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    Day 06

  

  
    Chapter 21


    
      	Emma: “Gabby, Gabby.”

    


    Emma kisses my lips and unties the rope from my handcuffs. I’m glad she has woken me up. I was dreaming that she was whipping my back, but I can’t remember why she was upset.


    
      	Gabby: “…Good morning, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Good morning. We fell asleep after tribbing. Help me get undressed.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma sits down and I remove her stockings.
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      	Emma: “I do like this bed. I think I’m going to get a similar one for my bedroom. Then we’ll use it daily.”


      	Gabby: “That would be awesome.”

    


    Emma and I smile at each other. She takes off the rest of her clothes and then she removes all my cuffs.


    
      	Emma: “we’ll take a shower here.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress… wait. Our clothes are upstairs.”


      	Emma: “We’ll go upstairs later to get dressed.”

    


    I’m worried someone could see us while walking nude in the garden, but I don’t dare to say anything. My nightmare is making me afraid of Emma!


    


    
      	Emma: “Wash my body. Pay special attention down there.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I’m happy Emma doesn’t get tired of my tongue :-) As usual, I wash all her body while she shampoos her hair.


    
      	Emma: “Have you done a good job down there?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Lick my ass.”


      	Gabby: “Eh?” (This took me by surprise.) “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I get on my knees and begin to lick Emma’s buttocks.


    
      	Emma: “Not there. Get in here.”

    


    Emma opens her legs and shows me her anus. For whatever reason, ass licking is something I’ve never fantasized about. I hesitate.
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      	Emma: “What’s the matter? Didn’t you clean it well?”


      	Gabby: “It… looks clean, mistress.”


      	Emma: “So?”


      	Gabby: “… I’m not sure I will like it.”


      	Emma: “If you never try, you’ll never know.”

    


    


    
      	Gabby: “What if I vomit?”


      	Emma: “If it’s clean, why would you vomit?”


      	Gabby: “…I don’t know. I feel I’m not…”


      	Emma: “Gabby, I really enjoy getting my ass licked, and yesterday you promised you’ll worship every part of my body.”


      	Gabby: “I know, mistress.”


      	Emma: “ls rimming a taboo for you?”


      	Gabby: “…No, mistress. It’s more… I’m afraid I’ll find it unpleasant.”


      	Emma: “That’s why you have to try. Remember. Last Saturday you were reluctant when I told you to lick the bottom of my boots. Now that you’ve done it, are you still reluctant?”


      	Gabby: “No, mistress.”

    


    Emma takes a sponge and washes her anus quickly.


    
      	Emma: “Get in there.”

    


    Emma opens her buttocks in front of my face. I close my eyes and I stick out my tongue.


    
      	Emma: “Good toy.”

    


    I begin to rim Emma slowly. Because her anus is clean, the taste and the smell are not unpleasant. I suppose Emma was right.


    
      	Emma: “Get your tongue to work. Come on!”

    


    Now I lick her asshole as if it was her pussy. It seems Emma is very sensitive there. She moans and begins to touch herself.
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      	Emma: “Oh, God! Your tongue is the best!”

    


    Emma comes. She has squirted quite a lot.


    


    
      	Emma: “So… did you feel like vomiting?”


      	Gabby: “No, mistress. I don’t know why I thought… I’m sorry.”


      	Emma: “I’m not offended. It’s just… When you said that, I felt that you don’t find my ass attractive.”


      	Gabby: “Not at all, mistress. It’s perfect!” (I’m surprised Emma felt that way.)


      	Emma: “Kiss my buttocks.”

    


    I kiss them repeatedly for one minute. I’m feeling horny now. I think I’m becoming very submissive. Being dominated by Emma really turns me on.
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      	Emma: “From now on, I expect you to worship my ass whenever I wish.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress. I will.”


      	Emma: “And we’ll also do some facesitting. You’ll get used to have my ass on your face very soon.”

    


    Emma smiles and caresses my cheeks.


    
      	Emma: “Get that towel and dry me up.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I dry Emma’s body while she dries her hair. She looks happy.


    


    
      	Emma: “Take that bag. Let’s go get dressed.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I follow Emma. We exit the basement and walk through the garden. I’m not sure what time it is, but the Sun is already visible. Emma opens the front door.


    
      	Emma: “What?!”


      	Gabby: “Mom!”

    


    My mom is on her knees, exactly in the same place where we left her. Emma removes the pantie gag.
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      	Elena: “Welcome home, mistress. I’m honored…”


      	Emma: “Where is my mom?”


      	Elena: “Ms. Schulte hasn’t come back yet.”


      	Emma: “Have you been here the whole night?”


      	Elena: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma takes a key from the bag and unlocks my mom’s yoke.


    
      	Emma: “Go to sleep.”


      	Elena: “…Yesterday Ms. Schulte said she wants to move my things from my apartment early in the morning.”


      	Emma: “Don’t worry. I’ll tell her what happened. Now go to rest.”


      	Elena: “Thank you, mistress.”

    


    My mom looks relieved. I cant imagine how hard staying awake on her knees the whole night has been for her.


    


    I follow Emma upstairs to her bedroom.


    
      	Emma: “Give me the bag.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma takes her phone from it.


    
      	Emma: “My mom sent me a message last night. Did you hear my phone vibrating?”


      	Gabby: “No, mistress.”


      	Emma: “I guess we were deeply asleep.” (Emma reads the message.) “She says they were talking with Lexy for a very long time, and thus she decided to spend the night at Angela’s place.”
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    Emma doesn’t look happy. I know she didn’t intend my mom’s punishment to be so harsh.


    
      	Emma: “I’ll ask my mom to let Elena take the day off.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, mistress.”


      	Emma: “And we’ll also help her. Soon she’ll be sleeping with my mom.”

    


    Emma. smiles, and I smile back. Now that I think about it, I don’t know where my mom sleeps.


    


    
      	Emma: “Let’s get dressed …wait. I’ve just got another message… What!?” (Emma looks concerned.)


      	Gabby: “What happened?”


      	Emma: “It’s from Jessica. She says a picture of us has been published on a tabloid.”


      	Gabby: “What picture?!” (I’m getting very anxious.)


      	Emma: “She sent a link.”

    


    Emma opens it. I look at the screen next to her while the web page loads. I’m so nervous that I hold my breath.
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      	Emma: “Oh!”


      	Gabby: “Oh, my God!”

    


    I feel like I’m fainting. Yesterday evening someone took a picture of us when Emma was gagging me next to her car!


    
      	Emma: “BDSM is taking over the city.”

    


    Emma has just read the headline. I knew being restrained in public was very risky. I knew it! And now everybody will know…


    
      	Emma: “What are you doing?!”

    


    Emma points at the floor. I’ve peed myself! Honestly, I hadn’t noticed.


    
      	Gabby: “…Mistress, I…”

    


    Emma frowns. I Don’t know what to say. It’s the first time I pee myself since I was a little girl. On the one hand, I’m ashamed, but on the other hand, I’m upset with Emma. I feel all this is her fault.


    


    
      	Emma: “I remember I heard something while we were there…”

    


    Before I reply, the phone rings and Emma takes the call.
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      	Emma: “Yes?” (…) “Good morning, Ms. Jensen.” (Emma looks quite calm.) “Yes, I’ve just seen it.” (…) “It was taken yesterday.” (…) “No, we didn’t wish to publish anything.” (…) “I’m not sure.” (Ms. Jensen now talks for quite some time.) “Why?” (…) “How is it the best for us?” (…) “My mom is not at home at the moment.” (…) “Yes, I’ll tell her.” (…) “OK.” (…) “Bye.”


      	Gabby: “What has she said?”


      	Emma: “Ms. Jensen says that she’s seen our picture, that she’ll try to handle the situation and that today we shouldn’t go to school. She says that it’s the best for us.”


      	Gabby: “OK…”

    


    I feel somewhat relieved that we aren’t going to school.


    
      	Emma: “How is it the best for us? I think we should go.”


      	Gabby: “Eh?!”


      	Emma: “Otherwise, people will think that we’re ashamed.”


      	Gabby: “Mistress, please let’s not go.”


      	Emma: “Why?”


      	Gabby: “Because…”

    


    


    I try to think about something to convince Emma, but I can’t. I feel the same way as when I saw my mom turned into a rubber doll for the first time.


    
      	Gabby: “I can’t breathe.”


      	Emma: “Gabby!”

    


    Emma helps me lie down on the bed. She sits next to me in silence and caresses my face. After some minutes, I feel better.


    
      	Emma: “I know exactly what you need. From now on, until I snap my fingers, you’re my little girl, and I’m your mommy.”


      	Gabby: “Eh? Mistress…”


      	Emma: “It’s mommy.”


      	Gabby: “… Mommy, are we going to school?”


      	Emma: “No, you’re too little for that.”

    


    I feel a bit better but, in reality, not going to school doesn’t solve any problems. It just postpones them.


    
      	Emma: “Give mommy a little kiss.”

    


    Emma. bends her head. I intend to kiss her lips, but suddenly she twists her neck and I end up kissing her cheek. I don’t get what’s going on.
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    Emma brings a mop and begins to remove the pee from the floor. I’m surprised she didn’t tell me to do it.


    
      	Gabby: “I already feel OK, mistress. I can…”


      	Emma: “It’s mommy.”


      	Gabby: “Mommy, I can clean the floor myself.”


      	Emma: “No, this is mommy’s job. And it’s also mommy’s fault that you peed on the floor. But soon mommy will take care of that.”

    


    I’m not sure what Emma is planning to do, but I’m glad she’s not upset with me for peeing. She finishes cleaning with the mop.


    
      	Emma: “Now mommy needs to run a few errands. She has to leave you here alone”

    


    Emma leaves the bedroom, but soon shes back with two restraint bars that form a V-shape.


    
      	Emma: “This is for my little girl’s safety.” (Emma cuffs my wrists and my ankles and collars me with the bars.) “And this one will keep you company.”

    


    Emma brings my teddy bear!
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      	Gabby: “Thank you, mommy.”

    


    This makes me smile.


    


    Emma gets dressed quickly. She has chosen a really sexy dress.
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      	Emma: “Does mommy look nice?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, very nice. Where are you going?”


      	Emma: “As I said, mommy needs to run a few errands.” (I frown. I guess I’m also too little to understand where she’s going.) “I’ll be back as soon as I can. Do you promise to be a good little girl?”


      	Gabby: “…Yes.”

    


    Emma kisses my forehead and leaves. I get that Emma’s idea is to treat me as if I was a child. I wonder what for. Anyway, I think I should use this time to think about what to do. We aren’t going to school today, but Ms. Jensen didn’t say anything about tomorrow. I guess that she wants to check how others react at school today. I suppose everybody will be talking about us.


    Suddenly my phone rings. It’s inside my bag, but I’m unable to take the call. Perhaps it’s even better for me not to take it. Is this why Emma restrained me?


    Anyhow, I wonder who took the fucking picture. It could be a random passerby but, honestly, I didn’t see anybody, and we were there for less than a minute. And the ones who had also been there were Evelyn and Natalie to threaten me with a note! Although Emma thinks that Evelyn was not involved…


    My phone rings again. Hearing the ring tone makes me nervous. I hope Emma comes back soon. I admit that at the moment I don’t know what’s best for us to do, so I have to trust her. And I feel better when she’s next to me. It calms me down.


    


    After more than an hour, Emma comes back with a shopping bag.


    
      	Emma: “I’m here! How is my little girl?”


      	Gabby: “Fine…” (I’m not fine. I’ve been wondering what each of my classmates might think when they find our picture.)


      	Emma: “Mommy has bought some stuff to take care of you. Look at this box of ultrasensitive wipes.”

    


    Emma removes the restraint bars. Then she takes a wipe and cleans my vagina! I must admit that it feels nice.


    
      	Emma: “Look also at this rash cream to protect your skin.”

    


    Emma applies cream softly to my crotch and around my anus. She smiles at me.
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      	Emma: “Now Let’s get you ready.”

    


    Emma takes now a box of… diapers! I’m feeling ridiculous. I feel that now she’s treating me as if I was a baby!


    
      	Gabby: “Mommy, I don’t think I need a diaper.”


      	Emma: “Yes, you do. You’ll need them until you grow up and learn to pee in the toilet.”


      	Gabby: “But I already…”


      	Emma: “No buts. Remember: mommy knows best.”

    


    Emma takes a diaper and follows the instructions to put it on me. Clearly she isn’t used to do it, but in the end she manages quite well. I’m definitely feeling ridiculous, but at least nobody else is here to see me.


    


    Emma’s phone rings again.


    
      	Emma: “Mommy will be right back.”

    


    It seems Emma doesn’t want to answer the phone in front of me. I wonder what’s going on. Shortly after she comes back.


    [image: ]


    
      	Gabby: “Has somebody recognized you at the shop?”


      	Emma: “Nobody.”


      	Gabby: “Was Ms. Jensen upset with us?”


      	Emma: “A little girl should not be concerned about problems of adults. Mommy will deal with everything.”


      	Gabby: “But how?”


      	Emma: “That is too complex for a little girl to understand. You only need to know that mommy will always be here for you, that she will take care of you and that she will keep you safe.”

    


    Emma kisses my forehead again.


    
      	Emma: “Now let’s get my little girl dressed. Sit up.”

    


    Emma takes a onesie from her bag. She removes the price tag, which means that she has just bought it.


    
      	Emma: “Raise your arms.”

    


    After all these days helping Emma get dressed, it feels nice to see her doing it for me.


    
      	Emma: “Do you like your onesie?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mommy.”

    


    


    
      	Emma: “Come with mommy.”

    


    Emma holds me on her arms, like when I was a rubber doll. She walks downstairs.


    
      	Gabby: “Where are we going?”


      	Emma: “To little space.”


      	Gabby: “Eh?”


      	Emma: “It’s a place where you’ll feel 100% calm and safe. It’s perfect for little girls. You’ll love it.”

    


    Emma and I enter the basement. She walks towards an area where I hadn’t been before. Then she walks upstairs and opens a door.


    
      	Emma: “Close your eyes.”

    


    I comply. We walk through the door and Emma closes it.


    
      	Emma: “Open them.”


      	Gabby: “Oh!”

    


    We are in a big children’s bedroom. It’s full of dolls and toys. It’s like my old bedroom, but much bigger. I smile.
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      	Emma: “Do you like it?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mommy.”

    


    Emma takes me to a bed, where I lie down. Then she leaves little space.


    


    I’m amazed the basement has a room like this one. Well, in fact, this isn’t underground. I think it’s a small building that I can see from the big balcony. Soon after, Emma comes back.


    
      	Emma: “It’s time for breakfast. Sit up.”

    


    Emma covers my chest with a bib. Then she takes a baby bottle full of… milk? She sits down and puts the nipple next to my lips.


    
      	Emma: “Open.”

    


    As with the diaper, I’m feeling ridiculous. I twist my neck.
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      	Emma: “You need to have breakfast. Be a good little girl.”

    


    In truth, I’m hungry. Reluctantly, I open my mouth and suck the nipple.


    
      	Gabby: “Ew! What is this?”


      	Emma: “Your baby formula.”


      	Gabby: “It’s terrible! It needs sugar.”


      	Emma: “No. That’s very bad for a little girl’s teeth.”


      	Gabby: “I want an apple.”


      	Emma: “No. You’ll have what mommy tells you. Remember: mommy knows best.”

    


    I look at Emma. I know shes not going to accept any disobedience. I suck the nipple again and drink all the baby formula as fast as I can, so as to taste it as little as possible. Then Emma holds me in her arms and pats my back several times. Suddenly, I burp.


    
      	Emma: “Good little girl.”

    


    


    Emma takes off my bib.


    
      	Emma: “Mommy has a surprise. She has arranged a play date for you.”


      	Gabby: “With whom?!”


      	Emma: “With Jessica.”


      	Gabby: “Eh?!… Is Jessica coming here?”


      	Emma: “Yes. She called me and I told her about you. Then she said she wants to come.”


      	Gabby: “I don’t want to play with her.” (I’ve already felt ridiculous, but if Jessica comes here while I’m diapered and dressed like a baby, I’ll feel humiliated!)


      	Emma: “You need to socialize. It’s not good for a little girl to spend the day alone.”


      	Gabby: “I’m with you, mommy.”


      	Emma: “Today mommy will need to be away for some time.”


      	Gabby: “So you’ll leave me here alone with Jessica!”


      	Emma: “Yes, and I’m sure you’ll get on well with each other.” (Emma’s phone vibrates.) “She’ll be here in two minutes.”


      	Gabby: “Mommy, please! Dont let her in.”

    


    I imagine Jessica here, trying to contain her laughter. Then I imagine her telling everybody at school what she saw. I burst into tears.


    
      	Gabby: “Mommy, please!”

    


    Emma takes a pacifier and puts it next to my lips.


    
      	Emma: “This will help you calm down. Open.”

    


    I begin to suck the pacifier. Emma caresses my cheeks and removes my tears.
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      	Emma: “Come with mommy.”

    


    Emma takes off my pacifier. She takes my hand and we walk towards a crib. Then she opens a drawer and takes a pair of handcuffs.


    
      	Emma: “Today your behavior has been a bit too difficult. Mommy doesn’t like bratty little girls.”


      	Gabby: “But…”


      	Emma: “No buts. You must obey mommy always.”

    


    Emma puts me inside the crib and uses the handcuffs to bind my right wrist to one of the crib’s bars.
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      	Emma: “Now mommy is going to bring Jessica here. You’ll welcome her and you’ll keep each other company. Are you going to be a good little girl?”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, mommy.”

    


    Emma smiles, kisses my forehead and leaves little space. I’m thinking so many things right now.


    First, I know I’ll feel super humiliated once Jessica is here, especially if she laughs at me. Why is Emma doing this? I still don’t get it.


    Second, I haven’t forgotten about our picture. Shouldn’t Jessica be at school? Perhaps Ms. Jensen has decided to cancel today’s lessons.


    Third, I’m realizing how powerless babies are. They have no choice, no freedom at all. Crying is the only thing they can do.


    Fourth, I’m thinking about my dolls. Why didn’t Emma allow me yesterday to bring them here? Perhaps I can still ask my mom to rescue them when she goes with Patricia to our apartment.


    Fifth, …(I could reach one hundred.)


    


    I’ve been waiting for twenty minutes, but Emma and Jessica haven’t come. I wonder what’s going on. Suddenly, I hear the door opening, and my heartbeat grows faster than ever.


    
      	Emma: “Mommy’s here! How is my little girl? Jessica is excited to play with you.”

    


    Instinctively, I close my eyes and try to cover my face behind my arm.


    
      	Emma: “As you can see, Gabby is quite shy, but I’m sure you’ll have fun together. Do you like this little space?”


      	Jessica: “I love it, mommy.”


      	Gabby: “Eh?!”

    


    I open my eyes. Jessica is dressed in a onesie and carried in Emma’s arms I’m shocked.
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      	Emma: “You must welcome Jessica.”


      	Gabby: “…Hi.”


      	Jessica: “Hi, Gabby.”

    


    Jessica smiles at me. She looks really happy.


    
      	Emma: “Now I have to leave. Do you promise to be good little girls?”


      	Jessica: “Yes, mommy.”


      	Emma: “And you?”


      	Gabby: “…Yes.” (I’m still quite speechless.)

    


    Emma leaves Jessica on the bed. Then she removes my handcuffs, takes me in her arms and leaves me next to Jessica.


    
      	Emma: “Give mommy a kiss.”

    


    Emma shows me her cheek and I kiss it. Then she lets Jessica kiss her other cheek! Emma smiles and leaves little space.


    


    
      	Gabby: “Jessica, what are you doing here?”


      	Jessica: “…What do you mean?”


      	Gabby: “… One minute ago, I thought you were coming here to laugh at me. Emma didn’t tell me that you were also going to be…” (I stop talking. I find it difficult to call her baby or little girl.) “But why are you here?”


      	Jessica: “Are you upset? I’m not trying to steal Emma from you.”


      	Gabby: “I didn’t mean that.”


      	Jessica: “OK… I came because… Emma told me that you were going into little space, and I… I wanted to come.”


      	Gabby: “Why?”


      	Jessica: “Because… I thought… it was a good idea. Why are you here?”


      	Gabby: “Because Emma decided it, but that’s not your case. So answer me.”


      	Jessica: “Why are you so blunt? Do you wish that I leave?”


      	Gabby: “…It depends on why you are here.”


      	Jessica: “I’m here because I need to!”

    


    Jessica buries her face in a cushion. Is she crying? I didn’t mean to be harsh, but perhaps I was.
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      	Gabby: “I’m sorry. I didn’t intend to hurt you.”

    


    Jessica doesn’t reply. She’s definitely crying.


    


    After one minute, I decide to talk again.


    
      	Gabby: “I’m sorry. I guess… I don’t understand why Emma made me come here, so that’s why I don’t understand why you need to be here.”

    


    Jessica turns around and dries her tears.
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      	Jessica: “Why do you think people go into little space?”


      	Gabby: “…I have no clue.”


      	Jessica: “I see.”


      	Gabby: “But you’re definitely welcome to be here. Before… I’m sorry.”


      	Jessica: “No worries.” (Jessica looks calmer now.) “I guess I should tell you… I’m going through a difficult period.”


      	Gabby: “What happened?”


      	Jessica: “… Basically, one month ago my girlfriend broke up with me.”


      	Gabby: “I’m sorry to hear that.” (I didn’t know Jessica had a girlfriend.)


      	Jessica: “I… I wanted to be her mistress, you know. I tried to be a good mistress. But she said I’m not… and she’s right.”


      	Gabby: “Why do you think that?”


      	Jessica: “Because it’s true. Being a good mistress is really difficult. It takes lots of energy, and lately I have less and less energy. I think you don’t realize how lucky you are for being with Emma.”


      	Gabby: “You think I’m lucky?”


      	Jessica: “Of course! But not just because she’s hot. It’s because she has infinite energy. Shes so enthusiastic about bondage and about being a mistress, and she’s constantly paying you attention and thinking about you.”

    


    


    Jessica sits up.
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      	Gabby: “I acknowledge that Emma has lots of energy and that I enjoy all the attention she pays to me… but with all the trouble about being restrained in public, and our picture in the news… at the moment I don’t feel that lucky.”


      	Jessica: “But don’t you see it? That’s why she brought you to little space. Shes dealing with everything while you can be here calm and relaxed.”


      	Gabby: “I’m not very calm.”


      	Jessica: “Did you have a happy childhood?”


      	Gabby: “Yes.”


      	Jessica: “She wants that you can feel here like when you were a little girl, without problems and responsibilities. Would you have preferred that she did nothing and instead she made you deal with everything?”


      	Gabby: “No.”


      	Jessica: “Then you should feel very lucky for being with her.”


      	Gabby: “I see.”

    


    Jessica stops talking. I don’t think being in little space works for me as Emma intended, but at least talking about it with Jessica might be interesting.


    


    
      	Gabby: “So that’s also why you’re here, right? To feel like when you were a child.”


      	Jessica: “Yes.” (Jessica looks down.) “At the moment I feel that life is too difficult and sad. I just need a mistress to take care of me for some time. And…”
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      	Gabby: “Yes?”


      	Jessica: “Well… I must confess I was looking forward to this. Last Saturday I saw you collared at the square and… didn’t you see that I was waiting for Emma at the school entrance yesterday and on Monday?”


      	Gabby: “I thought it was coincidence.” (I suppose I’m naive.)


      	Jessica: “Well… no. I suppose Emma didn’t think that. She’s also very intelligent.”


      	Gabby: “So what are you saying? Do you mean that you have been planning to be with Emma?” (I frown.)


      	Jessica: “As I said, I don’t want to steal her from you.”


      	Gabby: “But you wish to share her!”


      	Jessica: “No. Calm down. I’m still in love with my ex.”


      	Gabby: “So then?”


      	Jessica: “It’s what I said. I just need a mistress to take care of me for some time, to recover and also… to find out what I prefer. I like to switch. I still don’t know if I prefer to be dominant or submissive.”


      	Gabby: “Mmm…”

    


    I Don’t know what to say. I feel I should talk with Emma.


    


    
      	Jessica: “I can give you some advice. You should realize there are tons of girls willing to be where you are. If you don’t want Emma to be taken away from you, you must make her feel like she’s the best mistress in the world. And my feeling is that you haven’t been doing that lately.”


      	Gabby: “Why do you say that?”


      	Jessica: “Well… it seems that you’ve been questioning her decisions and obeying reluctantly. You should realize how a mistress may feel when you do that frequently. To me, it felt like I’m not good enough. But to Emma… I think she feels that you don’t value her enough.”


      	Gabby: “I see.”


      	Jessica: “Don’t you think that Emma is also nervous and afraid since your picture was published? She isn’t a superheroine. And yet she tries her best to keep calm and deal with it, and also to protect you and keep you safe. But here you are, questioning whatever she does.”

    


    I dont say anything, but now I’m feeling bad. I suppose I’ve been thinking too much about myself and too little about Emma. After some minutes in silence, Jessica falls asleep, and shortly after I’m also asleep.
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      	Emma: “Mommy’s here. Wake up.”

    


    Emma has whispered to my ear. I look around. Jessica is still sleeping next to me.


    
      	Emma: “You looked like two little angels.” (Emma smiles.)


      	Gabby: “What time is it?”


      	Emma: “Time for mommy’s surprise.”

    


    Emma points to some boxes next to the sofa. We go sit there and I open one of them.


    
      	Gabby: “My dolls!!!”
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    I feel really touched. I did miss my dolls. Perhaps it’s because all the memories they bring from my childhood. I guess Jessica is right: feeling like a little girl can also make me happy.


    
      	Gabby: “Did you ask Ms. Schulte to bring them?”


      	Emma: “No, mommy brought them herself.”

    


    I hug Emma.


    
      	Emma: “Yesterday, mommy didn’t remember about little space, but the dolls can stay here.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you. You’re the best mommy in the world.”

    


    Emma smiles.


    
      	Gabby: “I love you, mommy.”


      	Emma: “I love you too.”

    


    I know Emma is just acting as my mommy, but listening to her saying it felt nice :-)

  

  
    Chapter 22


    Emma snaps her fingers in front of my face. I didn’t expect it.
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      	Emma: “How was little space? Do you feel better?”


      	Gabby: “I do, mistress. Thanks again for my dolls.” (I’m not sure if it is because of little space or my dolls, but I feel more optimistic now.)


      	Emma: “Listen. I know your life has changed a lot very fast and you might feel stressed. Whenever you need a break, let me know and I’ll bring you here.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, mistress.”


      	Emma: “And if you have anxiety attacks or you pee on the floor again, you’ll spend quite some time here.”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, mistress. I hope it won’t happen again.” (Emma smiles.)


      	Emma: “In fact, my plan was to leave you here the whole day, but something has come up. Cami has called me. She says she’s ready to apologize, so she’ll be here in one hour.”


      	Gabby: “Oh! I… That’s good news!” (I smile.)

    


    Emma collars me and attaches a leash.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s go to the bedroom and get dressed.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I’m glad Cami is coming. I hope Emma accepts her apologies and then I can talk to her. She probably knows what’s going on at school.


    


    Emma looks at Jessica. It seems she’s still sleeping. Emma and I exit little space to walk through the basement.
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      	Gabby: “I beg your pardon, mistress. May I have your permission to speak, please?”


      	Emma: “Yes.”


      	Gabby: “Why does the basement have a little space room?” (I’m really curious.)


      	Emma: “What do you think?”


      	Gabby: “Umm… I don’t know… Did Ms. Schulte have a little girl?”


      	Emma: “Hahaha! No, not at all. My mom is not into age regression.”


      	Gabby: “… So then why?”


      	Emma: “Where else would you find such a room?”


      	Gabby: “…” (I guess I’m missing something.) “At a nursery school?”


      	Emma: “Yes.”


      	Gabby: “…Ah! Workers and customers of the basement left their children there!”


      	Emma: “Exactly. When I was a little girl and my mom was busy, I also used to spend time in that room with other children. The nursery teacher was in bondage to my mom. Well, she still is. She’s very obedient.”


      	Gabby: “Oh!”

    


    Did the teacher obey Emma as well? I realize more and more how Emma’s upbringing was indeed… What was the word Angela used at her shop… Yes, ‘unconventional’.


    


    Emma and I arrive to the house and she opens the door. Patricia is in the living room.
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      	Emma: “Hi, mom! How was the conversation with Lexy?”


      	Patricia: “Very good. Now she says she wishes to be a mistress.” (Patricia smiles.)


      	Emma: “Nice! I’ll call her.” (Emma looks really happy.) “But before that, I’d like you to tell me everything. We can have lunch together.”


      	Patricia: “Angela and I have just had brunch. We’ll talk later.”


      	Emma: “Fine.”


      	Patricia: “Hi, Gabby.” (Patricia looks at me for the first time.)


      	Gabby: “Good afternoon, Ms. Schulte.”


      	Patricia: “Why is she dressed like a baby?” (Patricia looks surprised.)


      	Emma: “Because she peed on the floor and thus I took her to little space.” (I feel so embarrassed that I wish we had never left little space.)


      	Patricia: “…How did that happen…? Wait. Shouldn’t you be still at school?”


      	Emma: “Mom, I need to talk to you in private.”


      	Patricia: “What’s going on?”


      	Emma: “Lets talk in private, please.”


      	Patricia: “OK, but I’ve just come back. I’d like to change clothes and after that I must talk to Elena.”


      	Emma: “I think she’s still sleeping. I also need to talk to you about her. Please, let’s talk.”


      	Patricia: “… OK.”

    


    


    Emma goes upstairs and comes back quickly with a bag.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s sit on the sofa.”

    


    Patricia and Emma sit. Emma points to the floor.


    
      	Emma: “Gabby, get on your knees and give my mom a feet massage.”


      	Patricia: “That’s not necessary.”


      	Emma: “Mom, this could be somewhat stressful, like when you talked to Ms. Jensen and Ms. Austen yesterday. I’d like you to feel relaxed.”


      	Patricia: “I already feel relaxed.”

    


    I’m surprised. I thought Emma wanted privacy. But I realize Emma is afraid of Patricia’s reaction. I decide to get on my knees.
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      	Gabby: “Ms. Schulte, I’m a certified massage therapist. I took a course last Summer.”


      	Emma: “Really?!”


      	Gabby: “Yes. My mom was in pain from working long hours at the restaurant, and she couldn’t afford… you know, so I took the course to massage her.” (I’m not lying.)


      	Patricia: “OK, fine! Let’s talk.”

    


    Emma removes my collar. Then she takes earplugs from her bag to block my hearing. She also puts a mask on my head, which covers my face almost completely. I can’t see or talk. After all, I was right. Emma wanted privacy.


    


    I can hear Emma and Patricia talking but can’t understand anything, like when I was a rubber doll. Suddenly, something touches my right hand, so I take it. It must be Patricia’s left foot. I begin my massage.
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    Although I’ve never given a massage while blindfolded, I can proceed as usual. Patricia’s skin is amazingly soft. Even the bottom of her foot is soft! I’d like to know what cream or lotion she uses…


    I wonder how the conversation is going. To be honest, I don’t know what I would do if I was Patricia. Punish Emma? Possibly yes… but that doesn’t solve anything. Once something is published online, there is no way to remove it. Even if the tabloid takes it down, someone else will republish it. I’m afraid very little can be done to help us.


    After ten minutes or so, Patricia withdraws her foot, but immediately touches my hand with her right foot. I feel relieved. I suppose this means she likes my technique. I massage her right foot, then her left foot again, and finally her right foot once more.


    


    Eventually, my mask and earplugs get removed. Emma is not here anymore.


    
      	Patricia: “You’re an excellent massage therapist.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, mistress. May I ask where Ms. Lindberg is?”


      	Patricia: “She’s in her bedroom.” (Patricia looks up. Then she looks at me again.) “Gabby, for me there is nothing more important than my daughter, and I want the best for her. You understand that, right?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Patricia: “And I know that having you in her life is very good for her. In fact, I can’t think of anyone better than you. She’s really lucky to have you.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, mistress.”
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      	Patricia: “But I’m not so sure she’s very good for you. As you can see, she’s stubborn, impatient and reckless.”


      	Gabby: “…” (I agree with Patricia, but I don’t want to say it.)


      	Patricia: “Listen, if at some point you decide that you don’t want this anymore, just say it. I feel this would be the only way Emma can learn a lesson. Don’t think that now that your mom and you live here you Don’t have anywhere else to go. I’ll help you.”


      	Gabby: “…” (I didn’t expect this. I feel paralyzed and don’t know what to say.)


      	Patricia: “Go with Emma.”

    


    I get up to go upstairs as fast as I can.


    


    
      	Emma: “Here you are! Cami is arriving soon. Help me get undressed.”


      	Gabby: “Umm… yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma smiles. I thought the conversation with Patricia didn’t go well, but she looks happy.
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      	Gabby: “Mistress, may I ask how Ms. Schulte reacted when you talked with her?”


      	Emma: “Don’t worry. Elena will just have to wear the chastity belt for some time. My mom isn’t upset with her. In fact, she seemed relaxed. I suppose you’re a very good masseuse.”


      	Gabby: “But… thank you, mistress. But did you talk about our picture online?” (Was Emma more worried about my mom than about our picture? I do care about my mom but…)


      	Emma: “Yes. She said she’s going to talk to Ashleigh. She thinks publishing such a picture without consent might be illegal.”


      	Gabby: “OK.” (Sounds good, although justice is slow.) “Will she also talk with Ms. Jensen?”


      	Emma: “Ah, yes! She will call her. Her ceremony will be here on Friday evening. And Catherine is coming!”


      	Gabby: “Oh!” (I had forgotten about the ceremony.) “That’s nice.”

    


    I try to smile. I feel Emma doesn’t want to talk about our picture. I’m not sure if it’s because she’s not worried, because she doesn’t want me to be worried, or because of something else.


    


    Emma opens the closet to choose our outfits. Meanwhile, I take off my onesie.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, may I ask you who Catherine is?” (I’m really curious.)


      	Emma: “The president of the bondage society.”


      	Gabby: “Ah!”


      	Emma: “Didn’t you know that?” (Emma looks at me.)
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      	Gabby: “Well, I’ve heard her name several times but…”


      	Emma: “She’s coming to officiate the ceremony, as my mom suggested yesterday.”


      	Gabby: “Ah! Yes.”


      	Emma: “But I’m sure you know her. Haven’t you read one of her novels for English literature?”


      	Gabby: “Which novel?”


      	Emma: “…I think the title is ‘Fried Green Peppers at the Station Cafe’”


      	Gabby: “What!!! Do you mean she’s Catherine Neal???”


      	Emma: “Yes.” (Emma smiles.)


      	Gabby: “Oh, my God! But… have you already met her?”


      	Emma: “Yes, plenty of times. She used to come to the basement. She’s lovely.”


      	Gabby: “I love her novels!” (Now I’m genuinely excited about the ceremony.) “So… is she a mistress?”


      	Emma: “Of course. My mom told me that she has a stable full of ponygirls. I’ve never been there, but now that I’m 18… perhaps she’ll invite me.”

    


    I’m not sure what a ponygirl is… but my imagination is running wild.


    


    I remove my diaper, but I’m not sure where to throw it away.


    
      	Emma: “Did you pee in your diaper?”


      	Gabby: “No, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Put it in the bathroom bin. And use the toilet.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I do that as fast as I can, and I return to the bedroom.


    
      	Emma: “Cami has texted me. She’ll be a bit late because there were journalists at the school exit.”


      	Gabby: “Journalists!!!” (I guess they were looking for us.)


      	Emma: “Yes.”

    


    Emma takes handcuffs, a magic wand and a strap-on from a drawer.


    
      	Gabby: “Now!?”


      	Emma: “You’re clearly stressed, and that’s because I still haven’t taken care of your needs today.”

    


    Emma puts on her strap-on. Then she handcuffs me.
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      	Gabby: “But is there time?”


      	Emma: “There is plenty of time. You never take too long.” (I smile.) “Come here.”

    


    Emma sits on the sofa.


    


    
      	Emma: “Sit on me while facing me.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I sit on Emma while the huge dildo penetrates my pussy. In this posture it feels even longer. Emma and I kiss.


    
      	Emma: “Fuck the dildo.”

    


    I begin to move up and down. The feeling is strong. Emma plays with my nipples: sometimes she caresses and licks them, but other times she pinches and bites them.
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    All of a sudden she puts one of her fingers in my mouth and I come.


    
      	Emma: “Wow! You really needed it.”

    


    I’m surprised, even embarrassed, by how fast I came. Emma takes the dildo out of my pussy. Then she kisses me while caressing my crotch softly.


    
      	Emma: “Did you like how I touched your nipples?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “There is a collar inside that drawer. Bring it and kneel.”

    


    Once I get on my knees, Emma collars me.


    
      	Gabby: “Ouch!”

    


    Emma smiles. She has clamped my nipples with something that is attached to the collar.


    
      	Emma: “Do you prefer how my fingers treat your nipples?”


      	Gabby: “Yes. You are kinder.”


      	Emma: “Sooner than you think, you’ll demand stronger clamps.”

    


    I’m not so sure.


    


    Emma changes the position of my handcuffs from back to front.


    
      	Emma: “Sit on me, but face the other way.”


      	Gabby: “Again?”


      	Emma: “Yes. You clearly need more.”

    


    I sit on the dildo. Emma turns the magic wand on and applies it to my clit. With her free hand, she caresses my body. Soon I get very excited.
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      	Emma: “Who’s best at taking care of this compliant little girl?”


      	Gabby: “You are, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Is there a better mistress for this obedient little plaything?”


      	Gabby: “No, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Could there ever be a better mistress for this docile little toygirl?”


      	Gabby: “No, mistress.”

    


    Now Emma moves her pelvis to fuck me. I begin to squirt.


    
      	Emma: “Is there anything better than being my submissive little toy?”


      	Gabby: “No!”

    


    I come. I couldn’t hold it anymore. I Don’t know why, but Emma’s questions really turn me on.


    


    Emma takes the dildo out of my pussy.


    
      	Emma: “Turn around.”

    


    We hug and kiss each other for quite some time.


    
      	Emma: “How was it?”


      	Gabby: “Awesome, mistress. In this posture, my pussy gets really full.”


      	Emma: “That’s true. And how do you feel now?”


      	Gabby: “Much better. You were right. I really needed it.”

    


    Emma smiles. Then she looks at me without saying anything. Suddenly I remember what I should do. so I kneel down. I try to look up, but my collar pulls up my nipple clamps. It hurts. Then I bend backwards so that I can look at Emma without moving my neck.
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      	Gabby: “I’m eternally thankful for your dedication to my sexual education and wellness, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Later today well continue your training. Stand up.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma also stands up. She takes off her strap-on, and she removes my handcuffs and my collar.


    
      	Emma: “Cami will be here in ten minutes. Help me get dressed.”

    


    Emma puts on her clothes as fast as possible. I didn’t expect her to use such an outfit while Cami is here, but I love it.


    
      	Emma: “How do I look?”


      	Gabby: “Truly amazing, mistress.”

    


    She smiles.


    


    
      	Emma: “Lets get you ready.”

    


    Emma takes a bag from her closet. She opens it to lay out a catsuit, a hood, an armbinder, a corset, and stockings on the bed. All of them are made of leather and latex.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress… are you turning me into a rubber doll?”


      	Emma: “Not really. You’ll be dressed like one, but you won’t be blindfolded or gagged.”


      	Gabby: “OK, but… is Cami going to see me restrained?”


      	Emma: “Yes. Do you still have a problem with that?”


      	Gabby: “I don’t, mistress.” (It’s true. Now that our picture is online, I don’t care anymore.) “But I think… I’m afraid she may not like it. And then she might not apologize.”


      	Emma: “She will. Don’t worry about that. And she will accept you’re in bondage to me and you’re my toy. Put on the catsuit, the stockings and the hood.”

    


    Emma sounds very confident, but I don’t know if she’s right. I hope so, because I do wish to talk to Cami. Once I’m done, Emma takes the corset.


    
      	Emma: “Flatten your belly.”


      	Gabby: “Ouch!” (She has squeezed my waist way too much while tightening the corset.) “Mistress, I feel compressed.”


      	Emma: “What do you think a corset is for? You’ll get used to it.”
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    Emma uses the armbinder to restrain me.


    
      	Emma: “You look like a perfect doll.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you… mistress.”

    


    I can hardly speak. I hope I get used to this corset soon.


    


    Emma’s phone vibrates.


    
      	Emma: “Cami’s here. Let’s go.”

    


    I’m getting nervous. I never had such a feeling when meeting Cami before. I follow Emma downstairs, where she opens the door.


    
      	Cami: “Hi.”


      	Emma: “Hi. Come in.”


      	Cami: “Thank you.”

    


    Once inside, Cami looks at me. She stops walking but doesn’t say anything.
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      	Emma: “Is it true what you told me? Have you come to apologize?”


      	Cami: “Yes.”


      	Emma: “What do you wish to apologize for?”


      	Cami: “Eh?!” (Cami looks surprised.) “For what I said yesterday.”


      	Emma: “What did you say?”


      	Cami: “… That you are selfish and narcissist.”


      	Emma: “What else?”


      	Cami: “… That you do what you wish without thinking about anybody else. I shouldn’t have said any of that.”


      	Emma: “Do you accept that I’m Gabby’s mistress and that she’s my toy?”


      	Cami: “Your toy?!”


      	Emma: “Yes, right?” (Emma. looks at me.)


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress. I’m your toy.”

    


    Cami frowns.


    


    
      	Cami: “Fine. I accept you’re Gabby’s mistress and she’s your toy.” (Cami doesn’t look happy.)


      	Emma: “Good. Now apologize to me.”


      	Cami: “But… haven’t I already done that?”


      	Emma: “No. To apologize properly, you must get on your knees and say: ‘Please accept my apologies, mistress. I deeply regret what I have done’” (But… how can Emma expect Cami to do that?!)


      	Cami: “You are…” (Cami bites her tongue.) “Why do you wish to humiliate me?”


      	Emma: “I don’t wish to humiliate you.”


      	Cami: “So you don’t think what you are asking for is humiliating?!”


      	Emma: “Behaving respectfully and showing good manners is not humiliating. If you were truly sorry, you’d already be on your knees.”

    


    Cami looks down. I think she’s struggling. There is an uncomfortable silence, but suddenly she kneels!
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      	Cami: “Please accept my apologies… Sorry, I don’t remember the rest.”


      	Emma: “Gabby, remind her.”


      	Gabby: “You should say: ‘Please accept my apologies, mistress. I deeply regret what I have done’.”


      	Cami: “But you aren’t my mistress.”


      	Emma: “But I’m a mistress. You should also address me properly.”


      	Cami: “…Fine.” (Cami takes a deep breath.) “Please accept my apologies, mistress. I deeply regret what I have done.”

    


    Emma smiles.


    


    
      	Emma: Kiss my boots.”


      	Cami: “What?!” (I really think that Emma is taking this too far.)


      	Emma: “Kiss my boots.”


      	Cami: “I’ve already apologized. Why do you keep humiliating me?”


      	Emma: “I’m glad you’ve apologized and I don’t wish to humiliate you. This is your treat.”


      	Cami: “Eh!?”
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      	Emma: “I know you like feet and boots.”


      	Cami: “What are you saying? I don’t like feet.”


      	Emma: “Well, ‘like’ is an understatement. You love them.”


      	Cami: “No, I don’t.”


      	Emma: “Cami, it’s OK to have a fetish. You shouldn’t feel embarrassed.”


      	Cami: “But I don’t have any fetish!”


      	Emma: “If you keep denying it, you’ll have to apologize again, this time for lying.”


      	Cami: “I’m not lying!”

    


    Emma thinks for a few seconds.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s do an experiment. If you can keep looking at my feet for ten minutes without touching them, I’ll acknowledge I was wrong and I’ll let Gabby and you talk as much as you wish.”

    


    Cami stares at Emma. Then she smiles.


    
      	Cami: “Fine. Let’s do it.”

    


    I’m shocked.


    


    
      	Emma: “Sit right there on the floor.”

    


    Emma points to a place next to the sofa. Cami complies. Then Emma removes her boots and sits on the sofa behind Cami.


    
      	Emma: “I’ll set up a timer.” (Emma takes her phone.) “OK, the ten minutes countdown starts… now!”

    


    Emma lays her legs on top of Cami’s shoulders. Her feet are close to Cami’s face, but far enough to avoid any accidental touching.
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      	Emma: “Gabby, check that Cami doesn’t close her eyes.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Cami: “What’s your plan? Do you think your feet are going to hypnotize me?”


      	Emma: “No, they’re going to attract you. You can’t resist them.”


      	Cami: “Haha! This is ridiculous.”


      	Emma: “It would be for anybody who doesn’t have a strong foot fetish. But you have it.”


      	Cami: “I don’t!”


      	Emma: “If you keep lying, an apology won’t suffice. I’ll have to punish you.”


      	Cami: “I’m not lying!”


      	Emma: “Fine.” (Emma sighs.) “I guess I’ll have to punish you.”

    


    


    
      	Emma: “Gabby, would you like me to tell you how I know that Cami has a foot fetish?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.” (I’m all ears. I’ve never suspected Cami has any fetish.)


      	Emma: “This happened back in January. After our PE. lesson, I was in the storage room next to the gym. Everybody had already left, but I remained because I had cheerleading practice after the lesson.”


      	Gabby: “I understand, mistress.”


      	Emma: “It turns out… Cami had forgotten her bag in the gym. While I was in the storage room organizing the cheerleading practice, I heard the gym door opening. I looked through the door’s window and I saw Cami taking her bag. Then I went back to my tasks.”


      	Gabby: “And then?” (I’m getting impatient.)


      	Emma: “It also turns out… my bag and my boots were next to Cami’s bag. Some minutes later, when I was about to exit the storage room, I saw Cami still there, smelling my boots.”
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      	Gabby: “What?!”


      	Cami: “Gabby, don’t believe her. It’s all an invention!”


      	Emma: “You mustn’t talk to Gabby until I allow it.”


      	Cami: “But you’re lying.”


      	Emma: “If you accuse me of lying again, your punishment will be hard.”

    


    


    
      	Cami: “But… in fact, there is a hole in your story.”


      	Emma: “What hole?”


      	Cami: “Only the PE. teacher can open the storage room. She has a card.”


      	Emma: “I also have a card.”


      	Cami: “Don’t keep inventing things! Those cards are only for teachers and staff”


      	Emma: “I have a card. Gabby has seen it.”


      	Cami: “But how?”


      	Emma: “That’s irrelevant. The point here is that you had your nose buried inside my boots. Would you like to explain why?” (Cami looks down.) “Keep looking at my feet.”

    


    Cami complies. I don’t know what to believe… all this feels surreal.


    
      	Emma: “Are you going to answer or not?”


      	Cami: “I have nothing to say.”

    


    Suddenly, Emma takes one of her boots and puts it next to Cami’s face.
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      	Emma: “Do you miss it? Four months is a lot of time.”


      	Cami: “Take it away!”


      	Emma: “Why? I saw how you looked at them when I opened the door. Clearly you haven’t forgotten them.”

    


    Cami doesn’t reply, but I’m even more shocked. Has Emma dressed with the same boots on purpose? Was she planning to do all this?!


    


    
      	Emma: “Gabby, would you stop being Cami’s friend if she tells you she has a foot fetish?”


      	Gabby: “…No, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Do you think having a foot fetish is embarrassing?


      	Gabby: “No.”


      	Emma: “Neither do I. Cami, if you admit what you did, I’ll also allow Gabby to talk to you, so… what are you afraid of?”


      	Cami: “I’m not afraid of anything.”


      	Emma: “So what is it then?”


      	Cami: “… How much time is left?”


      	Emma: “Enough time for you to explain yourself.”

    


    Cami doesn’t say anything. Now I believe Emma’s story is true, but she doesn’t want to admit it.


    
      	Emma: “Certain chances are unique, you know. Today you have the chance of smelling, kissing and licking my feet. If you don’t take it, you’ll regret it for the rest of your life.”


      	Cami: “I won’t!”


      	Emma: “But if you do take it, I’ll let you kiss and lick my feet frequently. I promise. I like having my feet worshipped.” (Eh!? Is that what all this is about?!)


      	Cami: “I don’t want that!”


      	Emma: “Why not? I Don’t understand you. Do you plan to keep smelling other people’s shoes for the rest of your life?


      	Cami: “No!”
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      	Emma: “Believe me. If you don’t take this chance, next time you find yourself smelling someone’s shoes, you’ll feel frustrated and sad, because you’ll remember the day in which you could get the real thing and you refused it.”


      	Cami: “I already feel sad, and you know it.”


      	Emma: “I know you love Gabby. And… I think you want her to be your mistress.”


      	Cami: “Yes, I’ve already told her.”


      	Emma: “Listen. From now on, you’ll obey Gabby. You’ll do what she says and serve her to the best of your ability.” (Eh!? I don’t…)


      	Cami: “But… What for? She’s in bondage to you.”


      	Emma: “Yes, which means you’ll also be in bondage to me.”


      	Cami: “you’re crazy!” (I’m thinking the same as Cami.) “How on earth do you think I would agree to that?”


      	Emma: “Because if you do, I’ll tell you to lick my feet every day. And you’ll be the only one to worship them. Nobody else ever will.”
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      	Cami: “Do you really think I’m so desperate to lick your feet?!”


      	Emma: “This is not about being desperate. It’s about taking a unique chance to make your fantasy come true.”


      	Cami: “And what fantasy is that?”


      	Emma: “To kiss and lick the perfect feet of a very dominant woman. To make her feet the center of your life, to worship them whenever and wherever she wishes, to be totally under her control as her foot worshipper.”

    


    


    
      	Emma: “Forty seconds. You need to make a decision.”


      	Cami: “You talk as if you were the only woman with feet in the world.”


      	Emma: “I don’t. I just say that, if you don’t make a move now, the pretty feet that you have so close to you, the perfect feet you’ve been fantasizing about for so long will never be yours. I guarantee that.”

    


    Cami stares at Emma’s feet. Is she really thinking about doing it?!


    
      	Emma: “Twenty seconds.” (Emma moves her toes slightly. Now Cami does look as if she was hypnotized.) “Ten seconds.” (Cami bites her lip.) “Five seconds.”


      	Cami: “Fuck it.”

    


    Cami grabs Emma’s left foot, putting several toes in her mouth. She proceeds to lick Emma’s foot frenetically. It looks like she was really desperate!
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      	Emma: “Unzip it. Treat yourself.”

    


    Emma noticed Cami moved her right hand to her crotch. She pulls down her shorts as fast as she can. She begins touching herself while licking Emma’s foot. Shortly after, she comes. Many surprising things have happened since I’ve been in bondage to Emma, but this one is the most shocking!

  

  
    Chapter 23


    Cami turns around and catches her breath for a few seconds. She looks regretful.


    
      	Cami: “Why do you always get what you want?”


      	Emma: “You also got what you want.”


      	Cami: “I didn’t come here for this. I came to apologize and to talk with Gabby.”


      	Emma: “About what?”


      	Cami: “…I wish to know if she’s fine.”


      	Emma: “Did Natalie or Evelyn tell you to come?”

    


    Cami doesn’t reply. I’m surprised by the question.


    
      	Emma: “Don’t lie.”


      	Cami: “…Yes.” (I’m even more surprised by the answer.)


      	Emma: “What did they tell you to do?”


      	Cami: “…To try to convince Gabby to leave you… and to find more evidence that you tortured her. But I didn’t come because they told me! I came because I saw your picture online and I was worried.”

    


    Cami looks nervous. Emma stares at her.
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      	Emma: “I believe you. But I need to know… Do you think that I tortured Gabby?”



      	Cami: “…I don’t know.”



      	Emma: “So you don’t know what you think?”


    


    Emma frowns, but Cami doesn’t reply.


    


    
      	Emma: “Listen. You’ve asked me why I get what I want. Perhaps the answer is simply that I do something to get it.”


      	Cami: “What do you mean?”


      	Emma: “I mean… you’ve been wishing to worship feet, but… when were you going to do something about it?”


      	Cami: “I was embarrassed.”


      	Emma: “You shouldn’t be.”


      	Cami: “But also… I’m in love with Gabby. Wanting your feet didn’t feel right.”


      	Emma: “Ah! So you wish to worship only MY feet.”


      	Cami: “… I’m not sure. It’s that… it isn’t just feet. I love boots. Usually Gabby wears sneakers, but you have an amazing collection, and you look so hot in them…”

    


    Emma stands up. She takes handcuffs and a collar from a drawer!


    
      	Emma: “Extend your arms towards me.”

    


    She sits on the sofa again. Cami hesitates and looks at me briefly.


    
      	Emma: “Cami, I was serious about what I said before. You’ll be my foot worshipper, and you’ll obey Gabby. But you should also know… Gabby or you may stop and leave whenever you wish. Do you really believe that I tortured her?”


      	Cami: “… No.”


      	Emma: “So don’t pretend that this is not what you want. I don’t have time for more experiments.”

    


    Cami thinks for a few seconds. Eventually, she extends her arms, and Emma handcuffs her. I recall Jessica said many women wish to be where I am, but I didn’t imagine it was going to be proven true so soon!
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    Emma collars Cami and attaches a leash.


    
      	Emma: “From now on, you’re in bondage to me. You must always obey and serve Gabby and myself to the best of your ability. I may restrain you whenever I wish and I’ll take care of your sexual wellness. You must address me as mistress, or as Ms. Lindberg when there are other mistresses around.”


      	Cami: “Should I address Gabby as mistress or Ms. Ferrara?”


      	Emma: “No.” (I guess I’m not a mistress even if Cami must obey me.) “You’ll learn many rules as time goes by. The first one is that you mustn’t speak without permission. If you wish to talk, you must request it politely. You must say: ‘I beg your pardon, mistress. May I have your permission to speak, please?’.”


      	Cami: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Your safeword is Madagascar.” (Cami looks surprised.) “You’ll use it if you wish to stop.”


      	Cami: “…Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “I said before that you need to be punished for lying. And you do, but I’ll postpone your punishment until you misbehave again.”


      	Cami: “Thank you, mistress.” (Emma smiles.)


      	Emma: “Now it’s time for you to take care of my right foot.”

    


    Emma holds the leash while Cami kisses and licks her foot. Cami looks relaxed now, but I feel overwhelmed. Everything’s happened too fast. I still need to make up my mind about this. Definitely, I need to talk to Emma.
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    The front door opens. It’s my mom.


    
      	Elena: “Cami!!!”


      	Cami: “Ms. Boschini!!!”


      	Emma: “Haven’t I just said you mustn’t speak without permission?!”

    


    Cami and my mom look both shocked and embarrassed. My mom is wearing a sexy maid outfit and her chastity belt.


    
      	Emma: “Keep worshipping my foot.”


      	Cami: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Elena, what must you do when you come into my presence?”


      	Elena: “Umm…” (My mom is nervous.) “I apologize, mistress.”

    


    My mom kneels in front of Emma and kisses her left foot once.
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      	Emma: “Tell me, weren’t you supposed to go to your apartment? Where is my mom?”


      	Elena: “Umm… she left. She said she needs to talk to an attorney. We’ll go to my apartment tomorrow morning.” (Suddenly, I realize my mom still doesn’t know anything about our picture.)


      	Emma: “That’s fine. Gabby, would you like a hamburger?”


      	Gabby: “Umm… yes, mistress.” (I didn’t expect the question.)


      	Emma: “Make two hamburgers for us.”

    


    My mom goes to the kitchen. It’s way past lunch time, and today I’ve just drunk the awful baby formula, but my stomach hasn’t protested. I guess I’m too nervous.


    


    
      	Emma: “Cami, how did others react at school when they saw our picture online?”


      	Cami: “Everybody was talking about it.”


      	Emma: “What did they say?”


      	Cami: “Some guys were making fun of it, another one said Gabby looks hot…” (I don’t really care, but I wonder who.)


      	Emma: “And the girls?”


      	Cami: “Christine, Charlotte… well, everyone in your group of friends has sided with Evelyn and Natalie. They say the picture is another proof that you’re torturing Gabby.”


      	Emma: “Have you seen Chloe, the president of the Photography club?”


      	Cami: “No. But the cheerleaders still support you.”


      	Emma: “l know. Has Ms. Jensen said anything?”


      	Cami: “…Not really. But when she saw there were journalists outside, she decided to close the gate. And at the end of the day, when we were going to exit, she told the journalists she was going to read a statement and answer their questions. So they went inside with her.”


      	Emma: “Oh!”

    


    Emma takes her phone and opens the tabloid’s web site. My mom is listening to Emma and Cami from the kitchen.
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      	Emma: “I guess It’s still unpublished.”

    


    


    
      	Emma: “Put on my boots.”


      	Cami: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    When Cami is done, my mom comes back with two hamburgers. Emma takes one of them and bites it.


    
      	Emma: “Mmm! Even your hamburgers are delicious.”


      	Elena: “Thank you, mistress.”

    


    Emma takes off my armbinder so that I can eat.


    
      	Emma: “Now get on your knees and worship my boots.”

    


    My mom complies. Cami looks surprised.
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      	Emma: “You’ll be the only one worshipping my feet, but that doesn’t include boots or shoes. Help Elena.”

    


    Cami hesitates briefly. Eventually she grabs the boot my mom is not licking and goes ahead.


    
      	Emma: “Elena, did my mom talk to you about the ceremony on Friday?”


      	Elena: “…Cerem… No, mistress.” (My mom goes back to licking.)


      	Emma: “We’ll organize a ceremony for Ms. Jensen and Ms. Austen in the basement. Ms. Austen will become Ms. Jensen’s slave.”


      	Cami: “What?!” (Cami is taken aback. She stops licking and looks at Emma.)


      	Emma: “Did I give you permission to talk? I’ll definitely have to punish you.”


      	Cami: “I apologize, mistress.”


      	Emma: “You’ll apologize later.”

    


    


    
      	Emma: “You’ll have to prepare dinner for our guests.”


      	Elena: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “My mom loves ceremonies, you know. If you do a really good job, she’ll take off your chastity belt.” (My mom smiles.) “I don’t know if Ms. Jensen or Ms. Austen will invite somebody, but Angela and Lexy are coming… I’ll try to have a guest list for tomorrow, and I’ll find out if anyone has any dietary restrictions.”


      	Elena: “Thank you, mistress.”

    


    Emma thinks for a few seconds.
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      	Emma: “Are you a certified massage therapist like Gabby?”


      	Elena: “… No, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Gabby gave my mom a foot massage and she loved it.” (My mom looks at me. I feel embarrassed.) “I’ll ask my mom to let you take a course, so that you can massage her.”


      	Elena: “Thank you, mistress. You’re very kind.”


      	Emma: “I’ve reviewed the security cam footage, you know. I’m glad you didn’t lie. You did stay the whole night on your knees.”

    


    Cami stops licking briefly. She looks surprised and afraid, but this time she doesn’t say anything.


    
      	Emma: “Gabby, you haven’t eaten anything.”


      	Gabby: “Sorry, mistress. I’ll finish it quickly.” (I was too focused on the conversation.)

    


    I’m glad Emma is trying to help my mom again. We finish the hamburgers in silence, while my mom and Cami worship Emma’s boots.


    


    
      	Emma: “Elena, go back to your chores.” (My mom goes back to the kitchen.) “Let’s go to my bedroom.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Cami: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I feel awkward after hearing Cami say ‘yes, mistress’ after me. I don’t know if I’ll get used to this. After dressing me with the armbinder, Emma takes Cami’s leash and we follow her upstairs.


    
      	Emma: “Cami, apologize to me properly now.”


      	Cami: “Umm… Please…”


      	Emma: “Get on your knees first.”


      	Cami: “Yes, mistress.” (Cami complies.) “Please accept my apologies, mistress. I regret what I did.”


      	Emma: “It’s ‘I deeply regret what I have done’.”


      	Cami: “Please accept my apologies, mistress. I deeply regret what I have done.”
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    Emma looks annoyed. I know Cami is not very good at memorizing things. I’m better at that. Emma will soon notice that I’m better at …Wait! Why am I thinking this way? I’m not competing against Cami, right?


    
      	Emma: “Do you know what a human rubber doll is?”


      	Cami: “…A doll made of rubber that looks like a human being.” (I almost laugh.)


      	Emma: “I mean, in the context of bondage.”

    


    To be fair, I didn’t know that until last Sunday. I shouldn’t laugh when Cami fails but… I do feel that she’s taking Emma’s attention away from me. I really need to talk to Emma as soon as possible.


    


    
      	Emma: “A rubber doll is a woman enclosed in skintight rubber clothing. She’s restrained and under sensory deprivation. You’ll be my rubber doll.”


      	Cami: “Yes, mistress.” (I wonder if Cami understood Emma.)


      	Emma: “And you’re going to spend the night here.” (I feel a chill when I hear that.) “I guess you should call your mom.”


      	Cami: “…It’s not necessary, mistress. My mom is at home only on the weekends.” (That’s true. Cami’s mom works in another city.)


      	Emma: “Fine.” (Emma takes off Cami’s collar and handcuffs.) “Get undressed, use the toilet right there and come back.”


      	Cami: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Cami complies quickly. I recall I felt embarrassed the first time I was nude in front of Emma, but she doesn’t seem to feel that way. In the meantime, Emma opens her closet and chooses Cami’s outfit.


    
      	Emma: “Put on this catsuit and these boots.”

    


    Cami gets dressed rapidly. Is she trying to show Emma she can obey her as well as I do? I think I’m getting paranoid.


    
      	Emma: “Extend your arms.” (Emma restrains Cami’s hands with mittens.) “Now you’ll wear a hood, earplugs and a gag. The gag will teach you that you mustn’t speak without permission, while the earplugs and the hood will teach you that I also control when you can see or hear.”


      	Cami: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “You’ll be my rubber doll until I remove your earplugs. If I remove only your gag, you must lick. Do you understand?” a Cami: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    After Emma finishes dressing Cami as a rubber doll, she smiles.
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    Emma helps Cami walk a few steps towards the sofa. There she pushes Cami’s shoulders down gently until she gets on her knees. Finally, she positions her body as a footstool.


    
      	Emma: “Come.”

    


    Emma sits on the sofa and rests her feet on Cami’s back. I sit next to her.


    
      	Emma: “You see? Cami apologized and accepted you’re my toy.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress. Umm…” (I think this is a good moment to talk with Emma, but I’m not sure how to bring up the topic.) “I’m quite shocked by everything.”


      	Emma: “You didn’t know Cami has a foot fetish, right?”


      	Gabby: “Not at all, mistress, but… I also didn’t expect…”


      	Emma: “What?”


      	Gabby: “…That she would end up being in bondage to you.”


      	Emma: “Shes very submissive.”


      	Gabby: “Umm… yes, but… I didn’t know… I didn’t know you wanted to be the mistress of other girls.”

    


    Emma stares at me.


    
      	Emma: “Are you jealous?”


      	Gabby: “…No, I feel… well, since Cami arrived, you haven’t paid much attention to me.”


      	Emma: “So you’re jealous.”


      	Gabby: “…I don’t know. I’m nervous. Maybe.”

    


    Emma removes my mask and my armbinder.


    
      	Emma: “Gabby, you’ll always be special to me. I’ve promised you.”

    


    Emma kisses me. We kiss for a long time. Then she hugs me and keeps kissing my hair. I begin to feel better.
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      	Emma: “In my mind, there are several categories of women in bondage, you know.”



      	Gabby: “What categories?”



      	Emma: “Depending on how restrained they are, and on their freedom to make decisions, there are six categories.


      The lowest level are rubber dolls and human furniture. They’re totally restrained and can’t make any decision.


      After that, there are ponygirls and other working animals. Then petgirls, you know, puppies, kitties, and so on.


      Above them, We have latex maids and other household workers, then personal assistants and secretaries, and finally submissive wives or girlfriends.”
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      	Gabby: “Umm…” (I’ve never thought about it that way. I’m a bit puzzled.)



      	Emma: “Well, in truth there is a seventh category below human furniture, but I’d rather not talk about it.”



      	Gabby: “But… where is the toy category?”



      	Emma: “That belongs to a different category set, which depends on how sexual pleasure is given to the mistress.


      In the lowest level, there is no sexual contact. Above that, there are women with a single task, like a foot worshipper. They only do that. Then we have women with several tasks, and finally multifunctional toys like you, with most or virtually all possible tasks.”



      	Gabby: “…I see.”



      	Emma: “If I have other girls in bondage to me, they’ll always be below you in any category set, so they’ll also have to obey you.”


    


    I’m baffled by Emma’s thinking. I Wish to ask her where I am in the other category set, but I don’t dare to.


    


    Emma removes her feet from Cami’s back. Then she caresses her neck.


    
      	Emma: “She’s calm. When a girl is turned into a rubber doll, it’s important to keep physical contact with her, you know. At least, initially. Otherwise she could feel abandoned and she might freak out.”


      	Gabby: “I understand, mistress.”

    


    Emma takes off her boots and removes Cami’s gag. She puts her right foot under Cami’s mouth, and Cami begins to lick it.


    
      	Emma: “Now I know you don’t have a foot fetish at all. Whenever I told you to lick my shoes, you never attempted to lick my feet. You even didn’t ask if you could. I was starting to think that my feet aren’t pretty.”


      	Gabby: “Your feet are nice!”


      	Emma: “But have you ever wished to lick them?”


      	Gabby: “…I guess I prefer to lick something else.” (Emma and I smile at each other.)


      	Emma: “Go ahead.”

    


    Emma takes off her leggings and her panties. I get on my knees to lick her pussy. I admit this is what I like.
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      	Emma: “Oh my God, this is amazing!”

    


    Emma is getting excited very fast. I recall she told me she had never been with two girls, so this has to be the first time she has two tongues pleasing her. Soon, she comes really powerfully.


    
      	Emma: “Oh, God! This felt so good.”

    


    I keep kissing Emma’s pussy while she rests. I’m not feeling jealous anymore.


    


    Emma picks up several garments from her closet.


    
      	Emma: “You’ve already gotten used to the corset, right?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.” (With all the fuss, I kind of forgot I’m wearing it.)


      	Emma: “Look. These are ponygirl boots. You should also learn to walk with them. Put them on.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.” (I hope this doesn’t mean I’ll be a ponygirl.)

    


    Once I’m done, I stand up and Emma restrains my hands with mittens. She also puts a neck corset and a new hood on my head.


    
      	Emma: “Can you walk?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress. It’s easier than with ballet boots.”


      	Emma: “I thought so.”

    


    Emma grabs Cami’s arm and pulls it up. Cami gets up. Then Emma gags her again.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s take a selfie. Stand here.”

    


    Emma takes her phone and stands in between Cami and me.
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      	Emma: “Both of you look so cool! Let’s take another one.”

    


    We take several pictures. I’m wondering if Emma took pictures of my mom and of me when we were rubber dolls.


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


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma holds Cami in her arms as we walk downstairs.


    


    I follow Emma towards a room in the basement where I hadn’t been before. She opens the door and helps Cami walk inside. Then she turns on the lights.


    
      	Gabby: “Wow!”


      	Emma: “Do you like it?”


      	Gabby: “I do! The basement has so many things!”


      	Emma: “You haven’t seen everything yet.”

    


    The room is equipped with plenty of sex machines and bondage furniture. I see a stock, a cross, a bondage chair… and they look cool with this neon lighting. Emma smiles.
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      	Emma: “This room is used for orgies, you know. It’s Ms. Austen’s favorite room. She cheated here quite a lot.”


      	Gabby: “I see.” (I’m sure I didn’t need to know that.)


      	Emma: “I wonder… I wonder if on Friday we’ll have some fun after the ceremony. We could come here.”

    


    Is Emma still thinking about having a threesome with Ms. Jensen and Ms. Austen? Or about an orgy!?


    
      	Emma: “Let’s go there.”

    


    Emma takes Cami’s hand and we walk towards a cage.


    


    Emma opens the cage and helps Cami move inside. Cami’s head sticks out of the cage through a hole.


    
      	Emma: “I think Cami deserves a treat.”

    


    Emma unzips Cami’s catsuit and closes the cage. Then she adjusts a sex machine to point its dildo at Cami’s pussy!


    
      	Gabby: “But… isn’t Cami a virgin?”


      	Emma: “She had a girlfriend before moving here.”


      	Gabby: “I know, but… Cami didn’t tell me that she was fucked.”


      	Emma: “I bet she was.” (Emma removes Cami’s gag.) “In any case, she can talk now. She can use her safeword.”

    


    Emma picks up the machines remote control.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s sit there.”

    


    We sit on two stools in front of the cage. Emma moves her feet forward and touches Cami’s lips gently. Then Cami starts to lick her boots.
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      	Emma: “Don’t you remember what happened in the living room? Cami gets wet just by licking my boots.”


      	Gabby: “I do, mistress, but…”


      	Emma: “But now she can’t touch herself. That’s why she needs the machine. Otherwise she would feel denied.”


      	Gabby: “I understand that…”


      	Emma: “And this machine is really good. She’ll love it!”

    


    


    Emma looks at the remote control to choose a function.


    
      	Gabby: “But…”


      	Emma: “Gabby, what’s going on? Are you jealous again?”


      	Gabby: “No, mistress. It’s just… I don’t know. Maybe she doesn’t expect this. I thought her task was just to lick feet or shoes.”


      	Emma: “That’s her task to please me. But, as her mistress, I take care of her sexual wellness.”


      	Gabby: “What will that involve?”


      	Emma: “Normally, a mistress only uses toys or sex machines, unless she’s taking care of her wife or girlfriend. But she isn’t my girlfriend.”


      	Gabby: “…What is she?” (Emma and I look at Cami.)
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      	Emma: “She’s my rubber doll.”


      	Gabby: “…Will she be later… something else?”


      	Emma: “It depends on her.”


      	Gabby: “What do you mean?”


      	Emma: “I’ve always wanted to have a rubber doll. If she likes being my doll, then I won’t tell her to be anything else.”


      	Gabby: “Do you think she’ll like it?”


      	Emma: “I’m pretty sure she’ll love it. Soon she’ll wish to be my doll all the time. Being a rubber doll is ideal for girls who are really submissive and simple minded… unlike you. You need to be allowed to talk with me. And I like talking to you.”

    


    Emma caresses my face and kisses me. I recall Emma’s categories. Rubber dolls, ponygirls, puppies, and maids can’t talk. And I’m not Emma’s assistant. Does that mean I’m Emma’s girlfriend? I can’t avoid smiling :-).


    


    Emma turns the machine on. It makes less noise than the one I tried yesterday. The dildo moves in and out of Cami’s pussy, slowly. She stops licking.


    
      	Emma: “I wonder if Cami is multiorgasmic like you.”

    


    After some seconds, Cami licks Emma’s boots again, perhaps faster. I guess this took her by surprise, but she likes it. I keep thinking about what Emma said in relation to being allowed to talk.
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      	Gabby: “Mistress, I’d like to ask you. Has Ms. Schulte had any… submissive girlfriend?”


      	Emma: “Not really. Perhaps very briefly. I told you. I think she’s had problems to open up after what happened with my father.”


      	Gabby: “I remember, mistress. So… do you think my mom has any chance?”


      	Emma: “I think my mom has changed after her illness. Before, she’d never let a Woman move in so fast, even if she’d just be our maid. And I also think she likes Elena.”


      	Gabby: “So then… what would the issue be?”


      	Emma: “Maybe… maybe she thinks that a girlfriend demands exclusivity, you know.” (Yes, I do!) “Maybe she thinks that if she has a girlfriend, she shouldn’t have any other women in bondage to her. I also kind of thought that, but yesterday I changed my mind.”

    


    


    
      	Gabby: “What happened yesterday?”


      	Emma: “…We were talking about my mom… and later I told you about my fantasy. But while I was telling you, I thought I’d feel alone if all those women are there just to serve me, you know, if I don’t open up to any of them. Now I think the best for a mistress is to have both a girlfriend and lots of women in bondage to her.”


      	Gabby: “Ah.”

    


    This explains many things, but on the other hand it leaves me more confused. What was Emma’s plan until yesterday? Was I supposed to be her girlfriend, or just one of many women in bondage to her? And what am I now? I can’t bear this uncertainty!


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, I need to ask you. Am I your girlfriend?”

    


    I Don’t know how I could finally dare to ask it, but I did. Emma looks at me, but suddenly Cami begins to moan really loud. She’s coming. How inconvenient!
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    When Cami stops shaking, Emma turns the machine off. She also stands up and takes the dildo out of Cami’s pussy. Then she gags Cami. Is Emma going to answer me? I hope I didn’t fuck everything up with my question. I’m getting nervous.


    


    Emma removes my mask and my neck corset. She faces me again and grabs my mittens.


    
      	Emma: “Gabby, are you happy with what I’ve just told you?”


      	Gabby: “…”

    


    I can’t make up my mind and answer. I think I should have thought about it myself before asking that question to Emma.


    
      	Emma: “You’ve just seen what will happen. Sometimes we’ll be interrupted, and other times I won’t be paying attention to you.” (Emma looks serious.) “But I’ll open up to you and to nobody else.”

    


    Emma keeps staring at me. My heart beats really fast.


    
      	Emma: “To be clear, I wish you to be my girlfriend. When I asked you to come here last Friday, I didn’t know what was going to happen between us. We could have stopped immediately if you didn’t like bondage. Or we could have ended up having bondage sessions occasionally.


      However, everything turned out better than I could have ever wished. You make me really happy, and I know you’re perfect for me. But I don’t know if I’m the best for you, or if you are happy with what I’ve told you. So the question is rather… do you wish to be my girlfriend?”
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    I’ve always wanted to be Emma’s girlfriend. There is nothing I’ve wanted more since I met her. Why can’t I just answer? So far I’ve always thought… a couple needs exclusivity. Will I be jealous? But now I also feel Emma has been very sincere with me, and she said she’d only open up to me. Ultimately, I can’t withstand the idea of rejecting Emma. I love her and I wish to make her happy.


    
      	Gabby: “I do. I do, mistress. I wish to be your girlfriend.”

    


    Emma hugs me. She keeps hugging me for a long time, while I cry.


    


    Emma dries my tears. We smile at each other. We even laugh a bit. I feel more in love than ever before, if that’s even possible.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s take a selfie.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma grabs her phone and takes a picture. I think we look really happy.
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      	Emma: “Let’s announce it.”


      	Gabby: “How?”


      	Emma: “… Everywhere. On IG, Tiktok…even on Facebook, if you wish.”


      	Gabby: “Oh!”


      	Emma: “Is there any issue?”


      	Gabby: “Not at all, mistress. I didn’t expect it, but it makes me really happy.”

    


    Emma opens Instagram and uploads our selfie as her profile picture. Then she writes ‘In a relationship with Gabriella Valentina Ferrara’ in her bio.


    
      	Emma: “Now let’s change yours.”

    


    She takes my phone and does the same, writing ‘In a relationship with Emma Nicole Lindberg’ in my bio.


    
      	Emma: “We’ll update other apps later. Now we should celebrate it!”

    


    Emma and I kiss for a long time. I’m Emma’s girlfriend and the whole world knows it. I can’t believe it! I wish this moment could last forever.

  

  
    Chapter 24


    Emma silences our phones.


    
      	Emma: “I don’t want anybody to interrupt us. Now I should take care of my girlfriend.”

    


    She caresses my crotch while we smile at each other. I feel blessed.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s see.”

    


    Suddenly she unzips my catsuit and caresses my pussy.
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      	Emma: “Wow! You”re so wet!”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “You really need to be taken care of.”


      	Gabby: “…Knowing I’m your girlfriend makes me happy and relaxed… and horny.”

    


    Emma smiles and kisses me.


    
      	Emma: “I suppose that’s true, but also… I think now you’re totally comfortable with being restrained.”


      	Gabby: “…I am, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Would you say you love bondage?”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Say it.”


      	Gabby: “I love bondage.”

    


    Emma smiles. I’m surprised by what I’ve said, but it’s true. Now I love bondage and I wouldn’t understand my life without it.


    


    
      	Emma: “Are you sweaty?”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, mistress. Wearing this catsuit is…”


      	Emma: “Yeah, I know. Let’s remove it.”

    


    Emma takes off my mittens and my corset. After that, I remove my boots and my catsuit.


    
      	Emma: “Put your boots back on.”

    


    I’m a bit surprised, but I comply. Then Emma puts on my corset, neck corset and mittens.
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      	Emma: “From now on, I don’t want you to spend any time unrestrained, not even while getting dressed. This way you’ll always be horny and ready for me.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.” (Being restrained permanently still sounds crazy, but now it also feels exciting!)


      	Emma: “And if for any reason you’re able to free yourself, or I forget to restrain you, you must tell me immediately.”


      	Gabby: “I will, mistress.”


      	Emma: “As my girlfriend, I Don’t intend for you to spend long periods on your own fully restrained. But it’s an ability you must train. It will be useful when I need to go somewhere without you.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Perhaps we could start next Sunday. You’ll spend the day as a piece of furniture… a table or a lamp.”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, mistress.”

    


    Spending the whole day on my own fully-restrained sounds scary. I wonder if I’ll be horny like Emma thinks.


    


    
      	Emma: “Come with me.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I follow Emma towards the other side of the room.


    
      	Emma: “Sit on this bondage chair.”

    


    I comply. Emma cuffs my Wrists and ankles, and binds the cuffs to the chair. Then she places a sex machine on the floor and puts its dildo just below my pussy. I’m getting even more excited :-).


    
      	Emma: “Tell me. What do you love about bondage?”


      	Gabby: “Umm…”

    


    Emma turns the machine on.
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      	Gabby: “Ahh!!” (I feel the dildo moving up and down inside my pussy. It’s thick. I can’t avoid moaning.)


      	Emma: “Haha! You’re really in need.” (Emma smiles.)


      	Gabby: “This is something I love. I love it when you fuck me. I love it when you restrain my body fully and give me so much pleasure. Ahh!!” (I’m starting to shake and I close my eyes.)


      	Emma: “What else?”


      	Gabby: “…Ahh!!” (I want to say something, but I can’t think right now.)


      	Emma: “I’ve told you. The machines in this room are really good.”

    


    Emma increases the machine’s speed. I begin to squirt.


    


    Emma takes a riding crop and uses it to raise my chin. I open my eyes.
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      	Emma: “Do you love obeying me?”


      	Gabby: “I do, mistress. Ahh!!”


      	Emma: “Do you love for me to decide how much you sleep, what time you get up, how often you take a shower, what you eat, for how long you exercise… and any other aspect of your daily routine?”


      	Gabby: “I do. Ahh!!”


      	Emma: “And for me to choose your hairstyle, your make-up, your clothes, your accessories, your jewelry… and even more, the tattoos and piercings you’ll get, or the size of your breast implants?”


      	Gabby: “Yes! Ahh!!” (I feel important decisions are being made, but I can’t think straight. The pleasure is too much.)


      	Emma: “And when you can speak, what you are allowed to say, who you can meet online or in real life, what you can publish on IG or TikTok… and everything else related to your social life?”


      	Gabby: “I do! Ahh!!” (I feel I’m losing my mind.)


      	Emma: “And the degree you’ll study, and your job once you graduate?”


      	Gabby: “Yeah! Ahh!!” (I’m not listening to the questions anymore…)

    


    Emma increases further the machines speed.


    
      	Emma: “Do you love being totally dominated and under my control?”


      	Gabby: “Yes!!! Yes!!!”

    


    I come. I keep shaking for quite some time, while Emma caresses my body with her riding crop. I know she asked me many questions, but I can’t remember them clearly.


    


    Emma stops the dildo. She smiles.


    
      	Emma: “You’ve really enjoyed this machine.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress. It’s very intense. I wonder… have you ever tried it yourself?”


      	Emma: “Yes.” (I’m somewhat surprised.)


      	Gabby: “…May I ask… who was with you?”


      	Emma: “Nobody. I’ve used it on my own.”


      	Gabby: “Ah.” (I hadn’t considered that possibility. I’m not surprised anymore.)


      	Emma: “Did you think I hadn’t?”


      	Gabby: “…Yes.”


      	Emma: “That would be irresponsible. I’ve tried everything I’ve told you to use. For some things, like your rubber doll outfit, I couldn’t cover one of my hands with the remaining mitten, but otherwise…”


      	Gabby: “And how did you feel?”


      	Emma: “…It was interesting.”


      	Gabby: “Did you like it?”


      	Emma: “I liked the thought of restraining other girls and dominating them. That’s what I was thinking when I tried the outfits.”


      	Gabby: “Have you ever thought about… letting someone restrain you?”


      	Emma: “Yes, but I discarded the idea immediately. I know I wouldn’t like it.”


      	Gabby: “How do you know if you’ve never tried?”


      	Emma: “Because I’m very dominant.”

    


    Emma looks at me as if her answer was obvious.
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    Emma removes my neck corset and uncuffs my wrists.


    
      	Gabby: “…Since when do you know you’re dominant?”


      	Emma: “I’ve known it for years.”


      	Gabby: “But… how did you learn it?”


      	Emma: “Gabby! This feels like an interrogation! Why are you asking me all that?”


      	Gabby: “Umm…” (Emma looks upset.)


      	Emma: “Do you wish to restrain me?!”


      	Gabby: “Eh!?” (I feel there has been a misunderstanding.)


      	Emma: “I’ve told you I Don’t like switching.” (Now I know what ‘switching’ means.)


      	Gabby: “I don’t wish to restrain you, mistress. I was just curious.”


      	Emma: “About what?”


      	Gabby: “About… about how you found out you’re dominant. But I wasn’t implying that I doubt you are, or that I think you might enjoy being submissive.” (Emma keeps staring at me.) “I haven’t expressed myself clearly. I apologize, mistress.”

    


    Emma looks down. She thinks for some seconds.
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      	Emma: “You don’t have to. I was the one who misunderstood. I don’t know why… for a moment I thought you wished to try switching.”


      	Gabby: “Not at all, mistress. I don’t wish our relationship to change.”


      	Emma: “Nor do I. But I shouldn’t be triggered like that even if you had suggested it.”

    


    Emma seems apologetic. I’m surprised. I think it’s the first time she admits she’s made a mistake.


    


    Emma detaches my ankles’ cuffs from the chair.


    
      	Emma: “Follow me.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    We walk towards another piece of bondage furniture. Emma points at it.


    
      	Emma: “I call this ‘the frame’. It’s very versatile. Get on all fours here.”

    


    I comply. Emma cuffs my wrists and attaches all my cuffs to the metal bars of the frame.


    
      	Emma: “Move up.”

    


    She pulls my buttocks up as much as possible. I feel it will be difficult for me to keep this position, but suddenly Emma penetrates my pussy with a dildo attached to the metal bar in order to hold me up!


    
      	Emma: “You look fantastic. I’ve never told you… but I like your ass.”


      	Gabby: “…Thank you, mistress.”

    


    Emma caresses my buttocks for a few seconds. Then she pinches and slaps them!


    
      	Emma: “I’ll have so much fun fucking your asshole.” (Eh?! I don’t know if I… ) “But now it’s time to begin your deepthroat training.”

    


    Emma collars me and attaches the collar to the front metal bar. Then she takes off her pants and puts on a strap-on dildo. It’s long, but not as thick as the ones she uses to fuck me.


    
      	Emma: “Open your mouth.”

    


    Emma penetrates my mouth with the dildo. She pushes it and touches my uvula! I choke and, after some seconds, she withdraws the dildo.


    [image: ]


    


    Emma looks pensive.


    
      	Emma: “Gabby, I wonder… would you feel comfortable if you did what I’ve just done?”


      	Gabby: “Eh!?” (I’m taken aback by the question.)


      	Emma: “Or if you made a girl lick your shoes?”


      	Gabby: “Umm… I’d feel uncomfortable, mistress.” (I’ve never considered it, but the image of a girl licking my shoes gives me a chill.)


      	Emma: “I feel the opposite, you know. I’d feel really distressed if I had to lick someone’s shoes.”

    


    Emma pushes the dildo and I choke again. She withdraws it. Although I try to avoid it, plenty of saliva falls from my mouth.
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      	Emma: “That’s why I was triggered before. The idea that I might wish to be submissive… I find it repulsive.”

    


    Emma pushes and withdraws the dildo repeatedly, and I keep choking on it whenever she pushes. I feel there is no way it will ever get inside my throat.


    
      	Emma: “However, I enjoy making a girl lick my shoes, or doing what I’m doing right now. That’s how I know I’m dominant.”

    


    Despite all the fuss with choking, I keep listening to Emma. I like that she’s explaining her thoughts. Perhaps that’s what she meant when she talked about ‘opening up’ to me.


    


    Emma pushes the dildo once more, but this time she doesn’t withdraw it. Instead, she holds my head so that I can’t move it back. I feel like vomiting. Eventually she removes the dildo.


    
      	Emma: “Do you think the fact that I’m dominant means I’m a bad person?”


      	Gabby: “…”

    


    I can’t answer because I need to breathe. Emma pushes the dildo back against my throat and holds it there.


    
      	Emma: “As I told you, after I spanked Chloe and broke up with her, many people called me names online: selfish, abusive, torturer, narcissistic, psychopath… and I’ve tried to argue with them that I’m not. One of their arguments is that I shouldn’t do to people what I don’t wish to be done to me. What do you think?”

    


    Emma removes the dildo. This time she allows me to recover a bit.


    
      	Gabby: “…I’d say… it’s fine if you do it to someone who wishes it.”


      	Emma: “That’s what I’ve replied. But they claim it’s not. They argue that spanking hurts and humiliates, and it’s not OK to do it even if the spanked person consents.”

    


    I open my mouth to answer, but suddenly Emma penetrates it again.


    
      	Emma: “Wow! It has gone inside!”

    


    Its true! I notice the dildo down my throat. I feel again like vomiting, but Emma doesn’t remove the dildo and presses my head against it.


    [image: ]


    


    
      	Emma: “Hold it as much as you can. This way you’ll lose your gag reflex.”

    


    Emma talks fast. She seems excited.


    
      	Emma: “Don’t be nervous. Relax and hold.”

    


    I get tears on my face. I might be submissive, but I’m feeling rather uncomfortable at the moment. For the first time, I’m thinking about using my safeword, but my mouth is full. After one minute or so, Emma removes the dildo.


    
      	Emma: “You’re amazing! I wonder if anyone was able to progress so fast.”


      	Gabby: “…Thank you, mistress.”


      	Emma: “You’ve already done the most difficult part. From now on, it will get easier and easier.”


      	Gabby: “…Are you sure?”


      	Emma: “Of course! Look.”

    


    Emma penetrates my mouth again. The dildo goes down my throat, even deeper than before, and she keeps it there. Initially, I blame myself for asking Emma whether she was sure, but soon I notice I don’t feel as uncomfortable as before.
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    Eventually Emma moves back.


    
      	Gabby: “…It’s true, mistress. I’m getting used to it.”


      	Emma: “And before you believed deepthroating was impossible. How do you feel now?”


      	Gabby: “I… I feel accomplished.”

    


    Emma smiles. To be honest, I feel many things. But, at the moment, I’m feeling quite proud of myself. I’ve done something I thought I’d never be capable of.


    


    Emma takes a thick dildo from the shelf.


    
      	Emma: “Eventually, you’ll be able to handle a big dildo like this one.”


      	Gabby: “I…” (I’m tempted to say that’s not possible, but I refrain.) “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Now it’s time to celebrate your progress.”

    


    She attaches the thick dildo to her strap. I smile, but suddenly I remember my previous thoughts.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, I have a question… if you don’t mind.”


      	Emma: “Gabby, you can ask me anything. Before…”


      	Gabby: “I understand, mistress. I need to ask you… if I wish to use my safeword, but my mouth is full and I’m totally restrained, What do I do?”


      	Emma: “Mmm… I guess we should agree on something… We’ll ask my mom.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you. mistress.”

    


    Emma points the other dildo at my face.
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      	Emma: “You can also practice on your own.”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, mistress. I also wonder… why do you wish I learn to deepthroat dildos?”


      	Emma: “It’s an ability that a good toy must have.”


      	Gabby: “But… it doesn’t give any of us pleasure. I believe it’s something… that only happens in porn videos.”


      	Emma: “Are you afraid I wish to make porn?” (Emma frowns.)


      	Gabby: “… I’ve had that thought.”


      	Emma: “Don’t Worry. I don’t.”

    


    I decide not to ask again why she likes deepthroating.


    


    Emma removes the metal bar behind me.


    
      	Emma: “Who knows? We could set up a camera. It could be fun.”


      	Gabby: “Eh!?” (Why do I keep giving Emma ideas?!)


      	Emma: “But we’ll cover your face.”

    


    Emma takes my hood and covers my head with it.


    
      	Gabby: “But…”


      	Emma: “Haha! You’re so tense! Today I’ll just take a picture.”

    


    Emma takes a photo with her phone. Then she begins to penetrate me with the thick dildo. I’m not as wet as I was on the chair before.
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      	Emma: “Relax. Imagine our future life. I’ll purchase a private island with a mansion, and we’ll go there on vacation frequently.” (I really wonder how much money Emma has.) “In the morning, we’ll go to my stable, choose two of my ponygirls, and enjoy a carriage ride. We’ll stop by the beach, get nude, swim and have sex. You’ll learn how to swim with mittens.”

    


    I’m getting wet. Perhaps Emma’s fantasy is turning me on, but one thing is certain: she knows how to fuck me. She’s better than any machine.


    
      	Emma: “And afterwards my slave maids will bring us some drinks, and they’ll give us a foot massage while we sunbathe on sunloungers.”

    


    I let my mind travel to a tropical island.


    
      	Emma: “Next day, we’ll travel in my yacht and we’ll enjoy scuba diving. And my maids will serve us oysters in the middle of the ocean.”

    


    I’ve never done any of those things. In fact, I’ve never even imagined myself surrounded by luxury. I’m getting very excited.


    


    
      	Emma: “We’ll have sex surrounded by bubbles in the spa, under the shadow of palm trees in the garden, in the swimming-pool…”

    


    I’m moaning now. I hope all that becomes true!


    
      	Emma: “And every evening, we’ll go to my dungeon and I’ll take care of all your needs. It will be the best dungeon in the world, with the best bondage furniture and sex machines. You’ll be the most satisfied toy ever.”

    


    I come. I don’t know if Emma really plans to do all of that, but I do wish for it to happen.
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      	Emma: “Wow! You’re still shaking.”


      	Gabby: “…I don’t need any machine, mistress. Just you.”


      	Emma: “Haha!”

    


    Emma withdraws the dildo and uncuffs me. I get on my knees.


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

    


    This time I didn’t forget to say it. I mean it more than ever.


    
      	Emma: “You came without permission.”


      	Gabby: “…I apologize, mistress. I forgot.” (I always forget about something… )


      	Emma: “Kiss my boots.” (I comply immediately.) “I also forgot about it when you were sitting on the chair. But, if you realize you’ve misbehaved, you must always tell me. You shouldn’t try to hide it.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma smiles.


    


    
      	Emma: “Stand up.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma removes her strap-on and puts on her pants. Then she takes her phone.


    
      	Emma: “I wish to check if Ms. Jensen’s interview is already published.”

    


    Emma opens the tabloids web site. She searches the site, but we can’t find any interview. However, we find our picture.


    
      	Emma: “Fuck!”


      	Gabby: “What’s wrong?”


      	Emma: “Jessica! I’ve also forgotten about her. She sent me this picture in the morning.”


      	Gabby: “Oh!”


      	Emma: “We need to go to little space, but before I should check on Cami.”

    


    I admit I had forgotten about both Jessica and Cami. Emma removes my face mask and uses a harness to cover my pussy. Then she takes a bowl, fills it with water, and leaves it inside Cami’s cage. Finally, she removes Cami’s gag so that Cami drinks.


    
      	Emma: “She’s behaving very well.” (Emma caresses Cami’s face through the cage.) “I’m convinced she’ll wish to be my rubber doll all the time.”
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    I don’t dare to imagine the life of a full-time rubber doll. Does Cami really want this? I think I should talk to her.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s go.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    


    When we arrive to little space, Jessica is sitting on the sofa. She looks unhappy.


    
      	Jessica: “Mommy, where were you? I’m starving.”

    


    Emma walks towards her and snaps her fingers in front of her face.


    
      	Jessica: “But… why?!”


      	Emma: “We should stop. I’m afraid I forgot about you.”


      	Jessica: “I’m not really upset.”


      	Emma: “I know. It doesn’t matter.”


      	Jessica: “But you told me I could spend here the whole day.”


      	Emma: “That was when I thought Gabby would be here as well.”


      	Jessica: “But… you know I need it.”


      	Emma: “And you know I won’t change my mind.”


      	Jessica: “But… it’s like… everybody rejects me.”

    


    Jessica looks down. She seems sad. I’m afraid she’s going to cry again. Emma thinks for a while.


    [image: ]


    
      	Emma: “Listen. I believe I’m too young to have a baby. It’s a lot of work, and I’m not responsible enough.” (Emma stops for a few seconds.) “However, I’ve always wanted to have a pet.”


      	Gabby: “Eh?!” (Emma looks at me.)


      	Emma: “Yes, you know, a puppy or a kitty.” (She looks back at Jessica.) “Would you like to be my puppy? You could be my puppy for as long as you wish, not just today.”


      	Jessica: “Yes, mistress. I’d love to be your puppy.”


      	Emma: “I’ll come back with your outfit in a minute.”

    


    Emma leaves and Jessica smiles. Now she looks really happy! I can’t believe this.


    


    
      	Gabby: “Jessica, what are you doing?”


      	Jessica: “I told you before…”


      	Gabby: “How long will you be a puppy?”


      	Jessica: “I don’t know… you’ve heard Emma. If I’m happy and she’s happy with me… indefinitely.”
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    I know Emma and I have already talked, and now I’m her girlfriend and all that, but… I’m still not used to sharing Emma with others.


    
      	Gabby: “I’m Emma’s girlfriend, you know. You’ll also have to obey me.”


      	Jessica: “That’s perfect.”


      	Gabby: “…Why?”


      	Jessica: “Because perhaps then you’ll begin to like me.”


      	Gabby: “…What do you mean?”


      	Jessica: “I mean I’ll do whatever makes Emma and you happy, without having to find out myself. That’s one of the best parts of being submissive.”


      	Gabby: “Eh?”


      	Jessica: “Imagine Emma and you had… let’s call it a normal relationship. I bet you’d be nervous all the time. You’d be trying to find out what she enjoys, whether she likes what you’ve done or what you’re planning to do, how she feels about you, if she wishes for anything… I’ve been there, and I can tell you: in bondage everything is much easier. Emma tells you what she wants and you do it. No uncertainty and no stress. You just obey her and she’ll be happy.”


      	Gabby: “I… hadn’t thought about that.”


      	Jessica: “So it’s good I’ll also obey you. This way you’ll accept me… I hope.”

    


    


    I reflect upon Jessica’s ideas. It’s true I’d have many doubts if I had to choose myself what to do to make Emma happy. And I wouldn’t be calm at all.


    Now I think I understand the benefits of bondage better. Everything is simple and smooth when someone decides and commands and the others serve and obey. Thanks to bondage, I know my place.


    
      	Gabby: “I accept you. I’ll only tell you one thing: obey Emma, but don’t take her attention away from me. If she wishes to pay you attention, that’s fine, but don’t beg for more.”


      	Jessica: “Yes.”


      	Gabby: “And if Emma is not around, you’ll do what I say.”


      	Jessica: “Yes.”
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    I don’t know why, but I feel quite comfortable telling Jessica what to do. I wouldn’t like to make her lick my shoes or anything similar, but making her obey me is fine. I think I like the hierarchy Emma described earlier. Thanks to it, every girl knows her place.


    
      	Gabby: “I was a puppy for some hours, you know.”


      	Jessica: “Really?!”


      	Gabby: “Yes. I think you’ll enjoy it. But don’t attack other puppies.”


      	Jessica: “What other puppies?”


      	Gabby: “Sooner or later, you’ll find out. Be nice to them.”


      	Jessica: “I will.”

    


    


    
      	Emma: “I’m back!”

    


    Emma sits between Jessica and me again.


    
      	Emma: “Your outfit is here.” (Emma points at her bag.) “Take off your onesie.”


      	Jessica: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Jessica undresses fast. She’s also wearing a diaper! I hadn’t noticed.


    
      	Emma: “Before I dress you, we need to talk. Get on your knees and face me.”


      	Jessica: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma takes a crop from her bag and raises Jessica’s chin with it.
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      	Emma: “When I gave Gabby her dolls, why were you eavesdropping onour conversation?”


      	Jessica: “I…” (I thought Jessica was asleep.) “I was on the bed…”


      	Emma: “Why didn’t you greet me?”


      	Jessica: “I… I apologize, mistress.”


      	Emma: “You’ll apologize soon.”


      	Jessica: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “I suppose that’s your usual behavior, right? That’s how you always know about everyone and everything.”


      	Jessica: “… I don’t eavesdrop on conversations too often. But I won’t do it again.”


      	Emma: “You will, when I need it. From now on, you’ll tell me everything you know.”


      	Jessica: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    


    
      	Emma: “Do you know who reported Gabby and me to Ms. Jensen yesterday morning?”


      	Jessica: “I’m afraid I don’t, mistress. But I believe I know who took the picture published on the tabloid.”


      	Emma: “I think I also know that.” (I’m shocked!) “But I don’t have enough evidence. Do you have any proof?”


      	Jessica: “… No.”


      	Gabby: “Who did it?”


      	Emma: “You mustn’t speak without permission.”


      	Gabby: “I apologize, mistress.” (I really wish to know…)


      	Emma: “You’ll apologize later.” (Emma looks back at Jessica.) “She didn’t just take a picture, you know. She also left a threatening note inside Gabby’s postbox.”


      	Jessica: “Oh! I didn’t know that.”


      	Emma: “Now you do. Is there anything else you know?”


      	Jessica: “Mmm… the cheerleaders support you, but your friends… well your former friends are all against you.”


      	Emma: “Even Cami could tell me that. Listen, tomorrow at school you must find out who reported us to Ms. Jensen.”


      	Jessica: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma bends over and covers Jessica’s cheeks with her hands.
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      	Emma: “You’ll be my K9 puppy.”

    


    Jessica smiles. I feel everybody knows more than me.


    


    
      	Jessica: “Mistress, may I ask… what happened with Cami?”


      	Emma: “Soon you’ll find out. Now it’s time for you to apologize. You must say: ‘Please accept my apologies, mistress. I deeply regret what I have done’.”


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


      	Emma: “Take off your diaper and lick the bottom of my boots.”


      	Jessica: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Jessica complies without hesitation. I doubt this is her first time licking boots.
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    After one minute or so, Emma withdraws her boot.


    
      	Emma: “Now the other one.”

    


    Jessica keeps licking. I don’t think she has a foot fetish like Cami. However, I feel she enjoys obeying Emma.


    
      	Emma: “When I collared you in the morning, we didn’t talk about Gabby.” (I hadn’t realized Jessica is already in bondage to Emma. I thought she just got dressed like a baby.) “She’s my girlfriend and you must also obey and serve her.”


      	Jessica: “Yes, mistress. I will.”

    


    Jessica looks at me and smiles. I’m glad she didn’t say to Emma that I had already told her she must obey me.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s get you dressed. Lie on your back on the bed.”


      	Jessica: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    


    Emma begins to dress Jessica with an outfit similar to the one I wore, although this one glows.


    
      	Emma: “Once I snap my fingers in front of your face, you’ll be my puppy. And you’ll stop when I snap them again. As a puppy, you can’t talk, but you can bark. One bark means ‘yes’ and two barks mean ‘no’” (Emma pauses briefly.) “The name Jessica is too long for a puppy. From now on, I’ll call you Jessy. You’ll be Jessy-puppy.”


      	Jessica: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I feel Jessica is Willing to accept anything Emma decides. Emma has already restrained her legs and arms, and now she puts a hood on her head.


    
      	Emma: “Gabby, doesn’t she look cute?”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, although she looks more like a cat.”


      	Emma: “No! She’s a black Shiba Inu.” (I’m afraid I can’t picture that breed.) “Jessy, get off the bed and try to crawl.”

    


    Jessica complies. I remember I didn’t find crawling easy when I started. And I also felt ridiculous. However, Jessica moves quite fast, as if she was born to be a puppy. Emma sits on the sofa and takes something from her bag. Is it a… dildo with a tail?!


    
      	Emma: “This is the final touch. Come here and suck.”

    


    Emma puts the dildo inside Jessica’s mouth. Meanwhile she wipes her pussy. No, wait! She’s cleaning her asshole!


    
      	Emma: “Give me the butt plug.” (Now I realize it’s not a dildo. I wasn’t expecting this.) “Stay still and relax.”

    


    Emma puts some liquid on Jessica’s ass, and she inserts the butt plug into Jessica’s asshole slowly. Eventually, all of it gets inside.
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      	Emma: “Perfect!”

    


    


    
      	Emma: “Try to crawl again.”

    


    This time Jessica crawls slowly, but she manages to keep the butt plug inside her asshole. Emma looks delighted. I’m already feeling Jessica is taking her attention away from me. I wonder when I’ll stop feeling insecure…


    Suddenly, Emma bends over and snaps her fingers in front of Jessica. She’s a puppy now.


    
      	Emma: “You’re a wonderful puppy.”


      	Jessica: “Woof!”

    


    Emma caresses Jessica’s head again. Then she takes a ball from her bag.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s play catch.” (After throwing the ball away, Emma looks at me.) “You look jealous.”


      	Gabby: “Um…”


      	Emma: “Is it because you didn’t have a butt plug when you were a puppy? don’t worry, soon your ass will be able to handle butt plugs and even big dildos.”


      	Gabby: “Eh?!”


      	Emma: “Don’t say it’s impossible. you’ve seen how good you are at deepthroating after a short training.”

    


    Jessica is back with the ball. I feel she’s overhearing our conversation.
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      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress. I’ll be able to do it. I have no doubts.”

    


    Emma smiles. In truth, I have a myriad of doubts. Will I enjoy it? Will it hurt? Why do I feel I must be able to? Will Emma be disappointed if I’m not capable? Do I feel pressured because Jessica can do it?


    
      	Emma: “Later we’ll begin your anal training, but don’t be nervous. Come here.”

    


    Emma holds me in her arms She kisses my head, and I begin to calm down.

  

  
    Chapter 25


    Emma takes her phone.


    
      	Emma: “I’ll check again if the interview is published.” (She refreshes the web site.) “What?! ‘Principal reveals she is in a BDSM relationship with a teacher.’”


      	Gabby: “Eh!?”

    


    I look at the screen. Emma has read the main headline of the tabloid.
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    She keeps reading.


    
      	Emma: “Ms. Julia Jensen, principal of Skyline High School, has announced today that an English Literature teacher at the same school, Ms. Emily Austen, is her ‘slave’. The revelation came after Ms. Jensen, 44, accepted an interview when she was questioned about an exclusive picture published on our site this morning. Ms. Austen, 33, also present during the interview, has confirmed the nature of her relationship with Ms. Jensen.”

    


    Emma and I look at each other. We’re both speechless. Emma continues reading.


    
      	Emma: “Ms. Jensen was asked to comment on a picture taken yesterday at Garnet Street, which seemingly shows a Skyline High School senior gagged and restrained by another student from the same school.


      In her answer, Ms. Jensen stated she ‘understands the scandal’ spurred by the picture. However, she expressed she is ‘not concerned’ about the alleged nature of the relationship between her students, and shortly after she made her bombshell revelation. ‘Bondage relationships should be accepted and normalized in our society’, she asserted. She also announced Skyline High School ‘will develop initiatives geared towards ensuring a welcoming environment for students and staff in bondage relationships’.”


    


    


    
      	Gabby: “This is so shocking! I can’t fathom how they could go from not telling anyone about her relationship to telling everyone in just one day.”


      	Emma: “Yeah… I think she wants to take all the media attention away from us. That’s why she told us not to go to school.”


      	Gabby: “I guess…” (I don’t know if that was her intention, but I’m grateful to Julia.)


      	Emma: “The question is why. Has she done it because she thinks it’s necessary to protect us? Or because now she wishes to lead a movement to normalize bondage? Or even because she wishes everyone to know she has a slave? I need to call her.”


      	Gabby: “Eh?!”

    


    Jessica looks really shocked. I realize she didn’t know anything about Julia and Emily. Emma stands up and calls Julia.


    
      	Emma: “Emma. Good afternoon, Ms. Jensen.” … “Why were you going to call me?” (Emma frowns.) “Why?” … “I think Gabby and I should go to school tomorrow.” … “Yes, I’ll talk with my mom.” … “Well, in that case, perhaps you should know that not only Gabby is in bondage to me.” … “Camila Torres and Jessica Baumgartner.”


      	Jessica: “Woof! Woof!” (Emma makes a gesture to tell Jessica to be quiet.)
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      	Emma: “No.” … “OK.” … “Yes, I’ll check my email.” … “I’ve called you because I read your interview and I’d like to ask you about it.” … “OK.” … “Bondage Day?” … “Bye.”

    


    


    Emma sits on the sofa.


    
      	Gabby: “What did she say?” (I’m very nervous.)


      	Emma: “She doesn’t have time to talk about the interview at the moment. She’s busy organizing ‘Bondage Day’.”


      	Gabby: “What’s that?!”


      	Emma: “I don’t know. Some event she wishes to host on Friday at school.” (Emma looks frustrated.) “She also said Ms. Austen has sent us our homework by email and we shouldn’t go to school tomorrow.”


      	Gabby: “OK.” (I feel a bit calmer now.)


      	Emma: “No, it’s not OK! Why shouldn’t we go? She said I should talk with my mom.”


      	Gabby: “Well…” (I don’t wish to argue with Emma.) “And what about Cami and Jessica?”


      	Emma: “She said they can go because nobody else knows they’re in bondage to me.”


      	Gabby: “I see…”


      	Emma: “Maybe my mom is already back. We’ll check soon. But before I have to deal with this one.” (Emma looks at Jessica.) “Why did you say ‘Woof! Woof!’ while I was on the phone? Puppies should be respectful.”

    


    Jessica looks down. I think it’s obvious she freaked out a bit when Emma told Julia that she’s in bondage to her. Emma takes a gag from her bag.


    
      	Emma: “This will teach you to be quiet.”
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    Emma still looks quite upset.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, you look tense. I could give you a massage if you wish.”


      	Emma: “Later.” (I look down.) “…OK. Massage my neck briefly.” (I smile.)


      	Gabby: “We don’t have a massage chair here.” (I look around.) “But we could use those puffs.”

    


    Emma removes my mittens and I arrange the puffs for her.


    
      	Gabby: “Could I have my phone, please?”


      	Emma: “Yes.”

    


    I use my phone to play relaxing music, like I normally do when I massage my mom.


    
      	Gabby: “Do you like it?”


      	Emma: “It’s fine. Wait a moment.”

    


    Emma removes her top. Then she takes a blindfold and, for a moment, I think she’s going to blindfold me, like she did when I massaged Patricia’s feet. But she blindfolds Jessica. I guess she wants some privacy. Eventually she sits on the puffs and closes her eyes.


    
      	Emma: “Start.”
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    Her muscles are very tense. Because she said ‘briefly’, I shorten the duration of my moves. After five minutes, I stop. However, she doesn’t open her eyes. I think she’s enjoying it, so I resume. In the end, I massage her for half an hour, until the music ends.


    
      	Emma: “Oh, Gabby! You’re magnificent! No wonder your mom loves you so much.”


      	Gabby: “Than you, mistress.”

    


    Emma and I smile at each other. I think she’s calm now.


    


    Emma stands up and puts on her top. She takes off Jessica’s blindfold and gag, but she collars her and attaches a leash.


    
      	Emma: “I hope coming back to little space won’t be necessary. Take my bag and let’s go.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.” (I also hope that.)

    


    We walk back to the room where Cami is. Once we arrive, Emma turns on the lights.


    
      	Jessica: “Woof! Woof! Woof! Woof!”

    


    Jessica has seen Cami inside her cage. She’s shocked again.
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      	Emma: “Yes, this is Cami. She’s behaved very well as a rubber doll. Now it’s your turn to enter the cage.”


      	Jessica: “Woof! Woof!”


      	Emma: “What do you mean ‘Woof! Woof!’? It’s not optional. Puppies also need some discipline.”

    


    Emma opens the cage and takes Cami out. Then she detaches Jessica’s leash and pushes her in.


    
      	Emma: “You’ll be here for as long as I deem necessary.”

    


    Emma closes the door and Jessica looks at her.


    
      	Emma: “I haven’t forgotten you’re starving. I’ll bring you something.” (To be honest, I did forget.) “Gabby, I’ll be back in five minutes. In the meantime, undress Cami.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma leaves. I begin to undress Cami immediately. I wish to talk with her about what happened earlier.


    


    I take off Cami’s neck corset as fast as I can. Then I remove her hood and her earplugs. Eventually she opens her eyes.


    
      	Cami: “Where am I?!!!”


      	Gabby: “It’s a room used for orgies.” (Bad answer. I realize Cami doesn’t know about the basement.)


      	Cami: “Gabby, where has Emma taken us?!” (She looks terrified.)
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      	Gabby: “Calm down…”


      	Cami: “Where’s the exit?!”


      	Gabby: “We’re just in the basement under Emma’s house. This is a bondage club owned by Emma’s mother.”


      	Cami: “Eh?! We need to escape!”


      	Gabby: “No. Please don’t freak out. I’ve been here plenty of times.”


      	Cami: “Are you sure? She could be kidnapping us.”


      	Gabby: “No. Don’t worry.”


      	Cami: “Ahh!!! There is a girl in that cage!”


      	Gabby: “That’s Jessica.”


      	Cami: “She’s also taken her!”


      	Gabby: “No! She’s here because she wishes to. Isn’t that true?”


      	Jessica: “Woof!”


      	Cami: “Why did she bark?!”


      	Gabby: “… Because she’s a puppy…”


      	Cami: “Gabby, please take me out. Please!”


      	Gabby: “Cami, you’re safe here! Breathe slowly and I’ll explain everything.”

    


    Cami has anxiety. I help her walk towards a stool.


    


    Cami sits on the stool. I let her calm down a bit while I take off her corset and her boots.


    
      	Gabby: “As I said, this is a bondage club under Emma’s house. I’ve been here several times since last Saturday.”


      	Cami: “And Jessica?”


      	Gabby: “She came this morning. Now she’s also in bondage to Emma, right?” (I look at Jessica.)


      	Jessica: “Woof!”


      	Cami: “But…”


      	Gabby: “I understand this is shocking. But Emma will be here in two minutes and you’ll be able to ask her whatever you wish.”
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    I take off Cami’s mittens. I use the key Emma gave me before leaving.


    
      	Cami: “Are you sure we’ll be fine?”


      	Gabby: “Yes. Now I have to undress you.”


      	Cami: “Why?”


      	Gabby: “Because Emma said so. Stand up.”

    


    I help Cami take off her catsuit. It’s really wet.


    
      	Gabby: “See how sweaty you are. You can’t wear a catsuit for too long.” (Suddenly I notice a bad smell.) “Have you peed on yourself?”


      	Cami: “…A bit. I’m sorry.”


      	Gabby: “We need to clean you! Otherwise Emma will take you to little space.”


      	Cami: “Little space?… What’s that?!” (Cami is afraid again. Now that I think about it, little space can sound scary.)


      	Gabby: “Don’t worry. We’ll use those paper towels.”

    


    I find an empty plastic bag inside Emma’s bag and I put Cami’s outfit there. Then I take lots of towels from a dispenser and I help Cami dry herself.


    


    I finish drying Cami. I hope Emma won’t notice anything.


    
      	Gabby: “Listen. I wanted to ask you… wait. Jessica, move closer.”


      	Jessica: “Woof!”

    


    I take off her collar and hood and use Cami’s earplugs to block her hearing. When I put back the hood and the collar, Jessica doesn’t look happy.


    
      	Gabby: “I wanted to ask you about what happened in the living-room. Do you really wish to be in bondage to Emma?”


      	Cami: “Gabby, I’m here for you.”
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      	Gabby: “Eh!?”


      	Cami: “I mean, it’s true I have a foot fetish And I find Emma physically attractive… like most people. But I don’t love her. I love you.”


      	Gabby: “But then… why did you do that?”


      	Cami: “Because she said I’ll also have to obey you. I hope this way I’ll learn what you like to make you happy.” (This reminds me what Jessica told me earlier about bondage relationships.) “And then you’ll like me.”


      	Gabby: “But you know I love Emma.”


      	Cami: “And you’re doing the same for her. Don’t lie. The reason you’re obeying and serving her is that you hope she’ll fall in love with you.”


      	Gabby: “…Well, I guess…” (I hadn’t thought about it that way, but it’s true.)


      	Cami: “But I’m convinced she”ll break up with you, like she has done multiple times with others. Then, I’ll be there for you, and I just hope… will you give me a chance?”


      	Gabby: “I…” (I decide to redirect the conversation.) “But don’t you see that, as a rubber doll, you won’t learn anything about me?”


      	Cami: “Um…”

    


    We hear the door opening and we stop talking.


    


    Emma comes in with a bowl. I believe that’s actually dog food!


    
      	Emma: “I’m back! I took a bit longer because Lexy called me. Perhaps she’ll come here tomorrow.”


      	Gabby: “I understand, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Jessy, this is for you.”

    


    Emma places the bowl inside the cage, and Jessica begins to eat.
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      	Emma: “Now you could have barked to acknowledge me.”

    


    It looks like Jessica is ignoring Emma. Wait!


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress… Jessica has earplugs.”


      	Emma: “Why?”


      	Gabby: “Because… I’ve used them because…” (I’m afraid to tell Emma what Cami said.)


      	Cami: “Because I wanted to talk with Gabby in private.”


      	Emma: “About what?”


      	Cami: “I’ve enjoyed being your rubber doll, but… I think I’d rather be your maid. When I saw Ms. Boschini earlier, I loved her outfit, and I think it’s the kind of thing I’d enjoy the most. I know you already have her as your maid, but I could be Gabby’s maid.”


      	Emma: “No, she’s my mom’s maid.”


      	Cami: “…Even better. Then I could be your maid and Gabby’s maid.”


      	Emma: “Being a good maid is difficult. You’re not ready for that.” (Emma thinks for some seconds.) “But Elena needs an assistant. You’ll be her assistant house maid.”


      	Cami: “But I do all the chores at my place. I told you my mom is at home only on the weekends.”


      	Emma: “Believe me, you need to meet certain standards. With Elena you’ll learn a lot, especially cooking.”


      	Cami: “…Yes, mistress.”

    


    


    I’m glad Cami helped me out, although she took the opportunity to become a maid. I’m worried about that. Should I tell Emma what Cami told me? I need to think about it. Emma bends over and takes off Jessica’s collar and hood.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s remove your earplugs.”


      	Jessica: “Woof!”


      	Emma: “Do you like your meal?”


      	Jessica: “Woof!”


      	Emma: “Now you’ll be alone here, but I won’t forget about you.”


      	Jessica: “Woof!”


      	Emma: “Good puppy.”

    


    Emma caresses Jessica briefly and stands up.
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      	Emma: “Where is the rubber doll outfit?”


      	Gabby: “I put it there, mistress. It’s really wet and it needs to be washed.”


      	Emma: “Perhaps this could be your first task. Cami, take my bag. Let’s go upstairs to talk with Elena.”


      	Cami: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    We exit the room.


    
      	Cami: “This place is so big! Gabby, I thought the basement was just that room.”


      	Emma: “Haha! I’ll show you other rooMs. another day. And Elena may tell you to clean here. As you can see, she needs help.”


      	Cami: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    We exit the basement and walk through the garden. It’s sunset time. Cami is nude, but seemingly she doesn’t mind.


    


    We enter the house, but we can’t find my mom.


    
      	Emma: “I’ll check in my mom’s bedroom.”

    


    Emma opens the door and I follow her, but Cami waits outside.


    
      	Gabby: “Wow!”

    


    My mom is restrained with a hook that binds her wrists and penetrates her asshole! Emma takes off her blindfold and her gag.
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      	Emma: “What have you done?”


      	Elena: “Nothing, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Why are you being punished?”


      	Elena: “I’m not. Ms. Schulte said this is part of my training.”


      	Emma: “Is my mom here?”


      	Elena: “Yes. She said she was going to the basement.”


      	Emma: “We didn’t see her. Anyway, I wanted to tell you that Cami will be your assistant house maid.”


      	Elena: “Cami?!”


      	Emma: “Yes. Is there a problem?”


      	Elena: “I don’t think she’s prepared, mistress.”


      	Emma: “I know. You’ll teach her everything she needs to know to be a good maid. But, given that at the moment you’re restrained, she’ll start tomorrow.”


      	Elena: “…Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Have you cooked dinner?”


      	Elena: “Yes, mistress. It’s in the oven. I think it’s still warm.” Emma blindfolds and gags my mom, and we exit Patricia’s bedroom.

    


    


    
      	Emma: “Cami, Elena will begin your training tomorrow, but you’ll start as a maid now. Let’s go upstairs.”


      	Cami: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Once in Emma’s bedroom, she chooses a maid outfit for Cami.


    
      	Emma: “You’ll look even better than Elena. Get dressed.”


      	Cami: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Cami smiles and puts on the outfit as fast as she can. I think she feels she’s been very clever with her idea to become a maid.
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      	Emma: “You look amazing!”


      	Cami: “Thank you, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Doesn’t she look awesome, Gabby?”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, mistress.”

    


    I must admit… Cami never looked so sexy before.


    
      	Emma: “Your first task will be to polish all my boots. They’re in those drawers. You’ll find the brush and everything else you need inside.”


      	Cami: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Cami opens a drawer full of boots and smiles as if she had found a treasure. Emma takes a gag.


    
      	Emma: “As a maid, you can’t talk, but you can nod or shake your head. Open your mouth.” (Emma gags Cami.) “From now on, you’re my maid. Start working.”

    


    Cami nods and looks again at the boots. Emma and I leave the bedroom.


    


    I follow Emma to the kitchen. She opens the oven.


    
      	Emma: “Elena has made two pizzas. Which one do you recommend?”


      	Gabby: “Pizza alla diavola, mistress.”


      	Emma: “…Is that the one on top?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress. But it’s spicy. Maybe you prefer the other one.”


      	Emma: “…That one only has tomato and cheese.”


      	Gabby: “…Yes. It’s pizza napoletana.”


      	Emma: “What does that mean?”


      	Gabby: “From Naples.”


      	Emma: “Nah, we’ll have the other one. Cut it into six slices.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I take the pizza out of the oven and take a knife.
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      	Emma: “I’ve never thought seriously about learning a language, you know. But you could teach me Italian.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.” (I smile.)


      	Emma: “Are you from Naples?”


      	Gabby: “No, mistress. My family is from Calabria. It’s in the south.”


      	Emma: “Do you miss them?”


      	Gabby: “Yes. My mom and I haven’t gone back since we came here.”


      	Emma: “We could go there in the Summer.” (My heart beats fast now.) “What do you think?”


      	Gabby: “I’d love that.” (I feel really happy.)

    


    Emma smiles. Suddenly, I realize that, if we go, my family would see me restrained. But I don’t care. The true reason why I’m happy is that Emma thinks we’ll be together in the Summer. Cami said she’s convinced Emma will break up with me, but clearly she doesn’t plan to do that.


    


    I finish cutting the pizza.


    
      	Emma: “Take it to the living room, but leave two slices for Cami.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I obey Emma and we sit on the sofa.


    
      	Emma: “Tell me. Why does Cami wish to be a maid now?”


      	Gabby: “…” (What do I say?!)


      	Emma: “Speak.” (I remind myself I mustn’t lie.)


      	Gabby: “Cami said she wants to serve me and to learn what I wish so that I like her. She thinks you’re going to break up with me, and she hopes I’ll give her a chance after that.”


      	Emma: “And what did you reply?”


      	Gabby: “…That as a rubber doll, she won’t learn anything.”


      	Emma: “But… did you tell her she doesn’t have a chance?”


      	Gabby: “… No, mistress, because you came back…”


      	Emma: “That’s perfect then.”


      	Gabby: “Eh!?” (I thought Emma wanted me to tell her that.)


      	Emma: “I need Cami on my side, you know. My former friends don’t trust Jessica that much, but they trust Cami because they know she loves you. Tomorrow at school Cami will be my double agent. She’ll tell me all their plans.”


      	Gabby: “But… don’t you mind she’s here to try to ruin our relationship?!”


      	Emma: “Don’t worry. With my training method, soon she’ll forget about you and she’ll worship me as her goddess.”
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    I’m in shock. It looks like all along Emma knew about Cami’s intentions.


    


    
      	Emma: “I should find my mom.”

    


    Just after finishing our pizza, Emma takes her phone and calls Patricia.


    
      	Emma: … “Hi, mom. Where are you?” … “Really?!” … “Can I go? I haven’t seen her in ages.” … “OK. I’ll be there soon. Bye.”

    


    Emma hangs up and she begins to remove her boots.


    
      	Emma: “We need to go upstairs. But before, take off your boots. We should approach my bedroom silently to check if Cami is working.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I obey Emma. We hold our boots and we walk on our tiptoes towards her bedroom.


    
      	Emma: “Cami!”

    


    Cami isn’t working. She’s touching herself while smelling a pair of boots. I’m not too surprised. She stops immediately after noticing us.


    
      	Emma: “Are you polishing my boots with your squirt?”

    


    She looks embarrassed, and she signs she wishes to remove her gag to speak.


    
      	Emma: “There’s nothing you can say in your defense. I’ve told you I’m in charge of your sexual wellness. If you have needs, you should tell me, but you mustn’t touch yourself without permission.”

    


    Suddenly, Emma sits down and steps just below Cami’s pussy.


    
      	Emma: “Hold my leg and hump my foot.”

    


    Now I’m surprised! Cami is even more embarrassed and looks hesitant.


    
      	Emma: “Do it!”

    


    Emma makes Cami smell one of the boots she was wearing. Cami begins to rub her pussy over Emma’s foot slowly. Emma makes her smell the other boot, and Cami reacts by moving faster.
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    Eventually, she humps Emma’s leg frenetically and comes.


    


    
      	Emma: “You’ve squirted so much!” (Emma removes Cami’s gag.) “Lick my foot clean.”


      	Cami: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Cami spends two minutes tasting her own juices.
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      	Emma: “Now clean the floor.” (Cami looks hesitant.) “Use the cloth. I see you didn’t even start to wipe my boots with it.”

    


    Cami complies. I bet she’d have licked the floor if Emma had demanded that. Once she’s done, she takes another cloth to wipe Emma’s boots.


    
      	Emma: “No. Kneel in front of me.”


      	Cami: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Before I told you I was going to delay your punishment until you misbehave again. It didn’t take very long.”


      	Cami: “I apologize, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Did you see what Elena was wearing to cover her crotch?”


      	Cami: “…A chastity belt?”


      	Emma: “Exactly, because I also caught her.” (I don’t think she needed to know that! Cami is taken aback.) “The belt is her punishment, and it will also be yours.”


      	Cami: “…Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma searches her wardrobe. She takes a chastity belt, but also a yoke, a corset, earplugs, a hood and a spread bar with cuffs. It looks like she got inspired.


    
      	Emma: “Get undressed. You’re going to spend some time fully restrained. You must realize that being my maid is a privilege you shouldn’t take for granted. If you misbehave again, you’ll be my rubber doll permanently.”


      	Cami: “…Yes, mistress.”

    


    


    Emma dresses Cami. The hood covers her head completely, except for her nose, so she can’t hear or see anything.
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      	Emma: “Don’t worry about Cami. She’s coming to terMs. with her secret wishes and submitting to me.”


      	Gabby: “…I understand, mistress.” (I’m starting to wonder whether Emma planned to do all that.)


      	Emma: “What time is it? Oh! We need to hurry. My mom is waiting for us.” (Emma searches for something in her closet frantically.) “Here it is! Come. You’ll be my ponygirl.”


      	Gabby: “What?!”


      	Emma: “don’t worry. It’s just for this evening.”


      	Gabby: “But… where’s your mom?”


      	Emma: “In the basement. She’s with our lawyer. We’ll meet them in 5 minutes.”


      	Gabby: “… Do you mean… the lawyer who will take care of our picture online?”


      	Emma: “Yes. She’s already seen your picture and she wishes to meet you. And she loves meeting ponygirls. We’ll surprise her!”


      	Gabby: “Um…”


      	Emma: “What’s wrong?”


      	Gabby: “I don’t know. Somewhat I feel like I’ll be put on display.”


      	Emma: “That’s typical for ponygirls. Come on. I’ll also change. Help me get undressed.”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma undresses as fast as possible. I’m not keen on being a ponygirl, but I look forward to finding out about our picture. Cami remains oblivious to everything. Now I’m thinking a rubber doll life is not that bad. It’s simple and more anonymous.


    


    Emma makes Cami get on her knees.


    
      	Emma: “Help me get dressed.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma chooses a leather outfit with thigh-high boots. I love it :-)


    
      	Emma: “As a ponygirl, you can’t talk, but you can make horse noises. You can whinny, nicker, squeal and so on.” (I wonder if I can make any of those noises. If I try, they’ll laugh at me.) “Also, I’ll give you commands like ‘Walk!’, ‘Trot!’, ‘Whoa!’, and similar. You’ll learn them all.”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, mistress.” (I’m feeling ridiculous again, like when I was diapered.)


      	Emma: “Get undressed.”

    


    I comply. In the meantime, Emma prepares my outfit.


    
      	Emma: “Becoming a good ponygirl isn’t easy, you know. Hundreds of ours of dressage are needed. An excellent ponygirl must move impeccably, without making any mistake. And she should be very disciplined. That’s why the bondage contract recommends using ponygirl training to prevent minor offenses.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.” (I feel like Emma is giving me a speech.)


      	Emma: “If I had done this earlier, perhaps you wouldn’t keep misbehaving.”


      	Gabby: “What have I done?” (Suddenly, I’m worried.)


      	Emma: “You spoke without permission when I was talking to Jessica.”


      	Gabby: “I apologize again, mistress.”

    


    Emma hardly ever forgets such things. I’m still wondering who took the picture, but I don’t dare to ask her. She finishes dressing me and smiles.
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      	Emma: “Oh my God! You look perfect!”

    


    


    
      	Emma: “I’ll snap my fingers and you’ll be my ponygirl until I snap them again. Do you have any question?”


      	Gabby: “No, mistress.”

    


    Emma snaps her fingers immediately.


    
      	Emma: “Walk!”

    


    She walks fast. I can’t barely follow her because of my pony boots. Just after entering the basement, we see Patricia… with a ponygirl! I didn’t expect that.


    
      	Stella: “Neigh! Neigh! Neigh!”


      	Emma: “Hi, mom!”


      	Patricia: “Hi.” (I notice Patricia and Emma are wearing very similar outfits.)


      	Emma: “I knew it! Look how excited Star-pony is. She likes Gabby-pony.” (Emma caresses Star-pony’s back. That woman has boobs…)


      	Patricia: “Since when is Gabby your ponygirl?”


      	Emma: “It’s just for this evening.”


      	Patricia: “Ah! OK.”


      	Emma: “I should tell you… Gabby and I have talked. Now she’s my girlfriend.”


      	Patricia: “Wow! That’s fantastic! I’m happy for you.” (Patricia and Emma hug.) “Take good care of her.”


      	Emma: “Yes, mom.”
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    Patricia smiles at me, but she doesn’t talk to me. I guess it’s because I’m a ponygirl.


    


    
      	Emma: “What can be done about our picture on the tabloid?”


      	Patricia: “They’ve already removed it.”


      	Emma: “Oh!” (Emma is surprised, but I’m not sure if she’s happy about that. I am.)
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      	Patricia: “I talked to Ashleigh, and she said first I should get a lawyer and send a cease and desist letter. So I talked to Stella. She simply called them, and they obeyed her.”


      	Emma: “Haha! They were afraid of her.”


      	Patricia: “Yes. They’ve already lost many lawsuits against her. She’s the best.” (Patricia caresses Stella’s back, as if she was a real pony.) “She also says the picture was taken with a professional camera, you know. The tabloid claiMs. its journalists were not involved. However, it would be possible to inquire who took it, in case we wish to pursue any legal action.”


      	Emma: “I don’t wish to pursue any action.”


      	Patricia: “Why not?”


      	Emma: “… It’s better to let go.” (It seems Emma doesn’t want to tell Patricia that she knows who took the picture.) “Also… there is another reason why they’ve complied so promptly. They don’t need our picture anymore. Have you checked the tabloid’s web site recently?”


      	Patricia: “No.”


      	Emma: “They’ve published an interview with Ms. Jensen where she says Ms. Austen is her slave.”


      	Patricia: “What?!”


      	Emma: “Yes, and Ms. Austen was there to confirm it. Why do you think Ms. Jensen did that? I’ve called her, but she doesn’t want to talk about it.”


      	Patricia: “I…” (Patricia looks shocked.) “When I talked with her, she didn’t tell me anything.”

    


    


    Patricia begins to comb Star-pony’s mane. She seems to like it.
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      	Emma: “Ms. Jensen also said Gabby and I shouldn’t go to school tomorrow.”


      	Patricia: “Yes. We talked about that. We agreed it was a good idea to wait one day and let things calm down.”


      	Emma: “But why? It looks like we’ve done something forbidden.”


      	Patricia: “It’s not forbidden, but it’s taboo. I’ve told you that. In any case, you’re going back on Friday, so don’t worry.”


      	Emma: “On Friday she’s celebrating ‘Bondage Day’ at school.”


      	Patricia: “What?!”


      	Emma: “She said she’s busy organizing it.”


      	Patricia: “I’ll talk to her again. She’s taking things too far.”


      	Emma: “I don’t think that’s a bad idea.”


      	Patricia: “I think she’s feeling overexcited. It can happen when someone comes out of the closet after so many years.”


      	Emma: “But such initiatives are needed to normalize bondage. I don’t want to hide what I do for the rest of my life. Why are we spending the evening in this basement? We should be getting out and enjoying a cart ride with our ponies around the neighborhood. Wouldn’t you like that?”


      	Patricia: “Yes, but the world doesn’t change so fast. You should think more about your future… and about Gabby’s future.”


      	Emma: “I’m thinking about my future. That’s why I support Ms. Jensen’s idea. Why don’t you?”


      	Patricia: “It’s not that I don’t support it… but she needs to be careful and think everything through before going ahead.”

    


    


    Patricia puts her comb back in her bag.


    
      	Patricia: “Now I’d like to resume Star-pony’s dressage.”


      	Emma: “Could we stay? Gabby-pony also needs dressage.”


      	Patricia: “But she needs to start from the beginning.”


      	Emma: “Come on! Star-pony likes her. I’m sure she also needs to retrain the basics after so much time.”


      	Stella: “Neigh! Neigh!”


      	Patricia: “…Fine.”

    


    Patricia takes two riding crops and gives one of them to Emma.


    
      	Patricia: “Walk!”


      	Emma: “Walk!” (I start to walk normally.) “Whoa! Look at Star-pony. You must raise you thighs until they are parallel to the ground.”

    


    I look at her. She seems very concentrated on her movements.


    
      	Emma: “Walk!”

    


    I try to imitate her. It’s more difficult than it seems, mainly because of the pony boots.


    
      	Emma: “Higher!”

    


    Emma hits the back of my thighs with her riding crop.


    
      	Emma: “Keep straight! And raise your chin!”

    


    Emma moves my chin up with her crop. I try to look at Star~pony to copy her.
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      	Emma: “Don’t look sideways!”


      	Patricia: “Let her look at Star-pony for a while. You’re overwhelming her.”


      	Emma: “Whoa!”

    


    I’m glad Patricia suggested that. Emma doesn’t look upset.


    


    We look at Star-pony. Her movements are perfectly timed, her torso is totally straight, her chin is up, her eyes stare at the horizon, and she doesn’t deviate from an imaginary line as she advances. She’s amazing! What Emma said is true: to become an excellent ponygirl, many hours of dressage are needed.


    
      	Patricia: “Whoa! Well done.”

    


    Patricia takes a sugar cube from a jar and feeds it to Star-pony. She seems proud of herself.


    
      	Patricia: “She likes having an audience.”


      	Emma: “I suppose she doesn’t need to retrain anything.”


      	Patricia: “Perhaps not simple things, but dressage never ends. There is always something to be perfected.”


      	Emma: “Do you think Gabby could be as good as her one day?”


      	Patricia: “Perhaps…I doubt it.”


      	Emma: “Why? Do you think I can’t train her as well as you do?”


      	Patricia: “Haha! Why are you so competitive?”


      	Emma: “I believe Gabby-pony has potential.”


      	Patricia: “Sure she does. But Star-pony has a little secret. She took ballet lessons for many years when she was young.”


      	Emma: “Oh!”


      	Patricia: “Look.”

    


    Patricia makes a sign with her crop. Star-pony raises her right thigh and she keeps it there, perfectly parallel to the ground, and perfectly still. I’ll never be able to do that.
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    Patricia makes another sign so that Star-pony rests her leg.


    
      	Emma: “Why don’t you take her to the contest?” (What contest?!)


      	Patricia: “I used to take her. But it’s frustrating. Catherine always wins.”


      	Emma: “Why? Is the jury rigged?”


      	Patricia: “In a way, yes. But she doesn’t do anything. It’s just that… the jury wishes to please her.”

    


    A phone rings and Patricia takes it from her bag.
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      	Patricia: “Hello.” (…) “Good evening, Ms. Jensen.” (…) “Yes, she’s just told me about it.” (…) “A talk?” (…) “That’s very kind of you, but I’m afraid I’ll have to decline.” (…) “No, I’ve never spoken about it publicly.” (…) “In my opinion, this looks a bit rushed. I’d suggest you reflect upon it.” (…) “Ms. Neal? You mean our president?” (…) “Yes, I can give you her number.” (…) “You’re welcome.” (…) “Bye.”

    


    Patricia doesn’t look very happy.


    
      	Emma: “She’s asked you to give a talk at Bondage Day, right?”


      	Patricia: “Yes.”


      	Emma: “And you’ve declined. Why?”


      	Patricia: “Because I don’t wish to.”


      	Emma: “But why? I think you’re the best mistress in the world, and you’re a great conversationalist. I can’t think about anyone better than you to give it, not even Catherine.”


      	Patricia: “You’re not going to persuade me.”


      	Emma: “If it’s too soon. we could ask Ms. Jensen to postpone it.”


      	Patricia: “That’s not the reason. Don’t insist.”

    


    Emma looks disappointed. I feel she wishes her mom to be a renowned and famous mistress, I guess more like Catherine, but Patricia is not interested. Sometimes I wish Emma was a bit more like Patricia.

  

  
    Chapter 26


    
      	Patricia: “I’d like to resume Star-pony’s dressage in the gym.”


      	Emma: “Could we go with you? Gabby-pony needs to exercise.”


      	Patricia: “…Fine. Walk!”


      	Emma: “Walk!”

    


    Emma hits my buttocks with the riding crop and we go upstairs. We enter a small gym with some machines and a punching bag.


    
      	Emma: “A ponygirl must be in very good shape, you know. It’s not enough for her to be able to walk slowly and elegantly. She should also be able to trot and gallop, and even to carry her mistress.”

    


    Patricia touches a treadmill with her riding crop and Star-pony steps on it.


    
      	Patricia: “Trot!”

    


    Initially, her pace is slow, but Patricia increases it gradually. Soon Star-pony is made to gallop really fast! Patricia keeps using her riding crop to perfect Star-pony’s position while galloping.


    
      	Emma: “Wow! That’s unbelievable.”


      	Patricia: “It is. She’s able to gallop faster with hooves than without them.”


      	Emma: “Gabby-pony, it’s your turn.”

    


    Emma points to another treadmill with her crop, and I step in. Then she detaches my mittens from the armbinder.


    
      	Emma: “This way you won’t be at a disadvantage. Trot!”
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    I begin to trot at a moderate speed. Then Emma increases it. Then she increases it again. I’m galloping almost as fast as I can, but clearly Star-pony is faster than me. After five minutes, I’m getting sweaty and tired, and I feel afraid of falling down. I’m suffering.


    
      	Patricia: “I think you should slow it down.”

    


    Emma obeys Patricia. I’m really glad she said that. Eventually, Emma stops my treadmill.


    


    
      	Patricia: “Whoa!”

    


    Patricia stops Star-pony’s treadmill and gives her another sugar cube.


    
      	Emma: “Mom, Star-pony seems so perfect. Is there something she doesn’t do well?”


      	Patricia: “In my opinion, no. But at the contest the jury gave her a lower mark at the carrying exercise.”


      	Emma: “Why?”


      	Patricia: “I don’t know. Look.”

    


    Patricia makes a sign with her crop and Star-pony gets on all fours. Then Patricia sits on her! I hadn’t thought about the concrete meaning of ‘carrying’ until now.


    
      	Patricia: “Walk!”

    


    Patricia raises her legs and whips Star-pony’s buttocks. Her full weight is on Star-pony, but she’s able to crawl without problems. Suddenly, Emma removes my armbinder.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s try.”

    


    She points to the floor with her crop. I get on all fours, but I’m already very tired. She sits on my back and raises her legs.


    
      	Emma: “Walk!”

    


    I try to crawl. I’m not sure how much Emma weighs, but clearly she’s heavier than me. I need to make an immense effort to advance quite slowly. After two or three meters, I collapse.


    
      	Emma: “Gabby!!” (Emma stands up.) “Definitely, you need to exercise. We’ll start tomorrow.”


      	Patricia: “Give her water.”

    


    Emma takes a bucket and fills it with tap water. She removes my gag and I drink as fast as I can. I feel relieved. Meanwhile Star-pony keeps carrying Patricia around the gym.
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      	Patricia: “Whoa!”

    


    Patricia removes Star-pony’s gag. Then she points to her own leg with her crop, and Star-pony begins to lick her boot.


    
      	Emma: “Why do you make her do that now?”


      	Patricia: “Because I’ve decided to end the dressage. She’s thanking me.”


      	Emma: “Oh!”


      	Patricia: “But I wouldn’t need a motive. I believe every submissive should lick her mistress’s boots or shoes regularly. It’s a great way to worship a mistress, and to show respect and obedience.”


      	Emma: “I completely agree.”

    


    Emma looks at me and points to her leg. I begin to show ‘respect and obedience’.
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      	Emma: “Mom, I believe dressage in a gym is important, but… it has some limitations. Why don’t we build a stable?”


      	Patricia: “Where?”


      	Emma: “Here, in the lawn that surrounds our house.”


      	Patricia: “No. People can see it from outside.”


      	Emma: “But… I believe you should have one. Star-pony would love it.”


      	Stella: “Neigh! Neigh!”


      	Emma: “You see? Why do you care so much about people? This is a private property. If Catherine has one, why wouldn’t you?”


      	Patricia: “Catherine’s stable is in the middle of nowhere. You can’t even see it from the road.”


      	Emma: “Then we could find a place like that.”


      	Patricia: “We could… but I can’t be here and there at the same time.”


      	Emma: “I could take care of it.”


      	Patricia: “Perhaps one day, when you become responsible enough.”

    


    Emma doesn’t reply. I bet she didn’t like the last thing Patricia said.


    


    
      	Emma: “Mom, our ponies look really nice. Let’s take some pictures.”


      	Patricia: “…Sure.”

    


    We exit the gym and we enter another room. There is a cart there! When Emma talked about a cart ride, I didn’t imagine there was a real cart in the basement.


    
      	Emma: “This is our pony photo booth. It’s very popular.”


      	Patricia: “Who goes first?”


      	Emma: “…You.”

    


    Patricia removes Star-pony’s corset.


    
      	Emma: “Why are you undressing her?”


      	Patricia: “To dress her with the harness that can be attached to the cart. I’ve never taken pictures with Star-pony, you know. We should take good ones.”


      	Emma: “Oh! In that case, I’ll also undress Gabby.”

    


    While Emma undresses me, Patricia puts on Star-pony’s harness. She also takes off her gag and puts on a hood with a bit and reins. Then she inserts a pony tail into Star’s anus! Finally, she attaches the harness to the cart, sits on it and holds the reins.


    
      	Patricia: “We are ready.”


      	Emma: “Which background would you like?”


      	Patricia: “…An old town. The second one in the list.”

    


    Emma selects that one and takes plenty of pictures.
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      	Emma: “Mom, these are perfect. You look awesome!” (Emma shows the pictures to Patricia.) “Don’t you think?”


      	Patricia: “I like them. Thanks.”

    


    I think the pictures are really cool. Patricia’s words don’t sound very enthusiastic, but she looks genuinely happy.


    


    Emma dresses me with a harness and a hood similar to those Star-pony is wearing. Then she takes a pony tail, and I get nervous.


    
      	Emma: “Mom, do you think the pony tail is necessary?”


      	Patricia: “I think it looks nice. Why do you ask?”


      	Emma: “It’s just that… Gabby-pony hasn’t begun her anal training yet.” (I feel relieved when I hear that.)


      	Patricia: “Ah! Well, the tail’s butt plug is quite small. It would be a good way to start.”

    


    Ahh!!! I was hoping Patricia would save me, like when she told Emma to stop the treadmill or to give me water. Emma takes some lubricant and puts it on the plug. Then she puts on a latex glove and wipes my anus. Instinctively, I close my buttocks.


    
      	Emma: “Don’t be nervous.” (I keep my buttocks closed.) “Mom, please turn around for one second. I think Gabby-pony needs some privacy.”

    


    Patricia and Star-pony leave the photo studio. However, I’m still rather nervous. Emma begins to whisper to my ear.


    
      	Emma: “Relax.”

    


    I open my buttocks a bit, and Emma touches my anus with her index finger.
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      	Emma: “You’re very tense. Haven’t you ever taken any rectal suppository?” (I can’t remember right now, but Emma’s words distract me a bit. She pushes her finger inside.) “You see. It’s not that difficult.” (It wasn’t, but the plug is much thicker. Emma begins to move her finger in and out.) “Once you get a bit used to it, you’ll love it. One day you’ll beg me to fuck your ass with big dildos. I promise.” (Emma places her finger fully inside my ass.

    


    Suddenly, she removes her finger and takes the pony-tail.


    
      	Emma: “My mom is very proud of Star-pony, you know. But I’d never change you for her or for anyone else. Nobody is better than you at learning new things.” (I admit Emma knows how to talk to me. If there is something I’m proud of, it’s my ability to learn. She begins to push the tail’s plug inside, and I bite my horse bit hard. Eventually, all of it gets inside.). “Good pony!!”

      


    


    


    Emma attaches reins to my bit.


    
      	Emma: “Walk!”

    


    She holds the reins and guides me towards the pulling bars of the carriage. Then she binds them to my harness.


    
      	Emma: “Put your arms behind your back, as if you were wearing your armbinder.” (Emma sits on the carriage and I obey her.) “Mom! We’re ready!”

    


    Patricia and Star-pony come back. Patricia smiles.


    
      	Patricia: “It didn’t take long.”


      	Emma: “My pony is a quick learner.”

    


    The plug inside my ass doesn’t feel comfortable, but I like that Emma seems proud of me.


    
      	Patricia: “Shall we start?”


      	Emma: “Yes, but please change the background. I’d like the wild west town.”


      	Patricia: “Sure.”

    


    Patricia begins to take pictures. I look straight ahead, like Star-pony did. Suddenly, the plug slides out a bit. Or is it my imagination? I put pressure on it with my buttocks so that the tail doesn’t fall.


    [image: ]


    
      	Patricia: “Enough?”


      	Emma: “…Please take some more. Later I’ll share them on Instagram.”

    


    Ahh!!! Emma’s words make me restless and the plug slides out again. I twist my head.


    
      	Emma: “I’ll share them only with my mom and with you. Look forward.”

    


    Honestly, I don’t know why I care about that anymore. Everybody saw my picture online.


    
      	Patricia: “Smile.”

    


    Emma sounded annoyed. I don’t wish to upset her again, so I put a lot of pressure to keep the plug inside my ass. I’m realizing how submissive I am. I try to please Emma all the time.


    


    
      	Emma: “Mom, you may stop.”


      	Patricia: “Fine.”

    


    Emma stands up and detaches my reins and my harness.


    
      	Emma: “Your tail is loose.”

    


    She grabs my tail. I believe she’s going to take it off, but suddenly she thrusts it in! I suppress a scream. I realize the plug was never totally inside before. Now it’s more uncomfortable, but I don’t need to put any pressure to keep it in.


    
      	Patricia: “Do you like them?”

    


    Patricia shows the pictures to Emma, and she begins to smile again.


    
      	Emma: “They’re great!” (Patricia puts the camera back on its tripod.) “Mom, I wonder… why didn’t you take pictures with Star-pony before?”


      	Patricia: “I’m not so enthusiastic about pictures as you. But also… I don’t see her so often.” (Patricia smiles.) “I have more interesting things to do when I meet her.”


      	Emma: “But, after all these years, doesn’t she wish to be your ponygirl full time?”


      	Stella: “Neigh! Neigh!”
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      	Patricia: “…As you can see, she does, but I don’t have time to take care of her. You know I have other… it’s not like between Gabby and you.” (I realize Patricia still doesn’t know about Jessica and Cami.) “It’s also more exciting this way. Don’t you think?”


      	Emma: “What do you mean?”


      	Patricia: “I mean… if she went with it full time, she’d just be a pony. Now she’s both the managing partner of a renowned law firm, and my obedient pony, ready to do whatever I wish.” (Patricia smiles.) “Isn’t that exciting?”

    


    Emma doesn’t reply. I guess she didn’t expect to hear that. I’m also a bit surprised.


    


    
      	Emma: “I don’t know… I just know I wish to be with Gabby all the time.” (I feel super happy when I hear that.)


      	Patricia: “As I said, it’s not like between Gabby and you.”


      	Emma: “But… does Star-pony misbehave?”


      	Patricia: “…Nowadays, she doesn’t. Many years ago, she did something wrong on purpose, just once.”


      	Emma: “How did you punish her?”


      	Patricia: “I didn’t meet her for a long time.”


      	Emma: “I see… I can’t do that to Gabby.”


      	Patricia: “I know, but I’m sure Gabby won’t misbehave voluntarily.” (I’m also glad to hear that from Patricia.) “And I think I was too mean. A pony without her mistress is totally lost.”

    


    Patricia walks behind Star-pony and makes her bend over. Then she begins to massage her neck.


    
      	Emma: “What are you doing?”


      	Patricia: “I do this to soothe her when she’s feeling restless or distressed. At the moment she’s feeling sad.”


      	Emma: “How do you know?”


      	Patricia: “A good mistress must know how her pony is feeling, you know. Ponygirls can’t speak. Look at Gabby-pony. Why don’t you give her a sugar cube? She’s tired.”

    


    Patricia is right. I’m really tired after all that galloping. Emma removes my bit and feeds me a cube she took from Patricia’s bag.
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      	Patricia: “Now I wish to reward my pony. We’ll be in my private room.” (I didn’t know about that room.)


      	Emma: “OK. I hope to see Star again soon.”


      	Stella: “Neigh!” (Emma caresses Star’s face.)


      	Emma: “Good night, mom.”


      	Patricia: “Goodnight.”

    


    


    Patricia and Star-pony leave. Then Emma snaps her fingers.


    
      	Emma: “How do you like being a pony?”


      	Gabby: “…” (I didn’t expect the question.) “It’s not easy.”


      	Emma: “Yes, lots of dressage is needed. I’d like to train my own ponygirl from scratch, you know.” (No, I didn’t know!) “But not you. I’d miss talking with you.” (Now I smile.) “Are you really so tired?”


      	Gabby: “I am, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Then I’ll get you ready for sleeping. I’ll reward you tomorrow.”


      	Gabby: “…What will be my reward?”


      	Emma: “Typically ponygirls get strap-on fucked. It’s to relieve all the tension accumulated during dressage.”


      	Gabby: “I’m also very tense, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Haha! I knew you weren’t that tired. Follow me. I’ll show you something.”

    


    After walking out of the photo studio, we enter the elevator. Emma presses the button to go to the lowest level. I realize the basement has more floors than I thought. Once we exit the elevator, Emma opens a door made of metal bars. I see a corridor with 6 high security doors.


    
      	Emma: “Here we are.”


      	Gabby: “Mistress, this looks like… a prison.”
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      	Emma: “Yes, it was designed as such. Originally, this place was intended for harsh punishments, you know. Slaves would be kept here to correct their misbehavior. However, my mom has used it to give accommodation to some of the basement’s employees.”


      	Gabby: “You mean… they lived here permanently?!”


      	Emma: “Yes, especially the maids. They were all in bondage to my mom. Well, they still are. If my mom reopens the club, I guess they’d come back. But now this is empty… or not. I haven’t asked my mom, but I guess Elena sleeps here.”


      	Gabby: “What?!”

    


    


    Emma opens one of the high security doors without replying to me.


    
      	Emma: “My mom uses this cell to store bondage furniture she doesn’t use anymore. These are pieces made of wood, like those you’d find in a stable.” (I guess that’s why we came here.) “Are you already getting horny, like in the room for orgies?”


      	Gabby: “…” (Suddenly Emma caresses my crotch.)


      	Emma: “You aren’t wet. How is it going with your pony tail?”


      	Gabby: “…I’m getting used to it, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Let’s remove it. Bend over.”

    


    Emma takes out my pony tail slowly. I feel relieved.


    
      	Emma: “I think there are better butt plugs there.” (Ouch!)

    


    Emma opens a trunk next to the wall.


    
      	Emma: “Wow! There’s plenty of stuff here.” (It’s indeed full of things, but they’re disorganized.) “Help me search for a butt plug.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma and I browse the stuff. Many of the things… I don’t even know what they are.


    
      	Emma: “Oh, this outfit! I’ve seen it in some old pictures, you know. I’ll try it on. Help me get dressed.”

    


    After Emma removes my mittens, I help her with the outfit.


    
      	Emma: “Put on the strap-on.”


      	Gabby: “Eh!? …Yes, mistress.”

    


    It turns out this outfit has a matching strap-on dildo. I get on my knees and help Emma put it on. Now I’m wondering what kind of pictures she has seen, and who was on them.
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      	Emma: “How do I look?”


      	Gabby: “Perfect, mistress.”

    


    By looking at this huge dildo from such a short distance, I begin to get turned on.


    


    
      	Emma: “Remove everything except your harness.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    While I obey Emma, she browses the stuff in the trunk again. Eventually she takes lubricant, a butt plug and a hood.


    
      	Emma: “Bend over here.”

    


    Emma points to a bondage furniture similar to a stock, and I obey her.


    
      	Emma: “This time I’ll blindfold you. Let’s find out how excited you get.”

    


    The hood only leaves my nose and my mouth uncovered. Emma also collars me and cuffs my hands and my ankles.
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      	Emma: “From today on, you’ll love butt plugs. I promise.”

    


    Emma fingers my anus. She’s wearing gloves again. After that she begins to push the butt plug and I get tense, like in the photo studio.


    
      	Emma: “What’s wrong?”


      	Gabby: “…Nothing, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Are you worried about what my mom said?”


      	Gabby: “…” (What could I be worried about?)


      	Emma: “You shouldn’t be. Even if Elena isn’t someone… renowned, she has much more chances than all the others.”


      	Gabby: “…” (I still can’t recall what Patricia said.)


      	Emma: “I believe my mom has her own insecurities, you know. But she hides them very well.”


      	Gabby: “…What insecurities?”


      	Emma: “I think she regrets not going to university. In her mind, scientists, lawyers or even politicians are more important than her. She feels she’s just a mistress. Look! It’s all in already.”

    


    It’s true! I was so distracted I didn’t notice the butt plug getting in. Now my anus feels full.


    


    Emma touches my pussy again.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s get it ready.”

    


    I expect her to use a vibrator, but she begins to lick it! She had done that only once, just after she caned my buttocks on Sunday.


    
      	Gabby: “Ah!!”


      	Emma: “Wow! You’re getting wet really fast now.”

    


    Emma licks my pussy for just half a minute, but it’s more than enough to get me turned on.


    
      	Emma: “I bet this won’t take long.”

    


    She penetrates me with the dildo easily and begins to fuck my pussy.
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      	Emma: “I don’t feel less important than you at all, you know.”


      	Gabby: “Ah!!”

    


    She starts to fuck me hard. Her ability to talk while fucking me is remarkable.


    
      	Emma: “But I don’t need that. I’m always excited when I dominate you.”


      	Gabby: “Ah!!!”

    


    I’m so aroused I can barely listen to her. Although this butt plug is less long than the one of the pony tail, it is thicker and it puts lots of pressure on my pussy. With the big dildo, I feel totally full, more than ever before.


    
      	Emma: “That doesn’t mean I don’t wish for you to become someone renowned.”


      	Gabby: “Ahh!!!”

    


    My body shakes and I come.


    
      	Emma: “You love butt plugs now, don’t you?”


      	Gabby: “…I…do, mistress.”

    


    Emma lets me catch my breath. I feel amazing.


    


    After orgasming, I recall Patricia said she finds exciting that Star-pony is a renowned lawyer. That’s what Emma is taking about now. I thought Patricia just meant she likes relationships with women who have an interesting life outside bondage. I never got the impression she feels inferior to Star, Ashleigh or anyone else. Suddenly, I hear Emma moving something under me.


    
      	Emma: “Suck the dildo.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma puts the head of the dildo in my mouth and keeps it there.


    
      	Emma: “I want you to become a politician.” (Eh?! I’d like to study English Literature.) “You’ll be instrumental in enacting legislation that will normalize bondage in our society.” (She takes out the dildo.)


      	Gabby: “Mistress, I wish to…”


      	Emma: “Deepthroat it now.”

    


    Emma pushes the dildo back in my mouth. To my surprise, my gag reflex isn’t triggered, so the dildo gets into my throat.
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      	Emma: “Wow! You are such a fast learner. I’m sure you’ll manage to do more than normalize it. You’ll build a society in which everyone practices bondage. Just imagine it, a world in which dominant women are mistresses and the rest are slaves who serve them day and night.”

    


    Emma’s words make my mind conjure up the Roman Empire, although I understand she refers to a different kind of slavery. Suddenly Emma removes the dildo.


    
      	Emma: “Wouldn’t you like to live in a true Bondage World?”


      	Gabby: “…I…” (I’m not sure if Emma is serious or if everything is a fantasy. But, in truth, in such a world I wouldn’t need to worry about pictures online, Evelyn and Natalie, or anything like that.) “I’d love it.”


      	Emma: “Then it’s settled. You must create a Bondage World.”

    


    


    Emma removes my collar and uncuffs my wrists and ankles. I have so many questions I don’t know where to start.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, I don’t have the impression Ms. Schulte feels less important than anyone.”


      	Emma: “As I said, she hides her insecurities very well.”


      	Gabby: “But… why do you think she feels that way?”


      	Emma: “Because of comments she makes from time to time.”

    


    Emma helps me stand up. Then I hear pieces of furniture being moved. Finally, she makes me lie on my back and cuffs me again. I thought we were done with fucking, but I was wrong :-)


    
      	Emma: “My mom doesn’t want me to be a mistress full time, you know. She wishes for me to do something valuable to mankind like, in her own words, discovering the cure for cancer.” (I was never told what illness Patricia had, but perhaps…) “But for me there’s nothing more important than bondage. Normalizing it will be my contribution to mankind.”

    


    Emma penetrates me again and begins to fuck me.
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      	Gabby: “Ah!… Still, I’m not sure that means she feels inferior to others.”



      	Emma: “…It’s also related to what happened when she was pregnant. After my grandparents discovered she was a mistress, they forced her to choose between bondage and everything else. She chose bondage and lost her family, going to university, and so on… but she wanted to have both. Nothing like that would have happened if bondage was well-regarded. That’s why I, well, you and I, must popularize it.” (It never occurred to me the reason Emma is so keen on normalizing bondage was related to her mom’s suffering. Now I realize she’s completely serious.)


      “To be clear, my grandparents wanted my mom to feel bondage is despicable, but she doesn’t at all. She loves bondage. Still, they’ve made her internalize she’s not as important as others.”


    


    


    Emma starts to fuck me harder.


    
      	Emma: “The good thing is… thanks to that, Elena has more chances.”


      	Gabby: “Ahh!… You mean… because Ms. Schulte doesn’t feel less important than my mom?”


      	Emma: “Exactly. Before her illness, my mom never got very close to any woman, but she was somewhat more open with Trinity.” (I recall Trinity was her former maid.) “Now I believe she wishes to have an intimate relationship, but she won’t have it with any of the others. I think she’s afraid of looking weak and inferior if she opens up to them.”


      	Gabby: “So… all the others are renowned women?”


      	Emma: “…I’d say yes. Don’t you think?”


      	Gabby: “I only know about Star-pony and Ashleigh-puppy.”


      	Emma: “Ah! True. Umm… I’m not sure my mom wishes you to know who the others are.” (Damn it! I was really curious…) “But I bet all of them are willing to serve my mom full time if she demands it, like Star.”

    


    While Emma keeps fucking me, I continue thinking about Patricia.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress… have you ever talked about that with Ms. Schulte?”


      	Emma: “…I’ve asked her why she doesn’t have a girlfriend a few times… but all this is distracting you. You have my permission to come.”

    


    It seems Emma wishes to avoid the question. Suddenly she puts her thumb inside my mouth. For some reason, licking the leather glove turns me on even more than licking her fingers, and I begin to squirt.
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      	Emma: “Haha! I knew you’d love it.”

    


    My body shakes and I come again. In the end, my orgasm was very intense.


    


    Emma uncuffs me and removes my butt plug and my hood. I get on my knees immediately.


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


      	Emma: “It seems you need more education. You’ve misbehaved again.”


      	Gabby: “What have I done?” (Suddenly I’m worried.)


      	Emma: “The fact that you don’t know makes it even worse. You didn’t ask for permission to come before your first orgasm.”


      	Gabby: “Ah, OK.”


      	Emma: “What do you mean ‘Ah, OK’?” (Now Emma looks upset.) “You must never come if I don’t allow it explicitly. It’s extremely important, and this isn’t the first time you’ve done it.”


      	Gabby: “I apologize, mistress.”


      	Emma: “You’ll apologize soon. Help me take off my clothes.”

    


    Emma undresses and puts on the outfit she was wearing before. Then she sits on an old bondage chair.


    
      	Emma: “Lie on your back and lick the bottom of my boots.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    She looks pensive. I clean her boots the best I can for some minutes.
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      	Emma: “When I said Elena could be sleeping here, you seemed quite shocked. Why?”


      	Gabby: “Because… this place is a bit scary. And also… I wish Ms. Schulte and my mom will sleep together one day, like us.”


      	Emma: “So do I.” (Emma smiles just for one second.) “But tonight, you’ll sleep here.”


      	Gabby: “Eh!? But… mistress, I promise I’ll never do that again.”


      	Emma: “And I hope this punishment will help you keep your promise. Now kiss my boots.”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, mistress.” (I comply.)

    


    


    I follow Emma to another room.


    
      	Emma: “There are bondage beds in several cells. I don’t know which one Elena could be using, but I should make sure you don’t use the same one.” (Emma thinks for a few seconds.) “You’ll sleep there.”


      	Gabby: “Where? In that box?”


      	Emma: “Yes. It’s normally used for slave transportation, but occasionally it can also be used for sleeping.”

    


    Emma opens the box. It looks like a coffin.


    
      	Gabby: “But… will I be able to breathe?”


      	Emma: “Do you think I would place you somewhere where you can’t breathe?”


      	Gabby: “I apologize, mistress.” (Now Emma looks more upset. It’s better I don’t show reluctance again.)


      	Emma: “In fact, the box has a microphone inside. If you shout, it will open automatically. But I would find out, so you mustn’t do that unless you have an emergency.”


      	Gabby: “I understand, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Take off your harness and relieve yourself there.”

    


    Emma points to an old potty chair. I realize there are no toilets here. She keeps looking at me while I obey her. When I’m done, she hands me tissue paper, and I clean myself.


    
      	Emma: “Get inside.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Once I’m in the box, Emma blindfolds me.
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      	Emma: “I know it will be dark in there, but you must get used to sleep while blindfolded.” (Emma caresses my cheeks.) “I’ll be back in the morning. Goodnight, Gabby.”


      	Gabby: “Goodnight, mistress.”

    


    Emma kisses me. That makes me feel a bit better. Then she closes the box.


    


    The cell door opens and closes, but I almost can’t hear it. This box blocks my hearing as much as the rubber doll earplugs. I already miss Emma. I guess she’s going to bed.


    Wait! Cami is in her room! Where will she sleep? I know Cami told me she loves me and all that, but… I’m feeling anxious again. Are they spending time together right now? Perhaps Emma is letting Cami lick her feet again… And there is also Jessica. Probably Emma has gone to check how she’s doing in her cage. And maybe she’s using a sex machine to take care again of her ‘sexual wellness’, as Emma would say it. Or she might even be fucking her with a strap-on! Was Emma planning all along to put me in this box to get rid of me and then do whatever she pleases?!


    I need to calm down. I should stop thinking about Cami and Jessica. Today I’ve become Emma’s girlfriend. And she has already told Patricia, so she’s serious about me. She even said we could travel together in the Summer…


    My mood goes up and down, like a rollercoaster. Before Emma began talking to me last week, I was sad. But I was steadily sad. Now I’m happy, anxious, excited, nervous… all at once! However, I’m 100% sure I don’t wish to go back to where I was before.


    I should try to sleep. In fact, I’m quite exhausted. Since I’ve been with Emma, more remarkable things happen every day than they used to happen to me in one year. Today, our picture was published on a tabloid, I went into little space, Jessica and Cami came here, I was turned into a pony, my anal training began… Days with Emma feel very long.


    ***


    One hour or more later, I’m still awake. I’ve tried everything, even counting sheep. Suddenly, I hear the door again. Is Emma back? Now I believe someone is talking. Perhaps it’s my mom, but if feels more like a conversation! I get tense. Whoever they are, I know I’m not supposed to be here.
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    The noise from outside continues, although now I don’t hear any chatting. It sounds more like steps and things being moved. I’m totally still because I’m afraid of the microphone Emma mentioned, which could open my box.


    Who could be in this cell? Maybe it’s just my mom, but I’ve never heard her talking aloud on her own. Perhaps Patricia is with her. That would be nice. Even if they don’t sleep together, if Patricia comes here with my mom to get her ready for bed and wish her goodnight, then that means she cares about her.


    I know my mom loves Patricia, or she’s besotted with her. There’s no other possible explanation to how obedient she has become. Before coming here, I would never have said my mom is submissive, but now she even lets Emma punish her! I hope Emma is right when she says my mom has more chances than the others with Patricia.


    Now I believe someone is moaning! There is some bondage furniture in this cell, which Patricia and my mom could be using. I get even more tense. If my box opens right now… I don’t know what the consequences would be. I’d be super embarrassed. In fact, I should already be embarrassed. It’s like I’m spying on my mom!
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    But wait. Perhaps it’s someone else. It could be Patricia with Star-pony… or with a woman I haven’t met. It could even be Emma, who in fact is the only one that knows I’m here. Perhaps she’s testing my obedience by making noises to check if I open my box.


    The moaning doesn’t stop. In truth, it’s becoming louder and louder. This is driving me insane. I’m really tempted to scream, get up, remove my blindfold and find out who is here.


    


    Suddenly the moaning stops. I hear again a bit of chatting, steps and things being moved. But soon afterwards the moaning resumes. What should I do? If my box opens right now, it will look as if I was spying deliberately. I guess I could pretend I was asleep. That’s what I should be doing anyway. But perhaps it’s better I open the box myself and explain what has happened, although that means Emma could be blamed…


    Why am I feeling guilty? I didn’t cause this situation. Well, it’s true I forgot to ask Emma for permission to come, but I didn’t choose to be here. And yet, I feel guilty. Perhaps this is another sign I’m submissive. Since Emma mentioned it, I’ve realized she’s right. I’m submissive because I’m usually willing to please others: my mom, my teachers… and when it comes to Emma, I’m eager not only to please her all the time, but also to take the blame if she makes mistakes.
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    The moaning gets louder and louder. Whoever is out there, she’s enjoying herself for sure. And her mistress must be very good at fucking, like Emma. Well, I know I can’t really judge Emma because I’ve never had sex with anyone else, but I’m convinced everyone would agree with me. Emma is awesome at fucking. She’s better than any porn star I’ve ever watched. She’s completely amazing.


    Perhaps that’s making me even more submissive. The main reason I wish to please Emma is that I love her, but now… even if I didn’t love her, I’d submit to her just to get fucked!


    I remind myself I must obey Emma. She said I mustn’t open the box, so I won’t do it. And if it opens itself, I’ll take the blame. I’ll say it was my idea to be here.


    


    The moaning stops again, and is followed by more chatting and more steps. Why am I paying attention to what they do? I must sleep. These days I haven’t slept enough, like that night I spent working on my project.


    Wow! I’ve just realized today I haven’t done any homework. And what’s more shocking… I didn’t worry about it. I guess my priorities are changing. On Monday I was still quite focused on doing well at school, but now… I don’t care that much anymore. I feel I only care about Emma.


    I wonder how she has managed to do well at school. I’ve done better than her, but the reason is… school is basically the only thing I’ve done. In contrast, Emma had many relationships. And before her issues with her friends began, she also hung out and partied with them frequently. I don’t know how she can keep focused on studying.


    Moreover, I believe Patricia is very wealthy. Just the money she’d make by selling her house and the basement… it’s many times more than what my mom could earn in a lifetime. One reason I was motivated to study was to be able to help my mom financially, but now… it seems unnecessary. And I’m thinking more and more about the toy life Emma described. I imagine myself spending every day next to Emma, going wherever she goes, always available for her and ready to lick her pussy and to get fucked. It really turns me on! But she has just said she wants me to become a politician. If that’s what she wishes, I’ll do it. I must please her.
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    The moaning comes back. Now it’s less loud and less frequent, and it sounds a bit more like screaming. I wonder what they are doing. Anyway, I’m having all those thoughts about my future with Emma but, if this box opens, everything could fall apart. If Emma breaks up with me, I would feel like dying. I must make sure she’s always happy with me.


    


    The moaning stops and, shortly afterwards, I hear the door closing. Then, silence. I guess they’re gone, and I calm down. Now I really must sleep, because tomorrow… well, actually I have no idea what we will do tomorrow. I used to decide what I would do and my life was very predictable, I guess boring for most people. Now Emma decides for me, and she surprises me all the time! If I could choose, I would forget about anything else and spend the whole day with Emma, just enjoying ourselves. I’d forget about pictures online, Julia and Emily’s ceremony, Evelyn and Natalie, Cami, Jessica, Chloe, Lexy and even Patricia and my mom! I wouldn’t let anything or anyone interfere. I start to imagine how my day with Emma would be, and I fall asleep.


    The door wakes me up. I don’t feel tired, so I guess it’s already time to get up. I wait for Emma to open my box, but it doesn’t happen. Instead, I hear steps and chatting. What does this mean? Maybe they’ve come back, or they’ve never left. Or it could be that Patricia has returned, while my mom slept here. I can’t possibly know. What if Emma comes back right now? I get tense once more. As I thought last night, my life here is everything but boring.


    [image: ]


    Eventually, the door closes, and there is silence again. I just hope Emma comes soon and the danger is over. Should I tell her about all the noises I’ve heard? If she asks me if I slept well, I must tell her. Otherwise I would be lying to my mistress. And maybe she’ll even be proud of me. After all, I went through all that without disobeying her.

  

  
    Day 07

  

  
    Chapter 27


    After more than one hour, I hear the door again. I pray this time it’s Emma and wait for my box to be opened, but suddenly it starts to move! Someone is dragging it slowly. What do I do?!


    I try to think as fast as I can. Should I open it? If it’s my mom or Patricia, they will discover that I’ve been here the whole night. But what if my mom is moving this box somewhere else? She doesn’t need it in her cell. Maybe she’s taking it to a storage room, and then Emma won’t find it. And what if she puts something heavy on the box? Then I won’t be able to open it myself! I panic.


    
      	Gabby: “Ahh!”

    


    After screaming, I touch the lid. It didn’t open!


    
      	Gabby: “Ahhh!!!”

    


    I scream louder, but the lid remains closed!


    
      	Gabby: “Ahhh!!! Please! Help!”

    


    I decide to push the lid. It opens. Then the box stops moving. I sit up as fast as I can and remove my blindfold.


    
      	Emma: “Hahaha!”

    


    Emma is next to me. She bursts out laughing.


    
      	Emma: “Oh, Gabby! I should have recorded this.”


      	Gabby: “This isn’t funny!”


      	Emma: “Come here.”

    


    She kisses my left cheek repeatedly while caressing my right cheek.
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      	Emma: “I’m proud of you because you didn’t open the box. And you even believed me when I said there is a microphone inside!”


      	Gabby: “Eh?! So then how did I open it?”


      	Emma: “I didn’t close it. I just put a sticker to check whether you had opened it.”

    


    Emma keeps giggling. I’m still annoyed, but at the same time I’m glad everything is over.


    


    
      	Emma: “You’re upset, right?”


      	Gabby: “…” (I’m not annoyed anymore, but I pretend to be.)


      	Emma: “That’s good.” (Emma smiles.) “You’ll need to muster all your anger against me.”


      	Gabby: “Why?”


      	Emma: “Soon you’ll find out. Get up.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma collars and handcuffs me. I start to think… besides her prank, has she done something that could make me angry? Well, she could have done many things…


    
      	Emma: “Let’s go.”

    


    Emma attaches a leash and guides me out of the cell area. Instead of taking the elevator, we walk upstairs to the floor immediately above it. Then Emma opens a door.
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      	Emma: “What do you think this is?”


      	Gabby: “…It’s a boxing gym.”


      	Emma: “Yes and no. They made it look like that, but in reality it wasn’t used for boxing. What do you think it was for?”


      	Gabby: “…I don’t know. For Taekwondo?”


      	Emma: “Haha! No. This place has been in disuse since my mom took over the basement. But before, it was used for something not very legal, you know. It was used for catfighting.”


      	Gabby: “…you mean, fights between women?!”


      	Emma: “Yes, underground fights with lax rules. Only selected guests could watch them, and there was betting involved. At some point there was even a tournament.”


      	Gabby: “Wow! I thought such stories were all urban legends.”


      	Emma: “I suppose many of them are. But here, it happened for real until my mom stopped it. She doesn’t like catfights at all.”

    


    


    
      	Emma: “Let’s catfight.”


      	Gabby: “Eh?!”


      	Emma: “I want you to fight against me with all your strength.”

    


    Emma removes my collar and handcuffs.


    
      	Gabby: “But…I don’t like fights. I’m like Ms. Schulte.”


      	Emma: “Haven’t you ever fantasized about dominating me? Imagine… you could overpower me and make me submit to you.”


      	Gabby: “…No, mistress. I haven’t.” (I’m honest.)

    


    Emma takes off her bra and her panties.


    
      	Emma: “Aren’t you angry with me at all?”


      	Gabby: “I’m not, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Really? Think about everything I’ve done to you. I restrain you all the time, I’ve made you walk handcuffed and collared at street and at school, and many people have seen our picture online.”


      	Gabby: “It’s your right to do that, mistress. A submissive girl must be restrained day and night.” (I know Emma is trying to tease me, but she won’t succeed.)


      	Emma: “And also, I’ve punished you many times. I’ve made you sleep the whole night in a box, you’ve licked the bottom of my boots, I trampled you, and… I even caned your ass!”


      	Gabby: “All that was required, mistress. I must be educated properly.”


      	Emma: “Moreover, I’ve made you do house chores while you had to work on your project, you aren’t going to school because of me, and you aren’t free to choose what you wish to study.”


      	Gabby: “You’re entitled to decide what I do, mistress. I must serve and obey you.”


      	Emma: “And on top of it all, you have to share me with Cami and Jessy, and who knows? Maybe with more women in the near future.”

    


    What?! I was calm, but now she has gotten into my nerves.


    
      	Gabby: “I’ll fight!”
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      	Emma: “Haha! That’s the spirit.”


      	Gabby: “Where are the gloves?”


      	Emma: “Hahaha!” (Emma bursts out laughing.) “We don’t need gloves. Let’s enter the ring.”

    


    Once there, Emma takes a hood from a bag and puts it on.


    
      	Emma: “How do I look?”


      	Gabby: “…It looks awkward on you. Why are you wearing it?”


      	Emma: “To protect my skin. Getting serious injuries during a catfight is very rare, but getting scratches is rather common. I don’t want any on my face.”


      	Gabby: “…And what about my face?”


      	Emma: “Don’t worry. I’ll make sure you don’t get any.”

    


    I get the impression Emma has some catfighting experience. I wonder against whom she fought.


    
      	Emma: “Listen: your goal is to make me tap out or to say ‘I give up’ by using joint locks or chokeholds.” (I get a chill when I hear ‘chokehold’.) “You can just grab me and hold me with your arms and legs. No hairpulling, biting, punching, kicking, scratching or anything like that.”


      	Gabby: “I understand, mistress.”


      	Emma: “And standing is not allowed. Let’s get on our knees.”

    


    We kneel down. I see in front of me a masked woman who is clearly bigger and stronger than me. I feel I’m already chickening out. What was I thinking when I said ‘I’ll fight’? I’m very peaceful. Whenever someone at school hit me, I rarely defended myself. And I have no chance against Emma. It’s better I let her grab me and then I’ll submit.


    [image: ]


    
      	Emma: “Are you ready?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Fight!”

    


    


    Emma raises her arms to protect herself. I wait for her to grab me, but she doesn’t.


    
      	Emma: “Gabby, the fight has started. You must try to attack me.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I try to grab Emma’s arm but she moves it away. Then I wait for her to counterattack, but she doesn’t.


    
      	Emma: “What if I tell you yesterday evening I wrote a list of the women I wish to enslave?”


      	Gabby: “Eh?!”


      	Emma: “It’s quite long. Soon I’ll be pretty busy taking care of them all.”

    


    Is Emma just teasing me, or is she for real? I don’t get why she’s doing this.


    
      	Emma: “I’ll be having fun the whole day, whereas you’ll be busy running errands for me.”

    


    I’ve had enough! I try to grab Emma’s arm again, but I fail. Then Emma holds my torso and pushes me down. I fall on my back and she falls over me. Her mouth is now very close to my ear.


    
      	Emma: “And if one of my slaves does something for me that makes me feel proud, she’ll enjoy your skilled tongue as a reward. I’ll collar you and I’ll even hold your leash while you are on your knees serving her pussy.”

    


    I’m furious! I try to free myself, but Emma holds me strongly. Suddenly her legs move forward and she sits on my belly. I try to sit up, but she holds my arms against the ground.
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      	Gabby: “Let me free!”


      	Emma: “Haha! Yes, initially you’ll complain. But unless you show your full strength, you’ll be humiliated again and again. I’ll give you another chance.”

    


    Emma gets up and walks to one of the ring’s corners.


    


    I spend some seconds catching my breath. Fighting consumes lots of energy. Once I sit up, Emma kneels in front of me.


    
      	Emma: “Will you try to defeat me?”


      	Gabby: “Yes!”


      	Emma: “Fight!”

    


    I attempt to grab Emma’s arms After a while, I’m able to take her left arm, but she does the same with mine.


    
      	Emma: “Is this all you can do?”

    


    After pushing Emma as hard as I can, she falls on her back and I fall over her. Then I try to sit on her, like she did before, but I realize she’s holding my torso with her arms and my waist with her legs. I can’t move.


    
      	Emma: “And now what? Are you already giving up?”

    


    I try to free myself, but Emma is very strong. Suddenly she rolls over to lie on her side and she grabs one of my arms, while keeping my waist constrained by her legs. I strive to lift one of her legs with my free arm, but I’m not capable.
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      	Emma: “This is called a scissor hold. I like catfighting, you know. Imagine… I could make Cami and Jessy catfight for my entertainment, and you’d lick the winner’s pussy. I bet Cami would do her best, unlike you.”


      	Gabby: “Why are you doing this to me?!”

    


    I feel so impotent. Emma’s legs press my waist so hard that it hurts, but I can’t do anything.


    
      	Emma: “I’ll give you one last chance.”

    


    She releases her scissor hold and gets up. I catch my breath again, but I already feel tired. I’m wondering… What will happen if I lose? Will Emma do all the things she’s telling me?! I really need to win.


    


    I sit up and Emma kneels in front of me once more.


    
      	Emma: “Ready?”


      	Gabby: “Yes.”


      	Emma: “Fight!”

    


    I try to grab Emma’s arms again, but she protects herself.


    
      	Emma: “Come on! You can do better.”

    


    I figure out she’s leading me to a trap. If I attack her like before, she will overpower me. It’s better I feint it.


    
      	Gabby: “Ahh!!”

    


    I pretend to attack Emma, but I retreat in time.


    
      	Emma: “Haha! Do you think I’ll fall for that?”


      	Gabby: “You will!”

    


    I keep feinting attacks and she gets impatient.


    
      	Emma: “If there were spectators, they’d be booing us.”


      	Gabby: “They’d be booing you.”

    


    I feel she’s irritated by what I said. She tries to push me down, but I move fast to the side and put my arm on her back to push her to the ground. She turns around fast, but I manage to sit on her belly before she can defend herself.


    
      	Emma: “Fuck!”

    


    Emma tries to fight back with her arms, but I grab them. Eventually I put them under my legs and move forward to sit on her chest.


    [image: ]


    
      	Gabby: “I’ve won.”


      	Emma: “No, you haven’t.”


      	Gabby: “I won’t give you another chance.”


      	Emma: “I don’t need another chance.”

    


    Emma keeps struggling. I didn’t believe I could defeat Emma, but it’s happening!


    


    
      	Gabby: “Give up.”


      	Emma: “Haha! You’re a fool if you think I’ll give up so easily.”

    


    Emma keeps trying to free her arms, but she can’t.


    
      	Gabby: “We could stay in this position until midnight. This is boring for the spectators.”


      	Emma: “Soon you’ll have to swallow your words.”


      	Gabby: “Why do you wish to keep suffering?”


      	Emma: “I hate losing, you know. In fact, I’ve never lost.”


      	Gabby: “There is a first time for everything.”


      	Emma: “…It looks like you’re getting to enjoy catfighting. You think you’re dominant now, right? You think you can give me orders.”


      	Gabby: “Haha! It looks like I can.”

    


    While I laugh, I lean backwards a bit. It turns out that’s what Emma was awaiting! She flexes her legs a lot to put the back of her feet on my shoulders, and she pushes me down. After falling on my back, I turn around to escape, but she’s fast enough to sit on my back. My arms are trapped.


    
      	Emma: “So… who’s the one that’s giving up now?”

    


    I feel I’m doomed, but a few seconds ago I also thought Emma didn’t have any chance. I try to imagine a way to free myself, but I can’t. Emma puts her hand under my chin and raises my neck. I feel really uncomfortable.
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      	Gabby: “I… I can’t let you win.”


      	Emma: “That’s the right attitude! I’m proud of you. But now it’s time for you to concede defeat.”


      	Gabby: “…I can’t. After all you’ve said… that list…”


      	Emma: “Gabby, there is no list. None of that is true. Give up.”

    


    So Emma was just teasing me. I feel annoyed, but also relieved.


    
      	Gabby: “I… I give up.”

    


    


    Emma lets me turn around. Then she bends over and kisses me for a long time. I feel happy again.
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      	Emma: “As your mistress, I can’t accept that you obey anyone else. I’ve already told you.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “If someone gives you orders, you must check first with me whether you should follow them.”


      	Gabby: “I understand, mistress.”


      	Emma: “And if someone tries to force you to do something, even if they use threats or violence, you must defend yourself. If I’m there with you, I’ll protect you, but if not, you shouldn’t let them. You must fight.”


      	Gabby: “…Mistress, are you talking about Evelyn and Natalie? I tried to defend myself, but I didn’t expect Natalie to do that.”


      	Emma: “I’m not blaming you for that. I was talking in general, but now that you’ve mentioned them, I know they’ll try something. At school, I’ll be with you as often as possible, and the cheerleaders will keep an eye on you. But Natalie will try to find the right moment to beat you up.”


      	Gabby: “Why me?!” (I get nervous.)


      	Emma: “What do you mean? Because you’ve reported her.”


      	Gabby: “But… you told me to do that!”


      	Emma: “Yes. It’s the right thing to do.”


      	Gabby: “But if I hadn’t, now I’d be safer.”


      	Emma: “Gabby, why are you afraid? Today you’ve seen that, if you’re smart enough, you could defeat anyone, even me. But the first step is for you to actually have the will to fight. I hope you’ll have it from now on.”


      	Gabby: “Is that why we came here?”


      	Emma: “Yes.”

    


    


    I’ve always tried to avoid fights. Whenever someone tried to tease me, I’d ignore them or even laugh with them. And if they hit me, I wouldn’t hit back hoping they’d stop. But now Emma expects me to fight. I feel restless.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, why do you want me to fight? Is it just because you can’t stand that others could dominate me?”


      	Emma: “…It’s not only that. Do you think you’d be the first girl Natalie beats up? She’s done it many times.” (Now I get fearful.) “And do you know why? Because she’s smart enough to choose her victiMs. well. If one day she dared to attack me, I’d knock the shit out of her! But she doesn’t. She always goes after the ones who neither fight nor report her. They’ve kept enabling her, and I think you’d have done the same, right?”


      	Gabby: “…Probably. But I think it’s unfair to say they enable her.”


      	Emma: “Don’t get me wrong. It’s Natalie’s fault. I’m not blaming them. But from today on, you won’t be like them anymore. You’ll fight.”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Say it.”


      	Gabby: “I’ll, fight.”


      	Emma: “Louder.”


      	Gabby: “I’ll fight!”
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    Emma smiles. I feel like a soldier. A part of me admits Emma is right, but I also feel it would be better to make peace with Natalie and Evelyn somehow. Why couldn’t we talk things out?


    


    
      	Emma: “Take a towel from that bag and dry my body.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I thought the fight was over and we were going to take a shower, but it seems Emma has other plans.


    
      	Emma: “Do you know why many people like watching catfights?”


      	Gabby: “…Because they like fighting and violence?”


      	Emma: “Not really. Those would rather watch boxing or MMA.”


      	Gabby: “…But professional fighters aren’t naked.”


      	Emma: “That’s true, but I don’t believe that’s the reason. They like catfights because, when the fight ends, the winner dominates and humiliates the loser.”


      	Gabby: “Eh?”


      	Emma: “The catfight we’ve had isn’t common, you know. It’s not normal for a mistress to fight against a woman she already dominates. A catfight allows two women to determine who the stronger one is. Once the loser gives up, she must serve the winner.”


      	Gabby: “I see.”


      	Emma: “Have you dried well my arms and shoulders?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Lick my armpits.”


      	Gabby: “Eh?!”

    


    Emma raises her left arm.
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      	Emma: “Do it.”


      	Gabby: “…I’m not sure if I like it.”


      	Emma: “You must worship every part of my body. We’ve already talked about this when I told you to lick my ass.”

    


    Emma looks impatient. I was aware of ass licking before, but armpit licking is new to me. Is it a thing?


    


    I begin to wonder if Emma is teasing me to check if I’m willing to fight.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, you’ve just said I must defend myself if someone tries to force me to do something. I’m ready to fight again.”


      	Emma: “Since when am I someone to you?”

    


    She looks genuinely surprised by what I said. I realize she really means I must lick her armpits.


    
      	Gabby: “…I apologize, mistress. I’ve misunderstood your intentions.”


      	Emma: “Gabby, we’ve already fought, and I’ve won. I don’t wish to fight again. Don’t make me wait.”

    


    Emma gets even more impatient. I don’t wish to upset her, so I get close to her armpit. It smells. I recall I was also reluctant to lick her ass or the bottom of her boots, but now I can do it without hesitation. This shouldn’t be different. I close my eyes and start to lick.
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      	Emma: “Who is the strongest woman here?”


      	Gabby: “You are, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Who is the most intelligent?”


      	Gabby: “…You are.”


      	Emma: “And who is the most beautiful?”


      	Gabby: “You are, mistress.” (I feel like Evil Queen’s magic mirror.)


      	Emma: “Will you ever question my superiority?”


      	Gabby: “No, mistress.”

    


    I open my eyes. Emma is smiling again.


    
      	Emma: “Lick the other one.”

    


    I comply. In the end, licking armpits is quite similar to licking sweaty feet.


    
      	Emma: “I’m happy with the progress of your training. Eventually you’ll do everything without hesitation, like a proper toy.”


      	Gabby: “…Thank you, mistress.”

    


    I wonder what my next task will be, but Emma is right. I’ll end up doing anything she wishes.


    


    
      	Emma: “That’s enough. Lie on your back.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    After I comply, Emma straddles my face.


    
      	Emma: “You know what to do.”

    


    She smiles while I begin to lick her pussy. Today it tastes really strong.


    
      	Emma: “This feels so good… every catfight should end this way.”

    


    She’s already wet. Suddenly, she begins to rub her pussy up and down all over my face. I try to keep licking it, but it moves fast!


    
      	Emma: “Oh, my God! I love queening you. Keep your tongue out.”
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    I stick my tongue out as much as I can and Emma rubs her pussy against it. She’s squirting.


    
      	Emma: “Oh, fuck! I’m coming!”

    


    She grabs my head and presses it hard against her pussy. I can feel her whole body shaking. Eventually she collapses next to me, which lets me breathe again.


    
      	Emma: “Oh, my goodness! That was fast.”

    


    She caresses my body while catching her breath.


    
      	Emma: “How did you like it?”


      	Gabby: “It was… very intense, mistress.”


      	Emma: “True. Catfighting makes me very horny.” (Emma comes closer and kisses me.) “I guess you’d rather lick my pussy when it’s still, right?”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, mistress. I’d love that.”


      	Emma: “Don’t worry. I’m still turned on.”

    


    Emma and I smile at each other. I’m thinking we could catfight every morning :-).


    


    
      	Emma: “Go down on me.”

    


    I lick Emma’s pussy while she lies on her back. She’s wet, although not as much as before. As I keep licking, she gets drier and drier. Am I doing something wrong? I feel worried.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, would you like me to do something different?”


      	Emma: “No.”
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    I resume, but she doesn’t get excited. I try licking as fast as I can, sucking her clit, penetrating her vagina with my tongue… but nothing works.


    
      	Emma: “Stop.”


      	Gabby: “…I’m sorry, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Why?”


      	Gabby: “Because… I didn’t lick your pussy well.”


      	Emma: “Did I say that?”

    


    Emma closes her eyes. There is an uncomfortable silence for one minute or so. Suddenly she sits up and smiles.


    
      	Emma: “Come here.” (I sit next to her and she kisses me.) “If you think you’ve misbehaved, you should tell me what you’ve done, but you shouldn’t apologize before that. I’m the one who decides if you must apologize. In this case, you haven’t done anything wrong.”


      	Gabby: “I understand, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Then why are you so concerned?”


      	Gabby: “Because… it’s the first time this happens.”


      	Emma: “But it’s not your fault.”

    


    I know Emma is trying to reassure me, but I still feel distressed. Until now sex between us has been amazing and she has always praised my tongue.


    


    
      	Emma: “Gabby, stop looking down. It was just that… I was thinking about Natalie and Evelyn again. That turns me off.”


      	Gabby: “Oh! What about them?”


      	Emma: “…Things.”

    


    I guess Emma doesn’t want to talk about it. But I’d like her to confide in me.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, I’ve been wondering… Why did you use to hang out with Natalie? You don’t seem to like her.”


      	Emma: “I’ve told you. Because she became friends with Evelyn.”

    


    Emma pauses. It looks like our conversation has finished, but suddenly she resumes it.
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      	Emma: “Well, I suspect she’s in love with Evelyn. She’s jealous because Evelyn considers me her best friend.”


      	Gabby: “But…” (I’m quite surprised.) “Does Evelyn love you?”


      	Emma: “Haha! No, not at all. Evelyn is my friend since before high school, you know.” (I didn’t know.) “We’re like sisters.”


      	Gabby: “Then… why is Natalie jealous?”


      	Emma: “…It’s complicated. Natalie thinks that, if I was out of the picture, she could somehow get Evelyn to love her.”


      	Gabby: “That sounds absurd.”


      	Emma: “Well…Evelyn is very influenceable and Natalie knows it. At my birthday party, first I spoke only with Evelyn about my break-up with Chloe, and she was sympathetic. She had nothing against bondage. When she saw all the abuse I received online, or after talking with Natalie, she changed her mind.”


      	Gabby: “I see.”

    


    Now I realize how much this hurts Emma. I’m not worried anymore about not being able to give her an orgasm, but I’m worried about her.


    


    
      	Emma: “I believe Natalie thinks I speak ill of her to Evelyn, but I’ve never done that. What Natalie doesn’t know… this is a secret. You must keep it.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.” (I’m happy Emma shares secrets with me.)


      	Emma: “Evelyn has a thing for older women, you know. At school everyone thinks she hasn’t dated anybody, but she has. Last month she had a fling with a woman in her thirties.”


      	Gabby: “Who?!” (I’m taken aback.)


      	Emma: “I won’t tell you. What’s relevant is that Natalie doesn’t know it because Evelyn confides only in me.”

    


    I’d rather not begin speculating who that woman is.


    
      	Gabby: “So… basically Natalie is using the fact that you practice bondage with me to take Evelyn away from you. But is she really against bondage?”


      	Emma: “…I don’t think so. We’ve never talked about it.”

    


    My brain is spinning. Natalie has assaulted and threatened me, and now she looks forward to beating me up, but she’s not against bondage. The issue is just that she doesn’t know Evelyn dates older women.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, wouldn’t it be better to tell Natalie?”


      	Emma: “Tell what?”


      	Gabby: “That Evelyn prefers older women.”


      	Emma: “Gabby, what did I say?! That’s a secret. Evelyn doesn’t want anybody to know it. I’ve shared it with you… because this affects you and I think you deserve to know, but you mustn’t tell anyone else. Moreover Natalie is trying to ruin a friendship. That’s really wrong. She doesn’t deserve to know anything.”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, mistress.”
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    I understand Emma. In fact, I agree with her. What I don’t get is how I’ve ended up being the victim of all this.


    


    
      	Emma: “Enough talking. We haven’t followed this ring’s tradition yet.”


      	Gabby: “What tradition?”


      	Emma: “The loser gets strap-on fucked. Get on all fours.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I thought Emma was not in the mood for sex anymore. Well, it’s me the one who should be in the mood for getting fucked. Am I? At the moment I’m not turned on. Emma kneels behind me.


    
      	Gabby: “Ouch!!”

    


    She’s just thrusted her big dildo inside my pussy! Normally, she touches it and makes it wet before fucking me.


    
      	Emma: “The winner mustn’t have mercy on the loser. Take it.”

    


    [image: ]


    Emma begins to fuck me. It hurts. Why is she doing this? Is this a revenge because I didn’t turn her on before? Or is she upset because of Natalie and is taking it out on me?


    
      	Gabby: “Ouch!! Mistress, my pussy is quite dry.”


      	Emma: “And?”


      	Gabby: “Please, stop!” (Emma stops fucking me.)


      	Emma: “What should you do to make me stop?”


      	Gabby: “I…” (I can’t think right now.)


      	Emma: “It seems you want me to keep going.”


      	Gabby: “No!”


      	Emma: “So?”


      	Gabby: “…I should use my safeword.” (Eventually the answer came to my mind.)


      	Emma: “So why don’t you?”


      	Gabby: “I…until now I’ve never needed it.”

    


    Emma removes her dildo from my pussy. I feel relieved.


    


    
      	Emma: “There are women who like feeling forced and overpowered, you know. Moaning and complaining during sex turns them on. I’ll stop only when you use your safeword. If you don’t, I’ll assume you’re enjoying it.”


      	Gabby: “I understand, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Why don’t you use it then?”


      	Gabby: “…” (I don’t know the answer myself.)


      	Emma: “Do you fear I’ll break up with you if you use it? I won’t. I’ll only do that if you start misbehaving on purpose.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, mistress. I’ll use it from now on.” (Emma smiles.)


      	Emma: “We still need to decide something you could use when you’re gagged.”


      	Gabby: “…Perhaps I could shake my head.”


      	Emma: “…OK, and if you can’t, shake your hands or your feet.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma gets up to take my handcuffs and a hood with a gag from her bag.


    
      	Emma: “Open.”

    


    After putting them on me, she applies lubricant to her dildo. Then she kneels behind me and thrusts her dildo into my pussy again.


    
      	Emma: “I’ve watched old videos of catfights in this ring, you know. Losers used to get fucked roughly.”
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    Emma fucks me even harder than before. However, thanks to the lubricant, or maybe because I’m happy after she said she doesn’t plan to break up with me, now I’m getting wet.


    
      	Gabby: “Ahh!!” (Although I’m gagged, I moan quite loudly.)


      	Emma: “You see? I knew you’d enjoy rough sex if you feel safe.”

    


    She’s right. Albeit now I’m restrained, knowing she’d stop if I wish makes me feel comfortable.


    


    Suddenly Emma holds up my torso.


    
      	Gabby: “Ahh!!!”


      	Emma: “That’s it. Feel your mistress’s power.”


      	Gabby: “Ahh!!!”


      	Emma: “Moan, my toy, moan. Whine all you want.”

    


    If it wasn’t for her arms, I’d immediately collapse. I feel completely at her mercy.


    
      	Emma: “In the videos I’ve watched, fights don’t really end when the loser taps out. The winner gets an extra prize if she also makes the loser submit sexually. You have my permission to come, but you should try to avoid it.”

    


    I could try, but I know it would be futile. Once I’m wet, there is something in the way Emma fucks me that I can’t resist. I notice my fluids flowing down my legs.


    
      	Gabby: “Ahhh!!!”


      	Emma: “I see we both know I’m too good for you.”

    


    Emma’s speed never decreases. She’s indeed unstoppable. Eventually I bite my gag hard and I come. My whole body shakes while she holds me in her arms.
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      	Emma: “Haha!”

    


    She lets me lie down gently. Then she removes my gag.


    
      	Emma: “Now my ranking is higher than yours. To challenge me, you’d have to defeat someone above me, although currently there’s nobody.”


      	Gabby: “But… mistress, are you thinking about organizing catfights?”


      	Emma: “My imagination runs wild. But I know my mom wouldn’t allow it.”

    


    Although now maybe I’m more willing to defend myself, I don’t see myself challenging anyone. I’m glad Emma has a mom like Patricia.


    


    
      	Gabby: “What prize did winners use to get?”


      	Emma: “…I’m not sure. Perhaps it was money.”


      	Gabby: “But before you said those who make the loser orgasm got an extra prize.”


      	Emma: “Ah! Yes. The winner was allowed to trample and humiliate the loser while the spectators cheered and applauded her.”

    


    Suddenly Emma gets up, picks up my collar and puts it on my neck.


    
      	Emma: “Lie down.”

    


    After I comply, she steps on my face.


    
      	Emma: “The winners did something like this.”


      	Gabby: “…I get it, mistress.”


      	Emma: “We look cool. I wish there was a good camera here.”
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    It seems Emma enjoys trampling quite a lot. I bet she’d be really happy if there were spectators cheering her. Eventually she removes her foot.


    
      	Emma: “It’s enough. You didn’t do that bad for a first-timer.”


      	Gabby: “…Mistress, I wonder… do you have any actual catfighting experience?”


      	Emma: “…” (She looks hesitant.) “I do. Haven’t you heard any rumors at school?”


      	Gabby: “No.” (I’m honest.)


      	Emma: “Well… I’ll tell you. We’ve had catfights in the cheer squad.”


      	Gabby: “Eh!?”


      	Emma: “Since we catfight, running the squad has been much smoother. It puts everyone in their place.”


      	Gabby: “What do you mean?”


      	Emma: “One thing I dislike about cheerleading is that it’s a bit subjective. Judges decide who the best one is. Catfights are not.”

    


    I’m not sure I understand Emma. I’m rather shocked.


    


    Emma removes my handcuffs.


    
      	Emma: “Do you know Amanda?”


      	Gabby: “Yes.” (She’s the vice captain of the squad.)


      	Emma: “One day we had an argument. She claimed she was a better cheerleader than me and thus she should be the captain. And others supported her, but I disagreed.”


      	Gabby: “So she attacked you.”


      	Emma: “Haha! No. She wanted to hold a vote to let all the squad members decide.” (It sounds reasonable to me.) “But I countered they’re not professional judges, and I proposed to catfight. I had discovered the videos recorded here not long before. That’s how I got the idea.”


      	Gabby: “And did she accept?!”


      	Emma: “Initially she was hesitant, but the other ones pushed her. They seemed delighted to see us fight. So we fought in the gym.”


      	Gabby: “And you won.”


      	Emma: “Yes, and when she gave up I trampled her like this.” (Emma steps on my back and pushes me down.) “I had never felt so powerful before.”
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    I picture Emma trampling Amanda while the others cheer. What a story! If I had heard the rumor, I’d have thought it’s all a lie. Emma removes her foot from my back.


    
      	Emma: “That’s my only experience. Nobody challenged me again. Amanda was challenged several times and she always won. That’s why she’s vice captain.”


      	Gabby: “But didn’t she get upset when she lost?”


      	Emma: “Maybe she was disappointed, but she accepted it. Everyone agrees that the atmosphere in the squad has improved a lot since we fought. No more arguments, conspiracies or bitching. We have bonded better than ever.”

    


    


    I’m beginning to understand why all the cheerleaders still support Emma after the bondage issue came out, and why they seem to protect each other and even promised Emma they’ll keep and eye on me.


    Wait a moment! Since Monday, I’m also a cheerleader!


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, could any squad member challenge me?!”


      	Emma: “It wouldn’t make sense. You’ve got the lowest ranking.”

    


    I calm down. May my ranking remain where it is :-).


    
      	Emma: “Come. I’ll show you something.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    We walk towards the lockers and Emma opens one of them.


    
      	Emma: “The best fighters of this ring had their own outfits.”


      	Gabby: “They look cool.”


      	Emma: “Let’s try them on.”

    


    Emma removes my collar and my hood, and we get dressed.


    
      	Emma: “I guess this belt should have been given to the winner of a tournament. I wonder why it’s here. Take a picture.”

    


    I take a photo of Emma while she holds the belt. Then we take many pictures together.
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      	Emma: “The best fighters also had a nickname, and perhaps even a fan club. Maybe one day I’ll also… I don’t know.” (Emma looks sad.)


      	Gabby: “Mistress, if this is your wish, go for it, here or somewhere else. I’ll support you.”


      	Emma: “Really?!”


      	Gabby: “Yes.”

    


    Emma smiles and we kiss for a long time. I think we’re both feeling very happy now.

  

  
    Chapter 28


    
      	Emma: “Give me my phone.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Before I hand it to Emma, I look at the time.


    
      	Gabby: “It’s already 11!”


      	Emma: “Yes. We aren’t going to school today. Don’t you remember?”


      	Gabby: “I do, mistress. It’s just… usually I don’t sleep for so long.”

    


    Suddenly I recall all the noises I heard last night.


    
      	Gabby: “Have you seen my mom?”


      	Emma: “No. My mom left with her early to pick up stuff from your apartment. Do you need to tell her anything?”


      	Gabby: “No, mistress.” (I’ll try to talk with her later.) “And Cami… is she still here?”


      	Emma: “No. I sent her to school along with Jessy. Why do you ask?”


      	Gabby: “…Just to know if we are alone.”


      	Emma: “We are.”

    


    Emma looks pensive. I should stop asking questions or otherwise she will suspect something is on. Later I’ll try to find out who was in the cell.


    
      	Emma: “I was planning to take a shower back in the house. But since we’re alone, we could go somewhere more interesting.”

    


    Emma cuffs my wrists and collars me again. She’s smiling.


    [image: ]


    
      	Emma: “Let’s go.”

    


    We exit the gym and enter the elevator. There are six buttons, and Emma presses the fourth one.


    
      	Emma: “You haven’t been to that level yet. My mom’s private office is there. Later I’ll ask her if I can show it to you.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, mistress.”

    


    Surely Patricia’s office is interesting, but I’m more intrigued to know what Emma plans to do now.


    


    After exiting the elevator, Emma opens a door and we walk downstairs. I see a pool!


    
      	Emma: “This is the old water bondage area. When my mom took over the basement, she restricted guests to the first three levels, but some complained there wasn’t anything like this there. That’s why after some time she constructed the DieselPunk area you already know. But I prefer this one. We can bathe and have fun here.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I think I’m beginning to understand the organization of the basement. The first two floors are the bondage club. The fifth one is the gym for catfights and the last one has the cells where I slept.


    
      	Gabby: “What’s on the third floor?”


      	Emma: “That’s the parking.” (Emma smiles.)

    


    I hadn’t thought there was a parking, but it makes sense.


    
      	Emma: “Come.”

    


    Emma pulls my leash and we walk inside. I’m quite amazed. There is another pool and, unlike in the DieselPunk area, there are sex machines.
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      	Emma: “This room was used mostly for punishments, you know. That’s why there are cells and water tanks. But we can also use it for pleasure.”

    


    Emma smiles and removes my collar and cuffs.


    
      	Emma: “Get undressed.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    


    Emma undresses fast and jumps into the pool straight away! Then I touch the water with my foot. It’s cold.


    
      	Emma: “Come on!”

    


    Normally I get into the water slowly. Emma splashes me and I feel a chill.


    
      	Emma: “If you don’t jump into the pool now, I’ll lock you up there.”

    


    She points at a water tank. It looks scary. I guess I have no other option, so I jump.


    
      	Gabby: “Ah! Ah! Ah!”


      	Emma: “Haha!”

    


    The pool is quite deep, so I can’t stand. I hate feeling cold :-(.


    
      	Emma: “I’ll warm you up.”

    


    Emma embraces me. Slowly, I get used to the temperature.


    
      	Emma: “You’ll have cold showers every morning as part of your training.”


      	Gabby: “Eh?!”


      	Emma: “You need it to be able to enjoy water bondage.”

    


    I was going to complain, but Emma kisses me. There is nothing better to make me feel good than Emma’s kisses. I calm down, but suddenly I feel my bladder. It’s totally full! I stop kissing Emma.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, I need the toilet.”


      	Emma: “What?” (Emma looks annoyed. She’s always the one who ends our kisses.)


      	Gabby: “It’s urgent. Water makes me…”


      	Emma: “Are you just trying to escape and get warm?”


      	Gabby: “No, I’m not! I really…”


      	Emma: “Get out! There is a bucket there.”
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    I leave the pool as fast as I can and relieve myself in the bucket. Emma shakes her head.


    
      	Emma: “You’re like a baby. Clean yourself there and come back.”

    


    I use a tap to clean my pussy and get back into the water immediately. She still looks annoyed.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, I apologize…”


      	Emma: “What have I told you about apologizing?”


      	Gabby: “I’m…” (I was going to say I’m sorry.) “That I shouldn’t apologize if you don’t request it, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Exactly. Have you done anything wrong?”


      	Gabby: “…You look upset.”


      	Emma: “But it’s my fault. I should have told you to use the toilet in the gym.”


      	Gabby: “Oh! But I’m not upset.”


      	Emma: “It doesn’t matter. I’m your mistress, so I should think about your needs.”

    


    I like what Emma said. I hug her and I kiss her again, until she ends our kiss.
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      	Emma: “Now that your bladder is empty, you should be ready to have some fun.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma touches my pussy. She’s in a good mood again :-).


    
      	Emma: “Choose a number: one or two.”


      	Gabby: “…One.”


      	Emma: “We’ll start here. Come.”

    


    We get out of the pool.


    


    
      	Emma: “Lie down there on your back facing that way.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I lie on something akin to a wooden diving board by the pool. It’s not super comfortable.


    
      	Emma: “Your head should lie outside. Move forward.”

    


    After obeying Emma, I feel even less comfortable. She cuffs my wrists and ankles to the diving board, and then she touches my pussy.


    
      	Emma: “I don’t think I’ve ever told you, but I like the way it looks.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, mistress.”

    


    Emma’s compliment makes me relax. She caresses my clit for half a minute to make me wet. Then she inserts a big dildo into my pussy.


    
      	Emma: “So easy. Soon I’ll start fisting you.”


      	Gabby: “What do you mean?”


      	Emma: “I’ll fuck you with my fists. Your pussy is ready.”

    


    Perhaps that’s popular, but I didn’t know about ‘fisting’. It sounds scary, although I’m more and more open to try new things.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s begin.”

    


    Emma takes a remote control and my dildo starts fucking me. It’s long and very thick, the way I like it. She takes a crop and caresses my breasts with it.
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      	Emma: “It looks like you’re having fun.”

    


    She increases the dildo’s speed. I’m indeed feeling my orgasm is coming :-).


    


    
      	Emma: “Are you ready for the full experience?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I thought Emma intended to further increase the dildo’s speed. However, she leaves her remote on the floor. Then she pulls a lever and my diving board bends down! My whole head is submerged and I can’t breathe.
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    After a few seconds, which felt like an eternity, the diving board moves up.


    
      	Gabby: “Ah!! Ah!! Mistress…”

    


    Before I can continue, Emma pulls the lever again. This time my mouth was open and I swallow some water. After another eternity, the diving board moves back.


    
      	Gabby: “Ah!! Ah!! Please, not again, this is…”

    


    Before I finish, my head is under water once more. This time I could close my mouth on time, but I have to wait two or three eternities to see Emma again.


    
      	Gabby: “Ah!! Ah!! Ah!! Please, stop! Stop!!”

    


    Emma is staring at me. She looks upset. Eventually she takes back her remote and stops my dildo.


    
      	Emma: “Do you listen to me when I talk?”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “What should you do when you wish to stop?”


      	Gabby: “…I should use my safeword.”


      	Emma: “So?”


      	Gabby: “I’m…” (I was going to apologize, but I remember I shouldn’t do it.) “I forgot, mistress.”


      	Emma: “You must remember it.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    


    There is an uncomfortable silence. After a while, Emma pulls the lever so that only the back of my head touches the water. Then she jumps into the pool and caresses my cheeks.


    
      	Emma: “It looks like you don’t enjoy water bondage.”



      	Gabby: “I don’t, mistress. This is torture. How can there be people who likes it?”



      	Emma: “…You can see it as a form of breath control. Some are into it. But don’t worry. We won’t do it again today.”


    


    Emma kisses me for a while and I begin to calm down. I’m getting to understand better what I enjoy and what I dislike. Anything that makes me feel pain or anguish… I don’t enjoy it. However, I really like being fully restrained. It makes me feel controlled, relaxed and free of responsibility because Emma decides and does everything. If I wasn’t, I’d be constantly thinking about what I should do to please her, or wondering if she likes what I’m doing, like Jessica told me.


    
      	Emma: “You might not like water bondage, but your pretty pussy likes this dildo.”

    


    Emma grabs the remote and the dildo begins to fuck me again. She keeps kissing and caressing me while I get fucked. This is definitely what I love.
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      	Emma: “Let’s give it what it deserves.”

    


    She increases the dildo’s speed to its maximum.


    
      	Gabby: “Ah!! Oh, my God!! Ah!!”


      	Emma: “Haha!”

    


    Not long after, I feel my orgasm coming again.


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


      	Emma: “Yes.”

    


    After all the anguish I felt, this orgasm feels really relaxing.


    


    Emma takes the dildo out of my pussy and removes my cuffs.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s go to the other pool.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    That pool has three structures that look a bit like cranes. The one on the right side ends in a ball gag; the one in the middle, in a hook; and the one on the left side, in a seat with a dildo.
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      	Emma: “Have you ever had fun inside water?”


      	Gabby: “No, mistress. I’ve only had sex with you.” (I’m surprised by the question.)


      	Emma: “I know. I mean if you have fucked yourself while taking a bath, for instance.”


      	Gabby: “Ah! No, I haven’t.”


      	Emma: “What did you usually do?”


      	Gabby: “I…” (Despite everything I’ve done with Emma, some questions still make me feel embarrassed.) “I touched myself in my sofa or in my bed.”


      	Emma: “What else?”


      	Gabby: “…I humped my pillows.”


      	Emma: “And what else? I wish to know everything.”


      	Gabby: “…Nothing else. As I told you on Sunday, I didn’t have any toys.”


      	Emma: “So you’ve never used anything like a banana or a cucumber to fuck yourself.”


      	Gabby: “No, mistress. My pussy hadn’t been penetrated until you fucked me.”

    


    Emma is taken aback. I don’t know why, but I thought she knew that.


    
      	Emma: “Maybe that’s why you love dildos so much. It’s all new for you.”

    


    


    
      	Emma: “Get into the pool and sit there.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma points to the crane on the left side. I was secretly hoping for that one :-). She pulls the lever in order to lower the seat. After I sit, she jumps into the pool and begins to cuff my wrists and ankles.
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      	Emma: “I could pull the lever further and submerge your whole body, you know. But I won’t do it. I just want you to experience what getting fucked inside water is like.”

    


    I’m glad to hear that, and I feel relaxed. However, I keep thinking about why Emma was so surprised before.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, I’d like to ask you. When did you use a dildo for the first time?”


      	Emma: “I was twelve.”


      	Gabby: “Oh!” (Now I’m the one who is taken aback.)


      	Emma: “My mom has always had many toys, you know. She tried to hide them from me, but she couldn’t keep track of them all.” (Emma smiles. She’s never embarrassed to talk about this sort of stuff.) “So I began experimenting on my own with magic wands, vibrators, dildos, butt plugs… I even had a sybian.”


      	Gabby: “Wow!”


      	Emma: “I was super excited. But, after five or six months, I got bored. That’s why I think sooner or later you won’t love dildos so much.”

    


    When Emma finishes cuffing me, she inserts the dildo into my pussy and gets out of the pool. I already supposed Emma had been using toys before she got into bondage, but I didn’t think she began so early.


    


    Emma pulls the lever again so that my pussy is under water. Suddenly the dildo starts vibrating.
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      	Gabby: “Ah!”


      	Emma: “Do you like the water movement?”


      	Gabby: “It’s fantastic, mistress. I love it.” (The dildo feels nice, but now I have many questions for Emma.) “I wonder… do you still have fun on your own from time to time?”


      	Emma: “No.”


      	Gabby: “…Why?”


      	Emma: “Because I prefer tongues.” (Emma laughs.)


      	Gabby: “…But the other day you made me wear a dildo gag and you fucked it.”


      	Emma: “Yes, I know. I was joking. I don’t masturbate anymore because I don’t get very excited. What turns me on is to dominate girls and make them serve me.”


      	Gabby: “…When was the last time you touched yourself?”


      	Emma: “When I was thirteen.” (Five years ago! I really didn’t expect that.) “I was bored with the toys I’ve mentioned, but I also had double dildos, strap-ons and other stuff for couples. So I invited a girl from my class to come home. That day I found out I’d rather fuck than masturbate.”


      	Gabby: “So your first time… you were only thirteen.”


      	Emma: “Yes, like Steffi. I wonder how she’s doing.”


      	Gabby: “Was she your first girlfriend?”


      	Emma: “No, we weren’t serious. The thing is… she told someone at school what we did, and then others girls wanted to come with me. So I also invited them.”


      	Gabby: “You mean…”


      	Emma: “One at a time. Don’t get me wrong.”

    


    


    Emma increases the vibration intensity, but my mind is too focused on what she’s telling me.
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      	Gabby: “Have you ever had a more serious relationship?”


      	Emma: “…Not really. My longest relationship didn’t last more than one month.”


      	Gabby: “Ah! Yes. You told me you weren’t ready for commitment.”


      	Emma: “…I said that, but… I don’t know if that’s the reason. The truth is that many girls ended up disappointing me.”


      	Gabby: “What did they do?”


      	Emma: “…Something I told them not to do. They disobeyed me.”


      	Gabby: “But… you told me you began practicing bondage with Chloe.”


      	Emma: “That’s right, but before… I was already kind of dominant, you know. The thing is… when I started high school, most of the girls my age still hadn’t had any relationship, like you. And I had already had sex with fifteen or twenty girls.” (What!) “So any girl I dated looked up to me because I had more experience and could teach her things.”


      	Gabby: “That’s why you ended up being dominant.”


      	Emma: “Yes, but it’s not the only reason. It’s also the way I am. I like to tell others what to do and I always make clear I dislike certain things.”


      	Gabby: “What things?”


      	Emma: “Things like those punished in your bondage contract.”


      	Gabby: “…And why did they disobey you?”


      	Emma: “I don’t know. When I begin dating someone, I am very excited. I make time and plan lots of things to do together.” (In my experience, that’s 100% true.) “So we have lots of fun, and all girls promise me that they won’t do anything I dislike, but eventually they break their promise.” (Emma pauses. She doesn’t sound happy.) “Then I break up. My mom says I’m too impatient and I should forgive more, but I feel hurt.”

    


    


    Emma jumps into the pool.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, I won’t…”


      	Emma: “No, don’t promise me anything now. You’ve already signed your contract.”


      	Gabby: “I was going to say I won’t ask you anything else. This makes you sad.”


      	Emma: “Ah! Don’t worry.” (Emma smiles a bit.) “In fact, I think it’s good we’ve talked about it, because it’s perhaps the main reason I wish to have bondage relationships. Now you know for sure what you mustn’t do, and if you do it you must accept the punishment established in your contract.”


      	Gabby: “…So you broke up with Chloe because she didn’t accept it, right?”

    


    Fuck! I just said I wasn’t going to ask anything else. Now Emma looks even sadder.


    
      	Emma: “…Not really. I was going to delay her punishment. I broke up because she said bondage wasn’t for her and she didn’t want to continue. And also… I didn’t tell you this before. She told me I was an abuser. That hurt me.”

    


    I recall that, on Monday, I was surprised when Emma asked me if I thought she had abused me. Now I understand it.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, don’t be sad. You didn’t deserve that. I know you do a lot to make me feel special, and I know you also did it for her. She said it when she talked with you on Tuesday.”

    


    Emma hugs me. I was amazed and envious because of the huge amount of sex and relationships Emma has had, but now I know she’s also suffered.
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    Emma pulls the lever and my seat moves up. Then she comes back.


    
      	Emma: “We are here to have fun, and it seems water isn’t good enough for you.”

    


    She begins to touch my clit. Although my dildo keeps vibrating, I don’t get turned on.


    
      	Emma: “There is something that always works.”

    


    Suddenly Emma puts two wet fingers inside my mouth and caresses my tongue with them.
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      	Gabby: “Ah!!”

    


    I don’t really get why, but now I’m getting excited. It must be true I have some sort of hand fetish.


    
      	Gabby: “Ah!! Ah!!”


      	Emma: “Haha! We should design a new toy for you: a tongue fondler.”

    


    I’m glad Emma is in good spirits again. She removes her fingers.


    
      	Emma: “Would you like to say something?”


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


      	Emma: “You may.”

    


    She puts her fingers back into my mouth, and I come. This was fast.


    
      	Emma: “One day you might get tired of dildos, but I don’t think you’ll ever get tired of hands.”

    


    We smile at each other. After she removes my dildo and my cuffs, I fall into the pool. I’m not sure if I like sex under water, but getting into it just after an orgasm feels very refreshing.


    


    After a brief kiss, Emma exits the pool and checks her phone.


    
      	Emma: “It’s late. You must be hungry.”


      	Gabby: “I am, mistress.” (Actually my stomach hasn’t protested, but I should eat something anyway.)


      	Emma: “We should go back to the house. Get a towel there and dry my body.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Suddenly I recall I had to lick Emma’s armpits in the gym, but this time she doesn’t demand it.
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      	Emma: “I don’t think I’ll ever use those two with you.” (Emma points at the other cranes.)


      	Gabby: “How do they work?”


      	Emma: “In that one, I can hang a cage with a girl inside, and then submerge her like in those water tanks.” (She points at the two tanks in the middle of the room.) “And in the one with the ball gag, the girl has to stand and bite the ball gag hard. Otherwise she’d fall into the water.”


      	Gabby: “So they’re only for punishments, right?”


      	Emma: “Yes.”


      	Gabby: “Then I’m glad you won’t use them with me.”


      	Emma: “Haha! I won’t. I prefer the wheel upstairs, the one my mom used with Elena.” (Ouch!)

    


    After drying Emma, I dry myself quickly.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s go.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    We leave our catfight outfits on the floor and walk upstairs undressed.


    


    After entering the elevator, Emma checks her phone.


    
      	Emma: “Ms. Jensen has sent us our homework. We’ll eat something and get dressed quickly, and then we’ll do it.”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, mistress.”

    


    I’ve said ‘yes, mistress’, but I was hoping we’d continue having fun after breakfast. I really don’t feel like doing homework right now. Have I become lazy? I’m not sure, but in truth my priorities have changed. Last Monday I was still very worried about finishing my Biology project, but now… I only care about spending time with Emma. Perhaps if we finish our homework soon, we could…


    
      	Emma: “And Lexy is coming in two hours.”


      	Gabby: “Oh!”


      	Emma: “What’s wrong?”


      	Gabby: “Nothing… I look forward to meeting her.”


      	Emma: “So do I. I wonder if she’s serious about becoming a mistress.”

    


    It seems my quality time with Emma has come to an end until… I’m not sure, because I assume Cami and Jessica will also come here after school. I feel frustrated. We exit the elevator and walk upstairs to the house.


    
      	Emma: “Elena!” (Nobody answers.) “It seems she’s still at your apartment. What did you use to have for breakfast there?”


      	Gabby: “…Mainly orange juice, a yogurt and bread.”


      	Emma: “It sounds good. Make it. The juicer is there.”
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    Emma points to a cupboard and goes upstairs. I believe she’s gone to the toilet. For some reason, I’m horny. Although I’ve already come several times this morning, I’m feeling the urge for more orgasms. Honestly, I’d like to spend the whole day getting fucked! But with homework, Lexy and so on… it’s not happening. After taking a deep breath, I begin to make breakfast.


    


    Emma comes back.


    
      	Emma: “That bread smells nice.”

    


    My mom baked it and I’ve just toasted it. Emma drinks juice and smiles.


    
      	Emma: “After all the trouble with our picture yesterday, today I feel very relaxed.”

    


    I wish I could say the same. She’s naked in front of me and I notice her nipples are hard, which turns me on even more.


    
      	Emma: “Aren’t you hungry? Eat.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”
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    What if I wish to eat something else?! I shake my head briefly. Calm down, Gabby! You mustn’t get upset with Emma. She’s done nothing wrong. I drink juice and try to think about something else, but I can’t.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, I was wondering… why don’t we do our homework later? We could do something else until Lexy arrives.”


      	Emma: “Like what?”


      	Gabby: “…In the gym I didn’t make you come a second time. Perhaps now…”


      	Emma: “Forget about that. I’ve told you it wasn’t your fault.”


      	Gabby: “I know, mistress, but in any case I could…”


      	Emma: “Gabby, if I want you to eat my cunt, I’ll tell you. You don’t need to offer it.”

    


    Emma looks at me disapprovingly, so I don’t insist. I can’t recall feeling this way before. What’s happening to me?! Perhaps it’s just that until recently I didn’t know how getting fucked feels, or that I’ve never had so many orgasMs. in such a short time. My pussy was content thanks to its ignorance. Now it wants more and more!


    


    We finish our breakfast in silence.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s go upstairs.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Once in Emma’s bedroom, she picks up a leather and lace outfit from her closet.


    
      	Emma: “Help me get dressed.”

    


    I bend over and help Emma with her leggings and her boots. Once I finish, I stand up.


    
      	Emma: “How do I look?” -Gabby: “Magnificent, mistress. Immensely attractive.” (She turns me on more now than when naked.)


      	Emma: “Haha! When I meet Lexy, I always put on something designed by her mom.”


      	Gabby: “I understand, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Let’s get you ready.”

    


    Emma chooses another outfit and gives it to me.


    
      	Gabby: “What kind of leather is this?”


      	Emma: “Snakeskin. Get dressed.”

    


    I’d rather not think about how much it costs. After I put it on, I look at the mirror.


    
      	Emma: “You also look fantastic. We could be walking the catwalk.”


      	Gabby: “I agree, mistress. I think we look really hot. You’re turning me on.” (I can’t stop looking at her boobs…)


      	Emma: “Good to know. Now let’s go to the small room. We should finish our homework before Lexy arrives.”
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    Never have I seen anybody dressed this way when doing homework. I felt water bondage was torture, but having to study while feeling so horny seems even worse.


    


    After entering the small bedroom, I notice the bondage chair isn’t there. Instead, there are two common chairs.


    
      	Emma: “Take your laptop and check your e-mail.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    We sit and open our laptops. I realize I haven’t used mine for almost one week, so I should check all my e-mails later.


    
      	Gabby: “I have an e-mail from Ms. Jensen and another one from Ms. Austen.”


      	Emma: “Then you’ve got more homework than me. Open your mouth.”

    


    Emma takes a ball gag from a drawer and gags me.


    
      	Emma: “Start working.”

    


    I read the exercises sent by Julia. They’re not very difficult. In fact, Emma has already begun writing. Usually she works faster than me. When doing exams, I always spend time reviewing my answers, but she hands her papers straight away after she finishes writing hers.
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      	Emma: “Why are you looking at me? Work.”

    


    I start to do my homework, but sitting so close to Emma is very distracting. She looks so pretty when she’s concentrated. And I still feel very horny. After we work in silence for over half an hour, she stands up.


    
      	Emma: “I’m done. Are you?” (I shake my head.) “Hurry up. You’ve got one hour.”

    


    After Emma leaves the room, I finish my Biology homework as fast as I can.


    


    When I open Gmail again to download my English Literature homework, I notice Emma sent me an e-mail last Monday. She has shared a Google Drive folder with Patricia and with me. What could it contain?! I’m very intrigued, so I decide to open it quickly.


    The first file in the list is a picture taken when I was a rubber doll! I had no idea she had taken those pictures. I’m on all fours on the floor, while she’s stepping on my back. She looks so dominant and so hot wearing those leggings and sunglasses…


    I can’t resist the temptation to open the second picture. This time she’s sitting on my back. I was already horny, but these pictures are driving me crazy. Is it because I’m the one being dominated?


    I move to the third one. My mom is there with me, and Emma is stepping on her head! Now I’m shocked. After freezing for a few seconds, I quickly move to the fourth one, in which Emma’s heels lie on my mom’s torso.


    Suddenly I decide to close the folder. I feel this is sick. I shouldn’t get turned on by looking at pictures that feature my mom, even if she’s a rubber doll. Then I open Emily’s e-mail and try to read it, but I can’t concentrate. I’m too excited.


    Instinctively, I open again the first picture and place my hand over my crotch. When I move to the second one, my fingers get under my panties and I begin to touch myself. I can’t stop staring at the screen. I rub my clit faster and faster and, shortly after, I come. It didn’t take longer than a minute.
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    While catching my breath, I reflect upon my behavior since Emma said we should do our homework. I never felt so horny and so frustrated before. What was happening to me? It’s as if I was turning into a real human toy who only cares about sex and orgasms. Do I really wish to live the toy life Emma described? I hope I’m not losing touch with reality.


    My life has changed radically very fast. Until last week it was really simple: I went to school and did my homework at home. Now I do lots of other things with Emma, and I also have many new problems, but I need to adjust quickly. Otherwise my grades will suffer.


    How is she capable of handling everything? Clearly, she’s able to have sex, next make plans, next give me orders, next do her homework, next deal with problems, next give orders to others… I must also be able to concentrate on one thing at a time.


    Moreover, I shouldn’t lose my motivation to study. Before I wished to find a nice job and help my mom financially. I mustn’t assume that, because now we live here, we’ll never need that. And Emma’s said she wants me to study. I wonder what her motivation is. Seemingly she doesn’t need money…


    After resting enough time, I decide to go back to my homework, but before I scroll down the list of files. It’s rather long. I choose one of them randomly and open it. It’s a picture of Patricia straddling my mom’s head! I’m shocked again, although now I understand why Emma also shared the pictures with Patricia. I wonder why she hasn’t talked to me about this.
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    Suddenly, the door opens and I turn my head around.


    
      	Emma: “What are you doing?”

    


    Emma looks really shocked. Instinctively, I close my browser as fast as I can.


    
      	Emma: “Were you touching yourself?!”

    


    She has noticed my chair is wet. Before I can do anything, she grabs my wrist and smells my glove.


    
      	Emma: “Oh, my God!!”

    


    Emma looks sad, angry and despaired all at once. I’ve never seen her like this.
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      	Emma: “You were touching yourself while looking at pictures of my mom!” (I shake my head immediately.) “And now you’re lying!”

    


    Suddenly I realize I’ve really screwed it up and I fear everything could be over. I try to remove my gag to explain to Emma that I wasn’t looking at Patricia’s pictures, but she takes handcuffs from a drawer and restrains my arms quickly. She also covers my head entirely with a hood, cuffs my ankles and collars me.


    
      	Emma: “Why, Gabby? Why?!”

    


    I think she’s crying. After a few seconds, I hear her leaving the room. I stay completely still and, shortly after, I also begin to cry.


    


    After some minutes, someone, I suppose Emma, comes back. She pulls my leash strongly and walks fast. Although I do my best to follow her, I almost stumble when going downstairs because of my ankle cuffs. Once in the living room, she makes me stay on all fours.


    She leaves again, but I don’t dare to move. Albeit I’ve stopped crying, I’m sad and afraid. What will happen between us? If she wanted to break up with me, I suppose she’d have already done it and I’d already be out of the house. But I’m not sure what she intends to do. I guess she’ll punish me. The punishment for masturbating consists in wearing a chastity belt, but she believes I’ve done something much worse. I don’t know what I should expect.


    Suddenly I feel something moving on the floor.
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    Once it stops, Emma pulls my leash to make me stand up. Then she pushes me into a space with a low ceiling, perhaps a cage or a piece of furniture, and she closes the door.


    Next, the thing where I’ve been pushed begins to move. I guess it has wheels. At some point I notice we’ve taken the elevator. Where could we be going? If I had to guess, I’d say we’ve gone all the way to the cells. I hear a door opening and closing; after that, silence.


    I feel so stupid. Why did I touch myself? I know I mustn’t do it, but at that moment I wasn’t thinking at all. Yes, I was very horny, but I must be able to control myself! And now here I am. If I could travel back in time, I’d do it immediately. Is my relationship with Emma over? I hope not, but even in that case, will it ever be the way it has been so far? Will she ever wish to spend so much time with me and make me feel special? Will she believe me and forgive me? I feel so awful that I start to cry again.

  

  
    Chapter 29


    Five minutes later, I hear a door opening and closing, followed by some noises I can’t identify.
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    Then someone, I suppose Emma, opens the door of the thing with wheels and pulls my leash to drag me out. She removes my cuffs and my panties in silence. After that, she holds me in her arms and makes me straddle something pointy. My pussy doesn’t feel comfortable.


    Next she cuffs my wrists and ankles again, which pulls my legs down and aggravates my discomfort. Eventually she removes my collar, hood and gag. She looks serious. I realize I’m sitting on a bondage horse just before she covers my eyes again with a hood.


    
      	Emma: “Confess what you’ve done.”


      	Gabby: “Mistress, it’s a misunderstanding!” (I’m talking fast because I’m super nervous.) “I opened that picture just before you came.”


      	Emma: “Confess what you’ve done.”


      	Gabby: “It’s not what you think. I didn’t…”


      	Emma: “I’m losing my patience. Confess what you’ve done!”


      	Gabby: “I…” (I figure out Emma wants me to tell her what I did, not what I didn’t do.) “After you left, I finished my Biology exercises. Then I was going to read Ms. Austen’s e-mail, but I noticed you had shared with me a Google Drive folder, so I’ve opened it and found pictures taken when I was a rubber doll. And then…” (I swallow my saliva.) “Then I touched myself.”


      	Emma: “Just like that.”


      	Gabby: “But I wasn’t looking at pictures of Patricia! It was just pictures of you and me.”


      	Emma: “Since when do you refer to my mom that way?”


      	Gabby: “…Never, mistress. I meant Ms. Schulte.”

    


    Emma stops talking. I need to calm down.


    


    
      	Emma: “Are you attracted to my mom?”


      	Gabby: “…”


      	Emma: “Answer. Do you find my mom attractive, yes or no?”


      	Gabby: “Mistress, I love you. I…”


      	Emma: “I didn’t ask that. Answer!”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, but like everyone else.”


      	Emma: “No, not like everyone else. Don’t you think I’ve noticed how you look at her?”


      	Gabby: “…I look at her normally.”


      	Emma: “You’re such a liar. I still remember when we came home with Ms. Jensen and Ms. Austen and my mom greeted them. You couldn’t stop staring at her boobs. Do you think everyone does that?”


      	Gabby: “…No, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Why do you do it then?”


      	Gabby: “…Mistress, I only wish to be with you.”


      	Emma: “Do you think her breasts are better than mine?”


      	Gabby: “No, mistress, I think you’re perfect!”


      	Emma: “And yet another lie. Don’t you remember I’ve read your Biology project? I know you love big fake boobs.”
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      	Gabby: “…Mistress, please believe me! Your breasts are perfect! I got really turned on when we were having breakfast just by looking at them. Didn’t you notice that?”


      	Emma: “Yeah, but that’s because you didn’t have better boobs around.”


      	Gabby: “No, it’s not!”

    


    Emma pauses. I’m still very nervous, but also a bit shocked by Emma’s questions. I know Emma is very proud of her mom and looks up to her but… is she also jealous of her?


    


    
      	Emma: “Gabby, honesty is paramount for me. You know that. If you keep lying, I don’t see the point of… do you understand?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “What do you prefer: small natural breasts, or big fake boobs?”


      	Gabby: “…” (I bend my neck down.)


      	Emma: “It’s a simple question.”


      	Gabby: “Big fake boobs.” (It’s true. That’s why I chose that topic for my Biology project. I wanted to understand why I like them.)
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      	Emma: “So… do you prefer my mom’s boobs over mine? Yes or no?”


      	Gabby: “…Yes.”


      	Emma: “Do you wish I get breast implants?”


      	Gabby: “No!”


      	Emma: “Why are you lying again?!”


      	Gabby: “I’m not, mistress! Breast implants require surgery and later they could cause lots of complications and health issues.”


      	Emma: “What if they didn’t? Imagine they’re 100% safe. Would you wish it then?”


      	Gabby: “…”


      	Emma: “If my fake boobs looked like my mom’s breasts, wouldn’t you wish it?”


      	Gabby: “…I guess. Yes.” (I can’t believe I’ve just said that.) “But all those assumptions aren’t real! In practice…”


      	Emma: “I know things could go wrong. That’s not the point. The point is… I’ve asked if I should get implants many times to other girls, and all of them keep saying ‘no’. But when I check who they follow on IG, I see a long list of popular influencers with big fake boobs. And you’re not an exception.”

    


    


    
      	Emma: “Will you keep telling me the truth?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Are you physically attracted to my mom?”


      	Gabby: “…Yes.”


      	Emma: “Are you attracted to her since the first time you saw her?”


      	Gabby: “…Yes.”


      	Emma: “And besides her body, do you like my mom? Do you like her personality?”


      	Gabby: “Yes.”


      	Emma: “Do you wish I was more similar to her?”


      	Gabby: “…I had that thought.”


      	Emma: “When?”


      	Gabby: “…When she refused to give that talk about bondage at school. I liked she doesn’t wish to go public. But after you explained to me why you wish to create a bondage world, I fully support you.”

    


    Emma removes my hood. She looks more relaxed. Perhaps she liked the last thing I’ve said.


    
      	Emma: “Look into my eyes.” (I comply.) “You find my mom attractive since you met her. You tried to repress it but, since you gave her a foot massage, you can’t handle your impulses anymore and you’ve touched yourself while fantasizing about her. Isn’t that the truth?”


      	Gabby: “No! It’s not!”

    


    [image: ]


    Emma looks serious again. Suddenly she takes a whip from a rack on the wall. For half a minute, she caresses it while looking pensive. I feel terrified.


    


    
      	Emma: “Gabby, you’ve touched yourself. You’ve disappointed me and I feel hurt.”


      	Gabby: “I understand, mistress.”


      	Emma: “If I had found any other girl looking at a picture of my mom just after touching herself, I’d have broken up with her immediately. But I don’t wish to break up with you because you’re special to me and…” (Emma’s voice is breaking. She’s getting emotional.) “And I have feelings for you.”


      	Gabby: “Mistress…” (I can see tears in her eyes.)


      	Emma: “I wish to be able to forgive you, but I can’t forgive liars. Now, if you confess, I’ll punish you with this whip, and then I’ll forgive you. But if you keep claiming you didn’t do it, there is a way for me to check if you’re telling the truth. When I entered the bedroom, I saw the time on your computer, so I can look at your browsing history to verify if it’s true you opened that file just before I entered.” (How didn’t I think about that?!) “Should I whip you, or should I go upstairs?”

    


    Since I’m telling the truth, my first intention is to say ‘go upstairs’, but I decide to close my eyes and think twice. If, for whatever reason, my browsing history doesn’t show what Emma expects, she’ll break up with me! But… perhaps everything is a trick to make me confess.
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      	Gabby: “If I confess, you promise we won’t break up, right?”


      	Emma: “Yes. I’m not a liar.”

    


    What do I do? On the one hand, I feel I should just tell the truth. Why wouldn’t my browsing history show exactly what I’ve done? But, on the other hand, I’m very risk averse, and I’ve already confessed both I touched myself and I’m attracted to Patricia…


    


    Suddenly the door opens.


    
      	Emma: “Hi, mom.”


      	Patricia: “Hi. What are you doing here?”


      	Emma: “Um… if you need help with Elena’s stuff, I’ll go upstairs in a sec.”


      	Patricia: “I don’t. Why are you holding a whip?”


      	Emma: “…Because I might have to punish Gabby.”


      	Patricia: “What has she done?”


      	Emma: “She has touched herself.”


      	Patricia: “Whipping isn’t the punishment for that.”


      	Emma: “Yes, but she may have done something else. She’s hesitating whether to confess it or not.”


      	Patricia: “Confess what? In the latest version of the standard contract, whipping is only used to punish cheating, and you spend with Gabby the whole day, so…”


      	Emma: “Touching yourself while looking at pictures of other women is cheating.”


      	Patricia: “I disagree, but anyway, Gabby, have you done that?”


      	Gabby: “No, Ms. Schulte.” (Patricia’s presence here has clarified my thoughts.)


      	Patricia: “There you go. She didn’t do it.”


      	Emma: “It’s not so simple. I can actually check if she did it by looking at her browsing history.”


      	Patricia: “Then go check.”


      	Emma: “But if she’s lying, I’ll have to break up with her.”


      	Patricia: “No, you won’t. I’ve told you many times you need to be more patient and forgiving.”
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      	Emma: “Mom, please let me talk to her alone, and then we’ll talk in private.”


      	Patricia: “No, because I’m realizing what’s going on here. You’ve threatened her with breaking up so that she confesses some misbehavior and accepts to be whipped.”


      	Emma: “It’s not like that.”


      	Patricia: “How is it like then?” (Patricia is getting very upset.)


      	Emma: “I haven’t threatened her.”


      	Patricia: “I bet she doesn’t feel that way. Anyhow, you know what the punishment for masturbating is, don’t you?”


      	Emma: “Yes. It’s a chastity belt.”


      	Patricia: “So why don’t you just apply it? To me it feels like you wish to try and experience everything in just one week, even those things I’ve told you to avoid. Why do you suddenly wish to try whipping?”


      	Emma: “I don’t. In fact, I’ve already tried it and it’s not my thing, although it’s effective.”


      	Patricia: “Who did you whip? Gabby doesn’t have any marks.”


      	Emma: “…Ms. Austen.”


      	Patricia: “What?! When?”
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      	Emma: “When she didn’t want to admit she cheated.”


      	Patricia: “Did she agree to be whipped by you?”


      	Emma: “…Initially not, but…”


      	Patricia: “How many times did I say you need to get consent before you administer a punishment? And not just consent. They need to understand and accept they need to be punished. Otherwise they’ll resent you.”


      	Emma: “But yesterday she sent me a message to thank me. She feels she’s taken a load off her mind.”

    


    


    
      	Patricia: “That’s irrelevant. From now on, you’ll always need to get my permission before any corporal punishment.”


      	Emma: “Mom! I wasn’t going to whip Gabby until she accepted it.”


      	Patricia: “It doesn’t matter. My decision is final. Now go check Gabby’s browsing history and you’ll find out she didn’t do what you think.”


      	Emma: “…Gabby, are you sure?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, Ms. Lindberg.”

    


    Emma leaves the cell.


    
      	Patricia: “Were you there when Emma whipped Ms. Austen?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, Ms. Schulte.”


      	Patricia: “And Ms. Jensen?”


      	Gabby: “She was there as well.”


      	Patricia: “What did she do?”


      	Gabby: “…Nothing. It all happened quite fast. But later I asked Ms. Lindberg about that, and she told me she did it because of you.”


      	Patricia: “What do you mean?”


      	Gabby: “…Ms. Lindberg thought you were suffering because of Ms. Austen’s lies. She did it to help you.” (Patricia smiles.)


      	Patricia: “Gabby, you’re such a sweetheart. Emma is thinking about whipping you, but you still defend her. Tell me, has she administered any other corporal punishment to you?”


      	Gabby: “…She caned my buttocks last Sunday, but my marks are already gone.”


      	Patricia: “Did you consent to it?”


      	Gabby: “I… don’t remember. But I deserved it. And Ms. Lindberg put cream on my buttocks afterwards.”


      	Patricia: “You can’t let Emma do whatever she wishes. You should have boundaries. If you feel Emma isn’t treating you properly, you must let me know.”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, Ms. Schulte.”
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    Patricia and I wait for Emma in silence. I’m getting nervous.


    
      	Patricia: “It looks like Emma is checking your full browsing history. I’ll uncuff you.” (Patricia uses the keys Emma left here.)


      	Gabby: “Thank you, Ms. Schulte.”


      	Patricia: “Just out of curiosity: what pictures does she think you were looking at?”


      	Gabby: “…” (I freeze.)


      	Patricia: “Why don’t you answer me? I didn’t think you were lying.”


      	Gabby: “…I wasn’t lying. Please let me explain.”


      	Patricia: “Yes, explain.”


      	Gabby: “While I was alone doing my homework, I found out Emma had shared a Google Drive folder with you and me with pictures taken when I was a rubber doll.”


      	Patricia: “Yes, I’ve already seen it.”


      	Gabby: “I was really horny and… yes, I did it, but I was just looking at pictures of Emma and myself. I only found out there were pictures of you after I finished, but then Emma came back and suspected the worst.”


      	Patricia: “And then she was crying, wasn’t she?”


      	Gabby: “I believe so.” (Patricia shakes her head.) “Now I’m worried about her. I think she intends to get breast implants. She made me confess things like I prefer big fake boobs… or I find your breasts more attractive than hers. I think she looks up to you, and sometimes perhaps she feels jealous…”


      	Patricia: “Gabby, thanks for telling me, but I already know all that. Actually, to help Emma, you could stop staring at my tits.”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, Ms. Schulte. I apologize.”

    


    I look down while my cheeks blush. Has everyone noticed I like…? I thought I was hiding it quite well.
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    Emma comes back. She smiles and hugs me straight away, without saying anything.


    
      	Patricia: “I’ll leave you alone.”


      	Emma: “…Thanks, mom.”

    


    After Patricia leaves the cell, Emma holds me in her arms and kisses me. Then she carries me and makes me sit on a bondage rack with small spikes.


    
      	Emma: “I guess I’ve overreacted a bit.”


      	Gabby: “I understand, mistress. What you saw looked shocking.”


      	Emma: “Still, I’m somewhat disappointed. Do you know what this is for?” (Emma points at the rack.)


      	Gabby: “…I think I do.”


      	Emma: “I hope I’ll never need to use anything like this with you.” (Emma stares at me.) “Why did you touch yourself?”


      	Gabby: “…I was very excited.”


      	Emma: “But why didn’t you tell me? Do you prefer touching yourself over having sex with me?”


      	Gabby: “No! Not a all.”


      	Emma: “Then?”


      	Gabby: “I… suggested it. I talked about licking your pussy when we were having breakfast, and I said your outfit turns me on…”


      	Emma: “You should communicate things clearly. If you wish to get fucked, just say it.”


      	Gabby: “I wish to get fucked.”


      	Emma: “Again?!”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress. Please fuck me. Fuck me the whole day.” Emma caresses my pussy.
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      	Emma: “You’ve been on the horse for a while. Doesn’t it hurt?”


      	Gabby: “…A bit, but I’ll be fine.”

    


    


    
      	Emma: “Why are you so horny today?”


      	Gabby: “I’ve been thinking about that. Since you talked to me about a toy life, I fantasize about it more and more and my priorities are changing. I don’t care about school that much anymore. Now I just wish to spend time with you.”


      	Emma: “Gabby… maybe a toy life sounds appealing now, but sooner or later you’ll get bored… and I think I’d also get bored. Do you remember when my mom explained why Stella isn’t a full-time pony?”


      	Gabby: “I do, mistress, but I wish to experience a toy life, maybe just for today.” (Emma thinks for a few seconds.)


      	Emma: “…Actually it could be a good idea. Today you’ll be just my toy. You’ll be all the time horny and ready for me, and I’ll only use you to satisfy my needs and have fun. Let’s find out if you enjoy to be used like that.”


      	Gabby: “Will you use me frequently?”


      	Emma: “Haha! Don’t worry about that. Let’s go have fun.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    We exit the cell. My heart is beating fast. Just by imagining what we’ll do in the next hours, I feel super excited. Suddenly Emma’s phone rings.


    
      	Emma: “Hello.” (…) “Oh, yes! I’ll be there in a minute.” (…) “See you!” (Emma looks at me.) “Lexy is here! With all the fuss, I forgot she was coming.”
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      	Gabby: “But we were going to…” (I feel frustrated again.)


      	Emma: “Don’t worry. I’ll still treat you like a toy.”


      	Gabby: “Eh?! But…”


      	Emma: “Let’s hurry up!”

    


    We take the elevator and walk fast towards the house.


    


    Lexy is waiting for us by the door. She’s really pretty.


    
      	Emma: “Hi!”


      	Lexy: “Hi!”

    


    Emma hugs her and they kiss each other on the cheek.


    
      	Emma: “Sorry I was in the basement.”


      	Lexy: “No worries. How are you?”


      	Emma: “I’m doing great! Let me introduce you. This is Gabby. Gabby, this is my friend Alexandra Nieminen.” (I recall Angela’s surname is Kelly.)


      	Lexy: “Nice to meet you, Gabby.”


      	Gabby: “Nice to meet you, Ms. Nieminen.”


      	Lexy: “You can call me Lexy.”


      	Emma: “No, she can’t. She must address you respectfully.”


      	Lexy: “Oh! Is she the girl you talked about on the phone? I mean the one in bondage to you.”


      	Emma: “Yes. She’s my toy.”


      	Lexy: “Your toy?”


      	Emma: “I use her to satisfy my needs and have fun.” (I’m already regretting my toy life.)

    


    [image: ]


    
      	Lexy: “Oh!”


      	Emma: “We should talk a lot about bondage.”


      	Lexy: “Yes… well, I don’t know. Is she staying now with us?”


      	Emma: “Yes. She lives here.”


      	Lexy: “Eh?! But… she wasn’t here on your birthday.”


      	Emma: “That’s right. We began last week.”


      	Lexy: “Oh! That’s really… fast.”


      	Emma: “Haha! I know.”

    


    Lexy looks puzzled.


    


    
      	Emma: “Let’s go inside.”

    


    Emma uses her keys to open the door. My mom comes immediately, gets on her knees and kisses Emma’s boots. I don’t know if she saw Lexy, but this time she didn’t hesitate at all!
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      	Elena: “Welcome home, Ms. Lindberg. I’m honored to be in your presence again.”


      	Emma: “I didn’t go anywhere. We were in the basement.”

    


    My mom looks down.


    
      	Lexy: “Who is she?”


      	Emma: “Ah! This is Elena, our new maid. She’s Gabby’s mom.”


      	Lexy: “But… is she also in bondage to you?!”


      	Emma: “No, she’s in bondage to my mom, but she must also obey me.” (Lexy looks puzzled again. She doesn’t know what to say.) “Are you thirsty?”


      	Lexy: “…Yes.”

    


    Emma looks at my mom and waits a few seconds.


    
      	Emma: “Elena, we have a guest. You should offer something to drink.”


      	Elena: “Oh! Yes, Ms. Lindberg. What would you like to drink… ma’am?”


      	Lexy: “Just sparkling water.”


      	Emma: “Bring water for me as well.”


      	Elena: “Yes, Ms. Lindberg.”

    


    My mom stands up and goes to the kitchen.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s take a sit. As you can see, there have been some changes since my birthday. We should catch up.”

    


    We sit on the sofa. Suddenly I realize my pussy has been exposed all along! Although seemingly Lexy didn’t realize it, I cover it with my hands.


    


    
      	Emma: “So… have you already begun practicing bondage?”


      	Lexy: “Eh?! No… I’m still thinking about it.”


      	Emma: “But my mom said you wish to be a mistress, and you sounded enthusiastic on the phone.”


      	Lexy: “…Yes, but I wish to learn more before I start.”


      	Emma: “The best way of learning is by practicing it.”


      	Lexy: “I guess… but also, how do I know if I’ll enjoy being dominant? Perhaps it’s not for me.”


      	Emma: “Lexy, you’re very dominant.”


      	Lexy: “Why do you say that?”


      	Emma: “Um… remember when we played together in primary school. We were arguing all the time. I wanted things to be done my way, but you wanted to do them your way. The other girls just obeyed me.”


      	Lexy: “Haha! That’s true.” (Emma and Lexy smile at each other.)


      	Emma: “I’m sure you’ll really enjoy it. Haven’t you ever fantasized about dominating a girl?”


      	Lexy: “…Couldn’t we talk in private? I don’t really know Gabby.”


      	Emma: “She won’t say anything. Don’t worry about her. Just tell me… what turns you on in your fantasies?”


      	Lexy: “…” (Lexy is blushing a bit.) “If I tell you, perhaps you’ll think I’m depraved.”


      	Emma: “I won’t! I promise.”


      	Lexy: “Well… sometimes I imagine myself using a girl as a footstool.” (Emma thinks for a few seconds and smiles.)


      	Emma: “Gabby, get on all fours on the floor.”


      	Gabby: “Wh…”

    


    I was going to ‘What!’, but I bite my tongue. I don’t wish to upset Emma again, so I comply. Lexy looks nervous.
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      	Emma: “Go ahead.”


      	Lexy: “But… she’s in bondage to you, not to me.”


      	Emma: “Don’t worry. She must also obey my mom, you know. She’s already given her a foot massage.”


      	Lexy: “…How do I know if she’s OK with this? Your mom told me subs have boundaries that must be respected.” (I think I should have a conversation about that with Emma.)


      	Emma: “If she isn’t fine with it, she can use her safeword. Besides, I’ve already used her as a footstool. She’s well-trained. Look.”

    


    Emma rests her legs on my back.


    
      	Lexy: “Oh! In that case…”

    


    Lexy bites her lips. Suddenly she smiles and decides to imitate Emma.


    
      	Emma: “How are you feeling?”


      	Lexy: “I never thought my fantasies would become true one day. I’ll never forget this.”


      	Emma: “This is just the beginning. What other fantasies do you have?”


      	Lexy: “Haha! I think this is enough for today.”


      	Emma: “Believe me. You can experience much more than this with Gabby.”


      	Lexy: “She’s really submissive, isn’t she?”


      	Emma: “She is, although some girls are even more submissive. But I’ve already been training her full-time for six days.” (Certainly, six days ago I wouldn’t be doing this. It’s amazing how fast I’ve changed.)


      	Lexy: “…How did you start? Was she already into bondage?”


      	Emma: “Haha! No, not at all. She even didn’t know what bondage is.”
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      	Lexy: “But then… I don’t know. I mean, I just don’t know how to talk to a girl about this. If I wish to practice bondage, how do I find a submissive girl?”


      	Emma: “For you, it will be very easy.”


      	Lexy: “Why?”


      	Emma: “We both know you have lots of admirers. How many girls in your school would do anything to be with you?”


      	Lexy: “…Yeah, I know, but I’m very picky.”


      	Emma: “I’m not saying she has to be your girlfriend. And also, you can have more than one girl in bondage to you, you know. Besides this toy, I have a puppy and a foot worshipper.”


      	Lexy: “What?! Where are they?”


      	Emma: “At the moment they’re at school. But they’ll come here later.” (Lexy looks shocked.) “Have you had fantasies involving pet play or foot worship?”


      	Lexy: “Um…” (Lexy seems embarrassed again.) “Not exactly foot worship, but when your maid kissed your boots before… I think I’d like that.”

    


    At that moment, my mom comes to the living room with drinks and snacks. She’s surprised to see me on all fours.


    
      	Emma: “Leave the tray on the table.”


      	Elena: “Yes, Ms. Lindberg.”

    


    My mom complies. Then Emma points at Lexy.


    
      	Emma: “Lick her boots clean.”


      	Elena: “Yes, Ms. Lindberg.”

    


    My mom gets on her knees and begins to lick Lexy’s boots. As before, she doesn’t hesitate at all. I feel like she’s become completely docile.
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      	Emma: “Do you enjoy it?”


      	Lexy: “Oh, yeah! Definitely, I’ll never forget this. It’s turning me on.”


      	Emma: “Haha! I’ve told you.”


      	Lexy: “Does she also get horny by doing this?”


      	Emma: “I don’t think she has a boot fetish.”


      	Lexy: “But then…”


      	Emma: “She enjoys anything that makes her feel dominated. And also, boot kissing and licking is ideal to remind a sub of her place. That’s why I make her do it regularly.” (Given my mom’s behavior, it looks like it’s working.) “Elena, lick her soles.”


      	Lexy: “I’ve come on foot. My soles are dirty.”


      	Emma: “That’s why she must clean them.”

    


    My mom complies. I wonder what would happen if Patricia came here right now, but she’s still in the basement.


    
      	Lexy: “And Gabby… does she also lick boots?”


      	Emma: “Of course! She’s done it many times.” (Emma removes her legs from my back.) “Gabby, lick mine.”

    


    I get on my knees next to my mom and comply. I have the impression Lexy is losing her previous inhibition and now wants more and more.


    
      	Lexy: “This can’t get better.”


      	Emma: “Sure it can.”

    


    Emma opens a drawer, gets two collars and puts them on my mom and on me. She gives my mom’s leash to Lexy.
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      	Lexy: “We have mom and daughter licking our boots. It’s unbelievable!”


      	Emma: “Haha! So… do you still have any doubts about becoming a mistress?”


      	Lexy: “Not at all. I’ve made up my mind.”

    


    Emma and Lexy smile at each other.


    


    
      	Lexy: “I forgot I’m thirsty.”

    


    Lexy picks up both glasses from the tray and gives Emma one of them.


    
      	Emma: “Would you like to see the basement?”


      	Lexy: “Does your mom allow me?”


      	Emma: “Why wouldn’t she? Now you’re 18.”


      	Lexy: “…OK.”

    


    After drinking, Emma gets up and removes my mom’s collar.


    
      	Emma: “Elena, I’ve sent you a list of guests for tomorrow’s ceremony with their dietary restrictions. Lexy is definitely coming.”


      	Elena: “Thank you, Ms. Lindberg.”

    


    Emma gets a gag and puts it on my mom. I realize she’s no longer wearing a chastity belt.
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      	Emma: “Go back to your chores.”

    


    Once my mom leaves, Emma takes back my leash and we walk towards the basement.


    
      	Lexy: “Throughout the years you’ve told me so much about the basement. My expectations are high, you know.”


      	Emma: “I’m sure it won’t disappoint you. But before we enter, I need to ask you something. Why did you get upset when your mom told you she was a mistress?” (Emma looks serious.)


      	Lexy: “Because she hid it from me for so many years. I felt like I didn’t know my mom until now.”


      	Emma: “So it wasn’t because you had something against bondage, right?”


      	Lexy: “No. Perhaps she got that impression, but she was mistaken.”

    


    Emma smiles.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s go.”

    

  

  
    Chapter 30


    After walking downstairs, Emma opens the main door and we enter the basement.


    
      	Lexy: “Wow! It’s indeed big.”


      	Emma: “Do you like it?”


      	Lexy: “It looks amazing!”

    


    Lexy walks straight towards the throne and points at it.


    
      	Lexy: “What’s this for?”


      	Emma: “It’s for ceremonies.”


      	Lexy: “Ah! So this is where your teacher will become the principal’s slave tomorrow.”


      	Emma: “Yes, although she’s not my teacher. She’s Gabby’s teacher.”

    


    Lexy looks pensive.
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      	Lexy: “Will Gabby and you also have a ceremony one day?”


      	Emma: “Actually, we already had one.”


      	Lexy: “Oh! Why didn’t you invite me?!”


      	Emma: “It was just the two of us, you know. We signed a bondage contract. It’s less important than slavery.”


      	Lexy: “What’s the difference?”


      	Emma: “Slavery can only be terminated by mutual agreement.”


      	Lexy: “…I get it. Still, I’d have loved to be there.” (Emma smiles.)


      	Emma: “My mom said the same. But I’ve recorded the whole thing.” (Emma takes her phone.) “Look.”


      	Gabby: “Eh?!”

    


    I don’t know if they’ve heard me, but they don’t look at me. Emma goes ahead and plays the video.


    


    I hear my own voice: “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.” Then I see myself signing the declaration.


    Lexy and Emma can’t take their eyes off the screen. “Kiss my boots.” After hearing Emma’s voice, I see myself complying. I know Lexy has just seen me licking Emma’s boots, but now I feel really embarrassed! Eventually the video ends.
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      	Lexy: “Wow! That was so pretty!”


      	Emma: “Haha!”


      	Lexy: “Gabby, you looked so cute!” (I look down.) “And you sounded so solemn and committed!”


      	Gabby: “…Thank you.”


      	Lexy: “I’m super happy for both of you.”

    


    Lexy hugs Emma, and then she hugs me. Her smile looks genuine. I think I’m starting to like her.


    
      	Lexy: “Did you celebrate it somehow?”


      	Emma: “I began her training straight away, until my mom caught us.”


      	Lexy: “You mean… Patricia saw you having sex!”


      	Emma: “Not exactly. I was testing Gabby with fucking machines. But we had to stop because Ms. Jensen and Ms. Austen were with my mom.”


      	Lexy: “What?!”


      	Emma: “This happened just before what I’ve told you on the phone… the cheating issue, you know. My mom was showing them the basement.”

    


    Lexy is shocked, and I feel even more embarrassed than before. On the other hand, it seems Emma and Lexy are really close friends. At least they don’t seem to keep secrets from each other.


    


    
      	Emma: “That happened there on the upper floor. But before going upstairs, I can show you other things here.”


      	Lexy: “Sounds good.”

    


    Emma takes my leash and we walk towards the right side.


    
      	Emma: “The first time I came to the basement with Gabby, we used this stock.”


      	Lexy: “I hope nobody caught you having sex then.”

    


    Lexy is still thinking about what happened with Patricia. I don’t blame her.


    
      	Emma: “We didn’t have sex. I spanked her.”


      	Lexy: “What did she do?!”


      	Emma: “Nothing. I was interrogating her.”


      	Lexy: “About what?”


      	Emma: “Her fantasies. Do you know what turns her on? My cheerleader uniform.”


      	Lexy: “Haha!”

    


    I almost forgot I had said that. I feel my cheeks will turn red permanently.


    
      	Lexy: “Did you also record that?”


      	Emma: “No. Gabby doesn’t like to be recorded, you know. But I took a picture of her yesterday. Look.”

    


    Emma shows Lexy the photo we took during my deepthroating lesson. I sigh. I guess I must accept Lexy will know everything about me.
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      	Lexy: “Wow! She looks amazing.”


      	Emma: “That corset was designed by Angela. Did you know she used to make fetish clothing?”


      	Lexy: “Yes, I knew that. But still, I never thought she…”


      	Emma: “I understand.”

    


    


    Emma pulls my leash and we walk towards the left side.
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      	Emma: “Sometimes my mom puts Elena inside that bird cage.”


      	Lexy: “Why?”


      	Emma: “I don’t know, but her methods clearly work. She already dominates her completely.”


      	Lexy: “Why don’t you ask her?”


      	Emma: “Because she wouldn’t answer me. Whenever we talk about bondage, she keeps mentioning what I shouldn’t do, but she doesn’t tell me what she actually does. I feel like it’s a secret.”


      	Lexy: “She mentioned privacy is very important to her.”


      	Emma: “Yeah, that’s true.”

    


    I think there should be a way Patricia and Emma could talk about bondage without invading each other’s privacy. We keep walking.


    
      	Emma: “That’s where I took Gabby the second time we came to the basement.”


      	Lexy: “Wow! This looks more interesting than the stock.”


      	Emma: “Yes, it enables multiple postures.”


      	Lexy: “So here you had sex, right?”


      	Emma: “Yes, I fucked her. And before, I also caned her.”


      	Lexy: “Why? Was it a harsh interrogation?”


      	Emma: “Yeah. She had misbehaved.”


      	Lexy: “What did she do?”


      	Emma: “She…” (Emma looks sad.) “She thought her mom was going to forbid our relationship and take her home, you know. And she thought there was nothing we could do about that. I didn’t feel she was willing to fight for us.”

    


    


    
      	Lexy: “Is that true?”


      	Gabby: “…I…” (I didn’t expect any question from Lexy, so I get nervous.) “At some point I had that thought. But after coming here with Ms. Lindberg I realized I wanted to fight for us. Although in the end it wasn’t necessary. I’m grateful Ms. Schulte could change my mom’s mind.”


      	Lexy: “I’m sure you’d have fought, you know.” (Lexy smiles.) “My mom told me you are very deeply in love with Emma, and I don’t think she’s mistaken.”


      	Emma: “When did she tell you that?!”


      	Lexy: “Last Saturday, after you went to her shop.”


      	Emma: “We weren’t there that long.”


      	Lexy: “It was enough. And I can see you also care about Gabby. You keep talking and talking about what you’ve been doing with her. Why are you lying to me?”


      	Emma: “What do you mean?”


      	Lexy: “I know Gabby is not your toy. I know she’s your girlfriend. Patricia told my mom yesterday evening.”


      	Emma: “Did she?”


      	Lexy: “Don’t you think they also gossip about us?”


      	Emma: “…I guess.”


      	Lexy: “But I’m not upset with you, eh! I know you wish I become a mistress and you did all those things in the living room to convince me. And I enjoyed resting my legs on Gabby’s back and having my boots licked by your maid. However, now you both can stop acting.”


      	Emma: “We aren’t acting.”


      	Lexy: “Why do you want to keep pretending Gabby is just your toy?!”
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    I didn’t see this coming. I’m not used to see Emma struggling to defend herself, but she was right about something: Lexy is dominant.


    


    
      	Emma: “OK, Gabby is my girlfriend.” (I smile.) “But it’s not what you think. I didn’t tell her to act as my toy to do all that for you.”


      	Lexy: “So it was her idea, right?”


      	Emma: “Yes.”


      	Lexy: “Haha! Don’t be ridiculous.”


      	Emma: “I mean, she told me she wanted to be my toy until tomorrow. She wishes to have that experience.”


      	Lexy: “Is that true?”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, Ms. Nieminen.”


      	Lexy: “Why do you wish that?”


      	Gabby: “Because today… I feel really horny.” (I couldn’t find a better way of saying it.)


      	Lexy: “Hahaha! I’m not convinced. Try again.”
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    I look at Emma, but she doesn’t react.


    
      	Gabby: “The issue is… I expected Emma and I could spend together the whole day. In the morning we had sex several times and I really enjoyed it, but later she said we needed to do our homework before you arrived… and I felt frustrated. When I was doing my homework, I misbehaved…”


      	Lexy: “What did you do?”


      	Gabby: “I touched myself.”


      	Lexy: “Oh!”


      	Gabby: “And when Emma asked me why I did it, I explained to her I fantasize about being her toy, and I suggested I could be just her toy.”

    


    I can’t believe I’ve told all that to someone I barely know, but on the other hand I felt Emma was going to tell her even more details.


    
      	Lexy: “So basically I’ve ruined your day.”


      	Gabby: “It’s not your fault. I’m glad we’ve met.”

    


    


    I’ve just realized I didn’t refer to Emma as Ms. Lindberg, but apparently she didn’t notice or care. Lexy looks down for a few seconds.


    
      	Lexy: “I think I should leave now.”


      	Gabby: “No! I didn’t mean that. Please stay, Ms. Nieminen.”


      	Lexy: “No. I don’t wish to create problems between you.” (Lexy looks at Emma.) “But I’ll be here tomorrow for the ceremony.”


      	Emma: “Actually, you could help us now.”


      	Lexy: “How?”


      	Emma: “…There are toy girls whose sexual wellness requires the simultaneous attention of more than one mistress. Perhaps that’s what Gabby needs.”


      	Lexy: “…Are you proposing a threesome?!”


      	Gabby: “What?!” (I hadn’t understood Emma.)


      	Emma: “Not a real threesome. There wouldn’t be any contact between you and me. It would be just two mistresses taking care of a little toy.”


      	Lexy: “You’re crazy!”


      	Emma: “Our moms used to do that together, you know.”


      	Lexy: “They didn’t tell me anything like that!”


      	Emma: “My mom didn’t tell me either, but one day I found some old pictures by chance… This is a secret. And we can also keep anything that happens here secret.”

    


    Lexy looks at Emma with incredulity.
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      	Lexy: “You can’t be serious.”


      	Emma: “Remember when I told you I was keen on trying group sex. You said you also wanted to try one day.”


      	Lexy: “Yes, but…”


      	Emma: “Why don’t we try together now? You’ve been single for a while, and I can see Gabby and you like each other.”

    


    I feel so overwhelmed by the latest developments that I’m unable to articulate any word.


    


    Lexy bites her lips.


    
      	Emma: “Come on! We’ll have so much fun. I promise.”


      	Lexy: “…Gabby, what do you think about this?”


      	Gabby: “…”

    


    They look at me, but I can’t talk.


    
      	Emma: “While she thinks about it, let me show you a place in the basement that’s also new to her.”


      	Lexy: “…OK.”

    


    I’ve said plenty of times that I’m shocked, but this time it’s completely true. I can’t even close my mouth. Emma pulls my leash and we walk to the elevator.


    
      	Lexy: “There are six floors!”


      	Emma: “Yes. We’re going to the third one.”

    


    Emma presses the button and shortly after we get there.


    
      	Lexy: “This is a parking.”


      	Emma: “It is, but there is a special area in that corner. It’s for guests who want only sex.”


      	Lexy: “But…can’t they have sex in the club?”


      	Emma: “Yes, but the atmosphere there used to be quite social, you know. My mom said guests were keen on meeting each other, talk and have some drinks. There was hardly ever any action between women who hadn’t met before. But here, it was the opposite. Any submissive woman who comes here agrees to be used as a toy by any mistress, even if they didn’t talk before.”


      	Lexy: “And did many women come?!”


      	Emma: “Yes… although my mom suspected some could be sex workers, you know.”


      	Lexy: “I get it.”


      	Emma: “Let’s go inside.”
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      	Lexy: “Wow! There’s plenty of stuff.”


      	Emma: “Yeah! Which one do you prefer?”

    


    Lexy walks around and touches many pieces of bondage furniture.


    
      	Lexy: “I wouldn’t know how to use most of them. Perhaps Gabby could choose.”
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    They look at me for some seconds.


    
      	Emma: “Gabby.”


      	Gabby: “…”


      	Emma: “Gabby, are you present?”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, Ms. Lindberg.”


      	Emma: “Have you already thought about it?”


      	Gabby: “…No.”


      	Emma: “Do you have any question perhaps?”


      	Gabby: “…”


      	Emma: “Lexy, please leave us alone for one minute.”


      	Lexy: “No problem.”

    


    After Lexy leaves, Emma puts her hand on my chest.


    
      	Emma: “Your heart is beating so fast! Why are you so nervous?”


      	Gabby: “…”


      	Emma: “You can trust Lexy, you know.”


      	Gabby: “…I know. It’s just… this is happening too fast! How can you suddenly suggest that to Lexy? We haven’t even talked about it!”


      	Emma: “And why did you tell Lexy all that?!” (Emma speaks fast now.)


      	Gabby: “What?”


      	Emma: “That you feel frustrated because she’s here and you’re horny and wish to be a toy. I thought you either wanted her to leave, or to treat you as a toy. And then you’ve asked her to stay.”

    


    


    
      	Gabby: “I… I was just explaining why I wish to be your toy today.” (I realize I didn’t need to give Lexy so many details.) “I don’t know… I guess your training works, mistress. Now I always tell the truth.”


      	Emma: “If the truth is you wish to be a toy, then we’ll treat you as such.”


      	Gabby: “I don’t wish to be a toy. I wish to be your toy.”


      	Emma: “I know.”

    


    Emma smiles. She kisses me briefly and begins to caress my pussy.


    
      	Emma: “In life, there are things you can do whenever you wish, but certain things… you can only do them when you get a chance, you know. And that chance may present itself only once. If you refuse it, you could be regretting it forever.”

    


    Emma kisses me again. Even in this situation, her kisses calm me down.


    
      	Emma: “I know you find Lexy attractive. I saw you when you met her by the door. And Lexy also likes you. But I also know she’ll find a subby girl for herself pretty soon, perhaps even this weekend, and probably she won’t be interested in you anymore.”

    


    I begin to actually think about it. If the threesome was with another submissive girl, I’d probably feel jealous or scared that Emma might prefer her. But with Lexy, that’s not a problem. Then… what am I afraid of?


    
      	Gabby: “…Do you think I’ll enjoy it?”


      	Emma: “You’ll love it! I promise. I won’t allow Lexy to do anything you haven’t been trained for.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, but… I’m not in love with her.”


      	Emma: “I know! We’ll just have fun! If people only had sex with the one they love, threesomes would not exist.”


      	Gabby: “…That’s true.”
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    Emma keeps caressing my pussy. She really wants this. In fact, I shouldn’t be surprised. She also suggested a threesome to Julia after whipping Emily. If we have threesomes together, will she still wish to have them without me? Perhaps not.


    
      	Gabby: “How are you so sure you wish this?”


      	Emma: “I’ve been willing to try it for a long time. I’m usually keen on experiencing something new.” (Emma smiles.)

    


    Why am I always thinking about what Emma wants?! Like Lexy said, I should have boundaries. I just have to ask myself if I want it.


    Am I interested in threesomes? …I don’t think I’ve ever thought about it. Do I find Lexy attractive? Yes, in the same way I find Patricia and other women attractive. Would I have sex only with Lexy? No, because I love Emma. But here I’ll also be having sex with Emma!


    
      	Gabby: “I don’t know…”


      	Emma: “What if initially Lexy simply watches us? Would you like that?”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, but…”
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    I’m hesitating whether I wish to have sex with two very hot girls. I’m sure plenty of people would be willing to take my place, but still… I can’t make a decision. Suddenly I realize this is the first time I’m really thinking if I wish to do what Emma wants. It’s super tough! As Jessica said, everything is easier when Emma decides for me.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, I can’t decide. You should decide everything for me. I’m submissive to you and I trust you. I want to obey you and serve you in any way you wish.”


      	Emma: “Gabby…” (Emma looks surprised and sounds emotional.)


      	Gabby: “What’s wrong?”


      	Emma: “Nothing! Nothing at all. It’s just… my mom told me that, if a submissive girl tells me something like what you’ve said spontaneously, then I know I’m in control and already dominate her completely.”

    


    


    Emma and I kiss, but I’m still surprised by her words. Is it true? Does she already dominate me completely? I guess she’s right. I was thinking about boundaries, but a minute later I’ve asked her to decide everything for me and I’ve promised to do anything she wishes. What else could she need?


    
      	Emma: “While we are here, you should obey and serve Lexy as if she was also your mistress, except if I tell you otherwise.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Get undressed and sit there.” (Emma points to a piece of bondage furniture.)

    


    After I comply, she begins to restrain me. I feel my fantasy of being Emma’s toy is coming true. I imagine myself always restrained next to her wherever she goes. She introduces me as her submissive plaything to anyone we meet, and they praise me for my impeccable behavior, always discreet, polite, respectful and well-mannered. I picture myself serving Emma and satisfying her needs at any time, both in private and in front of other women. And I also picture myself pleasing other women whenever she tells me to. Feeling completely dominated by Emma is making me super horny now.


    
      	Emma: “Lexy, come in.”


      	Lexy: “Oh! Gabby is already… in position.”
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      	Emma: “Yes. Let’s get dressed quickly. We’ll use those outfits.”


      	Lexy: “But… is she into it?”


      	Emma: “Gabby, answer her.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, Ms. Nieminen. I’ll serve both of you as your submissive plaything.”


      	Lexy: “…Are you sure?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, Ms. Nieminen. I’ll obey you as if you were also my mistress.”

    


    Lexy is a bit shocked, but eventually she smiles.


    


    Emma puts a mask on my face to blindfold and gag me.


    
      	Lexy: “She looks cool!”


      	Emma: “Haha! Let’s get dressed. I think this is your size.”


      	Lexy: “It will do.”

    


    They take some time getting dressed, but the wait doesn’t decrease my excitement.


    
      	Lexy: “Wow! It’s really big.”


      	Emma: “You can put it on later. Initially you’ll just watch.”


      	Lexy: “Oh! OK.”

    


    I guess I know what they’re taking about :-). Suddenly I feel someone caressing my pussy. I can tell it’s Emma. A few seconds later, a dildo penetrates me. It’s thick and long indeed.
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      	Lexy: “Let’s see if you’ve been telling the truth.”


      	Emma: “What do you mean?”


      	Lexy: “You’ve boasted many times about your strap-on fucking skills. Now I can check if you haven’t been lying.”


      	Emma: “I never lie, but now you’re exaggerating.”

    


    Emma starts to fuck me. I never thought she had talked about such things with Lexy.


    
      	Lexy: “I’m not! I still remember that girl from your cheer squad. You said she came to you every day begging for your cock.”


      	Emma: “Haha! I know, but that’s not boasting. It happened.”

    


    I’d rather avoid speculating who they’re talking about but, for some reason, knowing others also think Emma is very good at fucking is driving me crazy.


    
      	Emma: “Look! She’s already squirting.”

    


    Now Emma fucks me very hard, and soon I come. It took less than a minute.


    


    
      	Lexy: “Wow! I admit that was fast.”


      	Emma: “Haha! Now it’s your turn.”

    


    Emma modifies my position in the structure.


    
      	Lexy: “Why are you moving her?”


      	Emma: “Just for fun. Otherwise she could get bored now.”


      	Lexy: “Ah! So you think I’ll bore her.”


      	Emma: “I didn’t say that.”


      	Lexy: “You’ve insinuated it.”


      	Emma: “Lexy, this isn’t a competition. Just have fun!”

    


    Lexy begins to penetrate me. Suddenly it hits me: I’m getting fucked by someone who is not Emma! I get a bit nervous.


    
      	Lexy: “I’ve never used a dildo this big. Doesn’t she get hurt?”


      	Emma: “Not at all. She loves that size.”

    


    Lexy begins to fuck me slowly. I appreciate she’s concerned about my well-being, and I bet she’ll be a caring and loving mistress. But at the moment she’s frustrating me. I’m already very wet and I need to get fucked harder.


    
      	Emma: “She can take it harder. Make her moan.”

    


    Emma knows me :-). She removes my gag and Lexy begins to move faster. Although it’s not fast enough, I moan so as to encourage her.


    
      	Lexy: “Fuck yeah!”


      	Emma: “Go harder.”


      	Lexy: “If I do, won’t the dildo often come out?”


      	Emma: “That only happens with shorter dildos. Go ahead.”

    


    Lexy fucks me harder now, perhaps as hard as she can, but she doesn’t have Emma’s pace. Suddenly Emma puts her fingers in my mouth and starts to play with my tongue! I realize she’s wearing latex gloves, which I find really hot. Shortly after, I come.
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      	Lexy: “Haha! This one was also fast.”


      	Emma: “It was. Now let’s fuck her together. Help me move her again.”

    


    Emma doesn’t tell Lexy about her hand-in-mouth trick to make me come. I guess it’s true she wants Lexy to have fun and not to compete against her.


    
      	Emma: “Put it in her mouth.”

    


    While Lexy penetrates my mouth with her dildo, Emma begins to fuck my pussy.


    
      	Lexy: “Doesn’t she need to rest a bit?”


      	Emma: “No. She’s multiorgasmic. I still don’t know her limit.”


      	Lexy: “What’s her record?”


      	Emma: “…I’ve never really counted them. But we can do it now.”


      	Lexy: “Haha! That will be fun.”

    


    Emma fucks me harder now.


    
      	Emma: “She can deepthroat, you know. Don’t just make her suck it. Fuck her mouth.”


      	Lexy: “But… isn’t this dildo too big?”


      	Emma: “She’s already had it.”

    


    Lexy starts to move in and out slowly.


    
      	Emma: “Deeper. Grab her head and make her swallow it.”

    


    Lexy hesitates, but eventually she puts her hands on the back of my head and pushes the dildo down my throat. I thought I was going to choke on it, but it goes inside! I guess my gag reflex is gone forever.
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      	Lexy: “Oh, my God! This slut is amazing!”

    


    First time in my life I’m called a slut. But also, first time I’m getting spit roasted. I guess I’ll hear it frequently from now on.


    
      	Lexy: “She’s squirting again!”

    


    Emma is fucking me really hard now. She even spanks my buttocks a couple of times! I can’t keep it anymore and I come once more.


    


    Emma starts to remove my restraints.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s try another ride. Please help me unbind her.”


      	Lexy: “You weren’t lying when you said she doesn’t need to rest right?”


      	Emma: “Not at all. In fact, now she’s as horny as hell. If we stop, she’d feel punished.”


      	Lexy: “Haha!”

    


    I’m ashamed to admit Emma is right. After releasing me, she makes me get on my knees and removes my mask.
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      	Emma: “Do you like our outfits?”


      	Gabby: “Wow!” (I’ve just had a quick glance at them.) “You both look super hot.” (I do love latex lingerie.)


      	Lexy: “Haha! Look at her face. It’s like if you were her goddess.”

    


    Emma seems pensive.


    
      	Emma: “Am I your goddess?”


      	Gabby: “…” (I didn’t expect that question.)


      	Emma: “Do you worship me as your goddess?”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, Ms. Lindberg.”


      	Emma: “Then you may refer to me as such from now on.”


      	Gabby: “Yes… goddess.”


      	Emma: “Kiss my feet.” (I comply.)


      	Lexy: “Oh, my God! She’s so submissive! You can make her say anything you wish.”


      	Emma: “I know. I already dominate her completely.”

    


    Lexy and Emma laugh. Since our conversation earlier, it seems Emma expects me to do anything she wants. And she’s right. I’m not able to say ‘no’ to her.


    


    
      	Emma: “Let’s get her ready.”

    


    After binding me to another ride, Emma puts another mask on my face.


    
      	Lexy: “Now it’s my turn, right?”


      	Emma: “Yes.”


      	Lexy: “Does she do… anal?”


      	Emma: “Haha! A few minutes ago you thought this dildo was too big, and now…”


      	Lexy: “I know! But it’s been my fantasy for some time.”


      	Emma: “Oh! You’ve never done it.”


      	Lexy: “…No. But you told me you did it with that cheerleader… Amanda.” (So I guess Amanda was the one who begged Emma for her cock every day! Perhaps after she lost that catfight against her…)


      	Emma: “Yes, that was my first time. But, since then, I’ve sodomized every girl I’ve been with.”


      	Lexy: “Ah! So with Gabby…?”


      	Emma: “Not yet, but I’m training her. She’s already had butt plugs.”

    


    Emma takes a butt plug and lubricant from a drawer and gives them to Lexy.


    
      	Emma: “Go ahead.”


      	Lexy: “Are you sure? Maybe I don’t know…”


      	Emma: “Don’t worry. Look.”

    


    Suddenly Emma sticks two fingers into my ass! I didn’t expect it, but I don’t feel pain. It seems the butt plug training works.


    
      	Lexy: “Oh! OK, let me try.”

    


    After Emma withdraws her fingers, Lexy puts some lubricant on my asshole and inserts the butt plug.
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      	Lexy: “Wow!”


      	Emma: “Just like that. Perfect.”


      	Lexy: “How did you find Gabby? I want a slut like her for myself.” They laugh.

    


    


    
      	Emma: “This butt plug has a pump, you know. You can make it bigger.”


      	Lexy: “Really?! Let’s try.”


      	Gabby: “W…”

    


    I try to speak, but my mask keeps my mouth wide open. Emma brings the pump and attaches it to the plug.


    
      	Emma: “Take it.”


      	Lexy: “Thanks.”

    


    Lexy begins to pump air straight away.


    
      	Emma: “Wait! It’s better you penetrate her before. Otherwise you could inflate it too much.”


      	Lexy: “Oh! OK.”

    


    Lexy puts her dildo inside my pussy. Then she starts pumping again.


    
      	Lexy: “Wow! It’s getting so big.”


      	Emma: “Haha! Keep going.”

    


    Suddenly Emma grabs my chin and puts her dildo in my mouth. Lexy keeps making the plug bigger and bigger.
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    At some point I feel so full that I attempt to speak again.


    
      	Emma: “It’s enough. Remove the pump.”


      	Lexy: “OK.”


      	Emma: “Let’s fuck her.”

    


    Lexy begins to move in and out. Emma also fucks my mouth, and eventually she penetrates my throat. Now my three holes are completely full! I feel totally fucked.


    
      	Lexy: “Look! She’s squirting again!”


      	Emma: “Fuck her hard.”

    


    Lexy moves really fast now. I guess she’s not nervous anymore. She’s fucking me much better than before, and my body starts shaking.


    
      	Emma: “Remove it now!”

    


    Emma and Lexy take out their dildos and I scream and collapse into the most intense orgasm I’ve ever had.


    


    
      	Emma: “Fuck…”


      	Lexy: “This is amazing…”

    


    My body shakes and my pussy squirts for around twenty seconds. When I calm down, Emma replaces my mask with a hood. Then she raises my chin.
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      	Emma: “Was this the strongest orgasm you’ve ever had?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, goddess.”


      	Emma: “Was I right when I suggested you’d enjoy the attention of an additional mistress?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, goddess.” (Emma smiles.)


      	Emma: “What should you say to Lexy?”


      	Gabby: “…” (My brain thinks quickly.) “I’m eternally thankful for your dedication to my sexual education and wellness, Ms. Nieminen.”


      	Lexy: “Oh!” (Lexy looks surprised.) “…You’re welcome.”


      	Emma: “Good toy. Now suck her dildo.”

    


    Lexy steps forward and puts her dildo in my mouth. It’s completely wet.


    
      	Lexy: “Emma… I also wish to thank you. I’ll never forget all this.”


      	Emma: “No worries.”


      	Lexy: “When I get my own slut, we’ll also have threesomes with her.”


      	Emma: “Haha! Don’t feel obliged. I just wish… we hung out more often.”


      	Lexy: “Definitely. It’s my fault. I didn’t call you since your birthday. Because we don’t go to the same school…”


      	Emma: “I know. It’s also my fault.”

    


    They smile at each other. I don’t fear Emma has feelings for Lexy, but at the moment I feel a bit envious. They’ve known each other since they were toddlers, so Lexy knows much more about Emma than me.
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      	Lexy: “Now that I’ve mentioned your birthday, I remember Patricia got you a car. Have you used it?”


      	Emma: “Just a couple of times. We went to Gabby’s old apartment to get her stuff.”


      	Lexy: “So she’s definitely living here.”


      	Emma: “Yes.”


      	Lexy: “But… will you stay here?”


      	Emma: “What do you mean?”


      	Lexy: “…You told me your father promised to buy you a house for your birthday.” (What?!) “Has he already done it?”


      	Emma: “I think so. He’s asked me to meet him this weekend.”


      	Lexy: “Ah! You still haven’t been with him.”


      	Emma: “No. I’m 18 now, so I can decide myself when I see him.”

    


    I don’t know why but, when Emma told me what had happened between her father and Patricia, I concluded she was estranged from him. But it seems that’s not the case.


    
      	Lexy: “So… do you plan to move?”


      	Emma: “I still have to see the house.”


      	Lexy: “I’m sure it will be a mansion by the beach.”


      	Emma: “Haha! Yes, I don’t expect less.” (Wow! Normally, I’d think Emma is joking, but her father is Paul Lindberg. I’m pretty sure he can afford that.) “Even then, perhaps I won’t like it.”


      	Lexy: “Are you going to see the house with someone else? I mean, apart from him.”


      	Emma: “I’ll go with Gabby. I want him to meet her.”

    


    Even with a dildo inside my mouth, I smile. I’ll be meeting Paul Lindberg, and perhaps… will I be living with Emma in a mansion by the beach?! Some things sound too good to be true.


    


    
      	Lexy: “But… will you tell him she’s in bondage to you? Or will you pretend…?”


      	Emma: “I won’t pretend anything. In fact, Gabby will be there collared and cuffed.”


      	Lexy: “Oh!”


      	Emma: “I hardly ever leave her unrestrained.”


      	Lexy: “Yes, but… I still remember why your parents split up. Do you know if your father’s views have changed?”


      	Emma: “If he has a problem with it, he can keep the house for himself.”

    


    Suddenly there is an uncomfortable silence. I have mixed feelings. On the one hand, I admire Emma’s commitment to bondage, but on the other hand… I wouldn’t mind at all to pretend in order to get a mansion by the beach! Lexy removes her dildo from my mouth and takes her phone.


    
      	Lexy: “It’s already 4:30!”


      	Emma: “Do you have to leave?”


      	Lexy: “Yes, I have an appointment soon. But I’ll definitely be here tomorrow. I wish to learn how all those weird things by the wall are used.”


      	Emma: “Haha! Sure, we’ll come here again.”

    


    While Lexy changes her clothes, Emma puts her dildo in my mouth.
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      	Lexy: “I see you’ll keep having fun.”


      	Emma: “Yep. We aren’t done here.”

    


    Once Lexy is ready, Emma walks towards her.


    
      	Lexy: “It’s been so nice to see you. And to meet Gabby.”


      	Emma: “I’m glad you’ve had fun.”

    


    They kiss each other on the cheeks.


    
      	Emma: “Do you know the way out?”


      	Lexy: “I think so. If I get lost, I’ll call you. See you tomorrow!”


      	Emma: “See you!”

    


    


    Emma waits until Lexy leaves.


    
      	Emma: “Gabby, you came so hard!”


      	Gabby: “Yes, goddess. I really enjoyed it.”


      	Emma: “It was amazing! Lexy was truly impressed.”

    


    Emma changes my position in the ride and puts her dildo back in my mouth. I have many questions regarding her father and her house, but she’s not thinking about that anymore.


    
      	Emma: “Your ass is fully dilated. It’s perfect to progress with your anal training.”

    


    I assume this means I’m getting ass fucked. I get nervous.


    
      	Emma: “Don’t be afraid. Now you should focus on getting this dildo nice and wet.”

    


    Emma grabs my head and deepthroats me again. She keeps her dildo inside for quite some time.
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    Eventually she removes it.


    
      	Emma: “You’re such as fast learner. It’s as if you’ve been deepthroating dildos your whole life.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, goddess.”


      	Emma: “I’m sure you’ll really enjoy anal sex. Soon you’ll be an anal slut, as Lexy would put it.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, goddess.”


      	Emma: “And it won’t take long for you to become a perfect toy, ready to please me in any way I wish.”

    


    Emma deepthroats me once more and smiles. I realize that, although she calls me toy or plaything, she’s never called me slut, tramp, whore or anything like that. For some reason, that makes me feel good.


    


    Emma removes my mask and detaches her dildo from its harness. Then she deflates my butt plug and takes it out.


    
      	Emma: “Your asshole looks so big!” (She stretches my buttocks to make it even bigger.) “And your pussy too. I can actually fist you.”


      	Gabby: “Eh?!”


      	Emma: “Don’t act surprised. I’ve already told you what it means.”

    


    That’s true, but I didn’t expect to be fisted now. Emma puts some lubricant on her gloves.


    
      	Emma: “I’ll start with your pussy.”

    


    At first, she inserts two fingers. I barely feel them! It’s true it’s very dilated.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s see.”

    


    Now she’s penetrating me slowly with all her fingers and her thumb. She moves them in and out, and eventually she pushes her whole fist inside. It’s thicker than the dildo.
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      	Gabby: “Ouch!” (Emma stops moving.)


      	Emma: “It’s already in. Don’t be nervous.”

    


    She moves her fist in and out slowly but she doesn’t penetrate me with her forearm. However, even if she goes less deep than with the dildo, she keeps stimulating a super-sensitive area of my vagina not far from the entrance.


    
      	Gabby: “Ah!!”


      	Emma: “Haha! I know where your G-spot is.”

    


    Now she fists me faster to keep arousing my G-spot. How is it possible I didn’t know about it?! I guess… I’ve always focused on my clit while touching myself.


    
      	Gabby: “Ahh!! Ahh!! Ahh!!”

    


    Suddenly Emma removes her fist and I come. I feel all my fluids coming down over my thighs.


    


    Emma faces me.


    
      	Emma: “You’ve come hard again.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, goddess.”


      	Emma: “Taste it.”

    


    Emma puts two fingers in my mouth and plays with my tongue. Although I’ve just had an orgasm, she’s keeping me turned on.


    
      	Emma: “Now I’ll take care of your ass.”

    


    She puts lots of lubricant on my asshole and penetrates it with two fingers. Although it’s very dilated, I feel them.


    
      	Emma: “I won’t rush anything. Relax.”

    


    She begins to insert all her fingers very slowly. Sometimes she even moves them out a bit to move them back in a bit more.


    
      	Emma: “How are you feeling?”


      	Gabby: “Fine, goddess.”

    


    Her question surprises me. She hardly ever asks me how I am when she fucks me. I feel she’s being loving and caring now.


    
      	Emma: “I’m getting in.”

    


    It took a while, but now her fist is inside. She moves it slowly. Suddenly I realize she’s using her left hand.


    
      	Emma: “Do you know what’s better than anal fisting?”


      	Gabby: “…No, goddess.”


      	Emma: “Double fisting.”


      	Gabby: “Do you mean…?”

    


    Before I can ask anything, she uses her right hand to fist my pussy again! As before, she focuses on my G-spot, but now the stimulation is more intense because my ass is full.
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      	Gabby: “Ahh!! Ahh!!”


      	Emma: “Haha!”

    


    It doesn’t take long for me to come hard once more.


    


    Emma removes her gloves.


    
      	Emma: “Gabby, you’re incredible. The more you come, the more turned on you are.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, goddess. You’re right when you say I’m multiorgasmic.”

    


    She unbinds me from the ride and takes off her harness.


    
      	Gabby: “Goddess… are we stopping?”


      	Emma: “If you’re referring to you getting orgasms, yes.”

    


    I know this sounds crazy, but I’m feeling frustrated again.


    
      	Gabby: “But…”


      	Emma: “But what?”


      	Gabby: “…When you talked about progressing with my anal training, I had assumed you were going to fuck my ass with your strap-on.”


      	Emma: “Haha! You really like getting your ass full, don’t you?”


      	Gabby: “Yes.”


      	Emma: “Believe me. You had the butt plug for so long that your ass is somewhat numb at the moment. You’ll enjoy it more later.”


      	Gabby: “…Then you could fuck my pussy again.”

    


    Emma looks serious now.


    
      	Emma: “Gabby, you should inform me every time you have needs, but that doesn’t mean I’ll take care of you whenever you wish. I’m the one who decides if you should be satisfied or denied. And if I deny you, you shouldn’t insist. Instead, you should apologize for the inconvenience and wait.”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, goddess. I apologize for the inconvenience.”

    


    Although I’m not feeling happy, I know Emma is right. I can’t demand sex whenever I want. I have to calm down.
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      	Emma: “Come here.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, goddess.”

    


    Emma opens a piece of bondage furniture. I know it’s not a ride, but I can’t guess how it’s used.


    
      	Emma: “Get inside.”

    


    I comply. Emma still looks a bit annoyed. She closes the structure, and suddenly my body is compressed and fully restrained! I can only move my head.


    
      	Emma: “Close your eyes.”

    


    She covers my head with a mask that blindfolds me. I’ve lost count of the number of masks I’ve worn today.


    
      	Emma: “Now it’s time for you to please me.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, goddess.”


      	Emma: “Open your mouth.”

    


    I assume Emma wants me to lick her pussy but, when my lips touch her skin, I realize it’s her ass! I also notice she has cleaned it. It smells of wet wipes.


    
      	Emma: “Start.”

    


    I begin to lick her. Although I understand I can’t get sex whenever I want, clearly she can. She’s my goddess and I mustn’t disobey her.
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      	Emma: “That’s it. Worship my ass.”

    


    I lick as best as I can. I don’t think she’s touching herself, but I hope she’s enjoying it.


    
      	Emma: “This is how your life as a toy would look like, you know. I’d bring a holder like this one to my bedroom and I’d keep you locked up the whole day, blindfolded and gagged. Whenever I wish, I’d remove your gag and get my ass and my pussy worshiped. And, only when I feel like it, I’d take you out to strap-on fuck you.”

    


    


    Emma moves away.


    
      	Emma: “Is that the type of life you want?”


      	Gabby: “No, goddess.”


      	Emma: “Are you sure? What if I tell you that, if you are just my toy, I’ll strap-on fuck you at least twice a day?”


      	Gabby: “…I’m sure, goddess.”


      	Emma: “But what if, as my girlfriend, from tomorrow on you’ll be made to wear a chastity belt and you’ll be denied any orgasm for at least six months?”


      	Gabby: “Eh?!”


      	Emma: “Are you still sure?”


      	Gabby: “…”

    


    I know I don’t want to spend every day locked up but, at the moment, the prospect of spending six months without coming sounds truly unbearable! Emma lets me think for a short while.


    
      	Emma: “Can’t you choose?”


      	Gabby: “…”


      	Emma: “Don’t worry. I’ll choose for you. In fact, you’ve asked me to make every decision regarding your life when we were talking about threesomes.”

    


    Emma moves her pussy against my mouth and I begin to lick it.
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      	Emma: “I know your weakness, you know. You can’t control your libido.”

    


    Emma stops talking for some seconds. I keep sucking her clit, but she’s not very wet.


    
      	Emma: “You’re somewhat like Amanda. She was losing it completely. One day she told me she would die if I didn’t fuck her again.”

    


    I should be surprised, but I’m not. If Emma breaks up with me right now, I’d also feel like dying.


    


    
      	Emma: “What were you thinking when I asked you to choose? Perhaps you were wondering if you could try to be just my toy and, if you don’t like it, use your safeword.” (In truth, my brain wasn’t working at all.) “I can tell you: you wouldn’t have been able to use it. If now I decided you’re just my toy, I would keep you locked up here and soon I would turn you into a brainless sex doll who doesn’t think about anything except worshipping her goddess and getting fucked.”

    


    I fear Emma could be right. Now she’s getting turned on.


    
      	Emma: “It’s tempting. Not many mistresses have a full-time toy permanently locked up from themselves. I would become famous. Keep going! Ah!”

    


    She’s already very wet. I’m getting nervous.


    
      	Emma: “And the best is… you’d be 100% happy! You’d have no problems and no obligations beyond worshiping me, your needs would be fully satisfied… and you wouldn’t wish for anything else!”

    


    Emma squirts into my mouth and comes. Then she rests and caresses my face in silence.


    
      	Emma: “But it would be such a waste to turn someone with your potential into a sex doll, don’t you think?”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, goddess.” (Suddenly I can think with more clarity.)


      	Emma: “And even more importantly, I wouldn’t be able to talk to you and enjoy your company, because you’d be brainless!” (Emma and I smile at each other.) “So this is my decision: I’ll be your mistress again and you’ll be both my toy and my girlfriend. And I won’t keep you six months in chastity. But you mustn’t disobey me or misbehave again, or otherwise I’ll reconsider turning you into a fuckdoll.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress. Thank you.”

    


    Emma kisses me for a long time. I’m feeling happy.
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    Chapter 31


    Emma opens the holder and takes me out. We hug and kiss briefly.


    
      	Emma: “Do you like this area?”


      	Gabby: “…I do. I’ll never forget it.”


      	Emma: “We’ll come back. But now, let’s go to my bedroom.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    We go to the house without encountering anyone along the way.


    
      	Emma: “Use the toilet quickly.”

    


    Although I wonder why I have to hurry up, I pee as fast as I can. Once in Emma’s bedroom, I see her holding some weird panties. I frown.


    
      	Emma: “This is an intimate safety device. It’s designed to protect you from sexual assault… and from abusing yourself.”


      	Gabby: “Do you mean a chastity belt?”


      	Emma: “It’s more modern… like a new generation of chastity belts.”


      	Gabby: “But… you said I won’t be in chastity.”


      	Emma: “And you won’t. I’ll remove it when I wish to fuck you.”


      	Gabby: “Ah!”


      	Emma: “It’s to prevent misbehavior. You’ll wear it until I’m confident you won’t disobey me again.”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma hands me the so-called intimate safety device and I put it on. Then she takes her phone and opens an app. Shortly after, the device’s small screen changes color.
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      	Emma: “It works. Now it can only be opened with my phone. Whenever you need the toilet, I’ll unlock it and you can remove it. But it will try to lock itself after two minutes, so you have to put it back before that. If you don’t, I’ll receive a warning.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I’m surprised a device like this one exists. I guess Emma is not the only one so keen on preventing her girlfriend from touching herself.


    


    
      	Emma: “In addition to wearing the device, from now on your hands will be restrained behind your back.”


      	Gabby: “…How will I do my homework?”


      	Emma: “That’s one of the few exceptions. But I’ll install security caMs. in the small bedroom to check on you.”

    


    I feel Emma is getting a bit paranoid. I frown again.


    
      	Emma: “Gabby, I know you love orgasms, and I also understand why you’re so horny. You’ve gone from just masturbating to having a threesome in less than a week, so it’s normal you’re excited. And until you’re fully trained, you’ll keep experiencing new things that will turn you on even more. That’s why I’m helping you to be disciplined.”


      	Gabby: “I understand, mistress. Thank you.”


      	Emma: “Do you also understand what will happen if you misbehave again?” (She looks serious.)


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma’s phone rings. It’s a video call. I see Jessica next to the house.
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      	Jessica: “Good afternoon, mistress. I have arrived.”


      	Emma: “Is Cami with you?”


      	Jessica: “No, mistress. I don’t know where she is.”


      	Emma: “OK. Get on your knees in front of the main door and wait for me.”


      	Jessica: “…Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma hangs up. She looks a bit upset.


    
      	Emma: “I’ve told them to come, you know. I need to talk to them. But now I don’t feel like seeing them. I’d rather spend the evening just with you.”

    


    I didn’t expect Emma to say that. It makes me really happy :-).


    


    
      	Emma: “Help me get dressed.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I get on my knees and take off Emma’s stockings. Then she picks up a leather outfit and I help her with her shorts, her new stockings and her boots. Meanwhile she puts on a corset, a leather collar and gloves.


    
      	Emma: “How do I look?”


      	Gabby: “Perfect, mistress. You look truly amazing.”

    


    She smiles. She asks me that question every time she gets changed. Her appearance is really important to her, so I think I should compliment her enthusiastically more often. Maybe this way she’ll forget about breast implants.


    
      	Emma: “You really love leather and latex, don’t you?”


      	Gabby: “…I suppose I do, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Go ahead. Worship my boots.”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, mistress.”

    


    I begin to lick Emma’s right boot. She didn’t understand my compliment the way I wished. I do like leather and latex, but her body is what really turns me on. Next time I should make sure I praise her figure, not her outfit.
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      	Emma: “From now on, after you help me put on my shoes or boots, you should spend a couple of minutes polishing them with your tongue. Don’t wait for me to tell you.”



      	Gabby: “…Yes, mistress.”



      	Emma: “And after I get undressed, you should give me a foot massage.”



      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”



      	Emma: “I’ll make a list of things you’re expected to do regularly. Eventually you’ll be able to take care of my needs and serve me appropriately without being told what to do all the time.”



      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


    


    


    
      	Emma: “Stop. Let’s get you dressed.”

    


    Emma hands me stockings, gloves, and armbands. After I put them on, she squeezes my waist with a corset and covers my head with a hood.


    
      	Emma: “I recall I’ve promised to buy a nice set of collars and cuffs for you, and I will. But now let’s use this one. It will restrain you properly.”

    


    After putting on my collar and cuffs, Emma uses chains to bind them together behind my back.


    
      	Emma: “One last touch.”

    


    She covers my nipples with pasties. I look at the mirror and see the word ‘slave’ written on them. I’m surprised. Does this mean she already wants me to become her slave?
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      	Gabby: “Mistress…”


      	Emma: “Yes?”


      	Gabby: “…How long does a submissive woman normally wait before asking her mistress to become her slave?”


      	Emma: “Haha! I knew the pasties would make you think about that.” (I blush.) “I don’t know. Each relationship is different. The important thing is that she’s completely sure.”


      	Gabby: “In the future… would you like to have a slave?”

    


    Now she looks more serious.


    
      	Emma: “…Yes, I do. I think it’s really beautiful for two women to commit to a lifelong relationship, both for the slave who dedicates her life to serve her mistress, and for the mistress who takes good care of her property until death. Maybe I’m too romantic…”


      	Gabby: “No. I also think it’s beautiful.”

    


    Emma smiles and kisses my lips. I don’t know how I could dare to ask her about this, but I do like her answer :-).


    
      	Emma: “Let’s go downstairs.”

    


    She walks away and I follow her.


    


    We enter the kitchen.


    
      	Emma: “I’m really hungry. The pizza we didn’t eat yesterday is still here. Would you like a slice?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress. Thank you.”

    


    Emma cuts the pizza. Yesterday she told me to do it, but now it seems she prefers to keep me restrained.


    
      	Emma: “Sit on the sofa.”

    


    While I go to the living-room, Emma looks through the main door’s peephole. I thought she intended to let Jessica in, but she doesn’t. Instead she brings the pizza and sits next to me.


    
      	Emma: “Cami hasn’t come.”


      	Gabby: “But… is Jessica still there on her knees?”


      	Emma: “Yes, but I’d rather eat before I deal with her.”

    


    Emma takes a slice and bites it. Then she lets me bite it.
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      	Emma: “Your mom’s pizzas are delicious even when they aren’t warm. I wonder if all pizzas in Italy are so good.” (Emma thinks for a few seconds.) “We should definitely go in the Summer. Later we’ll search for flights.”


      	Gabby: “Yes.” (My heart beats fast now.) “It’s better to book them as soon as possible.”


      	Emma: “Don’t worry. If we don’t find any good connections, we can use my father’s jet.”


      	Gabby: “Oh!” (I’ve never imagined myself on a private jet.)


      	Emma: “But I’d prefer to avoid it. It’s really bad for climate change.”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, mistress.”

    


    We continue eating in silence. I still wish to ask Emma about her father, her mansion and all that, but I don’t dare to.


    


    
      	Jessica: “Good evening, mistress.”


      	Emma: “You’re very obedient.”


      	Jessica: “Thank you.”


      	Emma: “Come in and kiss my boots.”
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    After Jessica complies, Emma collars her.


    
      	Emma: “Crawl.”

    


    She brings Jessica to the living room and cuffs her. Then she sits on the other sofa.


    
      	Emma: “Have you done what I told you?”


      	Jessica: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “So… who reported us to Ms. Jensen?”


      	Jessica: “Christine and Charlotte.”


      	Emma: “Are you sure?” (Emma looks sad.)


      	Jessica: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “How did you find out?”


      	Jessica: “They told me.”


      	Emma: “Did you ask them directly?”


      	Jessica: “No. They talked about it when I was around.”

    


    Emma pauses and drinks water.


    
      	Emma: “So they are 100% against me.”


      	Jessica: “Yes, now they are.”


      	Emma: “They were also against me before.”


      	Jessica: “…Yes, but not 100%. They got really angry with you when they saw the picture of Gabby’s caned ass. Before they thought Natalie was mainly using the thing with Chloe to move you away from Evelyn.”


      	Emma: “How do you know that?!”


      	Jessica: “Because… they talked about it while I was with them.”

    


    


    
      	Emma: “Have you found out anything else?”


      	Jessica: “…They are planning to do something if you go to school tomorrow.”


      	Emma: “Like what?”


      	Jessica: “They want to spank you, or to whip you or to humiliate you somehow. They think you deserve it because of what you are doing to Gabby.”


      	Emma: “And how do they plan to do that?”


      	Jessica: “They haven’t decided it yet. They’re thinking about teasing you to make you lose a bet, or something like that.”

    


    Emma smirks and drinks water again. I don’t really know how she’s feeling, but clearly this isn’t easy for her.


    
      	Emma: “How could you discover all that?”


      	Jessica: “Because I was there.”


      	Emma: “Yes, but also… because they think you’re also against me. Isn’t that true?”


      	Jessica: “…Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “And why do they think that?”


      	Jessica: “…They assume it. I’ve never said anything against you.”


      	Emma: “But you haven’t said anything to defend me either, right?”


      	Jessica: “…I haven’t, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Why not?”


      	Jessica: “…I’m afraid. Almost nobody knows I was dominant in my previous relationship, you know. If I tried to defend you, they could find out and attack me as well.”


      	Emma: “So you’re a coward. If every mistress did the same, soon we would be totally underground.”


      	Jessica: “I’m sorry, mistress. I admire your bravery.”
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      	Emma: “Anyway, you did well.”


      	Jessica: “Thank you, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Now we need to talk. What are you doing here?”


      	Jessica: “What do you mean? You’ve asked me to come.”


      	Emma: “Do you really wish to be my puppy?”


      	Jessica: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “And is that all you wish?”


      	Jessica: “…”


      	Emma: “If that’s the only thing you wish, you’ll end up playing catch, peeing outside and getting caged. And that’s it. Is that what you want?”


      	Jessica: “I…” (Jessica looks nervous.) “It’s what I told you. I need a mistress to know if I enjoy submission. Yesterday you said I could be your baby, and later your puppy. I’m fine with that.”

    


    Emma thinks for a few seconds.


    
      	Emma: “When you found out about my breakup with Chloe, you immediately came to me to make yourself noticed. And you kept doing that even when you saw I was talking to Gabby. While you were doing that, what did you want?”


      	Jessica: “…To be your sub.”


      	Emma: “You mean… to be my submissive girlfriend, right?”


      	Jessica: “…Yes.”


      	Gabby: “Eh?! Yesterday you told me you’re still in love with your ex and you didn’t want to steal Emma from me!”


      	Jessica: “…I know you’re her girlfriend now, so it’s not possible for me at the moment. And I know I must also obey you.”
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    Emma gets up and takes a gag.


    
      	Emma: “Gabby, you mustn’t speak without permission. How many times will I have to remind you? Open your mouth.”

    


    She gags me.


    


    
      	Emma: “If you’re still in love with your ex, why do you wish to be my sub?”


      	Jessica: “…Oftentimes the best way to get over a relationship is to start a new one.”


      	Emma: “Don’t you wish to go back with her?”


      	Jessica: “…Yes, but I know it’s over. She’s already with someone else.”

    


    Emma thinks again. I still don’t really get what’s the purpose of this whole interrogation.


    
      	Emma: “Why do you want me as your mistress, and not someone else?”


      	Jessica: “Because I like you.”


      	Emma: “But you don’t love me.”


      	Jessica: “…Not yet. I could fall in love. You’re very attractive, and… everybody says you strap-on fuck very well.” (Jessica smiles.)


      	Emma: “Haha! Who is everybody?”


      	Jessica: “There are plenty of stories. You’re a legend!”


      	Emma: “So then… you also wish to get fucked, don’t you?”


      	Jessica: “Yes.”

    


    Emma thinks yet again. Now she looks serious.


    
      	Emma: “Listen. Gabby is my girlfriend and I wish to focus on my relationship with her. She’s here 24/7 to serve me. I’d like to spend plenty of time with her, and thus I’m not able to take care of you…”


      	Jessica: “Please, stop! That’s exactly what I don’t want.”


      	Emma: “Don’t interrupt me.”


      	Jessica: “Please! I don’t want to be rejected again.”


      	Emma: “To avoid that, the first thing you have to do is to obey me.”


      	Jessica: “Yes, mistress.”
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    Jessica shuts up, but she looks like she’s about to cry. Emma looks at her without showing any emotion.


    


    
      	Emma: “I wish to turn you into a piece of furniture.”


      	Jessica: “…What do you mean?”


      	Emma: “A lamp, or perhaps a table.”

    


    I’m frozen. I didn’t see this coming at all.


    
      	Emma: “Listen. I don’t have enough time to take care of a baby or a puppy. So I would end up calling you very sporadically, and that’s not what you need. You need a mistress that pays you attention every day, and the only way you’ll get that from me is as human furniture.”


      	Jessica: “I…” (Jessica looks baffled.)


      	Emma: “Why don’t you give it a try? In fact, it could be rather interesting for you. Tomorrow we’ll host here a ceremony for Ms. Jensen and Ms. Austen, and we need fancy furniture and decoration. The president of the Bondage Society is also coming.”


      	Jessica: “…Bondage Society?”


      	Emma: “Never mind. You’ll be around plenty of women who are into bondage.”


      	Jessica: “I…” (Jessica still looks confused.) “Yes, mistress. I’ll give it a try.”


      	Emma: “Perfect. Use the toilet there and remove your clothes.”

    


    Emma smiles and uncuffs Jessica. While she is in the toilet, Emma goes upstairs and comes back with a bag.
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      	Emma: “As furniture, you’re not supposed to move, talk, see or hear anything. You’ll be blindfolded and gagged, and you’ll get earplugs and restraints.”


      	Jessica: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “First you’ll get dressed as a rubber doll.”

    


    Emma helps Jessica put on her outfit.


    


    Emma takes a catalogue from her bag and sits next to me. Then she removes my gag.


    
      	Emma: “Look. Which one do you prefer?”


      	Gabby: “…” (She shows me some human lamps, but I’m speechless.)


      	Emma: “This hanging lamp is very elegant, but we can’t hang it here.”

    


    I realize Emma didn’t plan to do this. Otherwise she’d have already chosen it herself.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress… do you think this is a good idea?”


      	Emma: “What?”


      	Gabby: “Turning Jessica into a lamp.”


      	Emma: “…I hope she’ll enjoy it.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, but… I got the impression you wish to introduce her to Lexy tomorrow so that…”


      	Emma: “That’s true, but I don’t know if they’ll like each other, so I shouldn’t tell her right now.”


      	Gabby: “…Why not?”


      	Emma: “Because she’d feel I’m breaking up with her.”


      	Gabby: “But… do you have any feelings for her?”


      	Emma: “I’m not in love.”


      	Gabby: “Then… why do you care?”


      	Emma: “Gabby! Do you think I’m a monster?!” (Emma looks offended) “I only break up with girls after they hurt me, and Jessica hasn’t done anything wrong. Now she’s even willing to serve me in a way that’s convenient for me.”


      	Gabby: “I understand, mistress.”


      	Emma: “You don’t fully understand… She hides it quite well, but she’s suffering. Her prior relationship lasted more than two years, you know. Yesterday evening she told me she almost didn’t cry since she arrived here, which means she’s crying every day.” -Gabby: “Oh!” (I’m feeling bad again for making her cry yesterday.)
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      	Emma: “She says she wishes to find out if she likes being submissive, which may be true, but what she really wishes is to feel that someone cares for her. And if she serves me the way I want, I’ll take care of her.”

    


    I don’t know how, but Emma has made it sound like turning someone into furniture is almost a charitable act. She looks back at the catalogue.


    
      	Emma: “We’ll build this one. It doesn’t look too difficult.”

    


    She leaves and comes back with a box.


    
      	Emma: “Have you ever constructed furniture?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “This is the manual. Read it and guide me.”

    


    I read the instructions. This lamp is indeed quite simple, but it still requires to use a screwdriver here and there. I guide Emma throughout all the steps, and after twenty minutes she’s done.


    
      	Emma: “We’ve made it!” (She looks quite proud.) “Doesn’t it look cool?”


      	Gabby: “…It’s nice.”


      	Emma: “Our guests will be quite impressed tomorrow.”


      	Gabby: “Definitely.”


      	Emma: “Let’s take some selfies.”

    


    Emma grabs her phone and takes plenty of pictures. I try to smile, but I think I look fake.


    [image: ]


    
      	Emma: “You’ve never been a piece of furniture. Don’t you wish to try?”


      	Gabby: “Eh?! No, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Not even for a couple of hours?”


      	Gabby: “Perhaps another day.”

    


    Emma moves Jessica to the kitchen. I wonder how long she will be a lamp. So far she’s able to stand as still as a mime.


    


    Emma’s phone rings but she doesn’t pick it up. Instead she grabs a collar and opens the main door.


    
      	Cami: “Good evening, mistress.”


      	Emma: “You’re very late.”


      	Cami: “I’m sorry, I…”


      	Emma: “Get on your knees and apologize properly.”

    


    Although Cami obeys her, Emma looks impatient.
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      	Cami: “Please accept my apologies, mistress. I regret what I have done.”


      	Emma: “It’s ‘I deeply regret’.”


      	Cami: “I deeply regret what I have done.”


      	Emma: “Kiss my boots.”

    


    After Cami complies, Emma collars her and guides her towards the living room. Cami crawls looking at the floor, so she doesn’t see Jessica.


    
      	Emma: “Have you done what I told you?”


      	Cami: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “What are they planning against me at school?”


      	Cami: “I don’t think there is any plan.”


      	Emma: “Who did you talk to?”


      	Cami: “Our classmates.”


      	Emma: “…Were you with Christine or Charlotte?”


      	Cami: “No. Jessica was with them all the time, so…”


      	Emma: “Yes, and she’s told me their plans. Do you have anything to tell me?”


      	Cami: “Yes. After school, Evelyn and Natalie called me. They wanted to discuss with me how to take Gabby away from you.”

    


    I get nervous. Emma looks at me and caresses my leg.


    


    
      	Emma: “So what’s their plan?”


      	Cami: “…We still couldn’t discuss it.”


      	Emma: “Why?”


      	Cami: “…I jumped into Natalie’s car and she drove all the way to a social club where they often hang out.”


      	Emma: “Ebell?”


      	Cami: “Yes. Once there, I needed my ID to be allowed in as a guest, but… it wasn’t in my wallet. So they told me to get it. I took two buses to go back to school, but I didn’t find it there.”


      	Emma: “Where is it?”


      	Cami: “I don’t know. I hope it’s here somewhere. Yesterday with all the fuss…”


      	Emma: “Ah! So you’ve come here to find your ID!”


      	Cami: “…Yes.”

    


    Emma looks like she’s about to slap Cami, but she calms down.
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      	Emma: “You’ve failed.”


      	Cami: “I think they’re still waiting for me. If we find…”


      	Emma: “It doesn’t matter. You’re not up for this.”

    


    Cami looks down. Emma thinks for a short while.


    
      	Emma: “Listen. I know Natalie and Evelyn quite well, so I think this is their plan. They want you to convince Gabby to go meet you somewhere quiet, perhaps in the park, without telling me. Then they would show up to your meeting with some of their friends. Natalie would tell Gabby to apologize and to accuse me of maltreatment or something like that. Gabby would refuse, but they’d keep insisting and teasing her. Eventually Gabby would lose her patience and insult them. Then Natalie would immediately push Gabby and beat her up.”


      	Cami: “But… how do you know…?”


      	Emma: “Natalie has done it several times.”

    


    


    
      	Cami: “Still.. if that happened, I’d be there to defend Gabby.”


      	Emma: “Their friends wouldn’t let you. They could even beat you up if you tried.”


      	Cami: “Also… how would I convince Gabby to meet me in private?”


      	Emma: “That’s the difficult part of their plan. They wanted to meet with you today to teach you tricks so that you could succeed.” (I wonder what those tricks are.)


      	Cami: “I don’t know… they sounded like they wanted to help me make Gabby become interested in me.”


      	Emma: “Yes, their tricks work that way.”

    


    Cami thinks for some seconds. She seems convinced now.


    
      	Cami: “Well, if that’s their plan, it’s easy to thwart. Gabby and I won’t meet and that’s it.”


      	Emma: “No. You will meet.”


      	Gabby: “Eh?!”


      	Cami: “Why?”


      	Emma: “Gabby, where is your gag?”

    


    Emma gags me again. She looks really annoyed.
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      	Emma: “You’ll meet, and once they begin teasing Gabby, I’ll show up and beat up Natalie.”


      	Cami: “But… their friends won’t let you.”


      	Emma: “They will. I’ll bring the cheer squad with me.”


      	Cami: “Oh!”

    


    In the morning, Emma told me she looks forward to beating Natalie up, but I didn’t think it could happen so soon.


    


    
      	Emma: “We need to talk now. What are you doing here?”


      	Cami: “I came to find my ID…”


      	Emma: “Don’t mention your ID again.”


      	Cami: “…Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Why do you want me to be your mistress?”


      	Cami: “Because…” (Cami looks blocked.)


      	Emma: “You don’t know why.”


      	Cami: “…Yes, I do. It’s because I wish to worship your feet.”

    


    Emma stares at Cami for some seconds.


    
      	Emma: “Go ahead. Take off my boots.”

    


    Cami obeys Emma and begins to lick her feet immediately. Emma looks at her for a short while in silence.


    [image: ]


    
      	Emma: “Yesterday, Gabby told me what you told her, you know. You said you wish to serve her and learn what she likes, so that she begins to like you. And you think she’ll give you a chance after I break up with her.”

    


    Cami stops licking and looks at me.


    
      	Emma: “Don’t look at her. She isn’t allowed to keep secrets from me.”


      	Cami: “So… you want me to leave.”


      	Emma: “No. I want you to be honest and tell the truth, especially to Gabby.”


      	Cami: “That’s the truth.”


      	Emma: “No, it’s not. Gabby and you didn’t meet yesterday. You know each other quite well. And you know she’s not into you and that won’t change.”


      	Cami: “The truth is… I’m in love with her. I wish to be close to her, even if she doesn’t feel the same.”


      	Emma: “That’s only half the truth.”

    


    Cami frowns.


    


    
      	Emma: “Why are you licking my feet?”


      	Cami: “Because I like it!”


      	Emma: “Don’t shout at me.”


      	Cami: “…Sorry, mistress.”

    


    Emma pauses for a few seconds.


    
      	Emma: “You could lick other feet. Why are you licking mine?”


      	Cami: “…Because until yesterday I had never licked any feet. Before I was embarrassed.”


      	Emma: “That might be true, but it doesn’t explain why you are licking them again.”


      	Cami: “I…” (Cami looks hesitant.)


      	Emma: “Gabby, do you remember the story of Cami smelling my boots at the gym?” (I nod.) “Yesterday I left out one detail. My boots weren’t the only ones there. Other cheerleaders had also left them next to mine because they had to come back for cheerleading practice. There were 12 or even 14 pairs of boots, but she only smelled mine. And she didn’t deny she knew they were mine.”


      	Cami: “I don’t deny it, but the reason I chose them is that… your boots are the best.”


      	Emma: “That’s true, but you had other nice boots there, and you didn’t touch them. I spent some time spying on you. It’s hard to believe you weren’t even curious.”


      	Cami: “So… what’s your point? Do you want to show Gabby I wish to be your sub because I’m attracted to you?”


      	Emma: “Not only that. I wish to show Gabby the kind of fantasies you have.”


      	Cami: “What?!”
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    I’m not sure I’m following Emma. Have I missed something?


    


    
      	Emma: “It’s true you like feet, but there is something that turns you on even more. You love humiliation.”


      	Cami: “I don’t!”


      	Emma: “Stop lying. Yes, you do. Soon after meeting Gabby, you fell in love with her, but you also realized she’s in love with me. What would most girls do in your situation? Surely they wouldn’t smell my boots, and later lick my feet.”


      	Cami: “… You keep twisting everything.”


      	Emma: “And it’s not just that. It’s also your general behavior. Why do you portray yourself as silly and dumb?”


      	Cami: “I’m not dumb!”


      	Emma: “That’s right. You aren’t dumb. However, you pretend you aren’t able to memorize a single sentence like ‘I deeply regret what I have done’. Why do you do it?”


      	Cami: “That was a mistake.”


      	Emma: “And you’ve asked Gabby so many times to help you with simple homework exercises that by now she believes you’re almost a moron.”


      	Cami: “That’s because I wanted to spend time with her.”


      	Emma: “There are better ways for that.”
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    I wouldn’t go as far as to say she’s a moron, but I do think Cami is not very intelligent. Was she pretending all this time?! I’d be shocked.


    Emma drinks some water.


    
      	Emma: “I know why you do it. It’s because you get turned on when girls you like laugh at you. You get horny when they make you look inferior or when they treat you as if you were stupid.”

    


    If what Emma has said is true, I’d say I’m the one who is dumb. Right now I feel I don’t really know Cami anymore.


    


    
      	Cami: “That’s not true. When I’m nervous… sometimes I make mistakes. But I don’t pretend I’m dumb.”


      	Emma: “…OK. So why don’t you tell us what’s true and what’s false?”


      	Cami: “The truth is…” (Cami pauses. She looks like she’s struggling.) “Before moving here, everybody said I was ugly.”


      	Emma: “How can…?” (Emma is as surprised as I am.)
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      	Cami: “I was fat, I had braces, I wore glasses, I had severe acne but didn’t receive any treatment, and my hairstyle and clothes were… old-fashioned, to say the least.”



      	Emma: “Why?”



      	Cami: “Because of my mom.”



      	Emma: “I see.”



      	Cami: “The thing is… I had a crush on a girl who was very popular, you know, a girl like you. And when I told her about my feelings, she rejected me. Then her friends and my classmates kept laughing at me and making fun of me. They were really mean.”



      	Emma: “So you were bullied.”



      	Cami: “…Yes. The issue is… she didn’t bully me. She simply rejected me and later ignored me. Despite all the bullying, that hurt me even more.


      At some point… I don’t remember how, but at some point I began to have fantasies, you know. I’d submit to her and let her do anything she wanted to me in private. I’d let her satisfy all her perversions, just so that she’d pay attention to me and we’d be seen as a couple in public. That really turned me on.”


    


    I can relate to Cami. I really suffered when Emma ignored me for years. But I never told her about my feelings, nor did I fantasize about letting her do anything she wanted to me.


    


    
      	Emma: “But… you said you had a girlfriend before you came here.”



      	Cami: “I’ve never had any girlfriend. The reason I lied is… when I moved here, I wanted everything to change. It was possible because I would become 18 and my mom wouldn’t be around most of the time.


      So I created a fake persona to talk about my past and I improved my looks. I got fit, removed my braces, bought contact lenses, got treatment for acne, purchased new clothes and… well, a mean girl shaved my hair.”



      	Emma: “What happened?!”



      	Cami: “She… she teased me to make me lose a bet and then she and her friends used me to have fun. At that moment I hit rock-bottom.” (Now Cami is in tears.) “It was then that my mom said I should move and change schools. And I decided to start from scratch.”



      	Emma: “Cami… come here.”


    


    I’m really sad, and I think Emma feels the same. She lets Cami’s head lie on her legs and caresses her hair until she stops crying.
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      	Emma: “Why have you decided to tell us all that now?”


      	Cami: “…I don’t know. I guess… I’m tired of lying. Also… my lies haven’t worked well. When I came to your school, making friends was my top priority. I met Gabby and she was so good to me that I fell in love. But I didn’t tell her because… well, because I saw she’s in love with you and I didn’t want to be rejected again. I was afraid I’d go back to my previous life.”


      	Emma: “I get it.”


      	Cami: “For some time, I hoped she’d forget about you, but later I realized it wasn’t going to happen any time soon. Then I began to create fantasies again, but they weren’t about letting Gabby take advantage of me. She’s so pure and sweet… I can’t imagine her doing anything wicked.”

    


    I don’t think I’m so pure, but it’s true I’d never take advantage of Cami.


    


    
      	Emma: “What were your fantasies about?”


      	Cami: “…They involved you. I imagined ways both Gabby and I could be happy, you know, ways I could be with her and she could be with you. I didn’t think you were interested in Gabby, so I’d fantasize Gabby and I would submit to you together, and you’d make us do lots of nasty things to each other and we’d let you do anything to us.”


      	Emma: “But now you’ve realized I have feelings for Gabby, right? I’m not just using her for a while.”


      	Cami: “…Yes, I know.”


      	Emma: “Have you also realized she’s not interested in you?”


      	Cami: “…Yes.”

    


    Cami looks down while Emma thinks for a few seconds.


    
      	Emma: “So that leaves us with just one question. Are you actually interested in me?”



      	Cami: “…I have the same question for you.”



      	Emma: “Yes, I am. Otherwise, why would I wish to be your mistress?”



      	Cami: “Because you wish to use me to spy on your enemies, because you wish to control what I say to Gabby, because you took Gabby away from me and now you enjoy humiliating me…”



      	Emma: “No, it’s not any of that.”



      	Cami: “What is it then?”



      	Emma: “It’s because I find you attractive.”



      	Cami: “Eh?!” (If I wasn’t gagged, I’d also react that way.)



      	Emma: “I don’t plan to use you and then get rid of you. I wish to be your mistress because I enjoy dominating girls I’m attracted to. And you’re very submissive and very pretty.” (Cami is shocked.)


      “But I only wish to dominate you if you’re here for me. If you’re here for Gabby, or for any other reason, you should leave. So the question is still… are you attracted to me?”
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    Cami bites her lips. She’s hesitating.


    


    
      	Emma: “I’m not asking if you have feelings for me. I know you don’t, and I don’t have them for you either. I’m just asking if you are attracted to me.”


      	Cami: “…Yes, I am.”


      	Emma: “Do you wish to be dominated by me? Does it turn you on?”


      	Cami: “Yes.”


      	Emma: “Do you promise to always serve me and obey me?”


      	Cami: “Yes.”


      	Emma: “And will you forget about Gabby and anyone else and make me your only priority?”

    


    Cami looks at me. This time Emma doesn’t stop her. It’s like she wants me to tell her what to do, but I can only nod or shake my head. If I shake my head, what would she understand? She could understand I want her to leave us alone, but she could also understand I don’t want her to forget about me. What do I do?! Suddenly, she looks at Emma again.


    
      	Cami: “Yes, mistress. I will.”

    


    I feel overwhelmed. I’ll need to reflect upon all this conversation calmly to have an opinion about it. Emma smiles and removes Cami’s collar.


    
      	Emma: “Get undressed.”

    


    Cami complies. After taking off her clothes, she kneels again.


    
      	Emma: “Go ahead and finish licking my feet.”

    


    Cami resumes licking Emma’s left foot. Once she switches to her right foot, Emma begins to rub her left foot against Cami’s pussy. After a while, she penetrates it with her toes!


    
      	Cami: “Oh, my God!”
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    Emma moves her feet up and down. Cami also moves her pussy and begins to squirt. Shortly after, she comes.


    
      	Emma: “Haha! I knew you’d love it.”

    


    


    
      	Emma: “Now you should say ‘I’m eternally thankful for your dedication to my sexual education and wellness, mistress’.”


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

    


    This time Cami didn’t make any mistake. Emma smiles.


    
      	Emma: “Turn around. Look at the kitchen.”


      	Cami: “Who’s that?!”


      	Emma: “It’s Jessica.”


      	Cami: “What?! Has she heard everything?!”


      	Emma: “No. She’s got earplugs.”


      	Cami: “Oh!… And what is she?”


      	Emma: “She’s my lamp.”


      	Cami: “But…why? Wasn’t she your puppy?”


      	Emma: “Because I don’t have time to take care of a puppy. I wish to spend most of my time alone with Gabby, you know.”


      	Cami: “I get it.”


      	Emma: “And so… I don’t wish for you to be a maid. You’ll be my chair.”


      	Cami: “Eh?!” (Somehow, I’m not so surprised anymore.)


      	Emma: “As my chair, you’ll really feel dominated by me. I’ll sit on you every day.”


      	Cami: “But… I’m not sure I can do it…”


      	Emma: “You’ll be able to. Don’t worry about that.”


      	Cami: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I suppose Cami has just accepted it. I’m starting to think Emma is able to do whatever she wishes with anyone.


    
      	Emma: “I’ll dress you up as a rubber doll, like yesterday. Wait here.”

    


    Emma goes upstairs to pick up a rubber doll outfit. In the meantime, Cami looks down. She’s deliberately avoiding eye contact with me. I feel our friendship will never be the same. Eventually Emma comes back and dresses Cami.
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    Emma removes my gag, takes the catalogue and sits next to me.


    
      	Emma: “There are lots of chairs here, but I believe we only own these two. Which one do you prefer?”


      	Gabby: “Mistress, I’m quite shocked by everything that…”


      	Emma: “Yes! I knew Cami had some issues, but how could I know she was bullied? I’m also surprised.”


      	Gabby: “I mean… I’m shocked by what’s happening here. I feel like if a third girl comes in, in half an hour she’d become your table.”


      	Emma: “Gabby, if Jessica and Cami want to serve me, they’ll have to do it in a way that’s convenient for me. And right now I don’t wish they take my attention away from you. Don’t you like that?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, I do.”

    


    Emma stands up.


    
      	Emma: “I’ll just bring the first chair I find.”

    


    When she comes back, she hands me the chair’s manual and I guide her to construct it. As with the lamp, it doesn’t take long to finish it.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s try it.” (Emma sits on Cami and leans back.) “It’s rather comfortable.” (She smiles.) “We should take some pictures.”

    


    Just after she takes her phone, it vibrates. She opens a message. Initially I think it could be from Patricia, but she looks concerned.
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      	Gabby: “What’s wrong?”

    


    She doesn’t reply. She doesn’t even look at me. I wonder… it could be Natalie, Evelyn, or any of our enemies. After a while, she gets up.


    
      	Emma: “Gabby, you shouldn’t keep secrets from me, but I can keep them from you. I’ll come back soon.”

    


    She goes upstairs. I look at Jessica and Cami. What would happen if Patricia comes in now? I’d rather not think about it.

  

  
    Chapter 32


    Emma comes back with my school bag. She has changed her clothes. It looks like she’s calm again.
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      	Emma: “How do I look?”


      	Gabby: “Perfect, mistress.” (I remind myself I should compliment her body.) “Any outfit looks amazing on you.” (She smiles.)


      	Emma: “Are your collar and cuffs comfortable?”


      	Gabby: “…They are OK, but my arms are getting tired.”


      	Emma: “I’ll remove them. Now you should finish your homework quickly, and then we can have fun.”

    


    Emma kisses me and we smile at each other. I begin to feel excited again, but suddenly the doorbell rings.


    
      	Emma: “Are you expecting anyone?”


      	Gabby: “No, mistress.”

    


    Emma walks towards the door and looks through the peephole. Then she comes back and sits next to me in silence.


    
      	Gabby: “Who’s there?”


      	Emma: “…Chloe.”

    


    The doorbell rings again. I wonder why she’s here, but it seems Emma doesn’t want to let her in.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress… is she the one who messaged you before?”


      	Emma: “No.”


      	Gabby: “I guess… if you don’t wish to see her, I could tell her to leave.”


      	Emma: “No, Gabby. I can do that myself.”


      	Gabby: “I apologize, mistress.” (I shouldn’t have suggested that.)

    


    The doorbell rings once more, but Emma keeps looking at the floor.


    


    Suddenly Emma takes her phone and calls Chloe.
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      	Chloe: “Good evening.”


      	Emma: “Why are you here?”


      	Chloe: “…Because I wish to talk to you. Could I please come in?”


      	Emma: “Say now whatever you wish to tell me.”


      	Chloe: “But I have something for you.”


      	Emma: “What?”


      	Chloe: “…A note from Evelyn and Natalie.”


      	Emma: “Haha! That’s the last thing I’d like to receive.”


      	Chloe: “I know. It’s just… I’m tired of being used by them. I wish to apologize to you.”


      	Emma: “I’m over it. I’ve told you.”


      	Chloe: “…Also for things I did after we spoke on Tuesday. I’m really sorry.”


      	Emma: “You should be.”


      	Chloe: “Emma, please. I can also tell you what they are planning.”


      	Emma: “I’ve already figured that out.” (That’s not 100% true.)

    


    There is silence for a few seconds.


    
      	Chloe: “I’ll stay here until you exit the house.”


      	Emma: “I’m not going anywhere tonight.”


      	Chloe: “Then I’ll stay until tomorrow.”


      	Emma: “Don’t be silly. Just leave!”


      	Chloe: “I can’t! You know how much I miss you. Please forgive me.”

    


    Emma takes a deep breath. She looks at me and shakes her head.


    
      	Emma: “This morning my mom told me I should be more patient and forgiving, you know. For that reason, I’ll let you in.” (I don’t think Patricia had in mind a situation like this one.)


      	Chloe: “Thank you!”


      	Emma: “Get on your knees and face the wall.”

    


    


    Emma gets up and takes a blindfold and a collar from a drawer.


    
      	Emma: “If Cami or Jessica make any noise, pretend it’s you.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    After opening the door, she blindfolds and collars Chloe.


    
      	Emma: “Crawl.” (She guides her to the living room.) “Stay on your knees.”

    


    Emma sits on Cami.
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      	Chloe: “Why have you blindfolded me? Who else is here?” (Seemingly Chloe isn’t dumb.)


      	Emma: “Gabby. Right?” (Emma looks at me.)


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Chloe: “Could we talk in private?”


      	Emma: “No.”


      	Chloe: “But…”


      	Emma: “Don’t insist.”


      	Chloe: “Sorry.”

    


    Emma thinks for some seconds.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s see the note.”

    


    Chloe manages to take a paper from her handbag and hands it to Emma.


    
      	Emma: “It’s your handwriting.”


      	Chloe: “Yes.”


      	Emma: “Have you made it up to have an excuse to come here?”


      	Chloe: “No! I swear. They sent me the text and I wrote it down.”


      	Emma: “Why didn’t you print it?”


      	Chloe: “Because my printer doesn’t work.”


      	Emma: “Last Tuesday, it still worked.”


      	Chloe: “…Yes. It began to malfunction yesterday.”

    


    How does Emma know about Chloe’s printer? I think I’m missing something.


    


    
      	Emma: “Indeed. If I was your printer, I’d also refuse to work after what you made it print.”


      	Chloe: “I’m truly sorry.”


      	Emma: “Don’t apologize to me. Gabby is here.”


      	Chloe: “Gabby, I’m really sorry about the note. After talking with Emma I was really hurt… and jealous of you. Then Natalie called me and she promised to help me if I… well, if I printed that note and put it in your postbox.”


      	Gabby: “Eh?! So it was you!!” (I’m shocked. Suddenly my brain connects the dots.) “After leaving the note, you took a picture of us and sent it to that tabloid!”
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      	Chloe: “No!”


      	Emma: “Don’t lie! You took that picture.”


      	Chloe: “…Yes, but I didn’t send it anywhere. Natalie did.”


      	Emma: “Because you showed it to her!”


      	Chloe: “It wasn’t my intention! Natalie had asked me to record myself while I left the note on Gabby’s postbox, so that she could check if I did it. When I showed her the video, she took my phone and then she also saw the picture.”


      	Emma: “Liar! You took the picture with your professional camera. You have it with you all the time and refuse to take pics with your phone.”


      	Chloe: “Yes, but my camera is connected to my phone and it stores my photos there as well.”


      	Emma: “…Prove it.”

    


    Chloe manages to find her phone in her handbag and hands it to Emma.


    
      	Chloe: “You can check my gallery. My camera pictures are there with the ones taken with my phone.”

    


    


    Emma browses the gallery for a while.


    In the meantime my brain keeps connecting dots. She knew both that the picture was taken with a good camera and that Chloe walks around with such a camera. That’s why she supposed Chloe was to blame. In fact, I knew Chloe was the president of the Photography club! I could have figured it out myself.


    
      	Emma: “OK. I believe you.”


      	Chloe: “Thank you.”


      	Emma: “Still… why did you take the picture? And why were you still there when we left Gabby’s apartment?”


      	Chloe: “…I don’t know. It’s difficult to explain.”


      	Emma: “Try.”
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      	Chloe: “…Natalie had told me she and some of her friends had been waiting for Gabby to arrive home for quite some time, but eventually they gave up.” (I feel a chill.)


      “Once Natalie arrived to her place, she got the idea of leaving a note, but Ms. Jensen had forbidden any communication with Gabby. So she called me and persuaded me to leave it.


      When I arrived there, I was quite surprised to see your car. I thought you had driven Gabby home after going together somewhere. That’s why, after I left the note, I decided to wait for you. I thought you’d go to your place on your own.”



      	Emma: “That explains why you were there, but not why you took the picture.”



      	Chloe: “…When I saw you coming out with Gabby, I got nervous and I hid myself. Then I was surprised by Gabby’s outfit, and even more when you gagged her in the middle of the street. And I just took my camera and shot. It’s what I do every time I see something remarkable. You know me.”


    


    This time Emma doesn’t dispute Chloe’s account. I have mixed feelings. On the one hand, I’m glad I know what happened. But on the other hand I’m getting more and more afraid of Natalie.


    


    
      	Emma: “Gabby, do you forgive her?”


      	Gabby: “…” (I wasn’t expecting that question. I look at Chloe.)


      	Emma: “Yes or no?”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, mistress.” (I’m not a rancorous person.) “I think she’s truly sorry. And I also think Natalie is to blame.”


      	Emma: “Then I also forgive you.”


      	Chloe: “Really?!”


      	Emma: “Yes. I mean… regarding the picture.”


      	Chloe: “Thank you.”

    


    Emma drinks water.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s see the note… actually, why have you given me this? I’d like to see the original.”


      	Chloe: “This is the original. They dictated it to me inside Natalie’s car.”
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      	Emma: “Before you said they sent it to you.”


      	Chloe: “…No. I didn’t explain myself well. They don’t really trust me, so they don’t want to leave any evidence. For the first note, Natalie also dictated the text while we were talking by phone.”


      	Emma: “So you don’t have any proof they did anything. It’s quite suspicious.”


      	Chloe: “…But look at it! Don’t you see it has many corrections? They were deciding what to write while I was with them.”


      	Emma: “…Or you wrote it on your own to have an excuse to come here.”


      	Chloe: “No, I didn’t! I was supposed to type it at home and go to Mister Copy to print it but… then I thought their plan is nonsense and I decided to talk with you.”


      	Emma: “How can I trust you?”


      	Chloe: “Because it’s the truth! Please believe me. I can tell you about their plan. I know they were picking up Cami after meeting me.”

    


    Emma raises her eyebrows. I guess Chloe isn’t lying after all.


    


    Emma reads the note aloud.


    
      	Emma: “Dear Gabby, as you can see, we already know you’ve moved in with Emma.


      We’ve already written the letter of apology demanded by Ms. Jensen and we’ll read it to you tomorrow at her office. We’ve realized what we did on Monday was inappropriate. Therefore, we’d like you to know we don’t plan any sort of retaliation against you for reporting us. After all, you are Emma’s victim and our intention was always to help you, not to hurt you. See you tomorrow.”


      (Emma frowns.) “Where does Natalie plan to beat Gabby up?”
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      	Chloe: “…Nowhere. The note says so.”



      	Emma: “That’s bullshit! You intended to leave it in the postbox, right?”



      	Chloe: “Yes.”



      	Emma: “Then it’s obvious I’d get it before Gabby. The note is for me, not for her. They want me to think she’ll be fine so that I leave her unprotected.”



      	Chloe: “I know nothing about plans to harm Gabby. What I know is… they want to help Cami seduce her.” (I wonder about Chloe’s reaction if she found out Emma is sitting on Cami.)



      	Emma: “Go on.”



      	Chloe: “They know Gabby’s favorite writer is Agatha Highsmith.” (It’s true. They know it because we attend Ms. Austen’s lessons together. She’s my favorite of all time and the main reason I wish to study English Literature. I’ve devoured all her books.)


      “It turns out Ms. Highsmith is flying all the way from the UK to present her new novel on Saturday at an exclusive club called Ebell. They have two special invitations for that event, which include having dinner with Ms. Highsmith and spending the evening with her. Their idea is to give the invitations to Cami, so that she can invite Gabby and impress her.”



      	Gabby: “What?!” (I’m shocked.)


    


    


    
      	Chloe: “Do you wish to go there?”


      	Gabby: “I’m dying to!”


      	Chloe: “…Perhaps the plan wasn’t so ridiculous after all.”

    


    I thought there was nothing they could do to take me away from Emma, even for just a few hours, but it seems they know me better than I know myself.


    
      	Emma: “So basically they told you that you could go back with me once Gabby leaves me for Cami.”


      	Chloe: “Yes.”


      	Emma: “And you printed the threatening note on Tuesday and so on because you believed that could happen.”


      	Chloe: “…I was hurt. Well, I’m still hurt. But today I thought the whole thing is ridiculous. Even if Gabby leaves you for Cami because she’s truly dying to go meet Agatha Highsmith… you wouldn’t talk to me if you knew I had been helping Evelyn and Natalie. And then I thought probably you had already figured out I took the picture…”


      	Emma: “I see. Well, you’ve been quite helpful, but now it’s time for you to leave.”
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      	Chloe: “Wait! I still have something else to show you.”


      	Emma: “What?”


      	Chloe: “I’ve published a post on IG before coming here. Have you read it?”


      	Emma: “No. I’ll check it later.”


      	Chloe: “Please read it now!”


      	Emma: “…OK. I’ll read it and then you’ll leave.”

    


    Chloe smiles. Emma picks up her phone and opens Instagram. I’m starting to get impatient.


    


    
      	Emma: “Dear friends, this is really hard for me, but I can’t keep lying. Emma has always told the truth. Everything she said about our relationship and about what happened between us before her birthday party is true.


      I hope one day you’ll understand why I lied. It’s not easy when everyone calls you slave and laughs at you. But most importantly, I’d like you to stop harassing Emma. She’s neither a liar nor abusive, and she doesn’t deserve any of this. Emma, I’m so sorry.”


    


    Emma keeps rereading the text in silence. Chloe looks anxious.
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      	Chloe: “Please… say something.”


      	Emma: “…I’ve got nothing to say. What do you want? A prize for telling the truth?”


      	Chloe: “No. I just hope it can help you.”


      	Emma: “It won’t. People aren’t insulting me because of this anymore. Now they only talk about Gabby and her ass. Besides… they’ll still believe what they want. If they think bondage means abuse, they won’t change their minds so easily.”


      	Chloe: “But… do you forgive me?”


      	Emma: “Yes, I forgive you.” (Chloe smiles.) “I told you I’m over it. But that doesn’t mean we’re getting back together.”


      	Chloe: “…Why not?”


      	Emma: “Because I’ve moved on! And you should do the same. I’m not the only mistress in the world.”


      	Chloe: “I can’t move on. You know I love you. And you also had feelings for me. Don’t pretend you didn’t.”


      	Emma: “I don’t pretend that. Otherwise I wouldn’t have felt hurt when you called me abuser.”


      	Chloe: “…You say you forgive me, but in reality you don’t.”


      	Emma: “I do! But I’m with Gabby now!”

    


    I’m getting more and more impatient.


    


    
      	Chloe: “You’ve been with me much longer than with her. And we were very happy. Don’t you remember?”


      	Emma: “Yes, but now I’m very happy again. Just find another mis…”


      	Chloe: “I don’t wish another mistress! I’m not submissive to anyone except you. You should know that! I don’t enjoy being told what to do. However, I’m dying to serve you and obey you. I would do anything you wish just to be with you.”


      	Emma: “If you already know you don’t like submitting, then you shouldn’t do it just to be with me.”


      	Chloe: “Yes, I should and I want to. It makes you happy, it makes me happy, and it’s my way of showing you all my love.”

    


    Emma doesn’t reply. What Chloe has said… it’s also how I’ve felt. I know I’ll never submit to anyone besides Emma. I’m really happy to serve her and obey her, but I would never let anyone else dominate me. Emma takes back her phone.


    
      	Emma: “Why did you also post this picture?”


      	Chloe: “Because… I wish we could go back to that day.”

    


    I look at it. It’s Emma and Chloe kissing! I’m getting anxious.
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      	Emma: “That’s not possible.”


      	Chloe: “Why? I’d really do anything…”


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

    


    Chloe doesn’t reply. After some seconds, she begins to cry.


    
      	Emma: “I know you’re suffering, but now she’s suffering as well. You can’t see her, but it looks like she’s going to explode.”

    


    Emma caresses my leg to reassure me. I guess she isn’t leaving me for Chloe after all. I calm down.


    


    
      	Emma: “Listen. I can’t be your girlfriend, but I could still be your mistress. You could serve me as my piece of furniture.”


      	Chloe: “…What do you mean?”


      	Emma: “Don’t you know about human furniture?”


      	Chloe: “No.”


      	Emma: “It’s the best way of furnishing a room. You could be my table, for instance.” (I recall what I said when Cami was turned into a chair. I think Emma should soon reflect upon the consequences of what she has been doing this evening.) “Whenever I wish, you’d get fully restrained in a convenient position to support the table’s surface. You’d be gagged and blindfolded, and your hearing would be blocked.”


      	Chloe: “…Are you suggesting that to test me?”


      	Emma: “No. It’s not a step so that you can become something else. There won’t be anything beyond it.”


      	Chloe: “…But if you break up with Gabby, then…?”


      	Emma: “That won’t happen.”


      	Chloe: “…Or if Gabby leaves you…”


      	Emma: “You should know I already have two pieces of human furniture.”


      	Chloe: “Eh!? Who?”


      	Emma: “I won’t tell you.”


      	Chloe: “…I don’t believe you.”


      	Emma: “I’m sitting on my human chair right now. But if you think I’m a liar, you should leave immediately.”

    


    Chloe raises her hands to remove her blindfold, but she hesitates. Emma looks pensive.


    [image: ]


    
      	Emma: “If you go ahead and discover I was lying, we’ll get back together. But if I was telling the truth, I’ll never talk to you again.”

    


    


    Chloe thinks for some seconds and eventually desists.


    
      	Chloe: “…OK. I believe you, but… could you tell me who they are?”


      	Emma: “No.”


      	Chloe: “Why?”


      	Emma: “Why does it matter to you?”

    


    I’m not sure why Emma doesn’t wish to tell her. There are several possible reasons.


    
      	Chloe: “…Fine. I accept.”


      	Emma: “What do you accept?”


      	Chloe: “I mean… I wish to be your human piece of furniture.”


      	Emma: “I still didn’t offer you that.”


      	Chloe: “But you’ve said…”


      	Emma: “I’ve said you could be. Before you have to apologize to me properly for everything you’ve done.” (Emma moves her right foot towards Chloe’s hand.) “Lick the bottom of my boots.”


      	Chloe: “What?!”


      	Emma: “Do it.”


      	Chloe: “…I get it now. You just wish to humiliate me in front of Gabby.”


      	Emma: “No. I only wish to receive your apologies. But it’s obvious you don’t trust me, so it’s time…”


      	Chloe: “No, please!”

    


    Chloe takes her boot and begins to lick it, but suddenly she retches.
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      	Chloe: “…This is disgusting. Have you ever made Gabby do it?”


      	Emma: “I expect her to do it every time she changes my shoes.”


      	Chloe: “…!” (Chloe looks shocked.)


      	Emma: “Before you said you’d really do anything to be with me. Did you actually mean it?”


      	Chloe: “Yes.”


      	Emma: “This is something basic. I expect every sub to do it.”

    


    After Emma takes her leash, Chloe resumes licking.


    


    Chloe licks in silence for quite some time, but she keeps struggling. Her personality… I realize she’s even less submissive than I am. I think I understand better what happened at Emma’s birthday. It was too much and too fast for her.
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      	Emma: “Move to the other one.”


      	Chloe: “…I might vomit.”


      	Emma: “Will you ever trust me?” (Emma looks serious.)


      	Chloe: “I trust you!”


      	Emma: “If that was true, you’d obey me without hesitation.”


      	Chloe: “It’s just… this isn’t easy… doesn’t Gabby also struggle?”


      	Emma: “It wasn’t easy for her at first, but she learnt quickly.”


      	Chloe: “So… that’s why you prefer her.”


      	Emma: “I’m not going to compare you to each other. This isn’t a competition.”

    


    Chloe shakes her head.


    
      	Chloe: “I just… don’t understand why you wish to make me suffer.”

    


    Emma bends forward immediately and takes Chloe’s chin.


    
      	Emma: “Listen. I don’t wish to make you suffer. You’re doing this because you wish to. If you don’t, you’re free to leave.”


      	Chloe: “…If I stay, do you think I’ll be able to do it one day?”


      	Emma: “If you stay and obey me, sooner than you think you’ll be begging me to be allowed to lick my boots clean.”


      	Chloe: “…Are you sure?”


      	Emma: “Yes, and not only that. You wouldn’t think it’s humiliating. You’ll be begging me to lick them in public because you’ll be proud of serving me.”

    


    Chloe thinks briefly, and then she begins to lick Emma’s left boot. It looks like she’s calmer now.


    


    After some minutes, Emma moves her boot away from Chloe.


    
      	Emma: “Lie on your back.”

    


    Chloe complies. Then Emma stands up and steps on Chloe’s cheek with her right boot! She presses her head against the floor while holding her leash.


    
      	Emma: “It looks like you’ve stopped complaining.”


      	Chloe: “…Yes. I won’t do it anymore. I think I understand you now.”


      	Emma: “Do you also understand your misbehavior has been very damaging?”


      	Chloe: “Yes.”


      	Emma: “Do you promise you’ll do anything you can to repair all the damage?”


      	Chloe: “Yes.”


      	Emma: “And do you acknowledge you need to be severely punished?”


      	Chloe: “…Yes.”

    


    Emma removes her boot, but then she tramples her stomach! I wonder if she remembers what Patricia told her about corporal punishments this morning.
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      	Emma: “I expect you to be 100% obedient and won’t tolerate any further misbehavior. If you disregard my commands on purpose, I won’t talk to you ever again. Do you promise to serve me as best as you can?”


      	Chloe: “Yes.”

    


    Emma steps back on the floor.


    
      	Emma: “You should refer to me as mistress again.”


      	Chloe: “Yes, mistress. Thank you.”


      	Emma: “Do you remember all the rules I had taught you?”


      	Chloe: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Kiss the bottom of my boots.”

    


    Emma steps on Chloe’s mouth and she complies.


    


    
      	Emma: “Get on your knees.”

    


    After Chloe complies, Emma removes her blindfold! Cami is just in front of them.


    
      	Chloe: “Oh! She’s all in rubber. Mistress… could you please tell me now who she is?”


      	Emma: “Cami.”


      	Chloe: “What?! That’s not possible.” (Chloe looks truly shocked.)


      	Emma: “Why not?”


      	Chloe: “Didn’t she want to be with Gabby?”


      	Emma: “She did, but eventually she’s realized Gabby’s not interested.”


      	Chloe: “Well, but… how did she end up here? Evelyn and Natalie were going to meet her.”


      	Emma: “I’m her mistress since yesterday. As you can see, I’m well ahead of their plans.”


      	Chloe: “But…”

    


    I suspect Chloe doesn’t believe Emma, but she doesn’t dare to ask her to remove Cami’s hood.


    
      	Emma: “She’ll explain everything to you another day. Now get up and get undressed.”


      	Chloe: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Once Emma removes her collar, Chloe takes off her clothes. Eventually she turns around and looks at the kitchen.
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      	Chloe: “That’s… Jessica!!” (I guess Chloe recognized her tattoo.)


      	Emma: “Yes. She’s my lamp.”


      	Chloe: “But…”


      	Emma: “But what?”


      	Chloe: “I mean… I know she likes you, but today she was talking to Charlotte and Christine.”


      	Emma: “She was just spying on them for me.”

    


    


    Chloe thinks for some seconds.


    
      	Chloe: “I was such a fool for believing Natalie’s promises. I’m glad I came here.”

    


    Emma smiles but doesn’t reply anything.


    
      	Emma: “Now it’s time to dress you up. Gabby, stay where you are.”

    


    Emma goes upstairs and Chloe follows her. Why didn’t Emma bring a rubber doll suit to dress her here, like she did with Jessica and Cami?


    Five minutes later, they are still upstairs. Suddenly the picture of Emma and Chloe kissing crosses my mind. I’m sure they’re in Emma’s bedroom right now. Are they already making out?! I know I should trust Emma, but I’m getting filled with jealousy.


    Ten minutes later, I’m really anxious. What the fuck are they doing?! She should already be dressed. But wait! Perhaps Emma is testing me. She told me to stay where I am, and I must obey her.


    Fifteen minutes later, I can’t take it anymore. Are they having sex?! I think I’m going to cry…


    At that moment, I see them coming downstairs. Chloe is already dressed, except for her hood, and they’re carrying a big box together. Perhaps that’s why she needed her… After they drop the box kindly on the floor, Emma takes earplugs.


    
      	Emma: “You’ll be my table for as long as I wish.”


      	Chloe: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Once Emma finishes dressing Chloe, she sits next to me and caresses my cheeks.


    
      	Emma: “This time you’ve managed not to speak without permission.”


      	Gabby: “I have, mistress, but for me everything has been very… intense.”


      	Emma: “I know. But no one else will come here today. Now we should relax.”

    


    Emma kisses me. We keep kissing for quite some time. There are many things I wish to tell her, but her kisses always reassure me and make me feel everything will be fine.
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    Emma stands up and opens the box. She gives me instructions to construct a human table and I guide her once more. This table is even simpler than the chair, so we finish quickly.


    
      	Emma: “Doesn’t it look cool?”


      	Gabby: “…Yes.”


      	Emma: “Which one is your favorite: the table, the chair or the lamp?”


      	Gabby: “…The lamp.” (I’m not sure why, but I have less of an issue with Jessica being here than with the other two.)


      	Emma: “Let’s bring it here.”

    


    Emma moves Jessica next to Cami and places Chloe in front of them.


    
      	Emma: “Imagine if the whole house was furnished this way. Wouldn’t it be amazing?”


      	Gabby: “…It would be unheard of, mistress.”

    


    Emma sits on Cami again. She closes her eyes, takes a deep breath and smiles. She seems relaxed.


    
      	Emma: “I feel so dominant.” (She opens her eyes and looks at me.) “Lick my pussy.”


      	Gabby: “Eh?! Here?!”


      	Emma: “Yes.”


      	Gabby: “But Ms. Schulte could come in…”


      	Emma: “Don’t worry about that. Get on your knees.”

    


    After I kneel, Emma moves her fishnet aside to uncover her pussy. I begin to lick it. I can tell it hasn’t been touched recently :-)


    
      	Emma: “Yes, like that. Keep going.”

    


    She’s getting wet fast. Suddenly she presses my head hard against her labia.
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      	Emma: “Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Oh, my God!”

    


    She comes. That was fast. I guess human furniture really turns her on.


    


    
      	Emma: “What’s wrong?” (Emma’s noticed I’ve just frowned.)


      	Gabby: “I’ve realized Jessica, Cami and Chloe have heard us. Those earplugs aren’t perfect.” (She was way too loud when she came.)


      	Emma: “I know, but why do you worry about that? Are you afraid they’ll be jealous of you?”


      	Gabby: “…No, it’s not that.” (I hadn’t even thought about it.) “It’s more a privacy issue.”


      	Emma: “What I told Chloe also applies to you, you know. Sooner than you think, you’ll be begging me to lick my pussy in public.”

    


    I doubt Emma is right, but I don’t reply to her.


    
      	Emma: “But it’s true they could be jealous now. Or horny. Do you know what human pieces of furniture like?”


      	Gabby: “No, mistress.”


      	Emma: “They wish to be used, you know. Or at least touched. This way they’ll feel appreciated, as if they were pieces of art.”

    


    Emma goes ahead and ‘appreciates’ Cami’s leg, and then Jessica’s. I find it sort of weird and frown again.


    
      	Emma: “What? Don’t you believe me?”


      	Gabby: “Umm…” (I can’t find a good way to express what I think.)


      	Emma: “Now I recall… before I said you’ve never been a piece of furniture, but it’s not true. You were a footstool last Sunday. When did you feel better? When I used you to rest my feet on your back, or when I left you on your own?”


      	Gabby: “When you used me, mistress. It was much better.” (I’ve just recalled how much I suffered when I was left alone. I think I get Emma now. I smile.)


      	Emma: “I also enjoyed using you. In fact… let’s do it again.” (Emma removes my collar and cuffs quickly.) “Get on all fours.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Once I comply, she rests her feet on my back immediately.
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    Emma smiles, leans back and closes her eyes. She looks happy. I get the impression she’s thinking she’s a wonderful mistress. Suddenly the main door opens!


    
      	Emma: “Hi, mom!”


      	Patricia: “Hi.”


      	Emma: “Where were you?”


      	Patricia: “I…” (Just after looking at Emma, Patricia looks shocked.) “I was in my office. Who are they?” (She points at Jessica.)
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      	Emma: “They’re my human furniture. Don’t they look nice? Imagine if all the house was decorated this way for tomorrow’s ceremony.” (Emma sounds really excited.)


      	Patricia: “The ceremony will be in the basement, but…”


      	Emma: “Yes, I meant the basement. I’ll move them there for tomorrow. You could also bring your stool, your shelf and your lamp. Have you already called them?”


      	Patricia: “Yes, they’ll be here, but…” (Now I’m the one who is shocked. I didn’t know Patricia also possessed human furniture.)


      	Emma: “Perfect! We can put them all together. It will look fantastic!”


      	Patricia: “…Stop!” (Patricia raises her hand.) “Answer me. Who are they?”


      	Emma: “My classmates. This is Cami, that’s Jessica and that one there is Chloe.”


      	Patricia: “Chloe… the one you were dating?!”


      	Emma: “Yes. Today she came and apologized to me. She’s in bondage to me again.”


      	Patricia: “And the other two?!”


      	Emma: “They’ve been submissive to me since yesterday, but I also turned them into furniture today.”


      	Patricia: “No, no, no, no, no.” (Patricia shakes her head.)

    


    


    
      	Emma: “What’s wrong?”


      	Patricia: “How long have they been restrained?”


      	Emma: “Jessica… almost two hours, and the other two less than that. I’m testing them. So far they’re doing really well.”

    


    Emma smiles. Patricia thinks for a few seconds.


    
      	Patricia: “Is this something just for the ceremony, or do you intend to be their mistress after that?”


      	Emma: “It’s not just for the ceremony. I want to be their mistress.”


      	Patricia: “No. I won’t allow it.”

    


    Emma stands up, but I don’t dare to, so I stay on my knees.
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      	Emma: “Why not?”


      	Patricia: “Because you won’t be able to handle it, especially due to your ideas about a full-time bondage experience. How often do you plan to see them?”


      	Emma: “I…” (Emma looks at them.) “They’re going through issues. At the moment, they need me frequently.”


      	Patricia: “And what about Gabby? She’s here for you all the time.”


      	Emma: “I know. That’s why I turned them into furniture. Yesterday Jessica was my baby, and then my puppy, but I wanted to spend time with Gabby, so…”


      	Patricia: “Ah! So in fact you’ve already realized you can’t handle it.”


      	Emma: “I can! Now I can.”


      	Patricia: “You seem to think you can leave furniture here unattended while you go somewhere else to have fun with Gabby.”


      	Emma: “No. I’d keep checking on them, or I’d move them with me.”

    


    Patricia shakes her head again. The truth is… she’s telling Emma things I wanted to tell her myself, but I didn’t dare to. I’m glad she came here.


    


    
      	Patricia: “What does Gabby think about this?”


      	Emma: “You can ask her. She doesn’t have earplugs.”


      	Patricia: “Oh!”
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      	Emma: “Sorry I didn’t tell you. We can go somewhere to talk in private.”


      	Patricia: “…No. She should listen to this. Now she lives with us, and this matters to her.”


      	Emma: “…OK.”


      	Patricia: “But she doesn’t have to answer my question. I know she’ll say anything to please you.”


      	Emma: “Mom, Gabby and I have spoken about it. She’s my girlfriend, and all the others are under her and must also obey her.”


      	Patricia: “Who are all the others? Are there more?!”


      	Emma: “No. Just Jessica, Cami and Chloe.”


      	Patricia: “…Still, don’t you realize how unfair this is to her? She’s moved here for you. You’ve promised her a full-time experience, and now she’s not getting it.”


      	Emma: “…What about Elena? She’s also moved here for you.”


      	Patricia: “That’s different. She has known from the beginning I have other relationships.”


      	Emma: “But you know she’d wish to be more important to you, like Trinity. Why haven’t you ever had a girlfriend?”


      	Patricia: “I’ve told you. I enjoy my life the way it is. And also, don’t you think my girlfriend would get jealous when I am with others? Don’t you think Gabby gets jealous now?”


      	Emma: “Sometimes, but I reassure her and she’s learning to deal with it. Why don’t you think it’s possible to have a girlfriend and other subs? I think I get the best of both worlds.”


      	Patricia: “You’re only thinking about yourself.”

    


    The discussion is getting more and more heated. I’m not sure, but I think they’ve hardly ever had arguments like this one. I feel nervous.


    


    
      	Emma: “I’m not. I just think it doesn’t have to be either this or that if I can get everything.”


      	Patricia: “Listen. You might think that, but the truth is… you’re very inexperienced and life still has to teach you many things. Look at yourself. You’ve just turned 18! Why do you already have 4 subs? I’m not even sure you can take proper care of Gabby.”


      	Emma: “I can!”


      	Patricia: “Don’t shout at me.”

    


    Emma looks down for some seconds.


    
      	Emma: “Mom, I don’t get you. Why do you want me to have just one girlfriend, if you don’t wish that for yourself?”


      	Patricia: “I’ve already told you. You don’t have enough experience and you should think about Gabby and what you’ve promised her. Once you’re on your own, you might do what you wish, but not now.”
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    Emma looks more and more defiant.


    
      	Emma: “What about this? I’ll get rid of Jessica, Cami and Chloe, if you get a girlfriend.”


      	Patricia: “We are not negotiating here. You’ll get rid of them. Period. And if you don’t wish to tell them to leave, I’ll do it myself.”


      	Emma: “No! I’ll do it, but only if you confess the truth. You can’t have a girlfriend because you’re unable to open up to anyone.”


      	Patricia: “I’ve always been open to you.”


      	Emma: “I’m your daughter! It’s not the same. Don’t you think I also wish for you to be happy?!”


      	Patricia: “I’m happy.”


      	Emma: “Would you if I wasn’t here?! Why can’t you trust someone else and get over what happened with my dad?!”


      	Patricia: “I’m over it!!”

    


    Patricia goes to her bedroom. It’s the first time I see her so upset.


    


    Emma sits on Cami. I believe she’s about to cry. Shortly after, Patricia comes back.


    
      	Patricia: “Gabby, stand up.” (I comply.) “What has happened wasn’t appropriate. Are you OK?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, Ms. Schulte.” (Patricia looks at Emma.)


      	Patricia: “Were they in the basement yesterday evening?” (She points at Jessica.)


      	Emma: “Yes. Why?”


      	Patricia: “Because… I think I understand something now. Did you take them to the cells?”


      	Emma: “No. I was there with Gabby.”


      	Patricia: “Ah! Were you in the cell where the transport box is?”


      	Emma: “Yes. Actually, Gabby spent the night in the box.”


      	Patricia: “What!!”

    


    Patricia stares at me. I’m beginning to freeze.
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      	Emma: “What’s happening?”


      	Patricia: “Gabby, is that true?”


      	Gabby: “…Yes.”


      	Emma: “What’s going on?”


      	Patricia: “You haven’t told Emma anything, have you?”


      	Gabby: “…” (I can’t speak. For sure this is the worst time possible for Patricia to find out I was there.)


      	Patricia: “I can’t believe it.”


      	Emma: “Tell me, what?!”


      	Patricia: “Last evening, I was also in that cell with Elena. The bucket under the potty chair was full. I thought Elena had forgotten to empty it, although she swore to me she didn’t. So I went ahead and we had a session there… next to Gabby, who listened to everything.”


      	Emma: “Eh?!”

    


    


    I don’t understand how I manage to be in trouble so often. I’m so scared. Emma stands up.
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      	Emma: “So you’ve listened to my mom having sex?”


      	Gabby: “…Yes.”


      	Emma: “Why didn’t you tell me?!”


      	Gabby: “…In the morning I wanted to, but you woke me up with that prank, and then the catfights, and… the truth is, I didn’t know who was in the cell. I couldn’t recognize the voices.”


      	Emma: “That doesn’t make sense. Who else could be there?”


      	Gabby: “…I don’t know. At some point I even thought it could be you. Maybe you wanted to test if I would disobey you and open the box. So I’ve been waiting to ask my mom…”


      	Emma: “I see. You’d tell your mom before me.”


      	Patricia: “And before me. We were together while she was checking what pictures you looked at when you touched yourself. Why didn’t you tell me?”


      	Gabby: “…I apologize, Ms. Schulte.”


      	Patricia: “Not so fast. By now you should know I care about my privacy, and as far as I know this has never before happened to me. We need to have a little chat in the basement, just the two of us. Cuff her for me.”


      	Emma: “Yes, mom.”


      	Patricia: “When I’m back, I don’t want to see any of them in the house.” (She points at Jessica, Cami and Chloe.)


      	Emma: “Yes, mom.”

    


    Emma doesn’t argue. I guess she knows when she mustn’t do it by paying attention to Patricia’s voice. Now she sounds like someone I’d never disobey.

  

  
    Chapter 33


    After Emma cuffs and collars me, Patricia takes my leash and I follow her to the basement. Once in the elevator, she presses the fourth button.


    I guess we’re going to the old water bondage facility. Does she plan to submerge me if I don’t say what she wants?! I feel frightened. However, once we exit the elevator, she uses a key to open a door I hadn’t seen before.


    
      	Patricia: “This is my private office. Come in.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, Ms. Schulte.” (I recall Emma mentioned the office this morning.)


      	Patricia: “Address me as mistress. There is nobody else here.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Once inside, I’m taken aback. There are many bondage pieces of furniture, tools, and books, but my attention is captured by all those paintings of women naked, restrained, having sex and even orgies.
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      	Patricia: “Are you surprised?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Patricia: “I had the same reaction when I first came here.”


      	Gabby: “Oh! You didn’t decorate it yourself.”


      	Patricia: “No. Lady Nelson did.”


      	Gabby: “…Who is Lady Nelson?”


      	Patricia: “I guess Emma haven’t told you about the history of this place.”


      	Gabby: “No. She said I should ask you because you’d love to tell me all the details.” (Emma said that when she first took me to the basement.)


      	Patricia: “Haha! One day I will. Elizabeth Nelson was the founder of the basement. She’s the most admirable woman I’ve ever met. I’ve kept the decoration here because it reminds me of her. I miss her deeply.”


      	Gabby: “I understand, mistress.”

    


    I figure out Lady Nelson was the one who gave the basement to Patricia in her will. Patricia’s voice isn’t cold anymore, so I don’t feel scared.


    


    
      	Patricia: “Get on your knees.”

    


    After I comply, Patricia sits on the sofa. She keeps holding my leash.
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      	Patricia: “Why did you spend the night in the transport box?”


      	Gabby: “Ms. Lindberg wished to punish me for… for coming without permission.” (I blush a bit.)


      	Patricia: “It seems to me you misbehave quite a lot, you know. You touch yourself, you come without permission, quite often you speak without permission…”


      	Gabby: “…I apologize, mistress.” (Patricia smiles.)


      	Patricia: “None of such misbehavior worries me. What worries me is that you don’t trust your mistress.” (Now she looks serious.)


      	Gabby: “I… I trust Ms. Lindberg.”


      	Patricia: “Why didn’t you tell her about what happened last night?”


      	Gabby: “I…” (In truth, I don’t know exactly why I didn’t.)


      	Patricia: “Or why didn’t you tell me? Do you trust me?”


      	Gabby: “I do, mistress.”


      	Patricia: “But it seems you trust Elena more than you trust us. What do you think I would have done to you if you had told me?”


      	Gabby: “I… I didn’t think about that. I suppose… I hoped you’d never find out.”


      	Patricia: “That’s serious misbehavior.” (Suddenly I feel scared again.) “You shouldn’t keep any secret from your mistress.”


      	Gabby: “I apologize…”


      	Patricia: “Do you know what would have happened if you had told Elena about it? She would have told me immediately, because she trusts me and she doesn’t hide anything from me.”

    


    Is that true?! The thought that I cannot confide secrets to my mom anymore hadn’t crossed my mind. Has she really changed so fast?!
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      	Patricia: “Yesterday, I told you that I’d help you if you don’t wish to live here anymore. But it seems to me you’ve decided to stay and serve Emma. Am I right?”



      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”



      	Patricia: “If you wish Emma to be your mistress, you need to trust her. I know she’s impatient and reckless, but you should be able to confide in her.”



      	Gabby: “I understand, mistress.”



      	Patricia: “No, I don’t think you do. Or at least your actions don’t show it. Tell me, from all the times you’ve misbehaved, how often have you revealed what you did to Emma and asked her to punish you?”



      	Gabby: “…Never, mistress.”



      	Patricia: “So you always wait for Emma to find out and punish you, right? And if she doesn’t, you get away with it.”



      	Gabby: “…Yes, mistress.”



      	Patricia: “How do you think Emma feels about that?”



      	Gabby: “I… to tell the truth, I’ve thought she’s getting paranoid. She told me she plans to install security cameras in the small bedroom to check on me.” (Patricia frowns.)



      	Patricia: “That’s mostly your fault, you know. But you’re lucky. If Emma is thinking about doing such things, it’s because she has feelings for you. Most mistresses would simply stop caring.


      Take me as an example. I’ve got plenty of subs, but they aren’t with me most of the time, and I don’t spy on them. They’re always the ones who tell me about all their secrets and misbehavior, and I punish them appropriately so that they misbehave less and less.


      If I found out one of my subs is hiding her misbehavior from me, I’d feel she doesn’t really wish to be educated and to serve me properly, so I’d stop caring about her.”


    


    Patricia gets up and drinks some water. I feel like she’s opening my mind.


    


    
      	Patricia: “Emma is your mistress because you wish so. You should show with your actions you’re really willing to serve her the best you can, and to progress as fast as possible in your education and training.


      That means you are responsible for acting against your misbehavior. Every time you misbehave, you should tell Emma and ask her to punish you. If you don’t, she’ll feel you don’t really wish to be trained.”



      	Gabby: “Now I understand, mistress.”
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      	Patricia: “Keep in mind everything I’ve said doesn’t only apply to misbehavior. Although you should always obey your mistress, you shouldn’t wait for her commands all the time. You should learn what Emma likes or dislikes, and you should think constantly about her, about what she might need or wish, and offer it to her before she demands it. If she has to tell you what to do all the time, she’d feel you’re not really willing to serve her.”


      	Gabby: “I understand, mistress. In fact, today Ms. Lindberg said she’ll give me a list of tasks I should do every day so that she doesn’t have to remind me.”


      	Patricia: “What did you reply to her?”


      	Gabby: “…I said ‘yes’.”


      	Patricia: “Instead of saying ‘yes’, you should have offered to write that list yourself. This way you would have shown her all the things you’re willing to do to serve her, and she’d be pleased with you.” (Why didn’t I think about that?!)


      	Gabby: “She hasn’t given me the list yet. I can still write it.”


      	Patricia: “Do it.”

    


    Patricia smiles and caresses my head. I think now I understand better what Emma expects from me. It’s true Patricia is a great conversationalist.


    


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, I’m really thankful for all your advice.”


      	Patricia: “I’ve told you all that because I want the best for Emma and I think you’re perfect for her, but I’m afraid your relationship is not going the best it could. I’m not sure, but this could be the reason why she’s decided to have more subs. Perhaps she wishes to test how others behave. However, they won’t take her from you if you show her your love and your will to serve her. I know she only has feelings for you.”

    


    I smile. In fact, I feel happy and more reassured than ever. Patricia drinks water again.


    
      	Patricia: “Now I’d like to stress something perhaps I haven’t made clear to you so far. Do you recall when Emma said her other subs are under you and they must serve you?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Patricia: “In a similar way, while she lives here, she’s under me. That means I’m also your mistress and you must serve me.”


      	Gabby: “I understand, mistress.”

    


    Patricia sits on a pouffe, removes my handcuffs and stares at me for some seconds.


    
      	Patricia: “As discussed, I don’t wish to tell you what to do all the time, but I should let you know it’s been a long day and my feet hurt.”
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    This caught me out of guard. I suppose Patricia did like my massage, so…


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, would you like that I…” (Patricia gesticulates to make me stop.)


      	Patricia: “’Mistress, may I have the privilege of…’ This sentence is not in the bondage contract, but all my subs should use it.”


      	Gabby: “Mistress, may I have the privilege of giving you a foot massage?”


      	Patricia: “You may.”

    


    


    Patricia sits back. I remove her boots and give her a massage for around two minutes. I’m not sure why, but the fact that I’ve actually asked her to do it makes me feel different about it.
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      	Patricia: “Are you hiding any other secret from me?”


      	Gabby: “…Not that I can think of, mistress.” (I didn’t expect the question. Patricia thinks for a little while.)


      	Patricia: “I’m concerned about Emma, you know. Today she’s rather nervous. She only mentions her father to me when she’s stressed.”


      	Gabby: “…There are plenty of issues going on, mistress. Ms. Lindberg thinks Evelyn and Natalie, I mean the girls who took pictures of my buttocks, have a plan to beat me up. She was using Jessica and Cami, and now also Chloe, to thwart it. Moreover, Christine and Charlotte wish to humiliate her somehow. And others keep insulting her online…”


      	Patricia: “I get the picture, but it cannot be any of that. School dramas don’t make her nervous. It has to be something else.”

    


    I agree Emma is able to keep cool when dealing with those problems. But I don’t know about anything else… wait!


    
      	Gabby: “This evening she received a text message. She hid it from me and looked nervous.”


      	Patricia: “Any idea of who sent it?”


      	Gabby: “No, mistress.”


      	Patricia: “Could it be from her father?”


      	Gabby: “…” (I recall the house by the beach she plans to visit, but the text message cannot be about the house, because I already knew about that when she received it.) “I don’t think so.”


      	Patricia: “How are you so sure?”

    


    Although Emma told me about Patricia and her father, I don’t actually know how friendly the current relation between them is. I feel Patricia wants to use me to find out things Emma doesn’t wish to tell her.


    


    
      	Gabby: “Because…” (I feel nervous.) “Mistress, is Ms. Lindberg allowed to keep secrets from you?”


      	Patricia: “Gabby, Emma is not in bondage to me. She’s my daughter. If she keeps secrets from me, do you think I’d stop caring about her?”


      	Gabby: “No, mistress.”


      	Patricia: “But she should assume I’ll learn everything she tells Elena or you. Don’t you realize Elena already told me everything she has been doing to try to help her to please me?”


      	Gabby: “Oh!!”


      	Patricia: “It seems you didn’t think about it, but Emma knows it. It’s her way of telling me to get a girlfriend without saying it to my face. Well, it was until today, when she finally said it.”

    


    I feel once more I don’t pay enough attention to what’s happening around me.


    
      	Patricia: “Now tell me everything you know.”


      	Gabby: “It’s just… I’m not sure Ms. Lindberg wanted me to know about this. It was Ms. Nieminen who brought it up.”


      	Patricia: “If it’s something Lexy knows, it can’t be a secret.” (Patricia smiles.) “Just say it.”


      	Gabby: “Ms. Lindberg plans to see her father this weekend. Apparently he has bought a house for her, and she wishes to visit it.”

    


    Patricia looks down. It seems she didn’t know about it.


    
      	Patricia: “Move on to my left foot.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”
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    She closes her eyes and looks pensive. Meanwhile I connect the dots. Does Emma wish Patricia to get a girlfriend because she’s planning to move out and doesn’t want Patricia to feel alone?


    


    After quite a while, Patricia opens her eyes and smiles.


    
      	Patricia: “It’s enough. You’ve done a great job.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, mistress.”

    


    She removes my collar and stands up.


    
      	Patricia: “I need to change. Help me get undressed.”


      	Gabby: “Eh? …Yes, mistress.” (This also caught me out of guard.)


      	Patricia: “Unbutton there.”

    


    Patricia points at her back, and I comply. Once I’m done, she takes off her dress and turns around. Her naked boobs are just in front of me. They’re magnificent. To be honest, her whole body is magnificent. Then she removes her panties! I’m afraid I’m going to blush, so I look down.
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      	Patricia: “Why are you nervous?”


      	Gabby: “I’m… I’m fine, mistress.”


      	Patricia: “Gabby, what I’ve said about telling the truth and not keeping secrets applies both to Emma and to me.”

    


    I keep looking down. I do wish to be able to tell the truth, but it’s not easy.


    
      	Gabby: “…I’m nervous because… because you’re naked and… we’re here alone and… I’m afraid Ms. Lindberg wouldn’t like to know about this.”


      	Patricia: “Why?”


      	Gabby: “…Because she thinks… since she saw me looking at your pictures she thinks I’m attracted to you.”


      	Patricia: “Isn’t she right?”


      	Gabby: “…But …yes, but I don’t wish for anything to happen. I only wish to be with Ms. Lindberg.”


      	Patricia: “That’s one of the things I like about you.”

    


    


    Patricia holds my chin to make me look up.
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      	Patricia: “Gabby, nothing is going to happen between us. Do you think I’d do that to my own daughter?”


      	Gabby: “…No, mistress.”


      	Patricia: “Emma is somewhat jealous because for whatever reason she believes she’s not as attractive as me. But she’s not afraid I’ll ever try to steal you from her. She knows I’m not into young girls.”


      	Gabby: “Oh!”


      	Patricia: “Do you think I was trying to seduce you?”


      	Gabby: “…No, mistress.”


      	Patricia: “That’s right. But if I wanted to, I wouldn’t need to undress. I’d just talk to you, and in five minutes you’d be on your knees begging me for sex.”


      	Gabby: “Eh?! No, I wouldn’t…”


      	Patricia: “Haha! Gabby, it’s rather easy for a woman with my experience to touch the right points and make a young girl do anything. But I don’t do it.” (Suddenly Patricia looks serious and stops holding my chin.) “I leave that to Catherine.”


      	Gabby: “Do you mean Ms. Neal, the president of…?”


      	Patricia: “Yes. She does it all the time. Whenever she gives a talk about her novels at a college, she meets plenty of girls who already admire her work. She picks up one, talks to her and next thing… she’s already her ponygirl.”


      	Gabby: “Oh!”


      	Patricia: “And most people find that fascinating. That’s the true reason she always wins ponygirl contests. The jury finds amazing she has turned all those pretty young girls into her ponies.”

    


    


    
      	Patricia: “Help me get dressed.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Patricia hands me a lingerie outfit. I don’t feel nervous anymore. Instead, I keep thinking whether she’d be able to make me beg her for sex in five minutes, but I’d rather not challenge her.


    
      	Patricia: “If one day you’re no longer with Emma, you should become very successful and influential.”


      	Gabby: “…Why?”


      	Patricia: “Because then I’d get interested in you.”


      	Gabby: “Eh?!”


      	Patricia: “I’m attracted to such women, you know. If you become president of this country, I’ll enslave you.”


      	Gabby: “I…”


      	Patricia: “Haha! You should see your face. I’m joking, but what I’ve said is true. Most of my subs hold positions of power. Many people think they’re in control, but in fact I dominate them. I enjoy that feeling.”

    


    I wish I knew the whole list of Patricia’s subs, but I don’t dare to ask her.


    
      	Patricia: “And I’m sure Emma would also enjoy it. It’s just that she hasn’t experienced it yet. But I can tell you… if you become someone important and famous, she won’t think about having other subs again.”


      	Gabby: “Oh! Yes, mistress. I’ll do my best.”


      	Patricia: “You’d better. I don’t want to hear once more you’ve touched yourself when you were supposed to be working.”


      	Gabby: “No, mistress. That won’t happen.”

    


    I suppose Patricia told me all that about powerful women to motivate me to study hard. She succeeded. Suddenly I wish to do my homework. She finishes getting dressed.
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      	Patricia: “Perfect. Now we’re going to talk with Elena. Come with me.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    


    I follow Patricia back to the elevator. Emma always asks me if she looks nice after getting dressed, but she doesn’t. I suppose she’s not insecure about her body. She just knows she always looks amazing.


    
      	Patricia: “Turn around.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    After pressing the button to go to the upper floor, she cuffs my wrists again.


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


      	Patricia: “You may.”


      	Gabby: “Do you keep your subs restrained all the time, like Ms. Lindberg?”


      	Patricia: “If they are here, yes, unless I tell them to do something they can’t do while tied up.”


      	Gabby: “What’s the reason?”


      	Patricia: “There are many reasons. Restraining is fundamental. We’ll chat about it another day.”


      	Gabby: “…Thank you, mistress.”


      	Patricia: “I’ll just tell you one thing. Once your training is complete, you’ll be the one begging Emma to restrain you when she doesn’t do it.”

    


    I guess my training is far from complete, although I acknowledge I already feel that being restrained is normal.


    
      	Patricia: “Let’s go.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    We exit the elevator and I see my mom at the end of the corridor. She’s blindfolded and ‘hanging’ in the shibari area. I suppose it’s true Patricia restrains her whenever she doesn’t have any task for her. When we arrive, Patricia caresses her chin.
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      	Elena: “Good evening, mistress.”


      	Patricia: “Good evening. Gabby is here.”


      	Elena: “Oh!”


      	Patricia: “…Aren’t you going to greet her?”


      	Elena: “Yes, mistress. Good evening.” (My mom talks fast.)


      	Gabby: “Good evening, mom.”

    


    Patricia takes a cane from a shelf and caresses my mom’s body with it.
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      	Patricia: “Do you know why Elena is fully restrained?”


      	Gabby: “…Because she has already completed all her tasks?”


      	Patricia: “That’s right, but today there is an additional reason. She’s tied up because she requested it. She told me she almost misbehaved, so she wishes to be punished to help her overcome her temptations.”


      	Gabby: “Oh!” (Was she smelling panties again?!)


      	Patricia: “I’m proud of her, you know. Her training is progressing really fast.” (Now Patricia caresses my mom’s hair.) “You should follow her example.”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, mistress. I’ll ask Ms. Lindberg to punish me as soon as possible.”


      	Patricia: “Emma won’t be allowed to administer corporal punishments in the foreseeable future.”


      	Gabby: “Oh! Then…”


      	Patricia: “However, I am.”

    


    This caught me out of guard once more. I don’t wish to misbehave, but I’m not sure I need to be punished. What would happen if I don’t ask for it? By Patricia’s reasoning, that would mean I don’t wish to address my disobedience. I’m starting to think she’s an expert manipulator.


    


    Patricia keeps staring at me. I get nervous.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, could you please… punish me?”


      	Patricia: “No. First, you should kneel down and apologize formally.”

    


    I get on my knees.


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


      	Patricia: “Say what you’ve done.”

    


    She raises my chin with her cane.
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      	Gabby: “…I spoke without permission, I came without permission, and I… tried to keep a secret from you.”


      	Patricia: “What secret?”


      	Gabby: “…” (This is hard. Now I wonder if I would actually have spoken to my mom about it.) “Yesterday evening I was inside a box in the cell while you were having sex with… with my mom.”


      	Elena: “What!!!”


      	Patricia: “Don’t speak without permission.” (My mom closes her mouth.) “Gabby, as I told you, if you keep secrets again, the consequences would be serious, so you should make sure it doesn’t happen. Would you like to be punished?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Patricia smiles. Now I think that, if I refuse to be punished and later I disobey again, I’d feel bad for not doing enough to prevent my misbehavior. Somehow, Patricia has convinced me!


    
      	Patricia: “Lie down here.”

    


    She points to a simple shibari structure. After I comply, she takes rope and ties up my ankles. Then she removes my handcuffs and ties up my wrists. Now I’m ‘hanging’, like my mom.


    


    Patricia caresses my feet with her cane. I had assumed she was going to cane my buttocks, like Emma did, but I was wrong.


    
      	Patricia: “When you wish to stop, just say it.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Patricia: “Are you ready?”


      	Gabby: “Yes.”

    


    Patricia steps back. She keeps caressing my feet. Suddenly she raises her cane and hits my soles. I feel the pain.


    
      	Patricia: “You should count aloud.”


      	Gabby: “…Yes, mistress. One.”

    


    She caresses my soles with her cane briefly before hitting me again.
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      	Gabby: “Ah! Two.” (She repeats the process once more.) “Ah!! Three.” (And once more.) “Ah!! Four” (And once more.) “Ah!!! Five.”

    


    She pauses. The pain is excruciating! I didn’t know my soles were so sensitive.


    
      	Patricia: “Elena, are you ready to be punished?”


      	Elena: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Patricia leaves her cane on the shelf, but she takes a very similar one. She caresses my mom’s buttocks with it, and suddenly she canes them.


    
      	Elena: “One! Thank you, mistress.” (I guess I should also thank Patricia.) “Two! Thank you, mistress. Three! Thank you, mistress. Four! Thank you, mistress. Five! Thank you, mistress. Six! Thank you, mistress. Seven! Thank you, mistress. Eight! Thank you, mistress. Nine! Thank you, mistress. Ten! Thank you, mistress.”

    


    Patricia pauses again. My mom didn’t scream at all! I’m not sure, but I get the impression it’s not the first time Patricia punishes her.


    


    Patricia takes back the cane she left on the shelf. I’m afraid I won’t be able to stand the pain.


    
      	Gabby: “Ah!!… Six. Thank you, mistress.” (Patricia smiles.) “Ah!!!… Seven. Thank you, mistress.” (She hits me harder! I shouldn’t have thanked her, but now I mustn’t stop doing it.) “Ah!!!… Eight. Thank you, mistress.” (This is unbearable.) “Ah!!!… Nine. Thank you, mistress.” (I’ll take just one more.) “Ah!!!… Ten. Thank you, mistress.”

    


    Luckily, she pauses again. She goes back to the shelf to take the other cane and resumes punishing my mom.
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      	Elena: “Eleven! Thank you, mistress.” … “Fifty! Thank you, mistress.”

    


    Patricia has hit my mom hard 40 times in a row!! And what’s more surprising, my mom only screamed a bit at the beginning. Can she tolerate pain better than me? Maybe it’s just that her buttocks got numb after getting caned enough times. Patricia switches her canes once more.


    
      	Gabby: “Ah!!… Eleven. Thank you, mistress.” (I hope my feet get numb soon.) “Ah!!!… Twelve. Thank you, mistress.” (But they don’t!) “Ah!!!… Thirteen. Thank you, mistress.” (I believed emotional pain is worse than physical pain, but my opinion is changing.) “Ah!!!… Fourteen. Thank you, mistress.” (Anyone who thinks that way has never experienced strong physical pain.) “Ah!!!… Fifteen. Thank you, mistress.” (I start crying.)


      “Ah!!!… Sixteen. Thank you, mistress.” (I thought Patricia planned to pause, but she doesn’t!) “Ah!!!… Seventeen. Thank you, mistress.” (I need to stop, but I’m afraid it will look like my mom’s will to avoid misbehavior is stronger than mine.) “Ah!!!… Eighteen. Thank you, mistress.” (Why am I doing this to myself? Am I a masochist?!) “Ah!!!… Nineteen…”


    


    I’m unable to thank Patricia. She takes a break until I stop crying.


    


    
      	Patricia: “Gabby, would you like to stop?”

    


    I don’t reply. I don’t really understand why I can’t say ‘yes’. Do I wish to prove something to myself?


    
      	Patricia: “This isn’t a competition. If you think this is enough to prevent yourself from misbehaving again, you should ask me to stop.”

    


    Sometimes it looks like Patricia can read my mind. However, I still feel that, if I stop now, I’m not doing as much as I can.


    
      	Patricia: “No one can stand this punishment for a long time. In fact, you’ve already stood longer than most women.”

    


    But that means some stood it longer than me.


    
      	Gabby: “…Please continue, mistress.”

    


    Patricia steps back again.


    
      	Gabby: “Ahhh!!!… Twenty. Thank you, mistress.” (She hits me even harder than before.) “Ahhh!!!… Twenty-one. Thank you, mistress.” (I cry again.)


      	Patricia: “You’re so stubborn.”


      	Gabby: “Ahhh!!! Stop!!! Please, stop!”

    


    Patricia hit me harder than ever and I couldn’t take it anymore. I suppose my limit is twenty-two. After she unties me, I rest on the floor.


    
      	Patricia: “Elena, your punishment has also ended.”


      	Elena: “Yes, mistress. Thank you.”

    


    Patricia unties my mom and removes her blindfold.


    
      	Patricia: “Later you should apply cream on your buttocks. But now, give Gabby a hug.”


      	Elena: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    My mom kneels next to me, embraces me tightly and kisses my head. We can’t stop hugging each other.
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      	Gabby: “Mom, I didn’t wish to spy on you. I…”


      	Elena: “I know. Don’t worry about that. I’m proud of you, piccola mia. You’re so strong!”


      	Gabby: “But you’re stronger.”


      	Patricia: “It’s not a competition.”


      	Gabby: “Sorry, mistress.”

    


    I look at my mom’s buttocks. Her marks are much worse than the ones I had on Sunday! Suddenly my mom, still on her knees, faces Patricia.


    
      	Elena: “I’m truly grateful for my fully-deserved punishment, mistress, and for your determination to address my misbehavior.”


      	Patricia: “Kiss my hand.”

    


    My mom kisses her right hand, which is the one she used to cane us. Then Patricia faces me.


    
      	Gabby: “I’m truly grateful for my fully-deserved punishment, mistress, and for your determination to address my misbehavior.”

    


    Patricia extends her arm and I also kiss her hand.
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      	Patricia: “I administer corporal punishments rather infrequently. You should consider yourselves privileged.” (My mom was going to say something, but Patricia stops her with a gesture.) “You should know that, from now on, if you request to be punished, I will decline your request. I expect you not to misbehave any time soon. If you do, I’ll feel very disappointed.”


      	Elena: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Patricia: “Now we need to go to the throne. Crawl behind me.”

    


    At the moment I’m not sure I can walk, so I’m happy to crawl.


    


    Once we arrive, Patricia cuffs our wrists and sits on the throne.


    
      	Patricia: “Elena, when you were here last Sunday, Emma told Gabby she shouldn’t feel terrible for choosing her over you, because soon you’ll choose me over Gabby. Do you recall that?”


      	Elena: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Patricia: “What did you reply to Emma?”


      	Elena: “…I said that will never happen.”


      	Patricia: “Yes, that’s what Emma told me.” (Patricia stares at my mom.) “Would you say the same now?”


      	Elena: “…No, mistress.”


      	Patricia: “What would you say then?”


      	Elena: “I…” (My mom bites her lips, but she doesn’t look at me.) “Ms. Lindberg was right. No one is more important to me than you, mistress.”

    


    Patricia smiles. Do I feel hurt? Not really. Emma is more important to me than my mom, so I understand she cares more about Patricia than about me. And I’m glad her relationship seems to be going well. But still… I feel somewhat shocked. I’ve been in love with Emma for four years, but she’s known Patricia for just five days!


    
      	Patricia: “Lick my boots.”


      	Elena: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Patricia raises her leg and my mom starts licking. Then she stares at me for some seconds.


    
      	Patricia: “Gabby, I’m wearing two boots.”


      	Gabby: “Oh! Mistress, may I have the privilege of licking your boots?”


      	Patricia: “You may.”
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    I suppose Patricia expected me to ask her that question without needing to insinuate it. Now I even wonder if Emma expected me to do the same when my mom licked her boots here last Sunday. I should be alert.


    


    We lick Patricia’s boots in silence for several minutes.


    
      	Patricia: “Elena, you’ll no longer be a house maid.” (My mom stops licking. She looks frozen.) “From tomorrow on, you’ll only do the cooking. This way we’ll be able to spend more time together and we’ll get to know each other better.”


      	Elena: “Thank you, mistress.”


      	Patricia: “And you’ll no longer be submissive to Emma. You’ll obey no one except from me.”


      	Elena: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    My mom tries to smile, but she looks more like she’s on the verge of crying from happiness. I’m thrilled. Does this mean Patricia is thinking she could become her girlfriend?! I guess so.


    
      	Patricia: “Kiss my boots and step aside.”

    


    After my mom complies, Patricia looks at me.


    
      	Patricia: “Lie on your back.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    She steps on my chest with her right boot.


    
      	Patricia: “I will no longer interfere with Emma’s relationships. She may decide to have one or multiple subs and, except for a temporary ban on administering corporal punishments, she may deal with them in any way she wishes. It’s all up to her.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Patricia: “Therefore, from tomorrow on, you’ll no longer receive commands or punishments from me. Although I could still give Emma orders that may affect you, I’m her mom, not her mistress, so she might decide to disobey me.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Patricia: “Kiss my boots.”
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    I comply. Too many important decisions have been made in just one minute. I need time to assimilate everything.


    


    
      	Patricia: “Get on your knees.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Patricia still looks meditative. Is she having second thoughts?


    
      	Patricia: “Gabby, I’ve given you advice on how to improve your relationship with Emma but, even if you follow it, I don’t know what will happen. She’s impatient and reckless, and I don’t think she will change any time soon. Therefore, I’ll ask you this question one last time. Do you wish to stay here?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.” (I don’t hesitate.)


      	Patricia: “…In that case, you should know that I will no longer help you move out and live on your own. You should do your best to make your relationship work.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress. I will.”

    


    I can’t imagine myself ever wishing to move away from Emma, but I realize that, if she breaks up with me, I’d be totally on my own. Neither Patricia nor my mom would help me. I really must do my best!


    
      	Patricia: “Stand up and follow me.”

    


    We walk towards the bird cage. Once there, Patricia removes my handcuffs and my mask.
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      	Patricia: “Gabby, you’ll spend the night here. You’ll be reunited with Emma next morning.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Patricia: “Good night.”


      	Gabby: “Good night, mistress.”


      	Patricia: “From now on, address me as Ms. Schulte.”


      	Gabby: “Good night, Ms. Schulte. Good night, mom.”


      	Elena: “Good night, piccola mia.”
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