hadn’t noticed. So I guess you were a good girl and you let her, didn’t you?”


      	Gabby: “…please leave me alone.”


      	Evelyn: “Natalie, don’t say that.”


      	Natalie: “Sorry.”


      	Evelyn: “Gabby, we don’t blame you for anything. Just tell us what happened.”


      	Gabby: “…” (I don’t know what to do. I just wish Emma reads my message and comes here.)

    


    


    
      	Natalie: “Did she spank you hard?”


      	Gabby: “…”


      	Evelyn: “Don’t be embarrassed. Just tell us.”


      	Gabby: “…”


      	Natalie: “We’re getting nowhere. I think we’ll need to find out ourselves.”

    


    Suddenly, Natalie grabs my arm, pulls me and tackles me to the ground. Before I can get up, she sits on my back. Then Evelyn sits on my legs and tries to take off my shorts!


    
      	Gabby: “Stop, please!”

    


    Natalie puts her hand over my mouth, so that I can’t shout anymore.
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      	Natalie: Hurry up.

    


    


    I try to move my legs, but eventually Evelyn is able to unzip and pull down my shorts. I don’t fight back anymore.


    
      	Evelyn: “What!? Look at these marks! What did she do to you!?”


      	Natalie: “Oh my God! Poor girl…”


      	Evelyn: “We must take pictures. This is evidence of Emma’s abuse.”

    


    I try to move again but I can’t. Evelyn gets her phone and takes photos.
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    Eventually, Natalie and Evelyn get up. I feel broken and humiliated.


    
      	Natalie: “Gabby, you need to tell us how Emma did this to you.”


      	Gabby: “…”


      	Evelyn: “Don’t be afraid. We won’t let her abuse you anymore.”


      	Gabby: “You’re the ones who have abused me!”

    


    I look at them with anger. They stay silent for a few seconds.


    
      	Evelyn: “…Let’s go. We need to decide what to do now.”


      	Natalie: “Yes, let’s go.”

    


    Evelyn and Natalie leave. I sit on the toilet and burst into tears.

  

  
    Chapter 12


    A few minutes later, I hear somebody coming in. It’s Emma.


    
      	Emma: “Here you are… what happened!?”

    


    I get up and hug Emma. I had already dried my tears, but I feel them coming out again.


    
      	Gabby: “It was Evelyn and Natalie. They came here and pulled my shorts down and… they took pictures of my buttocks. They saw the marks.”


      	Emma: “Where are they?”


      	Gabby: “I don’t know. They left some minutes ago.”

    


    Emma hugs me strongly and kisses my forehead.


    
      [image: ]
    

    


    
      	Gabby: “I tried to fight back but I couldn’t. I’m sorry…”


      	Emma: “You did nothing wrong. They should be reported.”

    


    I look at Emma. I know she’s right but… I feel very embarrassed.


    
      	Gabby: “…I’d like to forget about it.”


      	Emma: “But we can’t let them go unpunished.”


      	Gabby: …“Please, mistress, not now.”

    


    Emma thinks in silence for some time, while hugging me.


    
      	Emma: “…OK. I’ll ask my mom for advice.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, mistress.”

    


    Emma kisses me. I already feel better.
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    We exit the restroom and Emma suddenly smiles.


    
      	Emma: “I have a surprise for you.”

    


    Emma holds my hand and we walk towards the gym. What could the surprise be? I try to stop thinking about what Evelyn and Natalie did and to focus on the present.


    
      	Emma: “This way.”

    


    It seems all the cheer squad has already left. After entering the gym, we walk towards the storage room door. Then Emma opens it with an access card! I’m shocked.
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      	Emma: “They gave me a card because I’m the captain of the squad. This is the room where we store our equipment.”

    


    Emma’s explanation sounds fine but… I don’t think any of my classmates has school access cards.


    


    We enter the storage room and Emma picks up a box from a locker.


    
      	Emma: “This is for you.”

    


    I’m getting excited. I open the box and… it’s a cheerleader uniform!
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      	Emma: “Welcome to the squad.” (Emma smiles.)


      	Gabby: “What?!” (I like cheerleaders, but I never considered being one.)


      	Emma: “On Saturday you told me that you like to see me wearing my uniform, so I thought you’d like to have one. I told the head coach that I’d like you to join and she trusts my choices, so now this is yours!”


      	Gabby: “…I’m thankful, mistress, although I’m not sure…”


      	Emma: “Haha! You should look at your face.”


      	Gabby: “Eh!?”


      	Emma: “You don’t have to actually come and train with us. We’re graduating soon anyway. I just did it so that you have the uniform. We’ve had it here for months. It belonged to a girl that left the school. I think it’s your size.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you so much, mistress. You’re very thoughtful.”

    


    Emma smiles.


    


    I take the uniform out of the box and look at it. I never imagined I would have one, but I do like the idea. This makes me smile.


    
      	Gabby: “Could I try it on, mistress?”


      	Emma: “Of course. But before, sign this form. I’ve already filled it in for you.”

    


    Emma hands me a paper on a notebook and a pen. I look at it. It’s indeed a form to join the cheer squad. I sign it. I’m a cheerleader now!
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      	Gabby: “Thank you again, mistress.”

    


    Emma smiles and we kiss.


    


    Emma exits the room, but soon she comes back.


    
      	Emma: “Get undressed.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I take off my sandals, my top and my shorts.


    
      	Emma: “So… is it true what you said on Saturday… that my uniform turns you on?”


      	Gabby: “…It does, mistress.”

    


    Emma steps forward and begins to caress my naked body.
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      	Emma: “We can have some fun.”


      	Gabby: “Here?! We could get caught.”


      	Emma: “Yes. Isn’t it exciting?”


      	Gabby: “…”

    


    I get nervous. I think it’s too risky.


    


    
      	Gabby: “But… somebody could come in. You’re not the only one with keys.”


      	Emma: “True. But I’ve just locked the gym with my card. The head coach, the P.E. teacher and the janitor also have cards, but at the moment they’re having lunch. The principal also has a card, but she never comes here. And the cleaning staff comes after 3.”


      	Gabby: “Still… somebody could hear us from outside. Yesterday you said I’m very loud.”


      	Emma: “…There’s a solution for that.”

    


    Emma searches inside the locker and takes a tape roll. Then she cuts a strip.


    
      	Emma: “Close your mouth.”

    


    She sticks the strip on my mouth. Then she cuts and sticks a second strip.
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      	Emma: “Problem solved!”

    


    Emma smiles.


    


    
      	Emma: “Actually you look cool. I have an idea. Take off your panties.”

    


    I obey Emma. Then she takes the tape roll and uses it to stick my arms to my body. I look a bit like a mummy.


    
      	Emma: “Done!”

    


    I twist my neck to look at Emma. She’s quite excited.
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      	Emma: “I never thought tape would look so nice! Let’s take a picture.”

    


    Emma takes her phone and we take a selfie and several photos. I think sometimes it would be better for me to shut up and not mention any of my worries. That way I wouldn’t trigger Emma’s imagination.


    


    Emma brings the crash mat from the gym.


    
      	Emma: “Sit here.”

    


    I obey Emma. Then she begins to caress my pussy. I’m so nervous that I can’t get excited.


    
      	Emma: “Relax. I’ve been here with other cheerleaders before. We never got caught.”

    


    Emma takes a key and opens a safe inside the locker. She takes a bag from the safe, and then she takes a vibrator from it!
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      	Emma: “Are you surprised? This room is my little secret.”

    


    Emma applies the vibrator to my pussy. She also caresses my body. I relax and begin to get wet.


    
      	Emma: “For real. I never thought tape would look so hot.”

    


    


    Emma increases the speed of the vibrator. I get more and more excited, but suddenly she turns it off.


    
      	Emma: “It’s time for you to try a big strap-on.”

    


    Emma removes her clothes. Then she opens again her bag and takes a strap-on dildo. It’s huge! She adjusts the strap-on around her waist and puts some lubricant on the dildo. I’m afraid it’s too big, and instinctively I close my legs.
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      	Emma: “Don’t be scared. There are dildos much bigger than this one.”

    


    I can’t stop looking at it. I open my legs slightly and Emma begins to caress my pussy again.


    
      	Emma: “I think you’re ready.”

    


    


    
      	Emma: “Relax. Don’t push back.”

    


    Emma penetrates me slowly. She also caresses my legs and keeps smiling at me.


    
      	Emma: “Look! It’s going in.”
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    My pussy feels totally full. Emma moves back and forth gently, but the feeling is strong. It’s pain and pleasure together.


    
      	Emma: “It’s all in already. You’re amazing!”

    


    I thought yesterday’s dildo felt big, but this one is on another level.


    


    Emma begins to fuck me faster.


    
      	Emma: “Look how much you’re shaking.”

    


    
      [image: ]
    

    It’s true. The pleasure is super intense, and I don’t feel pain anymore. Emma caresses her own breasts. She’s having lots of fun.


    
      	Emma: “Wow!”

    


    I start to squirt strongly and I wet Emma’s belly. She smiles.


    
      	Emma: “You may come.”

    


    Suddenly, Emma removes the dildo and I come immediately after. I keep shaking for some seconds.


    
      	Emma: “You’re truly awesome.”

    


    I lie on my back and try to catch my breath, but it’s difficult because I can’t open my mouth. Emma sits next to me and smiles.


    


    
      	Emma: “Ready for a second round?”

    


    I wasn’t expecting the question, but I nod without hesitation, and Emma smiles again.


    
      	Emma: “Stand up and bend over the mat.”

    


    Emma begins to penetrate me from behind. My pussy is already wide open, so she just begins to fuck me faster than before.


    
      	Emma: “Wow! That’s it.”

    


    I start moving back and forth myself. I can’t get enough of this huge dildo.


    
      	Emma: “You’re better than any porn actress.”

    


    Emma fucks me now really fast. I do think she uses the strap-on better than any porn star.


    
      	Emma: “You may come.”

    


    Suddenly, Emma grabs my shoulders and pulls me up a bit, and I come while the full dildo is inside my pussy.
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    Emma removes the tape from my mouth.


    
      	Emma: “Wasn’t it fun?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress. It was unbelievable!”

    


    Emma smiles and we kiss. Then she steps back and looks at me. It’s like she’s expecting me to do something, but I don’t know what. There’s an uncomfortable silence. What does she want? Suddenly I have a flashback and I get on my knees.
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      	Gabby: “I’m eternally thankful for your dedication to my sexual education and wellness, mistress.”


      	Emma: “You’re welcome.”

    


    Emma smiles. I feel relieved that I could realize what she wanted.


    


    
      	Emma: “Do you like my dildo?”


      	Gabby: “I love it, mistress. I hope I see it again soon.”


      	Emma: “Haha! You will. Now suck it.”

    


    The dildo looks even bigger from this perspective. I begin to suck the tip.


    
      	Emma: “Open wide.”

    


    Emma moves forward and tries to introduce the dildo’s head inside my mouth. I open it as much as I can, but the dildo is really big.


    
      	Emma: “Relax. Let it in.”

    


    Emma begins to caress my chin, while she pushes gently. She also puts a hand on the back of my head, and eventually the whole head is inside.
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      	Emma: “Good girl! Believe me, one day you’ll be able to swallow all of it.”

    


    How can that be possible!? My mouth is totally full now. After a while, my saliva starts falling from my lips. Then Emma removes the dildo from my mouth and takes off her harness.


    
      	Emma: “Is your tongue already nice and wet?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    


    Emma takes the mat and puts it on the floor.


    
      	Emma: “Lie down here on your back.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I obey Emma and she sits on my chest.


    
      	Emma: “Get me off.”

    


    Emma moves forward and I begin to lick her pussy. She’s already wet.


    
      	Emma: “I missed your tongue this morning.”

    


    Emma plays again with her breasts. I guess they are really sensitive. I can’t wait to lick them again :-)


    
      	Emma: “You look so cute down there.”

    


    I like the compliment. Emma begins to moan and squirt all over my face.
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      	Emma: “Oh! Fuck!”

    


    She comes. She hadn’t come so strongly the previous times. She keeps shaking for some seconds and then collapses over the mat.


    


    Emma caresses my arm and my leg while she catches her breath. She looks happy.


    
      [image: ]
    

    Eventually she rolls to lie on her side and she kisses me.


    
      	Emma: “You’re awesome.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, mistress.”

    


    I haven’t been with any other girl, but Emma has been with plenty, and she keeps mentioning how much she likes the way I lick her. I can’t avoid feeling somewhat proud of myself.


    
      	Emma: “This was amazingly hot.”

    


    It was. I can’t wait for Emma to restrain me and fuck me again :-)


    
      	Emma: “We need to go now. Get up.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    


    Emma removes quickly the tape from my body. It hurts a bit.


    
      	Emma: “As you can see, nobody came here.”

    


    I’m shocked. I had forgotten that we are at school. I had even forgotten about Evelyn and Natalie. Suddenly I fear again that somebody could knock on the door, but in the end it doesn’t happen. I suppose Emma is right. The probability of getting caught here is very small.


    
      	Emma: “Try on the uniform.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    We both get dressed quickly. The danger is definitely over.


    
      	Emma: “It’s indeed your size. Let’s take a picture. Get the pom-poms.”

    


    Emma takes a photo and shows it to me. I think I look nice.
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      	Emma: “You’re now officially a cheerleader.”

    


    I smile but… that last sentence triggers a weird thought in my mind. It looks like Emma has a say on whether applicants can join the squad, and she said she has been with other cheerleaders here before. Could it be that applicants are accepted only after getting fucked here?!


    …No! How can I think that of Emma!? I can’t let Natalie and Evelyn twist my thoughts.


    


    Emma puts her things back in the locker and gives me a bag to put my clothes in.


    
      	Emma: “We’ll leave the mat here to let it dry up. Let’s have lunch. The cafeteria is about to close.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I hadn’t noticed, but the mat is soaking wet. I hope nobody comes to the storage room any time soon. Emma takes my hand and we walk back to the main building.


    The corridors are busy at this time, and quite a gew people turn their heads to look at us; more than when we arrived in the morning. Could it be because now we’re wearing the uniforms? Perhaps this is just what happens when you’re popular.


    Or perhaps Natalie and Evelyn have already spread some rumors…


    
      	Emma: “Let’s hurry up.”

    


    We begin to walk faster. Then we turn left, and we run into Chloe. Emma and I stop walking, but she keeps holding my hand. Chloe also stops, and she looks sad. There is a tense silence for a few seconds. Suddenly Chloe turns around and runs away.
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      	Emma: “Let’s go.”

    


    I wish to ask Emma lots of questions, but I don’t dare to. I put my clothes in my locker and we go to the cafeteria.


    


    The cafeteria is almost empty already, but we arrive just in time to buy lunch.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s sit there.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    We sit at an empty table and we begin to eat in silence. After five minutes or so, Jessica shows up and comes towards us.


    
      	Jessica: “May I sit here?”


      	Emma: “Yes.”


      	Jessica: “I was looking for you. Some people are saying that you’ve made Gabby your slave by torturing her. They say there are pics that prove it. I’d like you to know that I have nothing to do with all that.”


      	Emma: “I know. Who told you that story?
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      	Jessica: “Christine. She was told by Charlotte. I don’t know who told Charlotte.” (It seems the rumor is spreading quickly.)


      	Emma: “Thanks.”

    


    Jessica gets up.


    
      	Jessica: “By the way, you look cool as a cheerleader, Gabby.”


      	Gabby: “…Thanks.”

    


    Jessica leaves.


    


    We continue eating in silence. Emma looks absent. I think we should discuss what to do about the rumor.


    
      	Gabby: “I beg your pardon, mistress. May I have your permission to speak, please?”


      	Emma: “No. I’m thinking.”


      	Gabby: “I apologize, mistress.”

    


    We finish eating in silence.


    
      	Emma: “Gabby, do you trust me?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Do you think that I tortured you, or that I abused you?” -Gabby: “…Not at all, mistress. I don’t think that!” (I’m surprised by these questions.)


      	Emma: “Can I trust you?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”
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    Emma looks worried. Does she fear that I might accuse her? I’m a bit shocked, but I’m not offended. I guess that if now I decided to accuse her, she could be in trouble.


    


    
      	Emma: “What did you want to say before?”


      	Gabby: “…”

    


    I think that talking about the rumor now is not a good idea. I should do something to help Emma feel better, and to show her that she can trust me. She has done things for me, like getting me a cheerleader uniform, or preparing a romantic dessert yesterday, and I haven’t done anything so far. But what could I do?


    Only one thing comes to my mind. I thought I’d never do this, but…


    
      	Gabby: “I’d like to give you something, mistress. It’s in my locker.”


      	Emma: “Let’s go.”

    


    At this time the corridor is empty. We arrive, and I feel super nervous while I open my locker.


    
      	Emma: “What is it?”


      	Gabby: “These are… these are four letters that I wrote to you… each of the last four years on Valentine’s day.” (My voice shakes. I can’t look at Emma.)


      	Emma: “…!”
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    She is surprised when she takes the letters.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s go to the library.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    


    We sit next to each other at the library. Emma opens the first letter.


    I’m too nervous to do my homework, but I don’t want to keep looking at her while she reads it. Suddenly I see Cami behind me.


    
      	Cami: “Hi!”


      	Gabby: “Hi.”


      	Cami: “Do you know the answer…? Eh!? Why are you wearing that uniform?”


      	Gabby: “…I’ll tell you another day. Do you need help with something?”


      	Cami: “Yes.

    


    I’m glad Cami showed up. I needed to be distracted. And luckily, it seems that Evelyn and Natalie’s story hasn’t reached her. I spend thirty minutes helping Cami with her homework.
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    Eventually, Cami leaves. I turn around and look at Emma. There are tears on her face!


    
      	Emma: “Gabby, I’m sorry I doubted you before. Your letters have touched me. They are really beautiful.”
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    I smile. I feel very happy. And I also feel relieved. I was afraid Emma wouldn’t like them. Sometimes my writings are too sentimental.


    
      	Emma: “Why didn’t you give them to me on Valentine’s day?”


      	Gabby: “…I was too shy, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Come here.”

    


    Emma kisses me. We keep kissing for a long time. Perhaps others are watching us, but we don’t care. Eventually, the bell rings and we stop.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s go home.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I think Emma feels confident again.

  

  
    Chapter 13


    Emma and I hold hands again on our way home. I feel very happy.


    When we arrive, she opens the door and we enter. My mom is in the kitchen, dressed like a… sexy maid?! When she hears the door closing, she walks fast towards us and gets on her knees in front of Emma.


    
      [image: ]
    

    
      	Elena: “Welcome home, mistress. I’m honored to be in your presence again.”


      	Emma: “Gabby, this is the way you must greet me when I come back home.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Is my mom home?”


      	Elena: “Ms. Schulte left one hour ago. She said she will return at dinner time.”


      	Emma: “Fine. Stand up. You have permission to talk with Gabby.”


      	Elena: “Thank you, mistress.”

    


    Emma goes upstairs.


    


    
      	Gabby: “Mom!”

    


    My mom and I hug each other immediately after Emma gets out of sight.
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      	Gabby: “Aren’t you mad at me?”

    


    She shakes her head and smiles. I feel incredibly lucky to have her. I wonder what other moms would have done.


    
      	Gabby: “How was your day?”


      	Elena: “Patricia told me she wants to train me as a latex maid.” (I guess this explains my mom’s outfit.) “This morning, we spent quite some time talking and after that she gave me a list of house chores, and…”

    


    My mom stops. She looks embarrassed.


    
      	Gabby: “What is it?” -Elena: “Have you seen the big machine they have in the basement?”


      	Gabby: “…I don’t think so.”


      	Elena: “It’s a sex machine. Patricia took me there. I’ve never had such strong orgasms!”


      	Gabby: “Mom!!!”

    


    My mom used to be very prude. I can’t believe how fast she has changed.


    


    
      	Gabby: “I need to ask you… are you lesbian?”


      	Elena: “…” (My mom blushes a bit.) “I… I like women like Patricia.”

    


    So definitely it’s true that my mom is attracted to her. Well… I also think Patricia is gorgeous.


    
      	Gabby: “…But have you ever…?”


      	Elena: “No. I’ve only been with your father.”
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    My dad passed away six years ago. After that, my mom and I were struggling financially, and she decided to move here with me for better job prospects. But she hasn’t had any relationship after his death.


    
      	Gabby: “I wonder… did you know I’m lesbian?”


      	Elena: …“I was waiting for you to tell me. I suspected it.”


      	Gabby: “Why?”


      	Elena: “You never talk about boys… or any man except your father.”

    


    I guess that’s true :-)


    


    Emma comes back downstairs.


    
      	Emma: “Elena, get on your knees.”


      	Elena: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma puts a gag on my mom. I’m not yet used to see her being dominated this way.
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      	Emma: “Time to go back to your chores.”

    


    My mom stands up and goes back to the kitchen. I wish we could talk again soon. I want to discuss so many things with her…


    
      	Emma: “Let’s go upstairs.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    


    We arrive to Emma’s bedroom. I see a maid’s outfit on the sofa.


    
      	Emma: “Get undressed.”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, mistress.”

    


    I suspect Emma wishes to turn me into a maid. I wish to work on my Biology project, but I’m not sure how to tell Emma. I begin to take off my clothes slowly.


    
      	Emma: “Are you worried about something?”


      	Gabby: …“Yes, mistress. I’d like to finish my project. Ms. Jensen said I must hand it in tomorrow.”


      	Emma: “You’ll do that later. Now you must do these chores.”

    


    Emma gives me a list and I read it: ‘Do laundry. Clean the sink and the toilet in the bathroom. Dust, sweep, and mop the second floor.’


    I frown.
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      	Gabby: “I’m not sure I’ll have enough time after doing all these chores, mistress.”


      	Emma: “That’s why you should undress as fast as you can.”

    


    Emma is getting impatient. I don’t want to upset her, so I give in. I take off my clothes quickly.


    
      	Emma: “Get dressed.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma smiles again. I’m not feeling very comfortable, but I can’t disobey her. I’ll just finish the chores asap.


    
      	Emma: “This outfit brings back lots of memories. It belonged to our maid, Trinity. She left recently.”

    


    I was wondering who did the house chores before.
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      	Gabby: “…Mistress, may I ask you why she left?”


      	Emma: “…She really loved my mom, and she was very religious. When my mom was ill, she made a promise to God that, if my mom recovered, she would become a cloistered nun. Now she lives in a convent.”


      	Gabby: “…!”

    


    I wasn’t expecting to hear such a story.


    


    
      	Gabby: “Do you miss her?”


      	Emma: “Yes, my mom and I were fond of her. She was in bondage to my mom for many years.”

    


    It looks like Patricia wishes to replace Trinity with my mom. Perhaps Emma also wishes to replace her with me?! I don’t know, but one thing is clear: Trinity gave up almost everything for Patricia’s sake, whereas I’ve just complained about doing a few house chores. I must keep in mind that Emma is not used to what I did.


    
      	Gabby: “I’m ready.”


      	Emma: “Not yet. As a latex maid, you’re not allowed to speak. You can just nod or shake your head.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Open your mouth.”

    


    Emma puts a mask on my face. She also replaces my collar by a neck bow, and adds a headpiece.
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      	Emma: “You look so nice!”

    


    I like the compliment, although I’m getting nervous thinking that Emma wants me to be a maid. I think I should just get those chores done asap.


    


    
      	Emma: “The clothes in that basket need to be washed. In the laundry area, you’ll find the cleaning products. Start now.”

    


    I take the basket and go downstairs to the laundry area, which is outside next to the kitchen.


    When I arrive, I look at the washing machine. I realize immediately that I don’t know how to use it. In fact, I don’t even know how to use the one at my place. My mom has always done laundry for me. I’ve never thanked her, which makes me feel bad. And now… I need her again. I can’t risk ruining Emma’s clothes. I go to the kitchen and make signs to let her know that I need help.


    
      [image: ]
    

    She looks surprised, I guess because of my outfit, but she follows me to the laundry area and starts the washing machine for me. I feel I don’t deserve the mom I have.


    


    I take a duster, a broom, and a dustpan, and I go upstairs. I start dusting Emma’s bedroom as fast as I can. After that, I dust the corridor, and finally I get to the small bedroom. I see that Emma is doing homework.
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    That makes me feel a bit resentful. My former self still tells me that school is more important than anything else, but my priorities are changing. I think it’s more important to obey Emma.


    


    When I finish dusting, I take the broom and the dustpan, and I begin to sweep the rooms. in the same order I dusted them. I sweep as fast as I can, and shortly after I start to sweep the small bedroom.


    
      	Emma: “You’re making too much noise. Either you slow down, or you wait until this room is empty to sweep here.”
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    I nod, but my resentment towards Emma increases. I hope my mask hides my feelings. I decide to go get the products to clean the sink and the toilet.


    


    Once in the laundry area, I see that the washing machine has ended. I had forgotten about it. I open it and… Emma’s clothes aren’t there! I get nervous and I look for my mom. She’s not in the kitchen or in the living-room.


    I continue searching for her, and eventually I find her… hanging Emma’s clothes in the big balcony! She looks at me and we smile at each other, although with our gags it’s difficult. I begin to help her, but she signals that it’s not necessary. I really don’t deserve my mom.
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    I go back to the laundry area and pick up the products to clean the sink and the toilet. I also pick up a mop and a bucket. Then I go upstairs and I clean the bathroom. Afterwards I begin to mop Emma’s bedroom but… I need to slow down. I’m not used to do this, and I’m getting tired. In fact, I’m sweating. It’s hot today, and the mask doesn’t allow me to breathe heavily.
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    I continue mopping slowly. I realize that a maid’s job is tough, and that maids should be held in high regard.


    


    Finally, I get back to the small bedroom to sweep and mop. Emma is not there anymore. She already finished her homework, and I heard her doing some aerobics. Now she’s taking a shower. I have not even started my project… but strangely enough, I don’t feel resentful anymore. Instead I feel accomplished and proud of finishing my chores.


    When I finish mopping, I go back to Emma’s bedroom and collapse onto the sofa. Shortly after, Emma comes in.


    
      	Emma: “Have you done everything in the list?”

    


    I nod.
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      	Emma: “It looks like you need to improve your fitness. You’ll start doing aerobics with me.”

    


    I nod. I do like the idea. It will be more fun than doing house chores and, more importantly, it will be time spent with Emma. And maybe I’ll get as fit as her :-)


    
      	Emma: “Now use the toilet.”

    


    I go to the toilet and I use it. I also take a towel and dry all the sweat from my skin.


    


    When I go back to the bedroom, Emma is already dressed. She’s looking at herself on the mirror. She seems relaxed and happy.


    
      	Emma: “Do you like my shirt?”
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    I nod. Emma asks me that question quite frequently. I think she does care about fashion.


    
      	Emma: “I heard the front door. My mom is back for dinner.” (I look at the clock. It’s 7 pm! I’ve spent more than three hours doing my chores.) “Let’s go downstairs.”

    


    I follow Emma. I’m hungry and I look forward to having dinner. My mom is an excellent cook. In fact, she works at an Italian restaurant’s kitchen.


    


    At the kitchen, I see that my mom has been quite busy. The smell is nice.


    
      	Emma: “Your mom has finished cooking the starters. You will serve and wait the table.”
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    After a few seconds I realize that I’m not having dinner with Emma. My stomach protests, but I resign myself and nod. Emma removes my mask.


    
      	Emma: “Drink some water.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, Ms. Lindberg.”

    


    I was very thirsty, so I drink two glasses. This makes me feel a bit better, although I’m still quite shocked.


    
      	Emma: “Open your mouth.”

    


    Emma puts back my mask.


    


    Patricia comes out of her bedroom. Emma looks at her and goes back upstairs. Then Patricia removes my mom’s mask, lets her drink, and puts her mask back, like Emma did with me. Emma comes back wearing a dress. Did she think her shirt was not appropriate?!


    Patricia sits at the table, and Emma follows her. I’m still a bit shocked and I don’t know very well what I have to do. Thankfully, my mom points at the starters, and I serve them. They smell really nice. She has chosen to cook what she’s best at. I go back to the kitchen, but my mom signals that I must fill in Patricia’s and Emma’s glasses, and that I should wait close to the table.
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      	Patricia: “How was school today?”


      	Emma: “…Mom, I’m a bit in trouble. Do you remember Chloe?”


      	Patricia: “Yes. You told me you broke up with her.”


      	Emma: “Well… yes, I did. The reason was that, on my birthday, we tried bondage, but after a while she wanted to stop and said it wasn’t for her.” (I’m a bit surprised Emma hadn’t told this to her mom.)


      	Patricia: “I thought your first time was with Gabby.” (They speak as if I wasn’t here.)
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      	Emma: “…Sorry I didn’t tell you before. The issue is, I told my friends why we broke up, the story made its way to Instagram, and Chloe denied it. Then I maintained it was true.”


      	Patricia: “Why did she deny it?”


      	Emma: “I think she was embarrassed. She didn’t want others to know she tried bondage, or to be called a slave.”

    


    


    
      	Patricia: “Did you ask her whether she was OK with talking about that to others?”


      	Emma: “…No.”


      	Patricia: “You should have. People have a right to privacy, you know.”


      	Emma: “But why is bondage such a taboo subject?”


      	Patricia: “Society is the way it is. I never talk with outsiders about what I do here. What do you think would happen if it became known that Catherine, or even Ashleigh, have been here? They would be on the cover of every tabloid.” (I wonder who Catherine is. Patricia already mentioned her before.)
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      	Emma: “But… don’t you think that needs to change?”


      	Patricia: “…Yes, but in the meantime, you need to be careful. I think you should apologize to Chloe.”


      	Emma: “…I’ll reflect upon that.”

    


    


    
      	Patricia: “And besides your troubles… is anything else OK? How is it going with Gabby?”


      	Emma: “I still haven’t told you my troubles.” (Damn it. I wanted Emma to answer that question.)


      	Patricia: “Ah!”


      	Emma: “Many insulted me on Instagram, either because they think like you regarding privacy, or just because they are against bondage. I’m not friends with Evelyn and Natalie anymore.”


      	Patricia: “…If you wish, you can invite them here and I’ll explain to them…”
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      	Emma: “No, wait, that’s not the issue either.” (Patricia looks surprised.)


      “Evelyn and Natalie… today they’ve realized that Gabby is now in bondage to me. While I was with the cheer squad, they followed Gabby to a restroom. There they stripped her and they saw the caning marks from yesterday. They took pictures.” (It’s hard for me to listen to this. I’m not feeling OK. And I see that my mom is now listening from the kitchen.)


      “And now… they are telling everybody that I tortured Gabby to make her my slave.”


    


    Emma pauses. Patricia looks astonished.


    


    Emma and Patricia are done with the starters, so I bring in the first course, which is clam chowder. I feel hungry again.


    
      	Emma: “Mom, what do I do?”


      	Patricia: “…Let me think. In all my years… I’ve never had such a problem.” (Emma looks down.) “What does Gabby say?”


      	Emma: “She supports me.” (Emma smiles. I’m glad to hear her reply.) “She’s such a sweetheart. After I asked her if I can trust her, she gave me love letters she had written for me on Valentine’s day. They’re really beautiful. I can show you later.” (Now I’m super embarrassed! Those letters are for Emma only. What about my right to privacy!?)


      	Patricia: “That’s so sweet.” (Patricia and Emma smile.)
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      	Patricia: “I think Evelyn and Natalie must be reported. They assaulted Gabby.”


      	Emma: “Yes. And what about their rumor?”


      	Patricia: “I’d suggest you just tell the truth, I mean, that you didn’t torture Gabby.”


      	Emma: “But people will remain suspicious. Soon everybody will find out that Gabby lives here, which would confirm she’s in bondage to me. Then many will believe that I tortured her.”


      	Patricia: “If Gabby supports you, she can also deny that.”
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    Emma doesn’t reply anything to Patricia. They begin to eat the clam chowder in silence. I’m afraid it’s all down to me. I’ll have to report Evelyn and Natalie, and to tell people that Emma didn’t torture me.


    


    When they finish, I bring the main course.


    
      	Emma: “Where did you go?”


      	Patricia: “I’ve been to Angela’s store.”


      	Emma: “Nice!”


      	Patricia: “Yes, she looked very happy to see me. We’ve talked for over two hours. She told me about your modeling job. And she asked me about Gabby. Angela really likes her. She’s happy for you.” (I smile when I hear that. I definitely like Angela.)


      	Emma: “Yes. They were whispering while I was trying on my swimsuits. I don’t know what they talked about, but they do like each other.” (I sort of freeze when I hear that. Emma notices everything!) “So what about my job?”

    


    Patricia and Emma continue talking about clothes and modeling while they enjoy the main course.
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    I bring the dessert. My mom has really worked hard to prepare this dinner.
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      	Patricia: “Angela… she has told me that she wishes to get again into bondage, you know.”


      	Emma: “Really!?”


      	Patricia: “Yeah, and also into designing fetish clothing.”


      	Emma: “That’s great! I’d rather model that instead of swimsuits.”


      	Patricia: “I know…” (Patricia smiles.) “She said she’s been thinking about it recently, and after seeing that I’m back and that you’ve also started…”


      	Emma: “But what about Lexy?”


      	Patricia: “She said Lexy is going to move out soon to go to university.”


      	Emma: “But does she already know that Angela used to be…?” (Lexy must be Angela’s daughter. Angela had told me that Emma and her daughter used to play together.)


      	Patricia: “I don’t think she told her. Not yet.”


      	Emma: “You see, I disagree with that. When Lexy finds out, she’ll think that before she didn’t really know her mom. I’m happy you’ve always been open about it, at least with me.”

    


    Patricia smiles, and they begin to eat the dessert.


    


    After finishing the dessert, Patricia and Emma get up. My stomach complained all along, but I’m proud I could serve the courses properly.


    
      	Patricia: “Elena, come here.”

    


    My mom comes fast. Patricia removes her mask, while Emma removes mine.


    
      	Patricia: “All the dishes were delicious.”


      	Elena: “Thank you, Ms. Schulte.”

    


    My mom looks relieved. It looks as if this dinner was a sort of test.


    
      	Patricia: “Gabby and you may have dinner now.”

    


    I feel glad when I hear that. Patricia handcuffs my mom. Emma does the same with me after removing my wrist and leg bands. It feels as if there are some rules written somewhere about how latex maids should be treated.
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      	Emma: “Gabby, after you have had dinner, come to my bedroom.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, Ms. Lindberg.”

    


    Patricia and Emma leave together.

  

  
    Chapter 14


    My mom brings two bowls of clam chowder to the table. I’m so hungry that I take my spoon immediately.


    
      	Elena: “Wait.”(My mom sits at the table and takes my hand.) “For what we are about to receive, may the Lord make us truly grateful. Amen.”


      	Gabby: “Amen.”
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    I’m glad to see that my mom hasn’t changed completely. This feels a bit like we’re back home having dinner together.


    
      	Elena: “You were wearing a cheerleader uniform when you came home.”


      	Gabby: “Yes. I’m part of the squad now.”


      	Elena: “You’ve never told me you like cheerleading.”


      	Gabby: “No, I just… like the uniform.” (I’m a bit embarrassed.) “It was a surprise from Emma. She’s the captain, and she wanted me to have it, so she made arrangements to allow me to join the squad. But she does not expect me to train with them.”

    


    My mom looks surprised. I’ve also realized that the story sounds a bit weird while I was telling it.


    


    
      	Gabby: “Emma wanted to cheer me up after…” (I pause.)


      	Elena: “After you were assaulted.”


      	Gabby: “…Yes.”


      	Elena: “Why didn’t you report that?”


      	Gabby: “I was embarrassed, and also… it’s complicated. If I do, it means I’ll also have to explain why I have caning marks, and so… everybody at school will soon know for sure I’m in bondage to Emma.”


      	Elena: “Are you ashamed of that?”


      	Gabby: “No. I’m afraid of the consequences of others knowing. Aren’t you afraid?”


      	Elena: “…I guess so. But Patricia keeps her bondage relationships private.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, I wish Emma… I mean… I understand Emma. She thinks that if everyone does it secretly, bondage will be a taboo topic forever. And I also wish that it stops being a taboo. But the fact is that nowadays it still is.”
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    My mom doesn’t reply anything. We continue eating in silence for a while.


    


    When we finish, my mom brings two apples.


    
      	Gabby: “Mom… aren’t you scared?”


      	Elena: “What do you mean?”


      	Gabby: “Don’t you think what we’re doing is crazy… or too fast?”


      	Elena: “Yes. And it’s also exciting.” (My mom smiles.) “I feel like when I met your dad and I got pregnant so soon. It all seemed crazy, but we were happy.”
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    I’m surprised by her reply. I know she was just 19 when I was born, but she hasn’t told me much about how she met my dad.


    
      	Elena: “Life is like that, you know. Most days, nothing important happens, and suddenly one day you meet somebody and everything changes.”

    


    For some reason, my mom’s words make me feel better.


    
      	Gabby: “So now you feel… happy with Patricia?”

    


    My mom takes some seconds to reply.


    
      	Elena: “I never thought a woman like Patricia would be interested in me. The way she moves, the way she talks to me… I’m only afraid she changes her mind.”

    


    I do see my mom is really into Patricia.


    


    
      	Gabby: “But… do you like bondage? Yesterday morning your reaction…”


      	Elena: “I know. I was just afraid of being separated from you.” (My mom pauses a few seconds.) “Bondage is something I’ve felt curious about, but I’ve never been… brave enough to try it.” (I’m a bit surprised my mom knew about bondage.) “With Patricia I feel safe, even though we’ve just met. And you?”


      	Gabby: “I also feel safe with Emma.”


      	Elena: “No, I mean… do you like it?”


      	Gabby: “Well… I didn’t know about it before Friday.” (My mom is surprised.) “Initially, I just wanted to be with Emma. Now I’m also liking bondage more and more.
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    My mom smiles.


    
      	Gabby: “So… mom, are you really 100% into this?”


      	Elena: “I am. Aren’t you?”


      	Gabby: “I really want to be with Emma.”


      	Elena: “Then we must do our best to keep our mistresses happy.”

    


    We smile at each other. I feel like I’m learning a lot about my mom. Shortly after, we finish dinner and I go upstairs.


    


    I arrive to Emma’s bedroom and I see that she has changed clothes again. She looks hot :-) I knock on the door.


    
      	Emma: “Come in.”

    


    I enter and Emma takes off my handcuffs.
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      	Emma: “Get undressed.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I begin to remove my clothes. I wonder what Emma is planning to do.


    
      	Emma: “You did very well during our dinner. And I’ve checked the corridor, the bedrooms. and the bathroom. You did quite a good job.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, mistress.” (I’m glad to hear that.)


      	Emma: “What about the balconies?”


      	Gabby: “Eh?! I didn’t think I had to clean them.”


      	Emma: “Why?”


      	Gabby: “Because… they’re outside.”


      	Emma: “And? Your instruction was to dust, sweep, and mop the second floor. Do you think that I like dirty balconies?”


      	Gabby: “No, mistress.”

    


    Emma looks sort of upset. I honestly didn’t think I had to clean the balconies, but I don’t wish to argue with her and upset her more.


    


    
      	Emma: “The reason I decided to give you those chores today was that I wanted you to help your mom on her first day, so that my mom is content with her.”


      	Gabby: “I understand, mistress.” (I hadn’t thought on that possibility. I’m glad Emma wishes to help my mom.)


      	Emma: “But your attitude when I gave you the list of chores wasn’t good. When I tell you to do something, I expect you to do your best, no matter how much time it takes. You wanted to finish your chores as fast as you could to get rid of them, right?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress. I apologize.” (I don’t know how, but Emma always finds a way of making me feel that I disappointed her.)


      	Emma: “Apologize to me properly. Get on your knees.”


      	Gabby: “Please accept my apologies, mistress. I deeply regret what I have done.”

    


    
      [image: ]
    

    


    Emma sits on the sofa and puts her right boot in front of my face.


    
      	Emma: “Lick my soles clean.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I look at the sole. It seems a bit dusty.


    
      	Emma: “If they’re dirty, it’s your fault. This will teach you to do your best when obeying me.”

    


    I begin to lick the soles. I do my best to clean them. I remember what my mom said about keeping our mistresses happy, and I wish Emma to be happy with me again as soon as possible.
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    After a while, Emma makes me switch to the other sole.


    
      	Emma: “Continue.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I look at her for one second. She’s already more relaxed. I think she likes my eagerness to clean the soles, and I continue licking the best I can.


    
      	Emma: “Your attitude now is the right one.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Don’t forget the heel.”

    


    I begin to suck the heel immediately, and Emma smiles.
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      	Emma: “Stop. Lie down on your back on the floor.”

    


    I obey Emma, and after that she steps on my belly.
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      	Emma: “Why didn’t you clean the balconies?” (I’m a bit surprised she asks me that again.)


      	Gabby: “…Because I didn’t understand the instructions correctly, mistress. I read them too fast and I didn’t pay enough attention.”


      	Emma: “And why did that happen?”


      	Gabby: “Because I wanted to finish as soon as possible… to have time to work on my project.”


      	Emma: “So you think your project is more important.”


      	Gabby: “…Not anymore, mistress. I struggled with those thoughts before, but I’ve made up my mind. Your tasks are always more important.”


      	Emma: “Is serving and obeying me always going to be your priority from now on?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I do mean what I said. I’m not sure exactly when, but my mind has changed, and now keeping Emma happy and fulfilling her wishes is more important than any school work. Emma smiles.


    


    
      	Emma: “Don’t move.”

    


    Emma stands up. Then she steps on my belly with her right boot, and next with her left boot. She’s trampling me! I feel her weight.
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      	Emma: “Are you afraid that I may decide to turn you into my maid?”


      	Gabby: “…” (That’s a tough question. I’ve just said that her tasks are always more important, but… I think I could do more than just house chores.) “Before I was, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Was your plan to complete the tasks inadequately so that I think that you’re not good at cleaning?”


      	Gabby: “No, mistress. I’ve never tried to deceive you.” (I’m honest.)


      	Emma: “Will you then be my maid whenever I wish so, and have a willing attitude?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress. I will.”


      	Emma: “Will you ever question my judgement when I tell you to do something?”


      	Gabby: “No, mistress.”

    


    Emma steps out of my belly. I feel relieved.


    


    
      	Emma: “Get on your knees.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma takes my chin and I look at her.
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      	Emma: “Gabby, at the moment I don’t plan to turn you into a full-time maid. But if I tell you to do some house chores, you’ll have to do them. You must trust my choices, and your priority should be to serve me and to obey me. Are you ready for that?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress. I am.”


      	Emma: “Do you promise to do it?”


      	Gabby: “…I promise.”

    


    I don’t know if I fully understand what I have just promised to do.


    
      	Emma: “I accept your apologies. Give me a kiss.”

    


    Emma kisses my lips, and she smiles. She looks happy again. I feel sort of exhausted after all this questioning, but I also feel happy.


    


    
      	Emma: “I really wish for my mom to be pleased with your mom. That way she can stay here and you can see her daily.”


      	Gabby: “I’m thankful for that, mistress.”


      	Emma: “However, it turns out that your mom has misbehaved. My mom is waiting for us in the basement.” (What has my mom done?! She seemed very eager to please Patricia.) “Stand up.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma also gets up and takes some clothes from the stuff Patricia gave her.


    
      	Emma: “Get dressed.”

    


    She gives me a latex corset and stockings, and I put them on. Then she takes something like a set of handcuffs or an armbinder, and she binds my arms with it. Finally, she puts something around my neck.
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      	Emma: “You look hot with a neck corset. Let’s go.”

    


    I like the compliment, but I’m too nervous to reply because of my mom. I follow Emma to the basement.


    


    We enter the basement and we go to the upper floor. Is my mom again on that wheel in the DieselPunk area?! I hope not. Emma tries to open a door.


    
      	Emma: “Weird… I think my mom told me to come to this room, but it’s closed.”

    


    We continue walking. I keep getting more and more nervous.


    
      	Emma: “Ah! They must be there. There is light inside.”

    


    Emma points to a room where I haven’t been before. I follow her. She opens the door and we enter.


    
      	Gabby: “Oh my God!”

    


    I was expecting to see my mom and Patricia, but instead we find Ashleigh! She’s restrained inside a cage that has a bed on top.
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      	Emma: “Oh! I forgot. My mom told me she’s punishing Ashleigh-puppy for what she did on Saturday.” (I had already forgotten about that.)


      	Gabby: “But… has she been here since Saturday?!”


      	Emma: “I’m not sure.”

    


    


    I’m shocked, and I’m starting to feel bad for Ashleigh. I think that I overreacted a bit when I attacked her. I don’t know what to say.


    
      	Gabby: “Didn’t she have to go to work today?”


      	Emma: “I guess. But if my mom decides she must stay here, she stays here for as long as she’s told.”


      	Gabby: “Mistress… I don’t think what Ashleigh did was so terrible. I think she was just being playful.”


      	Emma: “That’s for my mom to decide, not you. But don’t worry about her. It’s not the first time she’s punished.”

    


    Emma opens the cage door. Ashleigh begins to exit immediately, and Emma caresses her face.
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      	Emma: “How is my favorite puppy?”

    


    Ashleigh can’t bark because of her gag, but she looks happy. I also liked it whenever Emma caressed my face while I was a puppy. Suddenly, Emma pushes Ashleigh back inside the cage and closes the door.


    
      	Emma: “She’s fine. Let’s go.”

    


    Emma and I exit the room. One thing is clear: nobody should mess with Patricia.


    


    We see Patricia coming towards us.


    
      	Emma: “Mom, we were trying to find you. Didn’t you tell me…?”


      	Patricia: “…Yes, but that room was too dusty. Come with me.”

    


    Emma grabs my arm and we follow Patricia. I’m so anxious that I decide to close my eyes. Soon we stop.


    
      	Emma: “Gabby, this is the shibari area. Do you remember when I used rope to restrain you?”

    


    Emma’s words calm me down a bit. I guess my mom is just tied up with rope like I was last Friday. I open my eyes.


    
      	Gabby: “What!?”

    


    My mom is next to me tied up with multiple ropes and suspended in the air. I couldn’t have imagined something like this.
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      	Emma: “Amazing work, mom.”


      	Patricia: “Thanks. I’ve lost practice. It took me longer than it used to.”


      	Emma: “You could have called me. Then I would also have used rope for Gabby. Now they aren’t matching.”


      	Patricia: “You keep thinking about fashion all the time. We’ve got more important issues to discuss.”


      	Emma: “Sorry, mom.”

    


    


    
      	Patricia: “Gabby, I asked Emma to bring you here because I need to question your mom again. However, if you feel distressed, you may leave.”


      	Gabby: “I wish to stay, Ms. Schulte.” (I can’t leave my mom alone.)


      	Patricia: “Elena, do you know why I’ve brought you here?”


      	Elena: “…”


      	Patricia: “This morning we were talking for a long time. We talked about rules and about my expectations, and I said that one of the rules is that you need to ask for permission to speak, right?”


      	Elena: “Yes, Ms. Schulte.”


      	Patricia: “Do you understand that this includes making phone calls?”


      	Elena: “…” (My mom looks nervous.) “Yes, Ms. Schulte.”


      	Patricia: “Did you make a phone call?”


      	Elena: “…”
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    My mom is hesitant. I guess she’s doubting whether to lie or tell the truth. I think lying would have terrible consequences. I hope she tells the truth.


    


    Patricia leaves and soon comes back with a bag. She takes from it some sort of… luminous wand?!


    
      	Patricia: “Answer.”


      	Elena: “…”

    


    Patricia touches my mom’s chest with the wand, and it gives her an electric shock! My mom looks terrified.
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      	Elena: “Yes, Ms. Schulte. I’ve made a phone call.”


      	Patricia: “Who did you call?”


      	Elena: “My boss.”


      	Patricia: “Why?”


      	Elena: “To tell him… that I’m not going to work.”


      	Patricia: “Tell me everything.”


      	Elena: “…” (My mom looks distressed.) “I told him that I cannot go to work… because I have a cold and fever.”


      	Patricia: “I see.”

    


    Patricia looks disappointed.


    


    
      	Patricia: “Emma, untie her and tell her to leave.”

    


    Patricia switches off the wand, turns around and begins to walk away. Emma looks surprised and walks towards Patricia.


    
      	Elena: “Please, Ms. Schulte. Let me explain!”

    


    Suddenly, I recall the moment when Emma told me to leave after we went to Angela’s store. I know how my mom is feeling. Patricia turns back.
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      	Patricia: “What’s there to explain? You’ll keep wasting my time.”


      	Elena: “I said that to my boss… because I felt worried about leaving my job. I was afraid that maybe I wouldn’t be able to meet your expectations and soon you would tell me to leave.”


      	Patricia: “Liar. This morning you told me that you were 100% sure you want to be my maid, and that you would do your best to meet my expectations. Do you think that misbehaving and telling that to your boss shows you are doing your best and you are 100% sure you want to be my maid?”


      	Elena: “…No, Ms. Schulte. It was a terrible mistake. Please forgive me. I’ll never do it again.”

    


    


    Patricia still looks disappointed.


    
      	Patricia: “Do you think that I would have spent so much time with you yesterday and today, if my plan was to tell you to leave tomorrow or on Wednesday? Is that what you think about me?”


      	Elena: “No, Ms. Schulte. I trust you. I was only unsure of whether my skills would be enough.”


      	Patricia: “I’m not playing games. I take bondage very seriously, and I don’t give up on somebody for such reasons. What I don’t accept is intentional misbehavior and distrust.”


      	Elena: “I understand, Ms. Schulte. I know I deserve to be punished, but please do not give up on me.”
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    I see a tear on my mom’s face! I cry a lot, but I have hardly ever seen her crying. If somebody would have told me two days ago that today I would see my mom talking this way, I would have laughed really loud. However, I know that she’s telling the truth. Patricia puts the wand back in the bag and seems to be thinking. Emma looks at her.


    


    
      	Patricia: “If you wish to stay, you’ll have to do three things.”

    


    My mom smiles. I’m sure she’s going to do whatever Patricia says.


    
      	Patricia: “First, you’ll have to send a resignation notice to your boss. Second, you’ll have to send a termination letter to your landlord. And third, you’ll have to sign a bondage contract with me, which will describe all the rules you must follow, and the obligations we have with each other.”


      	Elena: “Yes, Ms. Schulte. I’ll do those three things.”


      	Patricia: “Not so fast. You’ll spend some time here, thinking about it. Tomorrow morning I’ll give you a copy of the contract, and you’ll read it and make a decision.”


      	Elena: “Yes, Ms. Schulte. Thank you.”
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    My mom looks relieved. I realize that we are definitely all-in, and we’re never going back to our previous lives. I feel this is crazy, but I’m also happy.


    


    
      	Patricia: “Gabby, do you wish to say anything to your mom before she makes a decision?”

    


    I wasn’t expecting this. I take some seconds to think, but I don’t want to tell my mom what she should decide.
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      	Gabby: “Mom, I know you’ll make the right decision for us, and I’ll support it.” (My mom smiles.)


      	Patricia: “Gabby, as you should remember, yesterday I said that, whenever your mom misbehaves, I will punish her, and Emma will punish you.” (I look at Emma. She doesn’t seem too comfortable with that.) “Your punishment will be postponed until you misbehave.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, Ms. Schulte.”


      	Patricia: “However, should that happen, your punishment will be hard.”

    


    After what I saw yesterday and today, I don’t want to know what Patricia means by a hard punishment.


    


    Emma walks towards my mom and takes her chin.


    
      	Emma: “If you decide to stay and then I have to punish Gabby because of something you did, Gabby’s punishment will be nothing compared to yours.”
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      	Elena: “I understand, Ms. Lindberg.”


      	Emma: “Wish Gabby a good night.”


      	Elena: “Good night, piccola mia. Sleep well.”


      	Gabby: “Good night, mom.”


      	Emma: “Good night, mom.”


      	Patricia: “Good night. Good night, Gabby.”


      	Gabby: “Good night, Ms. Schulte.”


      	Emma: “Let’s go.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, Ms. Lindberg.”

    


    Emma and I leave the shibari area.


    


    
      	Emma: “I could show you the bed now, but you should work on your Biology project.”

    


    My project! I had forgotten about it again. After all the things that have just happened, will I be able to concentrate on it? In fact, I don’t feel like working on it. It’s past 10 pm. I’ll rather go to bed. We arrive to Emma’s bedroom and she takes off my restraining kit.


    
      	Emma: “Use the toilet, get dressed and wait for me in the small bedroom.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma gives me pajamas with hearts. That makes me smile, and I obey her. Although I’m really tired and my head is spinning, after my reaction when she gave me the list of house chores, I can’t tell her now that I don’t feel like doing my project. Shortly after I go to the small bedroom, she comes back with a big chair and replaces the desk chair with it.


    
      	Emma: “This is a bondage chair. It will help you to avoid distractions. Sit down.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    After I sit, Emma restrains my legs, my waist and my neck. She also has belts to restrain my wrists, but she doesn’t use them so that I can type, I suppose.
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    Emma moves my chair to face the desk. Then she brings my phone and a laptop.


    
      	Emma: “Do not try to untie yourself. Do you need anything else?”


      	Gabby: “No, mistress. Thank you.” (After what I witnessed in the basement, I don’t think I’ll ever misbehave again.)


      	Emma: “When you are done, call me. Good night.”


      	Gabby: “Good night, mistress.”

    


    Emma kisses me and leaves. I open the laptop, but I do feel tired. I used to be very organized, and I hardly ever needed to do my homework during bedtime. For a moment, I’m tempted to just copy-paste some texts from the Internet and then call Emma. But suddenly my former me comes back and I open my document. I can’t just give up on everything I’ve been working for at school. I read the last paragraph that I had written, and I continue from there.


    
      	Gabby: “It’s 3:30. My eyes keep closing. I can’t do this anymore.”

    


    I say that aloud. I’ve been working non-stop for five hours. I just have to write the conclusions to finish. It would take me around half an hour, but I can’t. Perhaps if I set the alarm on my phone and I sleep for two hours then… Before I do that, I fall asleep.


    
      [image: ]
    
  

  
    Day 05

  

  
    Chapter 15


    Emma unfastens my neck and waist belts, and she wakes me up.


    
      	Emma: “Good morning, Gabby.”


      	Gabby: “…Good morning… mistress.”

    


    I open my eyes. I see Emma smiling at me while she caresses my face. She looks so beautiful… Then I see the desk and the laptop, and suddenly I remember everything.


    
      	Gabby: “What’s the time?!”


      	Emma: “It’s 6.”


      	Gabby: “I fell asleep! I have to finish…”


      	Emma: “Don’t worry. I woke up early and I read your project. You’ve worked hard. And it’s very interesting. No wonder all the teachers like you.”


      	Gabby: “But I still have to write the conclusions.”


      	Emma: “I’ve written them.”
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    Emma smiles and points at the laptop. I begin to read them. I’m quite surprised and touched. Yesterday maybe I thought Emma didn’t care that much about how I do at school, but now… I see she really cares. After reading a few sentences, I hug Emma. She didn’t expect it, but she also hugs me.


    


    
      	Gabby: “You’re so good to me, mistress. I wish to thank you for helping me with my project.”


      	Emma: “Good idea.”

    


    Emma removes her panties, puts the laptop on the bed and sits on the desk. I wasn’t thinking about thanking her this way, but I begin to lick her immediately. She’s so horny every morning.


    
      	Emma: “Our teachers know you’re very good at studying, but they don’t know there’s something else you’re even better at.”

    


    I like the compliment :-) Emma caresses my hair and she begins to moan. She gets wet very fast.
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      	Emma: “You’ve written a nice project about supernormal stimuli, but you could write a Ph.D. thesis about cunnilingus.”

    


    I almost laugh, but I’m able to keep licking. Shortly after Emma comes all over my face.


    
      	Emma: “Oh my it feels so good…”

    


    I stop licking, but I keep kissing Emma’s pussy while she rests.


    


    Emma stands up and puts on her panties. Then she unfastens my remaining belts and we go to her bedroom.


    
      	Emma: “What time did you fall asleep?”


      	Gabby: “3:30.”


      	Emma: “I guess you feel tired.”


      	Gabby: “I’m OK, mistress. I hope you could sleep enough before you started working on my project.”


      	Emma: “Ah! Regarding that, I woke up early for another reason. Yesterday evening, after I left you here, I spent time thinking about restraining you at school.” (I get tense immediately after hearing that.) “Then I decided that I should read our school’s dress code. So I woke up early to do that.”


      	Gabby: “And have you read it?” (I’m getting nervous.)


      	Emma: “Yeah! I read it before working on your project. It’s not long. It bans clothing with writings or symbols that promote violence or hate, it also bans slippers… and there is something against covering your head. But it doesn’t say anything at all against someone being restrained. So today you’ll be collared and handcuffed.”


      	Gabby: “…”
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    I want to say many things but I can’t choose one. I feel anxious.


    


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, I still fear the consequences of being seen restrained.”


      	Emma: “What consequences are you afraid of in particular?”


      	Gabby: “…” (I feel like Emma has forgotten all the conversations she has had with Patricia about this.) “Remember what happened when you revealed that Chloe and you tried bondage. Many people said that you should have kept it private, and some don’t like bondage at all.”


      	Emma: “And? What are the consequences? I wish to be around people who like me the way I am, without needing to keep secrets. The only consequence I see is that I got rid of people who don’t like me how I am, and that’s a good thing.”
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      	Gabby: “…What about the teachers? Don’t you think they will punish us?”


      	Emma: “That’s why I read the dress code. They have no reason to do that.”


      	Gabby: “…What if we are ostracized or discriminated against?”


      	Emma: “Gabby, remember how afraid you were of being seen restrained by your mom, and in the end it turns out she’s interested in bondage. You can’t assume that teachers or others will do something like that.”

    


    I feel that I’m losing this argument. I suppose Emma spent some time thinking about this indeed.


    


    
      	Emma: “Moreover, many at school already suspect that you are in bondage to me. And soon everybody will find out that you live here. I think it’s better to confirm that it’s true, rather than letting the rumor go on forever.”

    


    I’m blocked. Probably there are many other negative consequences I could tell Emma about, but they don’t come to my mind right now. In the end, what am I afraid of? Nothing is more frightening to me than losing Emma. Suddenly I have a flashback of what happened last Saturday.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, in truth I’m afraid that, if I’m seen restrained at school, I may panic and run away, like I did when Jessica saw me. And I fear you’ll break up with me if that happens.”

    


    Emma looks down and thinks for some seconds.


    
      	Emma: “I won’t. I promise I won’t. If that happens, I’ll have to punish you, but I won’t break up with you. Come here.”

    


    Emma hugs me and kisses my head. I calm down a bit. I guess this is it. I’ll go to school collared and handcuffed.
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      	Emma: “Let’s relax again. Get undressed.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma looks calm, but I wonder if she also feels nervous inside. In fact, the consequences of restraining me at school could be even worse for her than for me. While I take off my clothes, she opens a drawer and takes handcuffs, a magic wand and a… kind of dildo. It’s huge!


    
      	Emma: “Lie down face up on the bed.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma takes off her lingerie set and sits on my face.


    
      	Emma: “Get me wet.”

    


    I begin to lick Emma again. Meanwhile she turns on the magic wand and applies it on my pussy. I feel more relaxed. After a minute or so, she increases the speed of the wand, and I also begin to get wet.
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      	Emma: “I’ll never have enough of your tongue. Stop.”

    


    Emma gets on her knees and takes the dildo.


    
      	Emma: “Get it wet. Suck.”

    


    I suck the longer end. It almost doesn’t fit inside my mouth, like the dildo Emma used at the gym. Emma applies the magic wand on my pussy again, this time at maximum speed.
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      	Emma: “Don’t forget my side.”

    


    Emma turns the dildo around and I suck the shorter end. Now I think I get how this dildo will be used :-) Soon after, I get so excited that I can’t focus on sucking anymore.


    
      	Emma: “After your deep throat training, you’ll be able to swallow the whole thing.”

    


    Deep throat training? I don’t think I’ll ever be able to put that inside my throat!


    


    Emma handcuffs me.


    
      	Emma: “Lie down on your back.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    She takes the dildo and puts the short end inside her pussy. Then she penetrates me.
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      	Emma: “Wow! It went in all the way so easily!”

    


    I’m already very wet, and she begins to fuck me hard. She’s also very excited, and she seems to be getting lots of pleasure.


    
      	Emma: “Oh, yes! We should use strapless dildos more often.”

    


    We start moaning. She fucks me now really hard, and I can’t believe how excited I’m getting.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, may I have your permission to come, please?!”


      	Emma: “Yes!”

    


    Emma and I come together, and we collapse on the bed. We rest for some minutes, looking at the ceiling, while she caresses my body in silence.


    


    
      	Gabby: “I’m eternally thankful for your dedication to my sexual education and wellness, mistress.”

    


    I almost forgot to say it. Emma smiles, but suddenly she seems shocked.


    
      	Emma: “Oh my God! Look at the time! Let’s take a shower quickly.”

    


    Emma takes off my handcuffs, we go to the bathroom and I wash her body. We keep smiling at each other. I find sex with Emma amazing, and it’s quite clear she feels the same about sex with me :-) I just wish we could spend the whole day in bed…


    
      	Emma: “Let’s get dressed.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    After we dry ourselves, we go to the bedroom. Emma chooses our clothes and we put them on. Then she picks up a present from a bag!


    
      	Emma: “This is for you.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, mistress.”

    


    
      [image: ]
    

    I remove the wrapping paper and I open the box. It’s a set of handcuffs and a collar.


    
      	Emma: “I must say… my mom used to give away gift boxes at parties in the basement. She still has some boxes left, and this morning I’ve picked up this one for you. But soon we’ll go shopping and you’ll have many more sets, and much better ones.”

    


    Never had I thought that I would have my own bondage gear, but it’s happening!


    


    Emma handcuffs and collars me.


    
      	Emma: “Pick up your school bag. Let’s go downstairs.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I follow Emma to the kitchen.


    
      	Emma: “Would you like a cup of coffee?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress. Thank you.”

    


    I’ve slept barely two hours. I feel I really need one. Otherwise I’ll fall asleep during the lessons… but will the teachers let me in after seeing that I am…?
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      	Emma: “It seems that my mom is still in the basement.”

    


    Emma’s comment changes my thoughts. Does that mean my mom is still tied up in the shibari area?! I hope not. Also… if they came upstairs and saw me now, Patricia would talk with Emma about restraining me at school. I could drink my coffee slowly…


    
      	Emma: “It’s getting late. Finish your coffee.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I drink all of it in one gulp.


    


    
      	Emma: “I remember that you like anonymity while walking on the street.”

    


    Emma takes a mask from her handbag and puts it on my head.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s go.”

    


    She takes the chain and we leave the house. Many passerby notice us, like last Saturday. Emma looks very confident. For sure the mask helps on the street, but it won’t at school… and with the clothes I’m wearing, there’s nothing I can do to hide the handcuffs or the collar.


    I begin to get nervous again but I promise myself that, whatever happens, I won’t run away from Emma.
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    We arrive to school. We’re a bit late, so most people are already in their classrooms. However, just after entering the building, Jessica sees us.


    
      	Jessica: “Oh my God! You’re all in!”

    


    We stop walking. Emma smiles but doesn’t say anything. She takes off my mask and puts it in her handbag.


    
      	Jessica: “You’re so brave, Gabby! I’d never dare to do this.”

    


    Jessica stares at me for some seconds.


    
      	Emma: “Here you can talk with anybody who addresses you.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, mistress.”

    


    In truth I’ve been silent because I don’t know what to tell Jessica. But I like that she’s supportive.


    
      [image: ]
    

    
      	Jessica: “I used to think you were a bit too conforming, you know. Now you’re my idol!”


      	Gabby: “Thanks.”

    


    Emma smiles.


    
      	Emma: “Now it’s late and we have to go. But we’ll talk later.”


      	Jessica: “See you!”

    


    I wish everybody here was like Jessica, but I already know that’s not the case.


    


    
      	Emma: “Let’s go.”

    


    Emma takes the leash again and we walk towards our classroom. Our Math teacher is surely there already. My anxiety level gets higher with each step we walk, and eventually I panic.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, could I go to the restroom, please?”


      	Emma: “Later.”


      	Gabby: “I really need it now.” (I’m honest. When I’m very nervous, I get diarrhea.)

    


    Emma doesn’t look happy, but we begin to walk fast towards a restroom. She enters with me and points to a cubicle.
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      	Emma: “Be quick.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress. Thank you.”

    


    I enter the cubicle and close the door. I try to be fast, but I’m handcuffed, so getting undressed takes some time. Suddenly I realize that we were close to the restroom were I was assaulted yesterday, but Emma instead brought me to a different one. She’s so thoughtful for some things, but also… so reckless for others.


    If people see me handcuffed and collared, won’t they believe Evelyn and Natalie when they say that she tortured me? I forgot to bring up the issue of the rumor before, but I should do it now.


    


    After I relieve myself, I manage to use toilet paper and to get dressed. Then I exit the cubicle.


    
      	Emma: “Finally! Let’s go.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma takes the leash and we leave the restroom. I’m going to talk about the rumor, but we hear an announcement.


    
      	PA System: “Attention please. The students Emma Lindberg and Gabriella Ferrara should report immediately to the principal’s office. Students Emma Lindberg and Gabriella Ferrara, please report immediately to the principal’s office. Thank you.”
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    I guess somebody has already reported us!


    
      	Emma: “I suppose we have to go.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma seems upset. She pulls the leash and we walk faster than before.


    


    When we arrive, the door is already open and Ms. Jensen looks at us.


    
      	Julia: “Come in and have a seat.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, Ms. Jensen.”

    


    We sit down. Emma still holds the leash. I’m very nervous.


    
      	Julia: “I’ve received a report that a student was walking handcuffed and collared around the school. I couldn’t believe it, but obviously it’s true. You even didn’t care to remove the cuffs and the collar before you came here!” (Julia pauses a bit.) “What are you two thinking?”
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    I don’t dare to say anything, and Emma stays silent.


    
      	Julia: “Gabriella, you’re our best student. As far as I know, your behavior has always been exemplary. I wouldn’t like to have to take any action that may damage your prospects of attending a good college. Just remove your handcuffs and collar and give me a good explanation now, and we’ll forget about this.”

    


    Ms. Jensen stares at me. I look at the ground.


    
      	Julia: “So you have nothing to say?” (Julia thinks a bit.) “Who has the keys of the handcuffs?”


      	Emma: “I do.”

    


    


    
      	Julia: “Gabriella, are you doing this of your own free will, or is Emma forcing you somehow?”


      	Gabby: “I’m doing this of my own free will, Ms. Jensen.”


      	Julia: “Are you sure? This is the time to tell. I guarantee that you are safe here.”


      	Gabby: “I’m sure, Ms. Jensen.”


      	Julia: “Well, then either you take off her collar and her handcuffs, or you both will be placed in detention.”


      	Emma: “On what grounds?”


      	Julia: “On what grounds! Listen, Emma, I’m not concerned about what Gabriella and you do in your private lives. But now you’re at school, and at school there are rules.”


      	Emma: “I’ve read the rules. The dress code doesn’t impose a uniform, and there is nothing there about wearing handcuffs or collars.”


      	Julia: “One of the goals stated on our dress code is that public scandal must be avoided. Haven’t you read that? This is unacceptable and you know it.”


      	Emma: “No, it’s not. Gabby and I are over 18 and we can decide what we want to wear, and there is no rule whatsoever, neither at this school, nor at state of federal level, that bans what Gabby is wearing.”
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      	Julia: “This is unbelievable… Listen, you’re in detention and you must remain in this office. I have to do something now, but I’ll come back soon.”

    


    It’s the first time in my life I’m in detention. When Julia leaves, I start to cry.


    
      	Emma: “Gabby, don’t worry about anything.”

    


    Emma takes a handkerchief from her handbag and dries up my tears.


    
      	Emma: “We won’t be in detention for long. She doesn’t have the right to do this. You need to trust me.”


      	Gabby: “I trust you, mistress.”

    


    I say that, but at the moment I can’t fathom how all this could end well.


    
      	Emma: “Give me my notebook.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    When I take Emma’s notebook from my bag, I see Angela’s present. I forgot that I had left it there.


    
      	Emma: “Is that Angela’s perfume?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress. Would you like some?”


      	Emma: “Sure.”

    


    I spray perfume on Emma’s wrists, and also on my wrists. I smell it. It reminds me of Angela and it makes me feel safe. Then I stop crying. Emma smiles and we kiss.
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    5 minutes later, Julia comes back.


    
      	Julia: “Have you reflected upon what I said before?”


      	Emma: “Yes. What you said is not correct. You are punishing us for no reason.”

    


    Julia looks serious.


    
      	Julia: “…Well, if you persist in that attitude, I’ll have to suspend you.” (When I hear that, I feel my heart freezing.) “Is that what you want?”


      	Emma: “No. We should be attending our Math lesson.”


      	Julia: “But Emma… if you were now in the classroom, there wouldn’t be any lesson. Don’t you realize that?! The teacher would be speechless, all your classmates would be taking pictures of Gabriella, and who knows what else… shortly after the press would be camping outside!”


      	Emma: “I knew it. This is all you care about. Protecting the school’s reputation is more important to you than your students.”


      	Julia: “And now you even dare to accuse me! Listen, my students are of the utmost importance to me. In fact, I’m being so patient with both of you because I do care about you and I don’t want to ruin your future. Otherwise you’d already be out.”

    


    I feel this is getting worse and worse, and I’m suffering. Will I have to choose between Emma and school? I hope not.
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      	Julia: “In fact, I think I understand now why Gabriella hasn’t finished her Biology project.”


      	Gabby: “I’ve already finished it, Ms. Jensen.”


      	Julia: “But why wasn’t it ready yesterday?”


      	Gabby: “Because… I forgot.”


      	Julia: “And that was the first time you forgot your homework. Doesn’t that have anything to do with Emma?”


      	Gabby: “…”


      	Emma: “Are you trying to convince Gabby that I’m not good for her?”


      	Julia: “What are you for her?”


      	Emma: “I’m her mistress. She’s in bondage to me.”


      	Julia: “Haha! In bondage you say…” (I suppose that was already evident to Julia, but hearing Emma saying it makes her laugh. Julia thinks for some seconds.) “And you want everybody to know that, right? That’s why you bring her here collared and handcuffed. To show off that…”


      	Emma: “No! I do that because I love bondage and I’m not ashamed of what I am and of what I like. And I feel everybody who practices bondage should do the same. Otherwise bondage will remain a taboo forever.”
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      	Julia: “Gabriella, is that the reason why you’re also doing this? Or are you doing this just because Emma tells you to.”


      	Gabby: “…I…” (I want to choose my words very carefully, but Julia talks again.)


      	Julia: “If your mistress forces you to do things you are uncomfortable with, perhaps she’s not a very good mistress.”


      	Emma: “You’re such a hypocrite!” (Emma is now very angry. It indeed looks like Julia is trying to convince me to leave Emma.)


      	Julia: “What did you call me?!”


      	Emma: “A hypocrite!”


      	Julia: “This is enough. Emma, I’ll have to…”


      	Emma: “So you think that nobody knows, right?! You think I don’t know that Ms. Austen is in bondage to you.” (Julia looks shocked, and so am I! Is that true?!)


      	Julia: “What are you talking about?”


      	Emma: “Are you going to deny it? You’re also a liar.”


      	Julia: “Are you trying to blackmail me? Don’t you even dare, or the consequences for you would be catastrophic.”


      	Emma: “No! I’m not trying to blackmail you. I’m just saying you’re a hypocrite. You’re telling Gabby that she shouldn’t obey me if that makes her uncomfortable, whereas you’ve been forcing Ms. Austen all these years to keep secret that she’s in a relationship with you. And she’s suffering because of that and you know it!”
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    Julia sits back. Emma’s words seem to have touched her. So I guess it’s true: Emily is in bondage to Julia. I had no clue!


    
      	Julia: “You’re saying that Emily is in a relationship with me… how can you possibly know that?”


      	Emma: “Why don’t you ask her?”

    


    Julia thinks in silence for a while. Then she takes her phone and writes a message. There is an uncomfortable silence, but eventually somebody knocks on the door.


    
      	Julia: “Come in.”


      	Emily: “Good morning, Ms. Jensen. I’ve received your message.” (Emily enters the office and looks at me.) “Gabriella! What…?”


      	Julia: “We’ll deal with that later. Do you know our student Emma Lindberg?”


      	Emily: “Not really. She’s not in my class.”


      	Julia: “And yet, she claims to know that you and I are in a relationship. Even more, she says that you’re in bondage to me.”


      	Emily: “Haha! That’s ridiculous, Ms. Jensen. She…” (Emily looks nervous.)


      	Julia: “Is it? You are in bondage to me, aren’t you?”


      	Emily: “Eh!…”
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    Emily is now in shock. Emma and I are also surprised and we look at each other. I wonder why Julia has decided to admit that what Emma said is true.


    


    
      	Julia: “The question is… how does she know that?”


      	Emily: “I’ve never spoken with her, Ms. Jensen.”


      	Julia: “Is that true?”


      	Emma: “It’s true, but…”


      	Julia: “Wait. I want her to tell me. Who did you speak to?”


      	Emily: “To nobody, Ms. Jensen.”


      	Julia: “So? How does she know?”


      	Emily: “…I… (Emily inhales deeply.) The only thing… I’m writing a blog.”


      	Julia: “A blog?! Is that how you found out?”


      	Emma: “Yes.”


      	Emily: “…But how? It’s anonymous.”


      	Emma: “Well, yes, but you mention the state where we live, that you teach English literature at a high school, and some other details. For people who knows you, it’s not difficult to guess that it’s about you.”
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    Julia gets up and locks the door. Then she looks through the window. I’m really shocked by all the things that are happening. And I feel that Emma and I should leave the office to let Julia and Emily talk in private.


    


    Julia turns around and faces Emily.


    
      	Julia: “Why did you disobey me?”


      	Emily: “I’m sorry, mistress. I did it because… (Emily looks worried.) I found it very hard not to be able to talk with anybody about us. I’ve been in bondage to you for over 5 years. I couldn’t bear it anymore.”

    


    Julia thinks for some seconds.


    
      	Julia: “From now on, you’re allowed to talk about our relationship.”


      	Emily: “Thank you, Ms. Jensen.” (Emily smiles. She sounds emotional. It must be true that she was suffering.)


      	Julia: “How long have you been writing the blog?”


      	Emily: “One year.”


      	Julia: “Then you’ll be punished regularly for one year.”


      	Emily: “Yes, Ms. Jensen.”


      	Julia: “Apologize to me now.”


      	Emily: “Here?!” (Emily looks briefly at me. She’s embarrassed.)


      	Julia: “Don’t you wish people to know you are in bondage to me? That has positives, but also negatives.”

    


    
      [image: ]
    

    Now I see my situation in a different way. I was all along complaining that Emma is reckless about talking and showing our relationship in public, but what if she was like Ms. Jensen? If Emma didn’t allow me to tell anybody that we are together, I think that eventually I would have felt terrible.


    


    
      	Julia: “What are you waiting for?”

    


    Emily gets on her knees.


    
      	Emily: “Please accept my apologies, Ms. Jensen. I deeply regret what I have done.” (She uses the same sentence that Emma tells me to use! I wonder whether these sentences are written somewhere…)


      	Julia: “You know what to do.”

    


    Julia sits down and Emily begins to lick her shoes. I can’t believe I’m witnessing this! I look at Emma. She’s smiling.
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      	Julia: “May I ask you something? How long have you been together?”


      	Emma: “5 days.”


      	Julia: “Just 5 days! Wow! And we’ve been 5 years…”

    


    Julia doesn’t finish the sentence. She looks at Emily and relaxes on her chair. We are in silence, but the general mood has improved a lot. Before, I saw myself suspended from school, but now, I don’t know exactly how, I feel that everything will be all right.

  

  
    Chapter 16


    Emily takes off Julia’s shoes and now licks her feet. Julia seems relaxed, like if she had forgotten that Emma and I are here.
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      	Emma: “I would like to ask you something.”


      	Julia: “Go ahead.”


      	Emma: “Why have you tried to keep your relationship with Emily secret all these years?”


      	Julia: “…First, because I’m her boss, and people frown upon boss-subordinate relationships. And the nature of our relationship also played a part.”


      	Emma: “And why have you decided to go public now? Just because I found out?”


      	Julia: “No…well, perhaps it was the last straw. Not only Emily was suffering, you know. Hiding my private life has been hard for me as well. And deep inside I agree with you when you said that bondage must not be a taboo anymore.”


      	Emma: “I’m glad to hear that.”


      	Julia: “I feel like I’ve removed a weight off my shoulders. Don’t you feel like that?”


      	Emily: “Yes, Ms. Jensen.”


      	Julia: “Who knows? Perhaps now we can move together.”

    


    Emily stops licking and smiles. She’s my favorite teacher and I’m really happy for her.


    


    
      	Julia: “Stand up.”


      	Emily: “Yes, Ms. Jensen.”


      	Julia: “Emma, I suppose I was a hypocrite before, but not anymore. So now you have to take off the handcuffs and the collar from Gabby.”


      	Emma: “…”


      	Julia: “If you’re really doing this because you do feel that bondage should not be a taboo and you want society to change, I can tell you that Gabby and you alone will get nowhere.”


      	Emma: “We can be role models for others.”


      	Julia: “Or more likely you’ll suffer a backlash, and others will be even more afraid of being open about it.”


      	Emma: “…It’s not the only reason. I just like to restrain her.”


      	Julia: “That’s OK. But you don’t need to show it.”


      	Emma: “What do you mean?”


      	Julia: “Emily, get undressed.”

    


    Emily hesitates and blushes. Eventually she begins to remove her clothes and… she’s wearing a harness underneath! I hadn’t noticed anything.
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      	Julia: “As you can see, her body is tightened discreetly under her clothes.”


      	Emma: “I know. She’s written about that frequently in her blog. She likes it.”

    


    Julia looks at Emily. Her face is really red now. Then she looks back at Emma.
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      	Julia: “I’ll deal with her later. Now… I can promise you that, since I’ll open up about my relationship soon, I’ll undertake initiatives here at school so that our students and teachers accept bondage.”


      	Emma: “That’s nice.”


      	Julia: “And I can also give you some stuff that Gabby can wear secretly now… but you really have to take off her handcuffs and her collar.”


      	Emma: “…OK.” (I really feel relieved when I hear Emma. Julia smiles.)


      	Julia: “Get dressed.”


      	Emily: “Yes, Ms. Jensen.”


      	Julia: “I must leave now, but I’ll be back during the break. By then Gabby must be properly dressed. You can take anything from this drawer.”


      	Emma: “Thanks.”

    


    Julia takes a key and opens a drawer in a cabinet. Then she closes her laptop and waits for Emily to put on her clothes. When they leave, she locks the door.


    


    Just after we hear Julia and Emily walk away, Emma gets up.


    
      	Emma: “Oh my God! Have you seen how she made her apologize and strip in front of us?!”


      	Gabby: “Yes…”


      	Emma: “This was so hot!”

    


    Suddenly Emma takes off her shoes, her leggings and her panties.


    
      	Emma: “Lick me.”


      	Gabby: “Eh?! But here…”


      	Emma: “No one will see us!”

    


    Before I say anything else, Emma takes my leash. She makes me get up and guides me towards Julia’s chair. She sits there.


    
      	Emma: “Come on! On your knees.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma must be really horny. I look at the door and I see a poster covering the glass. I hope nobody sees us.


    
      	Emma: “Start!”

    


    Emma pulls the leash and buries my mouth into her pussy. I begin licking and she struggles to avoid moaning too loud.


    
      	Emma: “It’s a pity we’re graduating soon. I love coming to school!”

    


    Emma presses my head against her pussy, which she moves over my mouth and nose. Soon after she comes.
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      	Emma: “Oh my goodness…I really needed this…”

    


    Emma rests for some minutes, while I keep kissing her pussy.


    


    
      	Emma: “Didn’t you get horny while looking at Emily and Julia?”


      	Gabby: “…I’ve been nervous and worried all along.”


      	Emma: “You need to relax. I don’t have any toys here, but later we can go to the gym.”

    


    Hearing that makes me feel even more nervous. I wonder how Emma is so sure we’re not going to be caught.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s see what Julia has in her cabinet.”

    


    Emma gets up and opens the unlocked drawer.


    
      	Emma: “Look! She has some sex toys here!”


      	Gabby: “Eh!?” (I get up and stand next to her.)


      	Emma: “I wonder how many times she has fucked Emily in this office.”

    


    I guess Emma is not the only one that likes sex in public places.


    
      	Emma: “You haven’t tried a scraper dildo yet. This one looks good. Suck.”


      	Gabby: “Umm… yes, mistress.”
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    I was going to mention again that someone could find us, but suddenly I think there is no point. I’ve been worried about coming restrained to school, and in the end nothing bad happened. And those other times I was nervous and worried because of Emma’s decisions, nothing bad happened either. I’m tired of feeling anxious. From now on, I will definitely trust Emma. I’ll just obey her, and I’ll be relaxed and happy.
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      	Emma: “You look so focused on sucking. You’re doing very well.”

    


    Emma smiles, and I smile too. I feel so good now. Why have I been so nervous and reluctant to obey Emma? This way everything feels much better. Emma will take good care of me. She will decide what is best and tell me what I must do, and I won’t have to worry about anything else.


    
      	Emma: “You look so happy now.”


      	Gabby: “I am, mistress. I apologize for every time I’ve questioned your decisions. I’ve just realized that I must trust you completely, and be relaxed and happy.”

    


    Emma smiles and caresses my face.


    
      	Emma: “I’m glad you feel happy. I think you’re getting to like bondage, aren’t you?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress. I feel blessed to be in bondage to you. I wish to give you full control over me.”

    


    Emma kisses me. We keep kissing for a long time. I feel excited after saying that to Emma. Life seems much easier now. I’ll obey and serve Emma the best I can, and we will be happy.


    


    
      	Emma: “Take off your heels, your shorts and your panties.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I undress fast despite my handcuffs. I’m getting quite used to do things while restrained.


    
      	Emma: “Get on all fours on the table.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I feel horny. Giving Emma full control not only feels liberating, but also turns me on! Emma caresses my buttocks.


    
      	Emma: “The marks are almost gone.”

    


    It’s true. I noticed it this morning in the shower. My skin heals fast, and I suppose Emma didn’t hit me that hard after all. She touches my pussy briefly and notices I’m wet.


    
      	Emma: “You’ll really enjoy this.”

    


    She turns on the scraped dildo and penetrates my pussy with it. It feels amazing! I think I’ve found my favorite type of dildo.
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    Emma increases the dildo’s speed.


    
      	Emma: “Who is my cute little girl?”


      	Gabby: “I am, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Who is my obedient little plaything?”


      	Gabby: “…I am, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Who is my submissive little fucktoy?”


      	Gabby: “I am!”

    


    I didn’t expect those questions but, for some reason, hearing the word ‘submissive’ turns me on even more. Emma hadn’t used it so far, but in fact that’s how I feel. She takes the leash and pulls my head up.
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      	Emma: “Tell me who you are.”


      	Gabby: “I’m your obedient little thing, mistress. I’m your submissive little toy to play with.”


      	Emma: “That’s right.”

    


    Hearing myself say that I’m submissive and that I’m Emma’s toy gets me super excited. I begin to squirt.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, may I have your permission to come, please!?”


      	Emma: “You may.”

    


    I come and I collapse over the table. I feel I’ll never come again as hard as I just did. Emma lets me rest for a short while.


    


    
      	Emma: “Get on your knees.”


      	Gabby: “I’m eternally thankful for your dedication to my sexual education and wellness, mistress.”

    


    Emma smiles.


    
      	Emma: “From now on, you are my toy. I can play with you whenever and wherever I wish, and in any way I decide.”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “You’ll also worship my body whenever and wherever I wish. You’ll do everything I say to the best of your ability in order to please me.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Kiss my hand.”

    


    I obey Emma, and she smiles. I’m not sure I fully understand the implications of what Emma said, but I trust her.


    
      [image: ]
    

    


    
      	Emma: “Stand up.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma picks up the keys from her handbag and takes off my handcuffs. She also removes my collar. I smile.


    
      	Emma: “We don’t have much time left. Let’s see what Julia has here to dress you up.”

    


    Emma opens the drawer again. It’s full of toys and garments.


    
      	Emma: “This harness looks cool. Try it on.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Unlike the first time I wore a harness last Saturday, now I’m able to figure out myself how to put it on. I guess that being calm helps me with that. In the meantime, Emma also gets dressed.


    
      	Emma: “I like it. But your clothes wouldn’t cover it. I guess Julia will not approve it.”
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    To my own surprise, I hadn’t thought about that before Emma. It looks like I’m getting used fast to not worrying about anything :-)


    


    Suddenly, we hear someone unlocking the door. I get a chill, but soon we see Julia and Emily coming in.


    
      	Julia: “You’re still getting dressed!”


      	Emma: “It’s not break time yet.”


      	Julia: “It’s 5 minutes to it. And how do you plan to cover the harness? With her top and her shorts?!”


      	Emma: “…We were thinking about how to do that.”


      	Julia: “Gabriella, take it off and put on your clothes.”
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    It looks like Julia is getting impatient.


    
      	Emily: “I beg your pardon, Ms. Jensen. May I have your permission to speak, please?”


      	Julia: “Yes.”


      	Emily: “The outfit I use to cover this harness is in my locker. Gabriella could borrow it.”


      	Julia: “Bring it.”


      	Emily: “Yes, Ms. Jensen.”

    


    Emily leaves. Julia still looks annoyed.


    


    
      	Julia: “I can see what you’ve been doing here.”


      	Emma: “What do you mean?”


      	Julia: “Do you think I’m stupid?”


      	Emma: “…”


      	Julia: “What is it? Do you also wish to promote that sex in public places should not be taboo?”


      	Emma: “…” (Emma does not look comfortable.)


      	Julia: “Speak.”


      	Emma: “…No, Ms. Jensen. I saw the dildo when I opened the drawer and… I thought you also use it here.”


      	Julia: “I don’t.”


      	Emma: “…I got carried away. It won’t happen again.”


      	Julia: “I’m being very patient with both of you. This is my last warning.”


      	Emma: “Yes, Ms. Jensen. I apologize.”


      	Julia: “Gabriella, do you have anything to say?”


      	Gabby: “I apologize, Ms. Jensen.”
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    Now that I have decided to just obey Emma and relax, we almost got into trouble. Should I continue to trust her blindly? In the end, I’m responsible for my actions. But I’ve really enjoyed being free from worries. I’m confused.


    


    Julia looks somewhat calmer now.


    
      	Julia: “What happened here this morning was… very unusual. As I said, I will disclose my relationship and talk about initiatives regarding bondage… but otherwise, you mustn’t cause any more trouble. Is it clear?”


      	Emma: “Yes, Ms. Jensen. Regarding that, Gabby should report to you something that happened yesterday.” (I feel another chill.)


      	Julia: “What happened?” (Someone knocks on the door.) “Come in.”

    


    Emily is back with a paperbag.


    
      	Julia: “Gabriella, what did you do yesterday?”


      	Gabby: “Nothing, Ms. Jensen.” (Emma caresses my back.)


      	Emma: “Gabby did nothing wrong.”


      	Julia: “Let her speak.”
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    Why is it so hard for me to tell what happened? Even if I didn’t trust Emma, probably she is making the right decision by telling me to report Evelyn and Natalie. And now Julia already knows that I’m in bondage to Emma, so that’s not the issue. Maybe it’s embarrassment, or fear…


    


    I’ll just say it fast.


    
      	Gabby: “Shortly before 1:00 pm, in the restroom close to the gym, Natalie Johnson and Evelyn Blanchet tackled me to the ground, sat on me, pulled down my shorts and took pictures of my buttocks with a phone.”

    


    Julia and Emily are perplexed. They look at each other briefly.


    
      	Julia: “…Natalie and Evelyn… and do you know why they did that?”


      	Gabby: “Because… they believe that Emma has tortured me so that I become her slave. They wanted to find evidence of that.”


      	Julia: “…why did they suspect that?”


      	Gabby: “Because…”


      	Emma: “Because I had spanked another girl and I spoke about it, although she denies that we tried bondage.”


      	Julia: “…Who? Is she a student here?”


      	Emma: “I don’t think it matters.”


      	Julia: “It does. This accusation is very grave and needs to be investigated fully.” (Julia looks very serious now.)


      	Emma: “…OK. Chloe Oliveira.”


      	Julia: “Who would have thought…”
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    Julia seems a bit surprised. I don’t know much about Chloe, so I don’t know why.


    


    
      	Julia: “Gabriella, do you have any injury because of the assault?”


      	Gabby: “No.”


      	Julia: “OK… I need to know, did Emma spank you?”


      	Gabby: “…”


      	Emma: “I caned her.”


      	Julia: “What?!”

    


    
      [image: ]
    

    
      	Gabby: “But it was nothing! The marks are almost gone already.”


      	Julia: “This is really… never in my life have I left marks.”


      	Gabby: “Emma did nothing wrong…”


      	Julia: “Did that happen at school?”


      	Gabby: “No.”

    


    Julia shakes her head.


    


    
      	Julia: “Let’s focus on Evelyn and Natalie. Why didn’t you report them immediately?”


      	Gabby: “Because… I think… I don’t really know. But Emma wanted me to do it.”


      	Julia: “At least she was right on that. But I wish you had a better mistress.” (Julia looks at Emma.) “I can teach you one thing or two.” (Emma looks offended.)


      	Emma: “My mom is an excellent mistress. I’m learning from her.”
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      	Julia: “Your mom?!” (Julia looks surprised.) “Then perhaps I should chat with her.” (Julia takes her phone and opens it.) “It’s getting late. Get dressed, Gabriella.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, Ms. Jensen.”

    


    I put on Emily’s outfit as fast as I can. She has been quiet all along, but she looks worried about me. After a minute of uncomfortable silence, I’m ready.


    
      	Julia: “I want both of you to come back here at 3:00 pm.”


      	Emma: “We will.”

    


    


    Emma and I leave the office. My head is spinning. I feel like I will remember everything that happened there for the rest of my life.


    
      	Emma: “Where should you go now?”


      	Gabby: “To English literature.” (Suddenly, I realize that Evelyn and Natalie will be there.) “But I don’t feel like going.”


      	Emma: “Why?”


      	Gabby: “Because I…” (I was going to lie to Emma, but I remind myself that I must not do that.) “Because of Evelyn and Natalie.”


      	Emma: “Are you afraid of them?”


      	Gabby: “I just don’t want to see them.”


      	Emma: “I understand that, but soon they will be dealt with. You must not miss your lesson.”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, mistress.”
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    We continue walking in silence. I just remember that, when we arrived to school, Emma didn’t take me to the same restroom where I was assaulted, but now she decides to make me face Evelyn and Natalie. Before I was thinking whether I should trust her blindly… but I don’t really know myself what I should do in this situation. She’s my mistress, so I will obey her.


    


    We arrive to the classroom’s door.


    
      	Emma: “Gabby…” (Emma looks down.)


      	Gabby: “…Mistress?”


      	Emma: “I don’t wish to get us into trouble, you know. What happened at Julia’s office… it wasn’t my plan. I guess I didn’t have a plan. I just… after all the abuse I received last week, I want to do something so that people here accept bondage. Why is everybody convinced that wearing a collar and handcuffs is scandalous? I think it should be normal. I just think that if people see it happening they’ll soon get used to it.”

    


    I wasn’t expecting what Emma said, but I like that she explains her thoughts to me.


    
      	Gabby: “…Things turned out fine. Julia promised to do something so that people accept bondage.”


      	Emma: “Yes, I hope she does. Julia also said… I know I’m not a perfect mistress, you know. But I want to become the best mistress for you.”

    


    Emma’s words have touched me. Now that I was confused, I really needed to hear something like that. I drop my bag and I hug her.
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    Then she kisses me.


    
      	Emma: “If there is any issue, text me. Otherwise meet me at 1:00 at the cafeteria.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I am feeling happy, but she has to leave. I remember that, when we separated yesterday, I immediately missed her. Today, I not only miss her, but also am afraid of not being with her!


    


    I gather my courage, I enter the classroom and I sit on my chair. Emily hasn’t arrived yet. Evelyn and Natalie are already sitting behind me, as usual. I try to ignore them but they begin to whisper.


    
      	Evelyn: “Look at what she’s wearing.”


      	Natalie: “She looks like a teacher. Do you think Emma tells her how to dress?


      	Evelyn: “Probably, but I wonder… maybe Emma chose that outfit to try to hide new marks. Perhaps she has whipped her back.”


      	Natalie: “Yeah! That must be it.”


      	Evelyn: “We need to find out. It’s really too hot to wear that. It’s very suspicious.”
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    Do they really think that I can’t hear them?! Do they wish to frighten me?! Fortunately, Cami arrives and sits next to me.


    
      	Gabby: “Hi!”


      	Cami: “Hi. Could we talk after the lesson?”


      	Gabby: “Yes.”

    


    Cami looks a bit distressed, but I’m glad she wants to talk with me. The lesson ends at 12:30, so I’d rather be with her than on my own until 1:00.


    


    Emily arrives.


    
      	Emily: “Good morning. Before we start, we need to make a few changes. Evelyn, from now on you’ll sit there at the back left corner. And Natalie, you’ll move to the back right corner.”


      	Evelyn: “Yes, Ms. Austen.”
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    Emily turns around and begins to write something on the blackboard. Evelyn and Natalie whisper again.


    
      	Natalie: “Do you think she reported us?”


      	Evelyn: “It looks like that.”


      	Natalie: “But how? Then all the teachers will know she’s a slave.”


      	Evelyn: “I guess she doesn’t care. She has no shame.”

    


    I really wish I could press a button to make the Earth swallow them. Eventually they stand up and move.


    
      	Emily: “Let’s read the text on page 116. Gabriella, start.”

    


    Emily smiles at me. I’m really glad she has helped me. I open my book and I begin to read.


    


    The lesson progresses as usual until at noon Emily receives a text message. She sits down and she reads it.


    
      	Emily: “Evelyn, Natalie, you must go immediately to the principal’s office.”

    


    Cami looks back, but I don’t. Emily pauses the lesson until Evelyn and Natalie leave. My other classmates are murmuring. Natalie stands up, passes by my side and whispers again.


    
      	Natalie: “Hide yourself well, Ms. Straight A’s. Don’t let us find you.”
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    She leaves. Evelyn follows her in silence.


    It takes me a few seconds to realize that I’ve been threatened. I’m not used to that. I think about texting Emma, but at the moment it doesn’t make sense. Inside the classroom I’m safe.


    


    
      	Emily: “Gabriella, come here.”

    


    I walk to Emily’s desk. She speaks with a soft voice.


    
      	Emily: “I’ve been informed that plenty of evidence has already been gathered to prove your accusations, and thus Evelyn and Natalie are going to be suspended. They will be removed from school grounds after Ms. Jensen talks to them.”

    


    Emily pauses, but I don’t know what to tell her.
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      	Emily: “Emma and you must still go at 3:00 to Ms. Jensen’s office.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, Ms. Austen.”


      	Emily: “Let’s continue the lesson.”

    


    Emily smiles and gets up. I sit on my chair. I guess I’ll be safe at school, but what will happen when we leave? Will Natalie, Evelyn and all her friends be waiting outside for Emma and for me? If I could, I would spend the night here. I guess I’m a coward, but I feel terrified.

  

  
    Chapter 17


    The lesson ends and Emily leaves the classroom.


    
      	Cami: “Let’s go to the park.”


      	Gabby: “I’d rather stay at school.” (The park is next to our school. I don’t know where exactly Evelyn and Natalie are, so I prefer to be around lots of people.)


      	Cami: “I need to talk to you in private.”


      	Gabby: “What is it?” (Cami looks anxious. This is unusual.)


      	Cami: “I don’t want to tell you here. Please let’s go.”


      	Gabby: “We could go to the basketball court. I think it’s empty right now.” (At least the court is inside the school.)


      	Cami: “OK.”
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    It’s 12:30. I pick up my phone and I text Emma to tell her I’ll be at the court. Maybe she will end her lesson before 1:00 and then she can meet me there.


    
      	Gabby: “Let’s go.”

    


    Cami and I exit our classroom. She walks faster than usual and I follow her. I wonder what her issue is.


    


    We drop our books in the lockers. Then we go to the court and we sit at the stands.


    
      	Cami: “I’ve heard… somebody has told me that you’re Emma’s slave.” (Ah! So that’s it. She’s worried because she heard the rumor.) “Is it true?”

    


    I think it’s time I talk with others about Emma. Cami is my friend and I should be the one who tells her.


    
      	Gabby: “Umm… Emma has never called me ‘slave’, but it’s true that we are in a relationship. She’s my mistress and I’m in bondage to her.”


      	Cami: “Eh?! But…how? Since when?”


      	Gabby: “Since last Friday. Emma invited me to her place. There she asked me if I wanted to try bondage. Back then I still didn’t know what bondage is, but I agreed.” (I smile when I recall that. I feel like it happened some months ago.) “We started and… well, things went on really fast. We spent the night together, and then the whole weekend, and… now I’m already living at her place.”


      	Cami: “What!!!” (Cami looks really distressed. I should try to calm her down.)
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      	Gabby: “But… don’t worry. Emma is not forcing me to do anything. I’m fine. In fact, I have wanted to be with Emma for a long time, and now it’s happening. It’s a dream come true. I’m super happy.”

    


    


    Cami looks at me with her mouth open, but she doesn’t say anything. Suddenly she starts to cry!


    
      	Gabby: “What’s happening?!”


      	Cami: “Leave me alone.”

    


    She turns around and looks the other way. I don’t want to leave her like that. I need to know what is happening. I put my hand on her back, but then she begins to cry even more.
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      	Gabby: “Cami, what’s going on? I’m worried.”


      	Cami: “Are you blind?!”


      	Gabby: “What?”


      	Cami: “Why do you only have eyes for Emma? Don’t you see that I have a crush on you?”


      	Gabby: “Eh?!” (I really didn’t expect this. I’m paralyzed.)


      	Cami: “I’ve been trying the whole year to get you to like me. We’ve spent so much time talking and doing things together, while Emma was ignoring you all along. But you only think about her! And now…”

    


    Cami cannot end the sentence. She cries again. I feel terrible. I didn’t realize at all that Cami feels that way. I suppose it’s true that I only have eyes for Emma.


    


    
      	Cami: “The whole year she has been treating you like you did not exist, while I’ve been caring about you, but you…” (She keeps crying.)


      	Gabby: “…Cami, I didn’t mean to hurt you. I’m so sorry for the way I talked before about my relationship with Emma. I didn’t realize you have those feelings.”


      	Cami: “That’s… that must be your only issue. Gabby, to me you’re perfect. You’re beautiful, intelligent, hard-working, caring, patient… the only thing maybe you don’t do well is to realize what’s going on around you.”


      	Gabby: “I guess…”


      	Cami: “How can’t you see how much I care about you? I’ve always been there for anything you need. I’m always making plans to do things together, although often you’re busy studying. I was hoping that after we graduate you’d forget Emma and then…”


      	Gabby: “Cami, I…”


      	Cami: “But now she’s your mistress! Don’t you see it?! She just wants a slave. I love you. I love you the way you are.”
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    It’s the first time a girl tells me that she loves me. I see that Cami is hurt, but… I can’t give her what she wants. I know that I don’t love her. I love Emma.


    


    
      	Cami: “What is it that you don’t like about me? I’m willing to change. I’ll do anything you wish… if you wanted, you could be my mistress.”


      	Gabby: “Eh?!”


      	Cami: “I know you’re more intelligent than me, and I trust you. I’ll do anything. Please…”


      	Gabby: “Cami…”


      	Cami: “Please give me a chance… I would do everything to make you happy.”


      	Gabby: “…I can’t.”


      	Cami: “…Gabby, please…”


      	Gabby: “…I can’t. I know how you’re feeling. I know very well how one-sided love feels. Please don’t make this more difficult.”

    


    Cami stops talking. She’s crying a lot. I really feel sad for her, and I begin to cry myself.
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      	Emma: “What happened? Has somebody died?”

    


    I didn’t hear Emma coming.


    
      	Gabby: “No. It’s just…”


      	Cami: “I hate you!”


      	Emma: “Eh? Why?”


      	Cami: “You know perfectly well.”


      	Emma: “You mean… you’ve found out that I’m Gabby’s mistress.”


      	Cami: “You always do what you wish without thinking about anybody else. You knew I’m in love with Gabby, but you don’t care.”


      	Emma: “But I knew Gabby doesn’t love you. And you also knew that Gabby loves me.” (It seems that everybody here knows who loves who, except me. It must be true that I’m blind.)
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      	Cami: “But you don’t love her!”


      	Emma: “Who are you to say that?”


      	Cami: “Tell her! Tell her now that you love her!”


      	Emma: “You don’t tell me what to do.”


      	Cami: “Gabby, do you see it now? She doesn’t love you. She just uses you to do what she likes, and as soon as you refuse to obey her, or when she gets tired of you, you’ll be history for her.”

    


    I don’t say anything.


    


    
      	Cami: “She will dump you like she did with Chloe and others before. I guess she likes breaking hearts.”


      	Emma: “If you’re so sure of that, why are you so angry? Just wait for that to happen.”

    


    I think Cami realizes that Emma won that argument, but she insists.
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      	Cami: “I don’t want Gabby to be hurt, and I know you will hurt her.”


      	Emma: “Cami, stop. You’re the one who is hurt, and I understand that, but you aren’t mean like this. I know you’ll regret what you are saying.” (That’s true. Cami has always been very sweet. It’s the first time I see her acting this way.)


      	Cami: “I’m tired of being a good girl. It gets me nowhere, while selfish and narcissist people like you get whatever they wish.”


      	Emma: “Listen. I know about you more than you think, and I know that now you’re not being yourself. But if you continue, I’ll have to take measures. So you better stop and apologize to me for what you’ve said.”


      	Cami: “You don’t tell me what to do either.”


      	Emma: “Gabby, until Cami apologizes to me and accepts that I’m your mistress, you’re not allowed to be with her or to talk with her.”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, Ms. Lindberg.” (I didn’t expect this, but I have to obey Emma.)

    


    


    
      	Cami: “But Gabby, don’t you see it?! She’s cutting you off from your friends.”


      	Emma: “No, you just have to do what I said, and then you can be friends again.”


      	Cami: “I’ll never do that.”


      	Emma: “You will. You know you will.”

    


    Suddenly Cami hugs me.


    
      	Cami: “Please talk to me… Eh?! What are you wearing underneath?”
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    Before I can react, Cami pulls up my jersey.


    
      	Cami: “Are you tied up?!”


      	Emma: “It’s a harness.”


      	Cami: “What are you doing to her?!” (Cami looks now at me.) “Don’t you realize? She’s manipulating you into submission!”


      	Emma: “I’m not manipulating her. She’s just discovering it.”


      	Cami: “Gabby is not submissive.” (I’d like to talk to Cami, but Emma has forbidden it.)


      	Emma: “She is. You don’t think that because you’re even more submissive than her.”


      	Cami: “I…” (For some reason, Cami doesn’t say anything else.)


      	Emma: “When you’re ready to apologize, let me know. Gabby, let’s go.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, Ms. Lindberg.”
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    I follow Emma to the cafeteria. I am in shock.


    
      	Emma: “Gabby, don’t worry about anything. Cami will apologize to me soon.”


      	Gabby: “How do you know?”


      	Emma: “She’ll miss you. And she’s very submissive.”


      	Gabby: “But…why do you think she’s submissive?”


      	Emma: “It’s the way she is.”

    


    Emma doesn’t say anything else. I really would like to know what makes her think that somebody is submissive, but I won’t ask again.


    
      	Gabby: “How did you know that she has a crush on me?”


      	Emma: “I believe the question should be… how didn’t you know? Everybody else knows.”

    


    I realize that for months I haven’t been paying enough attention to many things happening around me.


    


    Once in the cafeteria, we get lunch and sit at a table. Some people keep looking at us. That makes me remember what happened during my lesson.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, Evelyn and Natalie are being suspended. Ms. Austen told me.”


      	Emma: “That’s been fast.” (Emma smiles.)


      	Gabby: “But Natalie… she has threatened me.”
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      	Emma: “What has she said?”


      	Gabby: “That I mustn’t let them find me… Are all your friends now against you, or it’s just Evelyn and Natalie?”


      	Emma: “Gabby, you look really afraid.”


      	Gabby: “…I am.”


      	Emma: “Don’t be. Look, last week I also received threats, and here I am.”


      	Gabby: “I wish I had your composure, mistress.”


      	Emma: “I’m not surprised Natalie did that. She’s always been confrontational. In fact, I’ve never liked her.”


      	Gabby: “It didn’t look like that.”


      	Emma: “In truth we weren’t friends. My real friend was Evelyn, and Natalie is also Evelyn’s friend, so we pretended to be friends with each other.”

    


    


    I see Chloe coming towards us. She looks nervous.


    
      	Chloe: “Emma…” (She hesitates.)


      	Emma: “Yes?”


      	Chloe: “Could we talk in private after you finish your lunch?”


      	Emma: “About what?”


      	Chloe: “…About us.”


      	Emma: “We can talk here.”


      	Chloe: “But here… she’s here.” (Chloe looks at me.)


      	Emma: “I’ve told her what happened. And the cafeteria is almost empty already.”

    


    Chloe hesitates again. Emma looks impatient.


    
      	Emma: “Say what you want to say.”

    


    Finally, Chloe sits down.


    
      	Chloe: “I… well, first, I’d like to apologize.”


      	Emma: “For what?”


      	Chloe: “For lying about what happened on your birthday.”

    


    Emma leaves her fork on her plate and looks at Chloe for some seconds.
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      	Emma: “Why would you like to apologize now?”


      	Chloe: “Because…” (Chloe hesitates again and bites her lips.)


      	Emma: “Speak.”


      	Chloe: “…Because what I did was wrong.”


      	Emma: “That’s fine. I’m already over it.”

    


    


    
      	Chloe: “Emma…” (Chloe looks distressed.)


      	Emma: “What?”


      	Chloe: “You already know why I’m here.”


      	Emma: “You already know that I have moved on.”


      	Chloe: “But… I really want to talk to you in private.”


      	Emma: “I don’t think you can say anything to change things.”


      	Chloe: “How can you be so cold?”


      	Emma: “Don’t you realize how much you hurt me?”


      	Chloe: “And don’t you realize how much you hurt me?! You were so enthusiastic about being with me, always planning things to spend time together. You made me feel so special, and suddenly… you break up with me. You were really cold.” (Chloe looks very sad now.)

    


    
      [image: ]
    

    
      	Emma: “You knew all along that I’m only interested in bondage relationships.”


      	Chloe: “Yes, but… it was just my first time. At that moment, I didn’t feel comfortable, but I didn’t mean I didn’t want to try ever again. But then you told me we were over.”


      	Emma: “And later you lied to everybody about what happened.”


      	Chloe: “Because people were making fun of me! But I was very sad. I’m still really sad. I miss you.”

    


    Emma looks down. I’m starting to feel anxious.


    


    
      	Emma: “I understand, but…”


      	Chloe: “Please, don’t tell me that.”


      	Emma: “Chloe, I’ve moved on. You need to do the same.”


      	Chloe: “But how do you want me to move on, if you talk about us even to the principal?!” (Emma looks a bit surprised.)


      	Emma: “I didn’t want to tell the principal. She said I had to tell her.”


      	Chloe: “Until yesterday, I still had hope that we could fix things between us. Then I saw you holding her hand, and I spent the rest of the day crying. And today I was feeling a bit better, but suddenly the principal calls me to her office and makes me recall everything.”


      	Emma: “So that’s what made you come here now…”
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    Emma looks down. I think she’s feeling sorry for Chloe. And I also feel a bit sorry for her, but most of all I feel anxious.


    
      	Emma: “Don’t you have to attend the weekly meeting of the Photography club now? You should go.”


      	Chloe: “You see. You still remember my timetable…”


      	Emma: “Chloe…I’m with Gabby now. You have to accept it and move on.” (Emma looks sad.)


      	Chloe: “Don’t say that, please. I’ll do anything you wish.”


      	Emma: “I wish that you leave now.”

    


    After a few seconds, Chloe gets up and leaves. I think she was starting to cry. I feel sad for her, but I admit that I also feel relieved.


    


    Emma takes her fork and begins to eat. I wish to ask her many questions, but I don’t dare to. After a while, she talks to me.


    
      	Emma: “You looked worried while Chloe and I were talking.”


      	Gabby: “I guess…I felt a bit anxious, mistress.”


      	Emma: “You were afraid that I’ll leave you and go back with Chloe, right?”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “That will never happen.”

    


    I feel definitely relieved. I drink water.


    
      	Emma: “At most, you’ll have to share me with her.” (I almost spit out all the water.) “But you’ll always be special to me. She would be below you.”
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      	Gabby: “Eh?!”


      	Emma: “Haha! You should look at your face.”


      	Gabby: “I didn’t expect…”


      	Emma: “I’ve never been with more than one girl at the same time, you know. But my mom has more than ten women in bondage to her. I don’t know how she does it.”

    


    Is Emma really thinking about doing the same as her mom? I feel anxious again. We finish eating the main dish in silence.


    


    
      	Emma: “Would you feel prouder of being with me if I had many women in bondage to myself?” (Emma smiles.)


      	Gabby: “No, mistress. I can’t possibly feel prouder of being with you than how proud I feel now.”


      	Emma: “Haha! However, I think my mom has become quite recognized as a mistress thanks to that. Don’t you think?”


      	Gabby: “…Perhaps…”
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      	Emma: “But I don’t think my mom does it to be famous, you know.”


      	Gabby: “Why does she do it?”


      	Emma: “Well, she says she is polyamorous… but I think that she has had difficulties with opening up to someone, even to her former maid. In fact, I’m surprised by how fast things are going now between her and your mom. I think my mom has changed. I guess she felt somewhat lonely while she was ill. She still wishes to keep all the women that are in bondage to her, but now she does want to have a close relationship with one of them. I hope it will be with your mom.”


      	Gabby: “I hope so, mistress.”

    


    It looks like Emma has been thinking quite a lot about our moms. I feel again that I’ve not been paying much attention to what’s going on around me.


    


    We finish our lunch.


    
      	Emma: “Before I met you at the basketball court, I went to the office of Ms. Kowalski and she gave me our homework for tomorrow.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you for doing that, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Let’s go to the library.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    We start to walk in silence. Ms. Kowalski is our Math teacher. I had already forgotten that we missed our lesson in the morning. I’m glad Emma always remembers about schoolwork, despite all the things that happened. She’s able to keep calm and think straight, whereas my brain keeps spinning.


    
      	Emma: “Do you need the toilet?”


      	Gabby: “In fact I do, mistress.”


      	Emma: “I’ll wait outside.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, mistress.”

    


    And she’s still capable of thinking about that! Perhaps I just need to get used to my new life and then I’ll be able to keep my focus. In the toilet I undress to remove my harness, although I later realize it isn’t necessary.


    
      [image: ]
    

    The harness makes me think about Julia again. Why does my relationship with Emma cause so much trouble? First Julia, then Cami and now Chloe. I just wished we could be together in peace.


    


    After I’m done, we go to the locker to pick up our books. Then we go to the library and sit at a desk.


    
      	Emma: “These printouts are for you.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, mistress.”

    


    I do my best to concentrate on doing my Math homework, although I struggle. There are so many things I’d like to ask Emma that I decide to write them down when they come to my mind. This somehow helps me to free my brain. After more than one hour, I finish.


    
      	Emma: “Are you done?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.” (I see that Emma had already finished.)


      	Emma: “Soon we’ll have to go to Ms. Jensen’s office. We can wait here.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”
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    The library is almost empty, so we can talk without disturbing others. I decide to ask Emma one of my questions. Since we don’t have much time, I choose the one that seems less important to me. I’m just curious.


    
      	Gabby: “I beg your pardon, mistress. May I have your permission to speak, please?”


      	Emma: “You may.”


      	Gabby: “Before you said that your mom has had difficulties to open up. What’s the reason?”


      	Emma: “I think it’s because of what happened with my father.”

    


    Actually, I don’t know anything about Emma’s father. I’m intrigued.


    


    
      	Gabby: “May I ask what happened?”


      	Emma: “I don’t know many details. My mom doesn’t like to talk about it, you know. Basically, my father left her when she was pregnant.”

    


    I’m surprised. It’s somehow hard to imagine that someone would dump Patricia.


    
      	Gabby: “Why?”


      	Emma: “Because he thought that my mom could hinder his acting career.”


      	Gabby: “So your father was an actor.”


      	Emma: “Yes. He still is. He’s Paul Lindberg.”


      	Gabby: “Eh?! Do you mean the one that won an Oscar a couple of years ago?!”


      	Emma: “Yes.”
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    This is so shocking! Paul Lindberg is really famous. I can’t believe it.


    
      	Emma: “My mom was 19 when they met, and soon after she got pregnant. My father was already an established actor at that time.”


      	Gabby: “But… why did he think her pregnancy could hinder his career?”


      	Emma: “It wasn’t her pregnancy. It was because… at that time my mom had already discovered bondage. She was a mistress. When my father found out, he told her to stop, but my mom refused. He feared a scandal if the media found out, so he left her.”


      	Gabby: “I’m sorry for your mom.”


      	Emma: “Yes. I think she really loved him. That’s why later she has had difficulties to open up.”

    


    


    
      	Gabby: “I realize now how important bondage is to your mom.”


      	Emma: “It’s even more important than you think. Soon after that, my grandparents found out that she was pregnant. They kept asking my mom who my father was, and eventually my mom told them. Shortly after they also found out about bondage, I guess because they contacted my father and he told them. They also told my mom to stop, but she refused again, and they disowned her. My grandparents are quite wealthy, you know. My mom struggled for a while until she met the woman who owned the basement.”

    


    What a story! I’m quite overwhelmed. I don’t think Emma has shared it with many people.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, thank you for telling me about your mom and your father.”

    


    Emma smiles.


    
      	Emma: “I don’t have problems to open up.”

    


    I smile back. Then she kisses me for a long time. I’m kissing the daughter of Paul Lindberg! I can’t believe it.
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      	Emma: “Look at the time! We must go.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    We stand up and leave the library.


    


    We arrive to Julia’s office and we see the door open.


    
      	Julia: “Come in.”

    


    Emily is with Julia. They seem ready to leave.
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      	Julia: “I think you already know, but I should inform you that your accusations have been proven and that a disciplinary procedure has begun against the students that assaulted you.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, Ms. Jensen.”


      	Julia: “In fact, they have admitted to the assault. They have claimed that it was justified, and that the one who should be punished is Emma.”

    


    I look at Emma. She doesn’t seem surprised.


    
      	Julia: “As part of the procedure, they have been suspended until Friday.” (Only until Friday!) “Until then, they must not contact you by any means. They will also have to write a letter of apology, which they will read to you here on Friday morning for the suspension to be lifted. Do you have any question?”


      	Gabby: “…No, Ms. Jensen.”

    


    I don’t know what to say. I think that this punishment is too lenient.


    


    
      	Julia: “Now, let’s talk again about what happened this morning. I have called your parents.” (I didn’t expect that. Emma also looks surprised.) “Gabriella, I wasn’t able to reach your mother.” (My mom! I hope she’s already out of the shibari area.) “But I could talk to your mother, Emma. She suggested that we talk in person as soon as possible. She said that we could talk at your place after school. Although normally I’d rather ask her to come here, this time I’ll make an exception. So I’m going to your place now. You should come with me.”


      	Emma: “Yes. That’s fine. Gabby is also coming.”


      	Julia: “That’s not really necessary.”


      	Emma: “I mean, she’s living at my place.”


      	Julia: “What?! But didn’t you say that you’ve been together for five days?”


      	Emma: “Yes, but she has lived with me those five days, right?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, Ms. Lindberg.”
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    Julia is shocked, but she tries to calm down.


    
      	Julia: “Fine. Well, then… Emily, since you are Gabriella’s tutor, you will also come.”


      	Emily: “Yes, Ms. Jensen.”


      	Julia: “Let’s go.”

    


    


    We walk towards the parking lot and we get into Julia’s car. I just recall how afraid I was earlier about exiting school because of Evelyn and Natalie. At least today this won’t be a problem.


    
      	Julia: “Please remind me your address.”


      	Emma: “20 Barton Street.”

    


    We depart. There is an uncomfortable silence. I do wonder what Julia is going to say to Patricia.
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      	Julia: “Gabriella, I’ve already seen that you submitted your project. I had a look at it. It’s very interesting.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, Ms. Jensen.”


      	Julia: “Do you believe yourself in that theory of supernormal stimuli?”


      	Gabby: “I think it is coherent, and there is evidence to support it.”


      	Julia: “There are certain research areas that need more funding. I think this is one of them.”


      	Gabby: “I agree. The studies I’ve found have plenty of limitations.”

    


    For a moment, I feel I’m back to my comfort area, discussing my homework with a teacher and being praised for it. But suddenly I realize that Julia will likely find out that my mom is also living at Emma’s place and that she’s in bondage to Patricia. How will she react? I can’t calm down.

  

  
    Chapter 18


    We arrive home and Emma opens the font door. My mom is in the dining-room, dressed as a maid again. She’s gagged. After she hears the door closing, she comes toward us, but she realizes that we are not alone and stops.
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      	Emma: “Welcome to my place, Ms. Jensen. Please make yourself confortable.” (Emma points to the living-room.)


      	Julia: “Eh?!… Thank you.” (I look at Julia and Emily. They’re taken aback.) “Gabriella, isn’t that your mother?!”


      	Gabby: “Yes, Ms. Jensen. She…” (I hesitate.)


      	Emma: “She’s our maid. She’s in bondage to my mom.”


      	Julia: “But… since when?”


      	Emma: “Since last Sunday.”

    


    Julia was going to say something else, but she seems blocked.


    


    
      	Emma: “Elena, get on your knees.”

    


    My mom is blushing. She look really embarrassed, but she complies. Emma removes her gag and stands in front of her for a few seconds.


    
      	Emma: “Have you forgotten what you must say?”


      	Elena: “Welcome home, Ms. Lindberg. I’m honored to be in your presence again”


      	Emma: “Why were you hesitating? Kiss my shoes.”

    


    My mom kisses both of Emma’s shoes. I look again at Julia and Emily. They’re still shocked.
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      	Julia: “But… is she in bondage to your mother, or to you?”


      	Emma: “To my mom, but I’m her mistress when my mom is not around. And she must always show me respect.”

    


    Julia and Emily look at each other.


    
      	Emma: “Where is my mom?”


      	Elena: “Ms. Schulte is getting dressed in her bedroom.”

    


    Emma gags my mom again.


    
      	Emma: “Go back to your chores.”

    


    My mom gets up and leaves, and Emma goes to Patricia’s bedroom.


    


    I am left alone with Julia and Emily.


    
      	Julia: “No wonder why her mom couldn’t take my phone call. She’s gagged!”


      	Emily: “Yes.”


      	Julia: “Gabriella, is this for real?”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, Ms. Jensen.”


      	Julia: “How did it all happen?”


      	Gabby: “…Umm…”

    


    I don’t know where to start, but luckily Emma comes back with Patricia. Patricia, as always, looks gorgeous.
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      	Patricia: “Welcome, Ms. Jensen. I apologize for the delay.”


      	Julia: “No problem. Thank you.”


      	Patricia: “Let’s have a seat.”


      	Julia: “Actually, we’ve just found out that Gabriella’s mother is also here. Would it be possible for me to talk to both of you?”


      	Patricia: “Yes. Emma, tell her to come.”


      	Julia: “In fact, I think it would be better if Emma and Gabriella are not present. We can call them later if needed.”


      	Emma: “Fine. I’ll tell Elena to come and then we’ll go upstairs.”

    


    


    I follow Emma to her bedroom. I really wonder what Julia is going to say to Patricia and to my mom, but Emma doesn’t seem worried.


    
      	Emma: “Gabby, my mom has just told me that this morning your mom has complied. She has sent the resignation and the termination letters, and she has signed a bondage contract.”

    


    I hadn’t thought about that since yesterday. I realize that we’re definitely all in! I still feel this is crazy, but at the same time I’m excited.


    
      	Gabby: “That’s…that’s amazing!” (Emma smiles.)


      	Emma: “My mom also said that, since you’re also living with us, it’s advisable that you sign a bondage contract with me.”


      	Gabby: “…Umm…yes, mistress.” (I didn’t expect this.)


      	Emma: “I’ll show you a copy in a moment, but before it’s better that you change. I guess Ms. Austen wants her clothes back.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “You’ll wear this outfit.”

    


    Emma takes a black outfit from the stuff Patricia gave her. While I put it on, she takes a small laptop and goes to the other bedroom. Then she comes back.


    
      	Emma: “You look awesome.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, mistress.”

    


    I look at the mirror. I do like this kind of clothing :-).
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      	Emma: “Let’s go to the small bedroom. Bring your phone.”

    


    In the small bedroom, I see the laptop and the bondage chair.


    
      	Emma: “Sit down.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Like yesterday, Emma restrains my legs, my waist and my neck. Today she also restrains my left arm. I guess it’s because now I don’t have to write anything.
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      	Emma:  “There are two documents. The first one is a standard bondage contract for a full-time live-in relationship. It’s the same that your mom signed.” (I didn’t know there is such a thing as a ‘standard’ bondage contract.)


      “It contains a full list of the rules you must follow, and the associated punishments if you misbehave. It’s quite long, but you don’t have to learn all the rules by heart now. The contract itself states that a rule can only be enforced after you have been introduced to it by your mistress.”



      	Gabby: “I understand, mistress.”



      	Emma:  “The contract also lists my obligations, which include providing for your seven basic needs.”



      	Gabby: “What are those?”



      	Emma:  “Shelter, food, clothing, sanitation, healthcare, education and sexual wellness.”


    


    It seems Emma knows the contract quite well. I like how sexual wellness sounds :-).


    


    
      	Emma: “The second document is a ‘Toy Addendum’. It states that you will serve me as my toy.”


      	Gabby: “Your toy? Do you mean like… what you said at Ms. Jensen’s office?”


      	Emma: “Yes.”


      	Gabby: “So that means… you can play with me whenever you wish, and I must worship you and please you.”


      	Emma: “Yes.”


      	Gabby: “Has my mom also signed that?”


      	Emma: “No. She has signed a ‘Maid Addendum’.”

    


    I don’t know exactly why, but I’m afraid of the implications of the ‘Toy Addendum’.
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      	Emma: “Gabby, I have a very high sexual drive, you know. I really need a toy.”


      	Gabby: “I understand, mistress.”


      	Emma: “And as I see you also have a high libido, and our sex so far has been awesome. Has it ever happened that you don’t want to have sex with me?”


      	Gabby: “No, mistress.” (That’s the truth.)


      	Emma: “I think you would be a perfect toy for me. In truth, our relationship wouldn’t change after signing this contract.”


      	Gabby: “…I guess you’re right, mistress.”

    


    


    
      	Emma: You should read both documents before you decide. I’ll be exercising. Text me when you’re done.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma gags me. She notices that I can’t bend my neck that much because of the gag and the restraint but, instead of removing them, she brings a foldable tray to elevate the laptop, and she leaves.


    I begin to read the first document. “Copyright © 2021 by The Bondage Society.” I didn’t know such a society exists. It triggers my curiosity. I google it, but I can only find some unrelated videos.


    I continue reading. The contract uses lots of formal and legal terms, and it’s indeed quite long. I reach a section whose title is “Addressing The Mistress.” It contains all the sentences that Emma tells me to say! Now I understand how Emily said to Julia the same sentence that Emma taught me in order to apologize. She must also have signed this contract.
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    I keep reading. There are rules for everything. “Should The Bondwoman masturbate without approval of The Mistress, The Bondwoman will wear a chastity belt for a period determined by The Mistress.” Fulfilling all these rules will not be easy but… what is the alternative? If I don’t sign the contract, what will Emma do? I don’t want her to break up with me.


    Towards the end, I find an important section: “Conditions of Termination. This contract may be terminated without cause by either party upon written notice.” So then… if I wish, I can just end the contract. This definitely helps me make up my mind. I’ll sign it.


    


    I begin to read the ‘Toy Addendum’. It’s very short, and it basically states what Emma told me.


    “The Mistress may use The Bondwoman as a sex toy without any conditions or limitations.” Given that I can terminate the contract whenever I wish, I don’t see any problem. I text Emma, and soon she comes back. I like what she’s wearing.
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    She removes my gag.


    
      	Emma: “Have you read everything?


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Do you have any question?


      	Gabby: “No… well, yes. What is The Bondage Society?” (Although I’ve already decided, I’m still curious.)


      	Emma: “It’s a society that looks after the well-being of everyone involved in bondage relationships. By signing this contract, you and I will become members.”


      	Gabby: “But… who will receive this contract?”


      	Emma: “Well… I’m not sure. My mom knows more about it. The society is sort of secretive because of all the taboos around bondage, you know. I think it shouldn’t be that way.”


      	Gabby: “l understand, mistress.” (In truth, I have now more questions than before.)

    


    


    Emma stores the laptop and the foldable tray in the closet. She gets on her knees and removes my neck restraint.
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      	Emma: “So… have you made a decision?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress. I have decided to sign the contract and the addendum.”

    


    Emma smiles and kisses me. Then she continues removing my other restraints. She looks really happy.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s go to the basement.”


      	Gabby: “Eh!?… Perhaps Ms. Jensen will ask us to go downstairs.”


      	Emma: “Don’t worry. I’m taking my phone. My mom can call me.”

    


    Emma goes quickly to her bedroom and comes back with a handbag. Then she takes my hand and we walk fast towards the basement. We use the other stairs, so we don’t go through the living-room. She looks more excited than ever before.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s do it in the throne room.”

    


    We walk straight to the throne. I wonder why we came here.


    


    Emma opens her handbag.


    
      	Emma: “This is a declaration that precedes the contract. I’ve already filled it in and signed it. Now you must get on your knees, read it aloud and also sign it.”

    


    Emma gives me the paper and a pen, and I get on my knees.


    
      	Emma: “Wait. I also have to record everything.” (Emma takes her phone and she sits on the throne.) “Are you ready?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Read calmly. Begin.”
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      	Gabby: “I, Gabriella Valentina Ferrara (hereinafter”The Bondwoman”), freely and willingly sign this bondage contract with Emma Nicole Lindberg (hereinafter “The Mistress”).


      I shall follow the rules listed hereunder, I shall promptly and faithfully comply with all the instructions given by The Mistress, and I shall serve The Mistress diligently and to the best of my ability.”


    


    This declaration somehow has made me realize how important this is. I look at Emma. She looks serious and happy at the same time. More than anything, her face looks really beautiful, perhaps more than ever before. I take the pen and I sign the declaration.


    
      	Emma: “Kiss my boots.”

    


    I comply.


    


    Emma stops recording. She takes the declaration and the pen and puts them back in her handbag.


    
      	Emma: “Come sit on my lap.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    It’s the first time I sit on Emma’s lap. I like it :-)


    
      	Emma: “I’m really happy. I hope we’ll make each other happy for a very long time.”


      	Gabby: “So do I, mistress.”

    


    What Emma said has touched me, and I kiss her. We keep kissing for some minutes. I feel awesome.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s take a selfie.”

    


    Emma takes her phone and we smile. Then we look at the picture. We do look happy :-)
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      	Emma: “I have something for you.”

    


    Emma takes a collar from her handbag and shows it to me. It has a tag with the inscription “Emma’s Toy”.


    
      	Emma: “I made it years ago, just before starting high school.” (Wow!) “I’m very glad I’ve found the right girl to wear it.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Get on your knees facing that way.”

    


    Emma points towards the main entrance, and I obey her. Then she collars me.
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      	Emma: “You will wear this collar wherever and whenever I wish.”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, mistress.” (I realize that, although Emma agreed not to restrain me openly at school, nothing has been said about other places.)


      	Emma: “I can’t wait. I wish to begin your training immediately. Let’s go.”

    


    Emma is very excited, and so am I. We walk upstairs to a room where I hadn’t been before.


    


    Emma opens the door and we enter the room. I see something a bit similar to a lounger in the center and also two machines on both sides.


    
      	Emma: “Before your training starts, I need to run some tests to see what you’re capable of. This is the horse bank. You’ll lie here on your stomach.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “And those two are sex machines.”
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    I begin to realize what Emma is planning to do. I get excited and afraid at the same time.


    
      	Gabby: “Are those…” (I hesitate. I don’t know if Emma will find my question appropriate.)


      	Emma: “Yes?”


      	Gabby: “My mom told me that yesterday Ms. Schulte… well, that they used a sex machine. Is it this one?”


      	Emma: “Haha! No, it was a different one. But I prefer this one.” (I’m glad Emma didn’t mind my question. And I see that apparently Patricia talks with her about sex with my mom.) “It was Angela who had the idea of combining the horse bank with these machines.”

    


    Angela! I can’t explain why, but knowing that she designed this room gives me confidence.


    


    
      	Emma: “It’s better we get rid of this for the test.”

    


    Emma removes my collar, and then she also takes off her bracelets.


    
      	Emma: “Help me unfasten the straps.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma looks concentrated now. It seems this test is really important.


    
      	Emma: “Get on the horse bank.”

    


    I lie there on my stomach, and Emma fastens all the straps. Despite all the restraints, I feel comfortable.


    
      	Emma: “First, I will measure your stamina.”

    


    Emma takes the machines from their stands and puts them on the floor. Then she opens a drawer and takes two dildos. They are huge!


    She attaches one of them to the shaft of the machine in front of me, and after that I suppose she attaches the other one to the shaft behind me. When she’s done, she begins to caress my pussy.
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      	Emma: “You look quite calm.”


      	Gabby: “I trust you, mistress.”

    


    It’s true I’m not super nervous. Perhaps it has do with Emma using the word ‘test’, like if we were at school. I’ve always been good at tests :-)


    


    Emma penetrates me slowly with the dildo attached to the machine behind me.


    
      	Emma: “Your pussy is full, right?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.” (Indeed, it feels really full.)


      	Emma: “Let’s start.”

    


    Emma takes something like a remote control from a drawer and presses a button. The dildo moves out slowly, but before it is completely out, it moves in again. That in-out movement repeats itself indefinitely.
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      	Emma: “How is the machine doing? Does it fuck better than I do?”


      	Gabby: “No, mistress. Not at all.”


      	Emma: “Haha! You’ll see.”

    


    Emma presses another button and the dildo’s speed doubles. I get more excited.


    
      	Emma: “And now?”


      	Gabby: “You do better, mistress.”


      	Emma: “And now?”

    


    Emma presses yet another button, and the dildo’s speed doubles again. This is already a hard fuck, like when Emma fucked me at the gym.


    
      	Gabby: “You’re still better, mistress.”

    


    I say that, but just after finishing the sentence, I moan loudly. Emma smiles.


    


    
      	Emma: “There are four buttons here, you know. Let’s test the machine at full speed.”

    


    Emma presses the fourth button and the dildo’s speed doubles yet again. Or, who knows, perhaps more than doubles. It’s incredibly fast. I bet it fucks faster than any human.


    
      	Emma: “You’re moaning so loud! You’re getting close, right?”


      	Gabby: “I… I can still hold off…”


      	Emma: “Haha! This test is not about holding off!” (I misunderstood when Emma said she wanted to measure my stamina.) “That’s futile. The machine never gets tired.”


      	Gabby: “Mistress, may I have your permission to come, please?”


      	Emma: “… No. Hold off as much as you can. Now that you brought up the topic, I’d like to check something.”

    


    I wanted to let go immediately after Emma said ‘yes’, but now I can’t! I try to think about something else. I close my eyes and I begin to think about planes landing. That helps me calm down.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s see.”

    


    All of a sudden, Emma puts two of her fingers inside my mouth and begins to caress and play with my tongue. This is too much, and I come. Emma stops the machine.
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      	Emma: “Haha! I knew it. Many people get turned on by feet, but you prefer hands, right?”


      	Gabby: “That’s true, mistress.”

    


    I wonder how Emma found out.


    


    
      	Gabby: “This machine is amazing, mistress.”


      	Emma: “It is, but you still haven’t seen its full potential.” (I’m surprised. I thought that it was set to its maximum speed.) “You’ll feel it soon.”

    


    Emma removes the dildo from my pussy.


    
      	Emma: “It’s soaking wet. You did like it.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma picks up another dildo with a screw shape. As before, she attaches it to the shaft and then inserts it into my pussy.


    
      	Emma: “You’ll love this.”

    


    The in-out movement of the dildo begins. This dildo is metallic and it feels harder. I’m beginning to think that I prefer the other one, but suddenly Emma presses a new button.


    
      	Gabby: “Oh, my God!”
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    In addition to the in-out movement, the dildo begins to rotate really fast. I’ve never experienced something similar before.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, may I have your permission to come, please?”


      	Emma: “Yes. Now you can come whenever you wish.”

    


    My body is shaking and I let go. This was really intense. Emma stops the machine again.


    
      	Emma: “How was it?”


      	Gabby: “Unbelievable, mistress. I never thought sex machines were so good.”

    


    


    
      	Emma: “The warm-up is done. Let’s begin the actual test.”


      	Gabby: “Eh!?” (I thought that was the test.)

    


    Emma moves the machine in front of me and puts its dildo in my mouth. I can barely fit it inside. She takes another remote and starts this machine. It moves in and out at medium speed.
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      	Emma: “Don’t try to deepthroat now.” (Emma has already mentioned deepthroating several times, but I don’t think I’ll ever be able to do it.) “We’ll train that later.”

    


    Emma starts the machine behind me, and soon she sets it at full speed with rotation. I get excited again. What Emma said when she showed me the ‘Toy Addendum’ is true: I have a really high libido. My pussy never gets enough.


    
      	Emma: “Look how much you’re squirting already.”

    


    With two machines on, it’s quite noisy now, but I can still understand Emma. She begins to caress my arms and my cheeks, and that really turns me on. I don’t try to hold off anymore and I come.


    
      	Emma: “Orgasm number one! Let’s see how far you get.”

    


    So this is what she meant by stamina. Then my feeling is that I will score very high :-)


    


    Emma doesn’t stop the machines after my orgasm. Instead she keeps caressing me. Shortly after, I come again.


    
      	Emma: “So fast! You are insatiable. It’s in fact the fourth one since we got here.”

    


    Emma stops the machines and takes something else from the drawer. It’s a blindfold.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s make the test more interesting.”

    


    She covers my eyes with it and she turns on the machines to fuck my pussy and my mouth again. Then she begins to spank me with some sort of paddle. It’s not painful, but she caresses my buttocks from time to time. Soon I come again.


    
      	Emma: “You’re so amazing. I have to record this.”
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    I imagine Emma is now making a video with her phone. That makes me a bit nervous, but I hope she won’t show that around. As Emma said, the machines never get tired, and eventually I come for a sixth time.


    
      	Emma: “If there was a sex contest for multi-orgasmic women, I bet you’d win. You could be a well-known porn star, you know.”

    


    I get more nervous. Is Emma talking seriously? Or is she saying that to make my test more difficult? When I get nervous, my pussy turns off.


    


    Suddenly the machines stop and, two seconds after, my blindfold gets removed abruptly.


    
      	Gabby: “Ah!!!” (Patricia is standing next to me.)


      	Emma: “Mom!”


      	Patricia: “So you know that the principal is here to talk about you, and this is what you decide to do.” (Patricia looks upset.)


      	Emma: “… I thought… I thought you’d call me if Ms. Jensen wanted to talk with us. Why didn’t you?”


      	Patricia: “Because she doesn’t want to. I was just showing them the basement, and we’ve found you.”
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      	Gabby: “Aaahhh!!!”

    


    I turn my head and I see Julia and Emily standing outside. They look shocked, and I feel so embarrassed. I wonder why that wall is made of transparent glass.


    
      	Emma: “… I apologize, mom. It was so noisy that I didn’t hear you coming.”


      	Patricia: “I’ll talk to you later. Now unfasten her straps.”


      	Emma: “Yes, mom.”

    


    


    Emma helps me to get up. Patricia makes a sign to ask Julia and Emily to come in.


    
      	Emma: “Welcome to the basement, Ms. Jensen.”


      	Julia: “Thank you. I have to say… this place is fantastic.”
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      	Emma: “Mom, I guess you have decided to come here to talk to them about bondage and explain various things. Please continue with that.”


      	Patricia: “Not really, I’ve realized that they already know about bondage quite a lot.”


      	Julia: “While we were talking, Ms. Schulte figured out that Emily is in bondage to me. I don’t know how.”


      	Emma: “Did you also know about the blog?”


      	Patricia: “What blog?”


      	Emma: “Ms. Austen’s blog.”


      	Patricia: “No. I just saw that she doesn’t speak without Ms. Jensen’s permission, and that she’s respectful and polite.”

    


    Emily looks down and smiles. I think Patricia is really smart. I’ve known Emily for over three years, and it never crossed my mind that she was in a relationship with Julia.


    
      	Emma: “How did the conversation go?”


      	Julia: “Don’t worry about that. I’ve just informed your mom about what you did at school. If you don’t do it again, I won’t take any further action.”

    


    I feel relieved.


    


    
      	Emma: “Mom, I should let you know… Gabby has signed the contract. In fact, we came to the throne for the signing ceremony. Now she’s my toy.” (Julia and Emily look at each other. I feel now even more embarrassed than before.)


      	Patricia: “But you didn’t have witnesses.”


      	Emma: “The rules have been updated. Now it’s enough to record it.”


      	Patricia: “I prefer to respect the old traditions of the society. Didn’t it occur to you that I would have liked to attend your ceremony?”


      	Emma: “… Sorry, mom. I was too excited.”


      	Patricia: “Well, I guess I’ll watch the video.”
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    Patricia thinks for some seconds.


    
      	Patricia: “You should go with Gabby to her apartment for her to decide what she wishes to bring home. Elena and I are going tomorrow morning to bring some of her things, because she plans to have the apartment emptied soon. Keep in mind that we don’t have much storage space here.”


      	Emma: “Yes, mom. We’ll do that right now. Gabby, let’s go.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, Ms. Lindberg.”

    


    My home will be emptied! Definitely, there is no way back to our former lives, but I feel happy.

  

  
    Chapter 19


    We go upstairs to Emma’s bedroom.


    
      	Emma: “Help me undress.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma sits down and I remove her boots. Then she gets up and I take off her bodysuit. She picks some clothes from her wardrobe and gives them to me, but she doesn’t talk while I help her get dressed. She seems pensive.


    When we are done, she looks at the mirror.
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      	Emma: “My mom is somewhat nervous, don’t you think?”


      	Gabby: “Eh?… I’m not sure, mistress.”


      	Emma: “The Way she entered the room and removed your blindfold…”


      	Gabby: “I think she was upset because Ms. Jensen saw what we were doing.”


      	Emma: “Yes, but my mom is not like that. When she wants to tell me anything, she does it in private. Something is not right…”

    


    Perhaps what Emma says is true, but I’m surprised. To me Patricia’s reaction was normal. If last week my mom had found me doing something like that… I cannot even imagine her reaction.


    
      	Emma: “Go use the toilet.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    


    Soon after, I’m back in the bedroom. Emma seems less worried now.


    
      	Emma: “The test was satisfactory. We don’t need to complete it. Let’s go quickly to your place and come back. I’d like to start your training.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I look forward to the training, but I’m also a bit afraid because I don’t know what it will be about, besides deepthroating.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress… if I need to use my safeword during the training, what will you do?”


      	Emma: “I would pause it. What do you mean?”


      	Gabby: “I mean… if I can’t do something or I feel distressed and wish to stop. would you be disappointed?” (Emma smiles.)


      	Emma: “No. I’d only be disappointed if you refuse to try again.”

    


    Emma’s words calm me down a bit. I was still worried that she’d break up with me if I use my safeword.


    
      	Emma: “You’ll wear this outfit.”


      	Gabby: “But… this is a catsuit… and a harness and mittens.”


      	Emma: “Yes.”


      	Gabby: “Aren’t we going outdoors now?”


      	Emma: “Yes. What’s wrong? We aren’t going to school.”


      	Gabby: “Umm… nothing, mistress.”

    


    I get dressed quickly, and finally Emma puts on my mittens.
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    I still get very nervous when I’m restrained in public, but I’m afraid Emma would feel very disappointed if I used my safeword now. I guess I shouldn’t use it as a way of trying to disobey her.


    


    
      	Emma: “Gabby, don’t say ‘nothing’ when I can clearly see that there is something on. What’s the problem?”


      	Gabby: “… I’m afraid we could run into Evelyn and Natalie. They may attack me.” (In truth, I wasn’t thinking about that, but it’s indeed another issue.)


      	Emma: “Ah! Don’t worry. If that happens, I’ll defend you.” (Emma smiles.)


      	Gabby: “Thank you, mistress.”
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      	Emma: “In fact, now I’m always in charge of defending you. Didn’t you read that section of the contract?”


      	Gabby: “I browsed through it.”


      	Emma: “This is important, in particular for you. As you know, I favor a full bondage experience, and so you’ll be restrained most of the time, or even permanently. But you’ll be safe.”

    


    For some reason, the idea of being restrained permanently doesn’t scare me like before, at least when I’m not seen by strangers. I guess it’s true that I’m getting more and more submissive. Now I like that Emma has that power over me.


    
      	Emma: “Where are the keys of your apartment?”


      	Gabby: “In my bag, next to my phone.”


      	Emma: “OK. Let’s go.”

    


    Emma puts my keys and also my phone in her handbag. Then we walk downstairs. My mom isn’t there, and we exit the house.


    


    I follow Emma, but she starts walking towards our school.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, to go to my place, it’s faster if we go the other way.”


      	Emma: “Yes, but we’re going by car. Bringing your stuff here will be easier with a car.”


      	Gabby: “… Sorry, mistress.”

    


    If I knew that, I wouldn’t have felt so worried about being dressed this way. I remind myself that I must trust Emma. A few seconds after, we stop at the entrance of a garage.


    
      	Gabby: “I didn’t know this garage was part of the house.”


      	Emma: “All the land surrounding our house belongs to us. The basement is built below that land.”

    


    I hadn’t thought about that, but it makes sense. Emma’s house is surrounded by a large extension of urban prairie. It must be worth millions. Emma opens the garage and I see an expensive convertible car. It looks new.
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      	Gabby: “Wow! Your mom has bought a fancy car recently.”


      	Emma: “No, my mom’s car is that one. This one is mine. It was my mom’s present for my 18th birthday.”

    


    I’m quite shocked. For my 18th birthday, my mom gave me a pair of shoes. I already knew that Patricia is wealthier than my mom, but I’m realizing that the difference is much bigger than I thought.


    


    Emma opens the car’s door for me.


    
      	Emma: “Get in.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, mistress.”


      	Emma: “What’s your address?”


      	Gabby: “119 Garnet Street.”

    


    Emma searches for the address and then we depart. It’s my first time in an expensive car. I look around. Some people glance at us, but this time the reason is not my outfit. It’s the car.
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      	Gabby: “Mistress, why do you prefer to go to places on foot, and not by car?”


      	Emma: “To combat climate change. This is an electric car, but here not much electricity is generated by renewable sources.”

    


    Sometimes Emma’s answers surprise me and make me smile. Still I wonder if I could persuade her somehow to use the car more often. This way people can’t see me restrained.


    
      	Gabby: “How many times have you driven this car?”


      	Emma: “This is the second time.”


      	Gabby: “But you drive really well, mistress.” (Emma smiles.)


      	Emma: “We are already close to your place. ls there a free spot in your garage?”


      	Gabby: “There isn’t a garage. Usually there are free spots on the street.”


      	Emma: “Fine.”

    


    We arrive and Emma finds a spot easily.


    


    
      	Emma: “So this is where you used to live.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress. Our apartment is on the third floor.”

    


    Emma opens the door and we enter the building.


    
      	Gabby: “This way, mistress. The lift doesn’t work.”

    


    We get to the third floor and Emma opens the door. When we enter, I feel like I’ve been away for several months.


    
      	Emma: “How long have you lived here?”


      	Gabby: “Five years.”


      	Emma: “I see… anyway, what would you like to bring?”


      	Gabby: “Most of my things are in my bedroom, right there.”

    


    Emma goes to my bedroom and I follow her.
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      	Emma: “Haha! It’s full of dolls and teddy bears!”


      	Gabby: “…yes, mistress. I haven’t changed…”


      	Emma: “Look! I had one of those when I was six!”

    


    Emma laughs. I’m feeling a bit embarrassed. It’s true I haven’t thrown away any of my toys. I realize now that Emma’s bedroom is that of an adult, whereas mine looks like the bedroom of a little girl.


    


    
      	Emma: “And that!”


      	Gabby: “Oh my God!”

    


    Emma points at a painting where I had written ‘I love Emma, always, forever, happily’. It’s been there for so long that I had forgotten about it. Emma takes it from the shelf.
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      	Emma: “When did you make it?” (I feel I’m blushing now.)


      	Gabby: “I made it… a few weeks after we met, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Don’t be embarrassed. I like it. I’ll store it next to your Valentines letters.”

    


    Emma caresses my cheeks and she kisses me.


    
      	Emma: “Do you have any other… secret things?”


      	Gabby: “Well… I’ve also made some pencil drawings of you. They are in that drawer.”

    


    Emma opens the drawer and takes the pictures.


    
      	Emma: “Wow! These are amazing!”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, mistress.”


      	Emma: “I didn’t know you could draw so well. From now on, in addition to being my toy, you are my official portraitist.”

    


    I laugh. Emma looks happy.


    


    
      	Emma: “OK, so were bringing home this painting and these drawings. What else?”


      	Gabby: “Umm… my laptop…”


      	Emma: “Yes.”


      	Gabby: “Those school books and notebooks. And that folder with documents.”


      	Emma: “Yes.”


      	Gabby: “My clothes.”


      	Emma: “Let’s look at them. Are they here?”


      	Gabby: “Yes.” (Emma opens my closet.)


      	Emma: “These are the clothes that you wear to go to school, right?”


      	Gabby: “Mainly yes. I also have those dresses for going to church.”


      	Emma: “Let’s see.” (Emma takes a t-shirt and looks at it briefly.) “Umm… I think I’d like to renew your wardrobe.”

    


    
      [image: ]
    

    
      	Gabby: “Eh?”


      	Emma: “We don’t need to bring your clothes. We’ll go to Angela’s store to get new clothes for you.”


      	Gabby: “But… I appreciate that you wish to purchase clothes for me, mistress, but I feel… I don’t know how to say it. I feel somewhat emotionally attached to my clothes. I’ve had them for quite some time.”


      	Emma: “I can see that. It’s a good reason to renew them.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, but…”


      	Emma: “My decision is final. Remember that our contract states that I choose how you dress.”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, mistress.”

    


    


    
      	Emma: “Is there something else you wish to bring?”


      	Gabby: “… My dolls.”


      	Emma: “No.”


      	Gabby: “But…”


      	Emma: “You’ve heard my mom. We don’t have much storage space. And I don’t want your dolls in my bedroom. We’ll donate them to charity, so that little girls can play with them.”


      	Gabby: “We’ve brought my dolls all the way from Italy. They’re really important to me.”


      	Emma: “Gabby, at some point, everyone has to grow up. I had to do it two years ago, when my mom fell ill and I had to take charge of many things. Today, it’s your turn.”

    


    I look at Emma. Shes serious. All of sudden, the magnitude of the changes that I’m bringing into my life sinks in. Since friday, everything happened so fast that I didn’t have much time to reflect upon what my mom and I are doing. Nothing will be the same. I begin to cry.


    
      	Emma: “Gabby…”

    


    Emma hugs me while I keep crying. I always cry a lot when I have to make a difficult decision. After some minutes, I begin to calm down.


    
      	Gabby: “I guess you’re right, mistress. Everyone has to grow up. I only wish to take this teddy bear with me. It was a present from my father.”
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      	Emma: “That’s fine.”

    


    Emma and I kiss.


    


    
      	Emma: “We can use this suitcase, right?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma puts my stuff inside my suitcase. All my life fits inside a suitcase, literally.


    
      	Emma: “If you remember any other important things that need to be brought, you can tell your mom and she’ll bring them tomorrow. Now let’s go.”

    


    I follow Emma towards the exit. I can’t believe I’m not coming here ever again. I feel empty. Then I recall that I also felt this way when my mom and I moved out five years ago, away from all my family and friends. And in the end things worked out well. That gives me confidence. We exit, Emma closes the door and we walk downstairs.


    
      	Gabby: “One last thing, mistress. Could you check our postbox, please?”


      	Emma: “Yes. I should use this small key, right?”


      	Gabby: “Yes.”

    


    Emma opens the postbox. There are lots of commercial leaflets, as usual, but on top of them there is a printed note.
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      	Emma: “We see you’ve followed our advice, Ms. Straight A’s. Keep hiding yourself well.”


      	Gabby: “Natalie and Evelyn have been here!”


      	Emma: “I guess they were waiting for you to arrive home after school. They don’t know that you live with me.”

    


    Moving out of here makes me feel relieved now.


    


    We exit the building and walk to the car. Emma puts my suitcase inside the boot.


    
      	Emma: “At the moment, I need to think. I need silence.”

    


    Emma takes a gag from her handbag.


    
      	Emma: “Have you just heard something?”


      	Gabby: “No, mistress. What have you heard?”


      	Emma: “I’m not sure. Some movement, but I don’t see anybody.”

    


    I honestly didn’t hear anything. Is Emma thinking that Evelyn and Natalie are still around? We could become paranoid.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s get out of here.”

    


    Emma puts the gag in my mouth. Then we get into the car and we depart.
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    She looks serious again. I guess that now she’s more concerned about Evelyn and Natalie than when I told her about their threats at school. I just wish we could get rid of them somehow.


    


    We arrive to the garage and Emma parks the car. She takes my suitcase and we walk home.


    
      	Emma: “I wonder if Ms. Jensen and Ms. Austen are still here.”

    


    I can’t reply because she hasn’t removed my gag. We enter the house and we find Patricia sitting on her own on the sofa.
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      	Emma: “Hi, mom.”


      	Patricia: “Hi.”


      	Emma: “How did things go with Ms. Jensen and Ms. Austen?”


      	Patricia: “They’re in the basement.”


      	Emma: “Are they enjoying themselves?!”


      	Patricia: “No. Something happened… the principal is very angry.”


      	Emma: “What happened?” (I guess Emma was right about Patricia. I get nervous.)


      	Patricia: “She has found out that Emily has cheated on her.”


      	Emma: “When? With who?”


      	Patricia: “With several women…”


      	Emma: “Eh?”


      	Patricia: “But the principal doesn’t know for sure. At least not when I left the basement. Emily has refused to confess.”

    


    Emma looks at me. We are astonished.


    


    
      	Emma: “OK. Let’s sit down. I need to know everything.” (I sit next to Emma.) “What happened since they arrived?”
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      	Patricia: “Well… first Julia explained what you did at school, and said that it cannot happen again. Elena and I agreed. Then Julia said that Elena could leave, and after she left, Julia revealed that she is also into bondage, and that you told her that I’m a mistress like her.”


      	Emma: “That’s true.”


      	Patricia: “Then she said that Emily told her that years ago she came to a bondage club here, but that now it’s closed. Julia said she has never been to a bondage club and asked whether the basement still exists. Then I asked her if she wanted to see it.”


      	Emma: “I see.”


      	Patricia: “At that point I realized that Emily is in bondage to her. I knew, from the times she was in the basement, that Emily is submissive, and she had been talking about bondage clubs with Julia, and her behavior towards her… so I figured out that they are in a relationship.”


      	Emma: “I understand.” (Now I also get how Patricia knew that.)


      	Patricia: “But Julia was surprised that I found out. She said that until recently they had kept their relationship secret.”


      	Emma: “Until this morning. I told Ms. Jensen that I knew about them, and then she decided that they’re going to tell people soon.”

    


    


    
      	Patricia: “Well… the issue is… I asked how long they’ve been together, and Julia said five years. I was surprised. Emily had stopped coming to the basement three years ago.”


      	Emma: “How do you remember that?”


      	Patricia: “Emma…” (Patricia looks down.) “Because we were having sex.”


      	Emma: “Eh?!” (Oh my God! This is getting worse.)
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      	Patricia: “But she wasn’t in bondage to me, and she never told me she had a mistress. Mainly, I saw her during parties, you know. And with other women. Emily likes threesomes with two mistresses.”

    


    Patricia stops talking, while Emma touches her own forehead with her hand.


    
      	Emma: “But how has Ms. Jensen found out?”


      	Patricia: “OK, Wait… when Julia said five years, Emily saw that I was surprised. She nodded frantically while Julia couldn’t see her. At that point, I figured out that Emily had kept everything secret from Julia.”


      	Emma: “And then?”


      	Patricia: “When we were in the basement… OK, first we found you, and you mentioned Emily’s blog. After we left you, Julia said she also read that blog recently…”


      	Emma: “It had to be this morning. She didn’t know about it before.”


      	Patricia: “Well… Emily wrote there about the DieselPunk area. When we got to the area, Julia was amazed, and we spent quite some time there. She was asking me lots of questions until… unfortunately, she found the plaque, you know, the one that says that the DieselPunk area was opened four years ago. Then she put two and two together.”

    


    


    
      	Patricia: “Julia… first she asked Emily about the last time she’d been in the basement, and Emily lied. Then Julia showed her the plaque and asked her why she had written that she had been inside a water tank at the DieselPunk area.


      Emily realized she had been caught… but she still said that blog post was fiction. She said she had only heard about the area and wrote about it. Then they began arguing.


      I tried to calm them down but Julia asked me to leave them alone. And I left. Normally, I’d have told them to leave, but she is your principal, and I don’t want any of this to affect you.”



      	Emma:  “Mom…”



      	Patricia: “Stupid plaque. Why did we put it there? Sometimes Catherine’s ideas…”



      	Emma:  “Mom, neither Catherine nor you did anything wrong. Don’t worry. I’m going to the basement to talk to them.”



      	Patricia: “No. I should go.”



      	Emma:  “No. I’ve read Emily’s blog. Please stay here and calm down. I’ll call you if needed. Gabby, let’s go.”
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    Emma gets up and I follow her, but I’m also feeling nervous.


    


    We walk fast towards the DieselPunk area but, before arriving there, we find Julia and Emily inside a room. Emily is nude and handcuffed to an X-shaped piece of furniture, and Julia holds a rod. The door is open and Emma knocks on it.


    
      	Emma: “Good evening, Ms. Jensen.”


      	Julia: “Good evening. Are you looking for your mother? I think she’s in the house.”


      	Emma: “I know. I’ve just talked to her. She has told me what happened.”


      	Julia: “Ah… in that case, please leave us alone.”


      	Emma: “Are you trying to make her confess by whipping her?”


      	Julia: “It’s none of your business. Please…”


      	Emma: “It’s not necessary. I can tell you. My mom said Emily stopped coming here around three years ago, and that she had sex with several women when she was here, including my mom.” (Julia is shocked, and so am I! I didn’t expect Emma was going to reveal everything.)
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      	Emily: “It’s not true! I haven’t been here in six years, Ms. Jensen.”


      	Emma: “What? Are you saying my mom has lied?” (Emily doesn’t answer.) “You should whip her, Ms. Jensen.”


      	Julia: “I… I can’t believe she did that…”

    


    Now Julia looks sad. She doesn’t whip Emily. In fact, Emily doesn’t have any marks.


    


    
      	Emma: “Are you going to confess or not?”


      	Emily: “I have nothing to confess.”


      	Emma: “If there is something I can’t stand, it’s lies. Ms. Jensen, please whip her.”


      	Julia: “Eh?! Wait…”

    


    Emma looks impatient. Then she opens a drawer and takes a whip.
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      	Emma: “It’s your last chance. I warn you. This will hurt a lot. Are you going to tell the truth?”


      	Emily: “I’ve told the truth.”

    


    All of a sudden, Emma whips Emily. Julia looks shocked and frozen.


    
      	Emma: “Nobody can withstand the pain. Don’t try to. Just tell the truth.”


      	Emily: “Ah!” (Emma whips Emily again.)


      	Emily: “Ah!!” (And again.)


      	Emily: “Ah!!!” (And yet again.)


      	Emily: “Aahh!!! Please, Ms. Jensen, stop her!”


      	Emily: “Aaahhh!!! She’s going to kill me!”

    


    


    
      	Emma: “Just tell the truth!”


      	Emily: “Aaahhh!!!” (Emma whips her now with all her strength.)


      	Emily: “Aaahhh!!! Please stop!” (The marks are already visible.)


      	Emma: “Don’t you remember that I’ve read all your blog! All those threesomes! I know what you wrote there!”


      	Emily: “Aaahhh!!!” (This is very hard to watch.)


      	Emma: “Tell the truth!”


      	Emily: “Aaahhh!!! Stop! I lied! I lied!”
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      	Emma: “Have you had sex secretly with other mistresses while you were in bondage to Ms. Jensen?”


      	Emily: “I did!”

    


    Emma puts the whip back in the drawer and then she uncuffs Emily, who falls on her knees. She is sobbing.


    
      	Emma: Ms. Jensen, I…” (I look at Julia. She’s weeping!)


      	Julia: “Could you please leave us alone now?”


      	Emma: “Before, I wish that you read this blog entry.”

    


    Emma takes her phone and types something. Then she gives it to Julia.


    


    Julia seems reluctant, but eventually she decides to read. There is a tense silence. Julia keeps weeping while she reads, and her weeping gets even more intense when she ends.
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      	Julia: “I already know she loves me.”


      	Emma: “That’s not the point. She explains there that at some point she realized that you are everything she wants for the rest of her life. I know she doesn’t acknowledge that she had been cheating, but she hasn’t done it for three years…”


      	Julia: “Still, I don’t think I can forgive her.”


      	Emma: “Why? She’s not the only one who lies. You also lied to us in the morning. You said my mom asked you to come here, whereas in fact you were the one who wanted to come here. And the reason was that you wanted to see the basement, not to talk about Gabby’s handcuffs!”


      	Julia: “Yes, I admit that. But you can’t put her lies and my lies on the same level. I was just curious. I asked Emily to show me her blog, and I saw all these entries about a bondage club. Then she told me that your mom owns the club, and that now it’s closed… All along she pretended that she came to the club only before meeting me.”


      	Emma: “But probably because you wanted total secrecy around your relationship. Otherwise you could have come here together.”

    


    I’m not sure why Emma is trying to convince Julia to fix things with Emily. Perhaps she feels uneasy for whipping her so hard? Anyway, I’ve always liked Emily, so I support Emma.


    


    
      	Julia: “I acknowledge that total secrecy affected us, but it doesn’t justify what she did. Besides that, you’re not being totally honest either. Why are you doing all this now? And why were you so interested in her blog all along? I suspect you’ve been interested in Emily for a long time. I could see how you looked at her in my office.”


      	Emma: “I’m honest. It’s true. I do like her blog and I want to fuck her.” (What!!!) “But she likes threesomes. And I know that you love each other.”


      	Julia: “Ah! So that’s what you want, a threesome. Emma, stop. Only Emily could change my mind, not you.”

    


    Suddenly Emily crawls and kneels in front of Julia.


    
      	Emily: “I, Emily Charlotte Austen, wish to serve my mistress, Julia Jasmine Jensen, as her slave. I will relinquish all my property to my mistress, I will obey all her commands, and I will devote to her my entire life. Mistress, I wish to be your property. Please take ownership of me.”
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    I’m not sure what has just happened. Emma and Julia look shocked. Then we all look at Julia.


    
      	Julia: “I… I take ownership of you. You are my slave.”

    


    Emily smiles. Emma also looks happy.


    
      	Julia: “Kiss my feet and stand up.”

    


    After Emily complies, Julia hugs her. They hug each other tightly, although I see that Julia avoids touching the whipping marks. Emma makes a sign to me, and we exit the room.


    


    
      	Emma: “I can’t believe it!” (Emma looks at me.) “Oh! With all the fuss, I still didn’t remove your gag.”

    


    Just after Emma removes my gag, We see Patricia coming towards us.


    
      	Patricia: “Where are they?”


      	Emma: “Mom, you won’t believe it! Ms. Austen has just asked Ms. Jensen to be her slave!”


      	Patricia: “Oh!” (Patricia also looks shocked.)
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      	Emma: “It happened so fast! After Ms. Austen confessed, Ms. Jensen didn’t seem to be willing to forgive her. And all of a sudden Ms. Austen knelt in front of her and proposed to her.”


      	Patricia: “… And? What did she say?”


      	Emma: “She accepted!”


      	Patricia: “I’m really happy for them.” (Patricia smiles.)

    


    I do want to know what exactly being a slave means, but I don’t dare to interrupt the conversation.


    


    Julia and Emily exit the room and they come towards us. They’ve already gotten dressed, and thus Emily’s marks aren’t visible.
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      	Patricia: “Emma has already told me the good news. Congratulations!”


      	Julia: “Thank you, Ms. Schulte. Umm… I apologize for my behavior before.”


      	Patricia: “No worries.”


      	Julia: “l think It’s time for us to leave. This has been a very long day. And a life-changing one.”


      	Patricia: “Listen, you should celebrate it properly. Would you like to have a proper ceremony here? I’ll invite the president of the society to officiate it.”


      	Julia: “That would be amazing.”


      	Patricia: “Leave it to me. I’ll organize everything.” (It seems that Patricia is really into ceremonies.) “Excuse me.”

    


    Patricia has just received a phone call, and she moves away to answer it.


    
      	Emma: “I’m also happy for you both.”


      	Julia: “Thanks… Who knows? After the ceremony, we could continue the celebration in one of these rooms. Emily, you and me.”


      	Emma: “That would be awesome.” (Are they serious?!)


      	Julia: “We’ve got to go. Goodnight.” (Julia looks at me.)


      	Emma: “Goodnight.”


      	Gabby: “Goodnight, Ms. Jensen.”

    

  

  
    Chapter 20


    Julia and Emily walk towards the exit.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, Emily’s clothes are still in my bedroom.” (I’ve just remembered that.) “Should I… ?”


      	Emma: “Don’t worry. They’re in a hurry to go home and celebrate.” (Emma smiles.) “Also, those are Julia’s clothes now.”


      	Gabby: “What do you mean?”


      	Emma: “Now that Emily is Julia’s slave, all her properties are transferred to Julia.”


      	Gabby: “Eh?!… But what exactly is being a slave?” (Finally I got a chance to ask it.)
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      	Emma: “Well… technically it’s a type of contract. It’s similar to a bondage contract, but with two important differences: it can only be terminated by mutual agreement, and the slave cannot have any property.”


      	Gabby: “…you mean Emily now has nothing at all?” (I’m quite shocked.)


      	Emma: “Yes. The logic is that Emily is now Julia’s property, and by default everything Emily owned belongs now to Julia.”


      	Gabby: “…But isn’t that unfair to Emily?”


      	Emma: “Mmm… slavery is the strongest form of bondage relationship, you know. Julia also has responsibilities, but it’s true that Emily has to trust Julia completely. In fact, only Emily could ask Julia to become her slave, not the other way around. Otherwise it could be seen as Julia ordering Emily to be her slave.”

    


    Now I realize how important it is what Emily did.


    


    Patricia comes back.


    
      	Emma: “Mom, who called you?”


      	Patricia: “Angela. She said she has told Lexy today about her past as a mistress, and that she wishes to go back to it. It seems Lexy didn’t take it well. Angela said she looks upset and in disbelief.”
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      	Emma: “I told you yesterday. She should have told Lexy a long time ago.”


      	Patricia: “I guess you’re right. Anyway, she has asked me to talk to Lexy. I’m going to their place now.”


      	Emma: “I think I should go. I know Lexy better than you.”


      	Patricia: “No. Angela asked me to go. I can call you later if needed.”


      	Emma: “…Fine.”


      	Patricia: “Tell Elena that I’m leaving and I don’t know what time I’ll be back.”


      	Emma: “Yes, mom.”

    


    Patricia walks towards the exit.


    
      	Emma: “My mom is stressed. She left without saying goodbye.”


      	Gabby: “I guess…” (I am not sure what to say. Clearly it’s not an easy day for her.)


      	Emma: “Let’s find your mom. Perhaps she can prepare tiramisu for my mom and surprise her when she comes back. She loves it.”


      	Gabby: “Excellent idea, mistress.”

    


    I smile. I like that Emma wishes for the relationship between our moms to go well.


    


    I follow Emma and we exit the basement.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s go to the kitchen.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Once there, We can’t find my mom. However, we hear the washing machine running the spin cycle in the laundry area outside. Emma leaves my gag on the table and opens the door. The noise is quite loud.


    
      	Emma: “What are you doing?!”


      	Gabby: “Mom!!!”

    


    
      [image: ]
    

    My mom… it looks like she was touching herself while smelling some panties! When she notices we are here, she tries to hide them immediately. Emma steps forward and removes her gag.


    
      	Emma: “Come to the kitchen.”


      	Elena: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    We go back to the kitchen and my mom closes the door.


    


    
      	Emma: “What were you doing?”


      	Elena: “…” (My mom doesn’t say anything, but she’s blushing.)

    


    
      [image: ]
    

    
      	Emma: “There is a security camera outside. I could watch the recording, but it’d be better if you just told me.”


      	Elena: “I… I apologize, mistress.” (My mom kneels down in front of Emma.) “I’ll never do it again.”


      	Emma: “I didn’t tell you to apologize. I’ve asked what you were doing.”


      	Elena: “I…” (My mom is really embarrassed. She looks at me. Perhaps if I wasn’t here, this would be easier for her.) “I was touching myself, mistress.”


      	Emma: “And what else?”


      	Elena: “I was smelling Ms. Schulte’s panties.”


      	Emma: “Do you have my mom’s permission to do any of that?”


      	Elena: “… No, mistress.”

    


    Emma thinks for some seconds.


    
      	Emma: “Gabby, are you hungry?”


      	Gabby: “Eh?” (I didn’t expect that question.) “Actually I am, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Elena, wash your hands and serve dinner for Gabby and for me in the living-room. Wait for us there.”


      	Elena: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I suspect Emma is thinking about what to do with my mom. I recall what happened with Emily, and I get nervous.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s go to my bedroom.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    


    Once in the bedroom, Emma removes my mittens.


    
      	Emma: “Are you sweaty? You’ve been wearing this catsuit for hours.”


      	Gabby: “I do feel warm, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Get undressed.”

    


    I take off my boots and Emma removes her heels. She looks relaxed, but I’m still thinking about my mom.
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      	Gabby: “Mistress…”


      	Emma: “Yes?”


      	Gabby: “…Are you going to punish my mom?”


      	Emma: “Yes.”


      	Gabby: “But… please do not whip her.”


      	Emma: “Gabby.” (Emma stares at me.) “Do you think that I like whipping women?”


      	Gabby: “…No, mistress. I remember you prefer to prevent misbehavior rather than punish it.”


      	Emma: “That’s right.”


      	Gabby: “But… you did whip Ms. Austen… very hard.”


      	Emma: “And? It doesn’t mean that I liked it.” (Emma is looking annoyed.)


      	Gabby: “I apologize, mistress. I didn’t mean that.”

    


    Emma and I get undressed in silence for a minute or so. In fact, I’m afraid of saying anything that might annoy her more.


    


    Emma hands me a towel and looks at me again.
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      	Emma: “I’ve read Ms. Austen’s blog. I know what bondage contract she has signed. Whipping is the punishment for cheating and lying about it.”


      	Gabby: “I understand, mistress. But…shouldn’t Ms. Jensen be the one who whips her?”


      	Emma: “If Ms. Jensen had told me to stop, I’d have stopped. I thought she was going to. In the morning she said she never left marks.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, but… Ms. Austen told you to stop…”


      	Emma: “Gabby, do you think that what I did was wrong?”


      	Gabby: “… No, mistress. I’m just… trying to make sense of what happened. You looked so angry with Ms. Austen… like if she had cheated on you.”


      	Emma: “…I admit I was angry.” (Emma smiles a bit, and then gets serious again.) “It’s because of my mom, you know. She has suffered a lot due to her illness. Now she has recovered, but mentally… she’s not yet the same person. She used to be very confident. Now… although she doesn’t say anything, she’s still afraid that her illness will come back. The last thing she needs is that someone brings trouble into her life. And Ms. Austen was stressing her.”


      	Gabby: “I see…”

    


    I hadn’t thought that Emma was upset because of her mom. But I recall that, in my bedroom, she said she had to grow up when her mom fell ill. It looks like she feels she must protect her.


    


    
      	Emma: “Ms. Austen should have told the truth from the beginning. Then there wouldn’t be any whipping.”


      	Gabby: “I agree, mistress, but… I think she was afraid. She didn’t want Ms. Jensen to break up with her. That’s why she kept lying.”


      	Emma: “You think? There are other entries in her blog. She wrote that everything happened before meeting Ms. Jensen, but now I’m suspicious. I think she knew that sooner or later she would have to tell the truth.”


      	Gabby: “But then… why was she refusing?”


      	Emma: “…Maybe she was testing Ms. Jensen. She wanted to know if she would ask me to stop. When she saw that Ms. Jensen did not, she knew Ms. Jensen was truly hurt and disappointed.”


      	Gabby: “I see.”

    


    I don’t say anything else. I feel that Emma’s thoughts are somewhat contrived. Emma turns around and opens her closet.


    
      	Emma: “You’ll wear this set. This way your skin can breathe.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, mistress.”

    


    Emma gives me a lingerie set and I put it on. She also dresses in lingerie.
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      	Emma: “How do I look?”


      	Gabby: “Perfect, mistress.”

    


    I do like what she has chosen for us :-)


    


    
      	Emma: “A final touch.”

    


    Emma takes something like a fishnet mask and puts it over my eyes. I can see through it.
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      	Emma: “You look awesome.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, mistress.”

    


    Emma also takes a pair of handcuffs.


    
      	Emma: “I don’t know when we’ll have time to go shopping for handcuffs, but you’ll have better ones. I promise.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, mistress.”

    


    I’m already quite used to being restrained. In fact, it makes me horny :-). I think it’s because it reminds me of all the times I’ve had sex with Emma.


    
      	Emma: “This is for your mom, but I won’t hit her. I just need to interrogate her.”

    


    Emma takes a riding crop from a drawer. I wonder what she’ll ask my mom, but I’m not nervous anymore.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s go downstairs.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    


    My mom is waiting for us in the living-room. Our dinner is ready.


    
      	Emma: “Take a sit.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I sit down, but Emma doesn’t.


    
      	Emma: “Elena, when we arrived home after school, it looked like you didn’t want to welcome me properly. Why?”


      	Elena: “…I was surprised to see Ms. Jensen and Ms. Austen.”


      	Emma: “And?”


      	Elena: “… I felt embarrassed, mistress.”


      	Emma: “So you think that being in bondage is embarrassing.”


      	Elena: “Not at all, mistress. I just feared… what others may say. They might make fun of me.”


      	Emma: “So in fact you think that being in bondage is embarrassing, because you think others will make fun of you!”


      	Elena: “OK… yes. I admit I felt that way. But I’ve thought about it. It won’t happen again, mistress.”


      	Emma: “It must not. From now on, whenever I come into your presence after being away for some hours, you will kneel down in front of me and kiss my feet, and you’ll stay on your knees until I say otherwise.”


      	Elena: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Less than a second later my mom gets on her knees and kisses Emma’s feet.
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    Emma sits down.


    
      	Emma: “Serve dinner to Gabby.”

    


    My mom stands up and brings a tray for me. She has made spaghetti with meatballs. She’s really good at it. I hope Emma will like it.


    
      	Emma: “Kneel down again.”


      	Elena: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    My mom looks nervous. Emma uses the riding crop to lift her chin.
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      	Emma: “Elena, my mom is a magnificent mistress. More than ten women are in bondage to her, but actually many more have wished to be. Being in bondage to her is a privilege. It’s something you should feel proud of.”


      	Elena: “I am proud, mistress. It was just… I feared others might not see it that way.”


      	Emma: “As my mom would say, if you have concerns, you can talk with your mistress afterwards. But you must never disrespect her.” (I recall Patricia told me that on Saturday.)


      	Elena: “Yes, mistress. I apologize.”


      	Emma: “You’ll apologize in a moment.” (Emma looks at me.) “Gabby, It’s quite late. You can start eating.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I take my fork and my knife and I begin to eat. The spaghetti are indeed delicious.


    


    
      	Emma: “Why are you wearing this outfit?”


      	Elena: “…” (My mom looks surprised, and so am I. I thought Emma was going to ask about the panties.)


      	Emma: “Answer.”


      	Elena: “…Because the other outfit got dirty when I was cooking. I had to change.”


      	Emma: “And why have you chosen this one?” (Emma touches my mom’s bra with her riding crop!)
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      	Elena: “Because…” (My mom looks at me. I think she’s embarrassed again.)


      	Emma: “Don’t try to find plausible answers. Just tell the truth.”


      	Elena: “…Because I want to look sexy for Ms. Schulte, mistress.” (My mom blushes.)


      	Emma: “And why is that?”


      	Elena: “Because I… I want her to be in the mood for…”


      	Emma: “You wish to lick her pussy, right?”


      	Elena: “…I …yes, mistress. I mean, Ms. Schulte has given me lots of pleasure. She’s very generous. But so far she hasn’t demanded that I… please her.”

    


    Emma smiles. I hadn’t thought that my mom was suffering for that reason.


    


    
      	Emma:  “Have you met Ashleigh, my mom’s puppy?”



      	Elena: “Yes, mistress. I saw her yesterday.”



      	Emma:  “She has been in bondage to my mom for years. Yet, I don’t think she’s ever licked my mom’s pussy, or worshipped any part of her body for that matter.” (I’m surprised. I don’t know why, but I had assumed that satisfying the sexual needs of your mistress was part of all bondage relationships.)


      “To get there, you must show my mom that you really appreciate her and care about her. You must show her that you truly love her.”



      	Elena: “Yes, mistress.”



      	Emma:  “And for that, it’s not enough to just obey her and do everything she says. You must think and find out what she may need, or what she may wish, and do it without waiting for her to tell you.”



      	Elena: “I understand, mistress.”



      	Emma:  “But you seem to think that the best way of showing you care about her is to smell her panties while touching yourself.” (Emma touches my mom’s crotch with her crop! My mom feels a chill.)
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      	Elena: “No, mistress. I’ll never do that again.”

    


    I think Emma’s advice… I think I should also follow it. Emma knows that I love her, but I shouldn’t just wait for her to tell me what to do. I need to surprise her.


    


    
      	Emma: “Do you know why I was looking for you?”


      	Elena: “… No, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Because I had to tell you that my mom has left and she’s not sure what time she’ll be back home. And also, because I wanted you to make tiramisu for her. She’s had a stressful day, and you must help her feel better.”


      	Elena: “Yes, mistress. I’ll do that immediately.”


      	Emma: “No. You’ll do that another day. Now you’ll have to tell my mom that you’ve misbehaved, and you will be punished.”

    


    My mom looks down, but Emma raises her chin with the riding crop again.


    
      	Emma: “Do you know what the punishment for what you did is?”


      	Elena: “…I can’t remember, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Gabby?” (Emma turns my mom’s head with her crop so that she looks at me.)
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      	Gabby: “The punishment for masturbating is to wear a chastity belt, and the one for smelling panties is to wear a… pantie gag?”


      	Emma: “That’s correct. Elena, do you accept you need to be punished?”


      	Elena: “Yes, mistress. I fully accept it. But… please do not punish my daughter.”


      	Emma: “Why would I punish Gabby?”


      	Elena: “Because… Ms. Schulte said that, if I misbehave, then she would punish me, and you would…”


      	Emma: “Ah, that! No. Now Gabby has signed a contract, and only the punishments written there apply.” (I feel relieved.)

    


    


    
      	Emma: “Bring my tray.”


      	Elena: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    My mom complies, and Emma tries the spaghetti.


    
      	Emma: “Clearly, there is something you do well. I’ll give you a list of my mom’s favorite dishes.”


      	Elena: “Thank you, mistress.” (My mom smiles.)


      	Emma: “Apologize to me now.”

    


    My mom gets on her knees again.


    
      	Elena: “Please accept my apologies, mistress. I deeply regret what I have done.”


      	Emma: “Lick the bottom of my stockings clean.”

    


    Emma raises her right leg and my mom begins to lick without hesitation. I think she is becoming submissive quite fast. We eat in silence for one or two minutes.
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      	Emma: “Gabby, tomorrow we should show Ms. Jensen the threatening note in your postbox.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Elena, did I tell you to stop?”


      	Elena: “No, mistress. I’m sorry.”

    


    My mom stopped licking after hearing about the threatening note, but she resumes immediately.


    


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, do you think Ms. Jensen will extend the suspension of Evelyn and Natalie?”


      	Emma: “No. Why would she?” (I frown.)


      	Gabby: “Because of the note.”


      	Emma: “We can’t prove they did it. And honestly, I Don’t think they did; at least, not Evelyn. Perhaps it was Natalie on her own… or somebody on her behalf. Sooner or later we’ll find out. Don’t worry.”

    


    I don’t say anything, but I’m more worried now than one minute ago.


    
      	Emma: “Elena, lie on the floor on your back.”


      	Elena: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma steps on my mom’s belly and on her mouth.


    
      	Emma: “Lick.”

    


    My mom licks the bottom of Emma’s left foot now.
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      	Emma: “Gabby, if it makes you feel better, we’ll go to school by car.”


      	Gabby: “It does, mistress. Thank you.”

    


    It’s true I feel better. I’m still not over what happened at the school’s restroom. We finish having dinner in silence.


    


    
      	Emma: “Elena, remove our trays and come back.”

    


    My mom complies and gets on her knees again.


    
      	Emma: “Today, you doubted about kneeling in front of me, and on Sunday you called me ‘crazy daughter of Satan’.” (I’m surprised Emma is still thinking about that.) “Will you disrespect me again?”


      	Elena: “No, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Will you always obey my mom and I?”


      	Elena: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma bends forward and covers my mom’s cheeks with her hands.
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      	Emma: “Do you love my mom?” (I’m taken aback by the question.)


      	Elena: “I do, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Are you honest? You met her two days ago.”


      	Elena: “I am, mistress. I’m in love. This is the second person I’ve loved in my whole life. And both times, I felt that way since the day we met.” (Emma smiles. I understand my mom. I’ve also felt that way since the day I met Emma.)


      	Emma: “Will you do your best to show your love to my mom?”


      	Elena: “Yes, mistress.” (Emma sits up.)


      	Emma: “I accept your apologies. Do not misbehave again.”


      	Elena: “I won’t, mistress. Thank you.”

    


    


    
      	Emma: “Use the toilet and bring here my mom’s panties.”


      	Elena: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma goes upstairs and comes back with a bag. Shortly after my mom returns and gives Emma a laundry basket.


    
      	Emma: “Your punishment begins now. Take off your thong.”

    


    My mom complies really fast. She’s determined to obey.


    
      	Emma: “Put on this chastity belt.”

    


    Once my mom is ready, Emma locks it with a key.
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      	Emma: “You’ll wear it at all times until my mom tells you to stop.”


      	Elena: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “You must never try to remove it or to tamper with it. When you need the toilet, you must tell my mom or myself. Each of us will have a copy of the keys. You must use the toilet as fast as you can, and you must come back immediately to get the belt locked again.”


      	Elena: “I understand, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Don’t touch yourself ever again. Believe me, you don’t want to experience the punishments associated with reoffending.”


      	Elena: “I won’t do it again, mistress.”

    


    Emma smiles.


    


    
      	Emma: “Get on your knees.”

    


    Emma takes something like a yoke. She replaces my mom’s choker with the yoke, and then she restrains my mom’s wrists with it.


    
      	Emma: “Now you will kneel down in front of the main entrance until my mom arrives. Then you will explain to her why you’re being punished.”


      	Elena: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Wish Gabby a good night.”


      	Elena: “Goodnight, piccola mia.”


      	Gabby: “Goodnight, mom.”


      	Emma: “Open your mouth.”

    


    Emma puts Patricia’s panties inside my mom’s mouth!


    
      	Emma: “Close it.”

    


    Now she puts tape on her mouth. This must be the pantie gag.
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      	Emma: “Perfect. Gabby, lets go.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I hope Patricia comes back soon.


    


    Emma opens the door and I follow her outside.


    
      	Emma: “I wanted to continue your training, but it’s late.”


      	Gabby: “So… where are we going?”


      	Emma: “To the bed; the one I wanted to show you yesterday.”


      	Gabby: “I remember, mistress.”

    


    We enter the basement and I follow Emma upstairs. I’m feeling nervous. I guess it’s because of the things I’ve encountered here in previous evenings: my mom in the Wheel, Ashleigh in the cage, my mom in the shibari area… Emma opens a door.


    
      	Emma: “Maybe by now you think the bed is something extraordinary… but it’s basically a bed.”

    


    I look at it.
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      	Gabby: “Well, I’ve never slept on a four-poster bed.”


      	Emma: “That will change soon.”

    


    Emma smiles briefly. Then she removes my handcuffs.


    
      	Emma: “Take off your bodysuit and your gloves. And use the toilet.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    There is a toilet in the room, and I use it. Meanwhile Emma leaves and comes back with a bag.


    


    
      	Emma: “Tonight we’ll celebrate that now you’re my toy. We’ll have so much fun! I promise.”

    


    We smile at each other, and Emma kisses me.


    
      	Emma: “Get on your knees on the mattress.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I comply. Emma takes rope and handcuffs from the bag. She puts cuffs on my wrists and on my ankles, and then she ties my handcuffs to the top of the bed. Now I know why It’s a four-poster one.


    
      	Emma: “Perfect!”

    


    Emma gets on her knees behind me and caresses my breasts and my pussy.


    
      [image: ]
    

    
      	Emma: “You’re feeling horny already!”


      	Gabby: “Yes…”


      	Emma: “I see you’re really getting to like bondage.”


      	Gabby: “… I like it when you restrain me, mistress.” (Emma keeps caressing my body. Then she speaks with a soft voice.)


      	Emma: “Tell me, what other things do you like?”


      	Gabby: “I… I like to be restrained when we have sex. You make me feel so dominated.” (I’m surprised of what I said, but it’s true.)

    


    Emma keeps caressing my pussy. Admitting that I like being dominated has excited me even more.


    


    
      	Emma: “Tell me… do you fantasize about living a toy life?”


      	Gabby: “A toy life?”


      	Emma: “Yes, a toy life. You’d spend the day fully restrained, always horny, and I’d have sex with you whenever I wish. It’s a very pleasant life, with no worries and no responsibilities.”

    


    I’m trying to think about what Emma has said, but she keeps touching my clit with her right hand, and I moan. She continues talking slowly and with a soft voice.


    
      	Emma: “Imagine. You’d be the whole day gagged, blindfolded, earplugged, and fully restrained, ready for me. And suddenly you’d feel touched, then caressed down there, then penetrated, and you’d have an immense orgasm.”

    


    Emma caresses my face with her left hand and suddenly she puts a finger on my lips. I begin to lick it and to suck it. She’s getting me really wet.
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      	Emma: “And next I’d remove your gag, and you’d feel my pussy over your lips, and you’d lick me for as long as I wish.”


      	Gabby: “Mistress, may I have your permission to come, please?”


      	Emma: “And then I’d put you back in your closet, stored like a toy, and you’ll be again waiting for me.”


      	Gabby: “Mistress, please let me…”


      	Emma: “Come for me, my toy.”


      	Gabby: “Oh, my God!”


      	Emma: “Haha! I knew my hand would make you come harder than any sex machine.”

    


    I’ve had an immense orgasm indeed.


    


    Emma unties the rope from my handcuffs, but only to tie it again with my arms in a different position.


    
      	Emma: “Tell me… what do you prefer: giving or receiving pleasure?”


      	Gabby: “…” (Honestly, I’ve never asked myself that question.)


      	Emma: “Would you rather lick my pussy or get strap-on fucked?”


      	Gabby: “I… I can’t choose, mistress. I love doing both.”


      	Emma: “That’s what I thought, and I like that. I like my toy to be multifunctional.”

    


    Emma. opens her bag, takes a huge strap-on and puts it on. I’m already wet, so she begins to fuck me right away. Definitely, my pussy loves big dildos :-).
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      	Emma: “Would you worship every part of my body?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Do you promise?”


      	Gabby: “I do.”

    


    I have the feeling that I should have thought more carefully about my answer.


    


    
      	Emma: “On Saturday, you told me that you used to think of me when you touched yourself. What were we doing in your thoughts?”


      	Gabby: “We… we kissed.”


      	Emma: “What else?”


      	Gabby: “We hugged.”


      	Emma: “Did we have sex?”


      	Gabby: “… Yes. We… I mean, I… I imagined ourselves tribbing.”


      	Emma: “Aha! So that’s what you like. You like it more than a strap-on.”

    


    Suddenly, Emma takes her strap-on dildo out of my pussy. I was really enjoying it and now I feel frustrated.
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      	Gabby: “Mistress, please keep fucking me with your strap-on. I love it.”


      	Emma: “Why would I? There is something you fancy more, and if I didn’t ask you, you’d never tell me.”


      	Gabby: “In fact I prefer your strap-on, mistress. I mean… at that time, I didn’t have any sex toys. Tribbing was all I knew.”


      	Emma: “How did you know tribbing?”


      	Gabby: “I… well, I… I used to hump my pillow or my cushions.”


      	Emma: “Haha! Nasty Gabby.” (Even after all the things Emma and I have done, I still feel embarrassed when I recall the things I did.)


      	Gabby: “Please, mistress. Fuck me.”


      	Emma: “Fine. Today you’ve been a good girl. But keep in mind that, as your mistress, I can stop and deny you an orgasm whenever I wish.”

    


    Emma penetrates me and fucks me again.


    


    Emma fucks me hard now. After feeling denied, I really need this.


    
      	Gabby: ’Mistress, may I have your permission to come, please?”

    


    Emma stops fucking me again, but this time the dildo stays inside.
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      	Emma: “Not yet. I need to ask you… do you have any secret fantasy?”


      	Gabby: “…I can’t think about any right now.” (I can’t think about anything. I really need to come.)


      	Emma: “Did you think about other women when masturbating?”


      	Gabby: “…Before I met you.”


      	Emma: “And after? Don’t lie.”


      	Gabby: “After… I only thought about other girls that were with you.”


      	Emma: “Eh?”


      	Gabby: “…When I saw you at school with other girls, I felt very jealous. But, when I was touching myself, I used to recall the times when I saw you kissing them, and caressing them…” (I don’t know why I’m confessing this, but it’s true.) “I hope… I’m sorry, mistress.”


      	Emma: “I’m not offended. It’s interesting. You can come now.”

    


    Emma fucks me hard again, and unintentionally I recall memories of Emma with other girls. Shortly after I come.


    


    Emma takes off her strap-on and unties the rope from my handcuffs.


    
      	Emma: “Lie down on you back.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    She begins to tie with rope each of my handcuffs to the bed corners. She’s silent. I hope what I said hasn’t killed the mood.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, is there any secret thing that you would like to do?”


      	Emma: “No. What I wish to do is what I do.”

    


    I guess my question was silly. Emma finishes tying me up.


    
      	Emma: “Well… sometimes I fantasize about having a mansion full of slaves.”

    


    Emma smiles and kisses me. I feel relieved to see her happy again. Then she sits on my face.


    
      [image: ]
    

    
      	Emma:  “Lick my pussy.” (I begin to lick her. She isn’t very wet.)


      “I imagine myself waking up in the morning and having my slave toy please me. After that, in the shower, my two personal slave maids shampoo my hair and wash my body. Then they dry me up and help me get dressed. Downstairs, I get breakfast served on the sofa by my slave housemaid while I rest my feet on my slave footstool.” (Emma is getting excited pretty fast!)


      “After breakfast, I go for a morning walk with my puppy, or with my puppies, and when I’m back I relax on a lounger by the swimming-pool, where my feet slave worships my feet, my slave therapist massages my body, and my slave secretary tells me about any appointments I have and any messages I’ve received. Keep licking there!”


    


    I comply, and soon Emma comes. It looks like this fantasy really turns her on.


    


    Emma lies down next to me for a minute, and suddenly she turns around and lies on top of me.


    
      	Emma: “I also like tribbing, but only if I’m in control, you know.”

    


    Emma kisses me. Then she sits up and begins to rub her pussy against mine.
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      	Emma: “Are we doing it the way you thought about it?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.” (Except for the fact that I’m tied up, it’s true.)


      	Emma: “I’d like all your fantasies to become real.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, mistress.”

    


    Emma begins to rub her pussy against mine faster, and we begin to moan.


    
      	Emma: “Am I better than your pillow?”


      	Gabby: “Much better, mistress.”

    


    We laugh, but Emma keeps tribbing. She’s very intense.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, may I have your permission to come, please?”


      	Emma: “Of course. Let’s come.”

    


    Now Emma rubs and humps her pussy against mine like crazy, and we come together. We are exhausted.


    
      	Emma: “Oh, God! This was amazing…”


      	Gabby: “It was better than any of my fantasies.”

    


    Emma lies down next to me to catch her breath. Suddenly she falls asleep. I don’t know if she intended us to spend the night this way, but I don’t want to wake her up. It’s been a very long day. Shortly after, I also fall asleep.
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