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“Well, well. I wondered if I’d see you again.” Summer’s voice was soft and welcoming as she stepped out of the way for Rachel to come inside her apartment. Summer was dressed in skin-tight black jeans and a white crop-top. Her black hair cascaded down her slim shoulders in soft ringlets.

Rachel’s mouth opened and closed a number of times before she could force words out. Last night had been the most incredible night of her sex life. Summer had fulfilled her ultimate fantasy: being tied up and dominated by a woman. Being tied up with a mouth-filling gag and brought to multiple mind-blowing orgasms had given her a taste of something she had wanted for many, many years. At Summer’s demand, she was returning tonight to begin her training as her new mistress’s plaything.

She cleared her throat, nodding once and smiling gently. “I...could hardly think of anything else all day.”

Summer shut the front door as Rachel stepped inside, locking it with a heavy ‘click’. Rachel had tried gallantly to keep her desire under control as she made the short walk from her apartment to Summer’s, but she had to admit her clit had been growing warm and wet inside of her panties.

“Are you ready to begin, Rachel?” Summer asked, crossing her arms and leaning against the doorway to her bedroom.

Rachel nodded once. She had worn another black pair of panties tonight, though these were not lace, but mesh. They curved around her buttocks and tightened in single straps around her hips.

“Now, as my submissive little slave, you are going to wear this collar. And anytime that you are wearing this collar, you are mine.” Summer held a long strip of leather in her hands, punctuated by a thick metal ring in its center. She slipped around Rachel’s neck and buckled it on the next to tightest strap.

Rachel shut her eyes, taking in the snug fit of the leather collar. She licked her lips, reaching up and gently caressing the soft material.

“Do you understand?” Summer demanded, her voice suddenly sharp.

“Yes.” Rachel whispered.

“Yes, mistress.” Summer corrected, taking hold of her slave’s chin.

“Yes, mistress.” Rachel repeated.

“Now, I have some business to attend to before I teach you any of tonight’s lesson. While I am doing so, you will reside,” Her green eyes drifted towards the cage at the foot of the bed, “there.”

Rachel’s heart shuddered in her chest.

“I think that you quite enjoyed being tied up last night, didn’t you?” Summer’s hands drifted through Rachel’s black hair, her fingers tangling in the long, messy tresses.

“Yes, mistress.” Rachel replied.

“And you said you had never been tied up by someone else before. I think I’ll give you some time to meditate on just what it is about being restrained that you like so much.” Summer’s voice was so smooth it was as if she was purring. “Hands behind your back.” She commanded.

Rachel quickly slipped her hands behind her, crossing her wrists and waiting obediently for her mistress to bind her. She desperately wanted to touch herself, to run a single finger across her wet and throbbing clit.

Summer ran her fingers down the back of Rachel’s arms, sending a shiver through the submissive woman. She began winding a long layer of bondage tape around Rachel’s wrists, the slick latex sticking to itself tighter and tighter the more she wrapped. Next, Summer wrapped a length of the tape around Rachel’s upper arms and beneath her breasts. The tape pulled her arms towards one another near the center of her back and bound them to her torso. When Summer was finished, Rachel’s upper body was almost completely immobilized.

Rachel took a moment to strain against the latex tape. There was absolutely no give. It was a delicious form of restriction.

“How is that, my dirty girl?” Summer asked.

“Very nice, mistress.” Rachel whispered, her breath trembling as it left her parted lips.

Summer’s hand trailed gently up Rachel’s neck, tightening around her chin. She turned Rachel’s head to the side, exposing her neck, and lowered her lips onto the soft stretch of skin. She kissed the neck lightly at first, then began to suck on the side of her neck.

Rachel moaned softly, the kiss tickling and sending goosebumps up and down her bound arms.

Summer ended the kiss and shifted her hand from Rachel’s chin to her lips, handgagging her with a firm, warm grip. “I’m going to gag your dirty mouth, but I think I’ll let you choose how you want it.”

Rachel shivered in her bondage, holding back a quiet whimper from leaving her. Being gagged was her absolute favorite part of bondage. It made her so incredibly wet to have her ability to speak taken away by someone.

Summer swept past Rachel and walked with extreme slowness, moving to the bureau on the left side of the room. She opened up the stand-up cabinet and perused the container’s contents. Rachel could not see what was inside, but assumed there must have been many things to choose from, as Summer stood there for many long moments.

Summer removed a few items, shut the cabinet doors, and sashayed back over to Rachel. She tossed the items in her hands down onto the bed. “So, what would you prefer? As you may have noticed, I’m a fan of bondage tape. It’s incredibly restricting and I love the way it looks when it’s wrapped tightly around your slutty little mouth. However...” She reached behind her and showed Rachel a thick black ball gag on a long leather strap. “Option one.”

She placed the ball gag back down, then picked up a leather panel gag with straps that Rachel assumed wound over her head. Inside of the panel was a large black, ovular ball. “Option two. This one will keep you very quiet. The ball gag on the inside is cock-shaped and shuts you up well while the leather panel on the outside keeps that ball in place. The straps go around your head and buckle tightly in the back.”

Summer placed the panel gag down, then, held up a long swath of stretchy-looking fabric. “And option three,” She said, “is a little more... restrictive. The hood goes over your entire head. It covers your eyes, but leaves an opening for your dirty mouth. I’ll keep you quiet with a few layers of my favorite bondage tape. But later, perhaps, I’ll find something else to fill that hole.”

She tossed the hood down and crossed her arms. “So, make your choice, then. You have permission to speak.”

Rachel inhaled deeply, her eyes pouring over the choices laid before her. She had a ball gag of her own back in her apartment that she used occasionally in her self-bondage adventures. The panel gag looked very inviting with the straps that buckle around her head and filled her mouth with a cock-shaped stuffing. Then there was the hood... She had never been restrained by anything so intense, and the idea of having her whole head constricted by the fabric sounded mind-blowing.

Rachel nodded towards the panel gag. “That one, please, mistress.”

She wanted to feel the mouth-filling cock-shaped ball, to have her cries muffled and silenced by the thick layer of leather. Also, she had a feeling that no matter what she chose now, all of these gags were going to be used on her at some point throughout the night...

“Good choice.” Summer said. She grabbed the panel gag and moved to stand behind Rachel. “Open wide.”

Rachel did as she was told, opening her mouth and sighing with pleasure as the gag filled her. She brought her lips around the filling and was surprised at how tightly the leather panel pressed against her lips. She let out a small exploratory moan. It contained her voice incredibly well.

“Now, my dirty girl,” Summer instructed, running a thumb over the leather panel over Rachel’s mouth. She placed a hand on Rachel’s back and led her towards the cage. “On your knees. Get inside, but leave your legs out. I’m not finished restraining you, yet.”

Rachel did as she was commanded, walking with light steps towards the cage. She dropped to her knees in front of the door and shifted herself inside as well as she could with her bound arms. The cage was large enough to fit her, but she wouldn’t be able to sit up inside of it. She would have to lie on her side with her legs curled up beside her. She kept her legs outstretched as her mistress instructed.

With a roll of bondage tape in hand, Summer knelt down beside her bound captive and grabbed hold of both of her ankles. With a few quick movements, she wrapped six layers of tape around Rachel’s ankles. Then, she wrapped six more layers around her knees. Satisfied with her binding, Summer shut the cage door and locked it with a small key she then placed on top of the cage.

“I’ve got some phone calls to make. So, while I handle that,” Summer left Rachel’s view for a few moments, returning with a long mirror she placed against the wall across from the cage. “I want you to look at yourself. Think about what turns you on so much about the things I do to you. Watch yourself struggle and squirm. Watch as you grow more and more helpless with every moment. But don’t make too much noise, or our punishment will be far less enjoyable tonight.”

Rachel could only see Summer’s legs from where she was situated. She noticed how toned and golden her skin was. It was clear Summer took care of her body.

Summer seated herself on the top of the cage, crossing her ankles and dangling them down in front of the cage. Rachel heard the familiar sound of her unlocking her iPhone and dialing a number into the keypad.

Rachel’s eyes drifted slowly over to her reflection in the mirror. There she was, curled onto her side, her arms pinned behind her and that sleek, shiny black tape keeping her immobile. She pulled her knees upward to get a better look at them in the mirror. She had never had more than her ankles and wrists tied before. The addition of tape securing her knees together was giving her little spurts of desire everytime she struggled against them.

No matter how hard she tried to pry apart her legs, they remained utterly stuck together.

“Mph,” She moaned a little into the gag, running her tongue over the insert that filled her lips. She pulled at her wrists, delighted by the snug constriction they offered. Her clit was getting wetter with every minute that she saw her reflection out in front of her. It was a strange sensation, to be turned on by herself, but Rachel had to admit she looked incredibly sexy tied and gagged. What was it about being restrained that was so pleasurable? Did she love the prospect of being helpless? Unable to call out for help at any time? Was it the excitement of not knowing what was going to come next? Whatever it was, she loved it deeply.

She eyed the gag and the leather panel that stretched from below her nose all the way down to her chin. It was held in place by three straps: one that went over her forehead and around the back, and two on either side of her lower cheeks. She desperately wanted to be fucked, to have Summer play with her clit and use her wetness to fuck her deeply. From where she lay on her side, her bound hands could just barely touch the backside of her thighs. She could feel a pool of wetness forming there. She inched her arms backwards, grunting at the strain it put on her. She was close, so close to being able to touch her pussy with her bound hands. Would she get in trouble for touching herself, though?

It did not matter. She could not control herself. She had to cum as soon as possible. Being bound was making her wetter and wetter and she could not wait any longer. She swiped the one finger that she could reach into her pussy. It was dripping wet with cum. She could not quite reach her clit, but she was close enough. She bucked her hips backwards and forwards very slowly so as to not alert Summer sitting above her.

A quiet moan left her. Summer was on the phone now and hopefully distracted enough to have not heard her. She kept going, rubbing at her pussy with her one free finger. God, it felt so good to get some relief. To have a little bit of friction on the sweet wet of her pussy. She moaned again, a little louder now, unable to control herself. She needed it. She needed attention on her pussy right now, and if Summer wasn’t going to give it to her, then she had to give it to herself.

“What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” Summer’s voice rang out in the room like a gunshot. Rachel’s eyes, wide and uncertain, looked up at the mirror, though she could not see her mistress’ reflection. Summer kicked the cage with her bare foot. “I can see you, you dirty fucking slut. You’re touching yourself, aren’t you?”

“Mmno, mmph, mnmno,” Rachel muttered into the gag, shaking her head vigorously.

“Then let me see your fingers.” Summer demanded. “I should’ve known you’d disobey me.”

Rachel felt shame creep across her face as Summer unlocked the cage door and grabbed her ankles. She pulled Rachel out of the metal casing and turned her over onto her stomach. “Ah,” She grabbed hold of Rachel’s wrist. “Your finger is covered in cum. You clearly have not yet grasped who is in control here. You do only what I say. Nothing more, nothing less. I don’t care how horny you are, touching yourself without your mistress’ permission is the most disrespectful thing you can do.”

Rachel moaned into her gag, a sigh of apology and shame that was garbled and unintelligible.

“I guess I’m going to have to punish you tonight. You know, I was very excited to fuck you and give you some sweet pleasure, but now I think teaching you a lesson is most important. What do you think about that, hm?” Summer grabbed a fistful of Rachel’s hair and yanked her head upwards. Her lips were tickling Rachel’s earlobe and sending tremors down her neck.

Rachel knew that, despite being gagged, she needed to respond to her mistress’ question. She moaned softly into the leather panel, whimpering as she squeezed her hands into tight fists.

“First, I need to keep you from touching yourself.” Summer pushed Rachel’s head back down, then stood and returned to that cabinet of mysteries a few feet away. Rachel did not dare raise her head again. When Summer returned a moment later, she began strapping a pair of leather mittens around each of Rachel’s fists. “These will keep those naughty fingers from sneaking into places they shouldn’t be.”

Rachel explored the feeling of the mittens. They were tightly buckled around her wrist and turned her hands into useless paws. No more masturbating, she supposed...

“Look how useless and helpless you are down on the floor.” Summer muttered. She turned Rachel over onto her back, then stood to her full height, looking down at her bound prisoner. She pressed her barefoot up against the leather gag, her toes grazing past Rachel’s nose. “Pathetic. You displease me, greatly. I wanted to make you my pet, but you’re clearly just another little brat.”

Summer bent down once again and began to unwrap the bondage tape securing Rachel’s knees and ankles. “I’ll give you one last chance to behave. Are you going to behave, slut?”

Rachel nodded up and down many times, the panel gag’s buckles tinkling quietly.

“Good. Now, get on your feet.”

Rachel struggled onto her knees, then slowly rose to her feet, dizzy with anticipation.

Sumer was turned away from her for just a few moments, this time going to her closet

door and rustling briefly in a set of drawers hidden in the dark room. When she returned, Rachel was entirely unsure what exactly her mistress held in her hands. It was made of steel, it looked like, or some other incredibly strong metal. A padlock at the center of the metal device jangled loudly.

“You will have absolutely no pleasure until I give you permission to.” Summer unlocked the device and Rachel still could not figure out where exactly it was going to go on her body, or what it was going to do to her. She could see now that it had an oval-shaped belt and a similar strap curving in a perpendicular U-shape. Against the lower strap were two metal dildos. One must go up inside of her, Rachel assumed, but the other one...

“This is a chastity belt.” Summer said, bringing the belt around Rachel’s curving hips. She locked the first belt with a heavy padlock. She took the lower metal strap into her hands and gave Rachel a smirk. “Somehow, I doubt you’re very experienced with anal play. But, after what you did, you don’t deserve an easy introduction.” She brought the strap upwards and the first of the dildos went straight into Rachels’ asshole.

She cried out into the gag, a mixture of pleasure and pain overtaking her. It was like nothing she had ever felt before. The cold metal was chilling, but sent shots of pleasure up into her.

Summer full the strap all the way forward. The second dildo inserted itself into Rachel’s wet pussy.

“Mmph!!! Mph, mph, mmmpphh...” Rachel could do nothing but moan in simultaneous appreciation and discomfort as her core was filled with the thick metal insert. Every hole inside of her that could be filled was stuffed to the brim. Her pussy, her ass, and her mouth, all completely overfilled with cock-shaped plugs.

Summer chuckled as she locked the second padlock, joining the lower strap with the top one. “Well, you’re all plugged up, aren’t you? Do you like that? I wonder if you regret touching yourself, now.”

Rachels’ ass clenched a few times as she tried to get used to the strangely pleasurable sensation. It was making her even wetter than before, though. She was on edge, ready to burst, ready to cum a thousand times if need be. If only her mistress would touch her...

“On the bed.” Summer commanded, her voice sharp and unflinching.

Rachel walked slowly to the bed, wincing with every step. She laid herself down on the soft duvet, her eyes never leaving her mistress. Summer grabbed hold of one of Rachel’s ankles and pulled it roughly towards the corner of the bed. From beneath the mattress, she pulled out a thick velcro cuff connected to a leather strap. She tightly bound both of Rachel’s ankles to the bottom bed posts. Then, she moved to the side of the bed and roughly pushed Rachel onto her side. She began unwrapping the tape that bound her wrists and arms to her upper body.

The brief release felt good and Rachel almost stretched her arms out before remembering she could only do what her mistress told her to. Just as her ankles were bound, each wrist was tied to a similar strap of leather at the top bedposts. She was spread-eagle on the bed, cold air tickling her wide open pussy.

“Now try to pleasure yourself, you selfish little girl.” Summer muttered as she took a seat on the edge of the bed. She reached over and tweaked Rachel’s nipple, causing her prisoner to whimper a little. She twisted the nipple in her fingers tightly, squeezing it and pressing hard into the erect skin. Rachel gazed longingly at her mistress, begging her with her eyes to please, please fuck her.

Summer took hold of her other nipple, squeezing and tweaking it, rolling it around the base of her thumb. She glared down at Rachel, shaking her head. “You ruined our night, Rachel. Do you know what I was going to do to you? I was going to finger you so softly and slowly. I was going to tie your hands to my headboard and rub your entire body with oil. I was going to massage you, would you have liked that?”

Rachel nodded affirmatively. ‘Yes,’ she pleaded into her restrictive gag. ‘Yes, yes I would have liked that.’

“And then I was going to slip two fingers inside of you and rub your g-spot so sensually. I was going to circle it over and over again before fingering your warm, pink little clit.”

Rachel’s eyes nearly rolled into the back of her head. She could imagine so well what Summer described to her that she could practically feel the other woman’s touch inside of her.

“Then, I was going to fuck you. Nice and slowly. Not too hard, not too soft, just to get you going. Just to give my little slave a treat. I was going to get my fingers covered in your cum, soaked in your wet pussy juices. And then I was going to force them into your mouth. I was going to wipe your cum all over your face. I’d take your gag off of you just to force my fingers into your mouth. What would you have done then, hm? Would you have licked them clean?”

Rachel groaned in appreciation. The chastity belt might not have kept her from getting horny, but it certainly kept her from being able to do anything about it. She nodded slowly. She would have licked her own pussy juice clean off of Summer’s fingers.

Summer trailed a fingertip down from Rachel’s breasts to the cool edge of the metal belt. “I would have let you cum, too. I would have brought you to an amazing orgasm. It would have been one of the best you’ve ever experienced. But instead, you chose to disobey me.”

“Mmno,” Rachel shook her head, whining into the gag. She couldn’t take any more of this. She wanted, no, needed Summer to fuck her. It was why she had come here in the first place.

“No?” Summer laughed throatily, “You’re not making much sense with that big tight gag in your mouth.”

Rachel glared up at Summer from beneath the head harness, her frustration getting the better of her.

Summer reached over and began to unfasten the leather panel from her submissive’s lips. She pulled it out of her Rachel’s mouth and tossed it aside. “So, what do you have to say that’s so important?”

“Please, mistress, I didn’t mean to disobey you. I was–am so horny, and I just–I-I want you to fuck me so badly. Please, please fuck me. Please, I’m on the edge, I’m going to explode. I just need you ins––mmph! Mmph, mph.”

Summer listened to Rachel’s begging and whining for only a few moments before shutting her up again. She smothered her mouth with her hand, pressing tightly down against the other woman’s lips.

“You need to learn some manners. Don’t you know it isn’t polite to beg and whine?”

“Mmmphh.”

“I know what you’re doing, you bratty little bitch. You like being gagged, don’t you? You love having your mouth filled up just as much as your pussy.”

The look in Rachel’s eyes was pure shame and humiliation. She nodded once, defeated.

“Say it.” Summer demanded. “Tell me what you love.” She pulled her hand away from Rachel’s mouth.

“I... I love to be ga––mmph.” Summer pressed her hand down on Rachel’s lips once again.

“Again.” She commanded.

“Ivvwwuvvthhoobeeaadd.”

“I can’t hear you, slut. Again.” She removed her hand from her submissive’s lips.

“I love to be gagged! I love gags!” Rachel said, a little more loudly than she’d expected.

“What a dirty slut you are. Well, I’m certainly not going to give you something that you enjoy after you’ve been so bad.”

“No, please! Please, please gag me, mistress. Please, I–I need it. I need to feel... I...”

“Absolutely not. Now, shut the fuck up and lie there and be still. You’re to remain here for as long as I please as punishment.”

Rachel felt her clit throb painfully up against the chastity belt as Summer moved to the head of the bed. She roughly pulled the spandex hood she had offered to Rachel earlier over her captive’s head. It covered her entire face and neck, save for a small opening for her lips. Rachel wanted so badly to beg for more, to plead with Summer for a little tape to seal her mouth shut, or even a cleave gag, anything to satisfy her love of being gagged. But instead, she remained silent.

Was Summer ever going to let her cum? How long was she going to keep her tied to the bed with this medieval belt? Even if she squirmed in the chastity device, the anal plug and dildo plug weren’t quite thick enough to give her real pleasure. They certainly were getting her wetter and wetter, but there was nothing she could do to get any release.

Having her gag taken off was the biggest punishment, though. She loved the way the cock plug had made her feel like an object, just another one of Summer’s hundreds of sex toys. And the leather panel was so soft against her face, yet so restricting in how tight it was pulled. Why had she disobeyed Summer by trying to masturbate? It was such a stupid mistake, she thought, pulling weakly at the tight velcro strap that bound her wrists.

It felt like at least an hour had gone by before she heard any noise in the bedroom. Her pussy was unbearably wet beneath the tight chastity belt and her arms ached from being bound so tightly. She wanted release so badly, even just few moments of Summer rubbing her clit would satisfy her.

There was a sound to her right, a quiet clicking noise that for a few moments she could not identify. Then, Summer’s voice. “Are you ready to behave, you filthy pathetic excuse for a slave?”

“Y-yes, mistress. I’ll behave.”

Another click. Rachel winced beneath the encompassing hood. She wondered if she looked like a faceless doll all tied up with the hood obscuring her head.

Summer roughly grabbed onto the top of her head and yanked the hood off of her. In one hand, she held a cell-phone. A moment of horror passed as Rachel realized it were her phone. Summer climbed into the bed beside Rachel.

“I’ve take some photos of you all tied up in my bed. They’re just for my personal collection, but, I’m sure you realize that if you ever misbehave again I’m going to post these to your Facebook account. I’m sure there’s plenty of people who would be very interested to see innocent little Rachel tied up in a chastity belt.

“P-please, mistress, don’t. Please, I’ll be good. I’ll be a good slave, I swear. I only want to please you. I don’t want to be bad.”

“Of course you don’t.” Summer said, placing the phone down and beginning to untie Rachel’s hands from the bedposts. She removed the leather mitts and tossed them to the floor. “Turn over and get on your knees.”

Rachel immediately did as she was told, getting in a doggie-style position. She looked down at the spot she had been laying in and spot a humongous puddle of wetness where her cum had been leaking out of her. Finally, she thought, finally she was going to get some release...

Summer unlocked each of the chastity belt padlocks and slowly pulled the dildos out of each of Rachel’s wet holes. As Rachel waited for her mistress to begin, Summer reached over and grabbed her chin, holding it firmly in place as she slipped the giant black ball gag into her mouth. She tightened the strap as tightly as it would go around Rachel’s head. Then, without another word, she began to fuck her with a thick steel cock.

Rachel screamed into the gag, the huge diameter of the dildo forcing her open wide from behind. She grabbed onto the sheets and held tight, her whole body shuddering with pleasure and pain. Summer thrust in and out of her, in and out, in and out, over and over again while Rachel moaned and whined.

“You like that? You like that huge cock inside of you?” Summer murmured. She pressed the cock inside of Rachel and held it in there with one hand. With the other, she reached out and played the throbbing, sopping wet clit. “How long have you wanted to cum? Hours? It must have been agony being so wet. Was it agony? How badly did you want to cum?” Summer grabbed Rachel’s hair and forced her face down into the sheets. Rachel’s arms collapsed beneath her. She placed them obediently behind her back.

“Good girl. You’re learning.” Summer praised.

She continued to finger her slave, rubbing her clit slowly and carefully while Rachel released a slew of muffled gag-talk. “Now, I’m not going to give you an orgasm yet. But I am going to teach you patience.” Summer murmured. She left the steel cock inside of Rachel while she briefly climbed off the bed. When she returned a moment later, she stopped to admire her brunette sub, ass in the air, face pressed firmly into the sheets, waiting patiently for her mistress.

She climbed onto the bed and attached a pair of black leather thigh cuffs to each of her captive’s thighs. Next, she added a pair of match leather cuffs to each of Rachel’s wrists. Then, using a two-point silver clip for each side, she bound Rachel’s wrists to her thighs, keeping her bent-over with her ass in the air. Summer pushed Rachel over onto her side and lay down next to the bound woman, pressing her body up close against her prisoner’s.

She slipped her fingers over the wet clit with torturous slowness, humming hungrily into Rachel’s ear as she bit at the woman’s earlobe. Rachel moaned softly, shuddering with each long touch. “You like being teased, Rachel?”

The sub nodded, panting, her hips bucking uncontrollably.

Summer dipped her two fingers inside of Rachel’s wet cunt, circling around her g-spot, flicking at her clit occasionally. “I could do this all night, you know? Could you?”

Rachel shook her head ‘no’. A trail of drool fell from her lips. Summer leaned over to kiss the gagged lips, licking softly at Rachel’s bottom lip, sucking on the silicon ball, moaning into her sub’s obscured mouth.

“How about that cock inside of you right now? Penetrating you... your inner muscles keeping it in place. That must feel good, doesn’t it?”

“Mmmppphh,” Rachel could not keep from moaning in pleasure at the sound of Summer’s sultry words.

Summer increased the speed of her fingers massaging Rachel’s engorged clit. “It must be so sensitive right now, isn’t it? After hours of teasing? I’ve been teasing you all night, you must be ready to explode.”

Rachel shuddered again, her body desperately needing the release after a night of unsatisfied desire.

Summer began fingering her faster and faster, rubbing her clit all over, gathering the wetness leaking from her cunt to use as lube. “Like that, bad girl? You like being punished like this?”

Sitting up quickly, Summer pushed Rachel back down onto her knees, shoving her face into the mass of pillows. She pulled the steel cock out of her and slapped her ass. “You’re a fucking dirty slut. You love being teased and tortured, you kinky little bitch.” She spanked her again. And again. Rachel screamed into the ball gag, begging for more. Her ass was turning red with every hit.

Finally, Summer plunged three fingers into Rachel’s cunt, fucking her from behind like a mounted animal. She fucked her hard and fast, in and out, in and out, biting her lip with every thrust. At long last, she reached her hand around and began to finger Rachel’s clit as fast as she could. “Cum for me, slut.” She commanded.

Rachel humped the air madly, her voice rising with every second that Summer’s fingers danced across her clit. She was so close, she was going to cum–

“MMmph, mmph, mmph, mph,” She whimpered, heat building and swelling within her. This was it, building up inside of her with every slap of her ass. Drool was freely spilling from her mouth down onto the sheets now.

She screamed into the gag, cum leaking out of her from all over, dripping onto the sheets and pooling at her knees. Summer slowly withdrew her fingers and climbed off of her dirty slut. Rachel panted so hard she thought she might pass out. She could not remember every cumming with some intensity, except for maybe last night.

She collapsed onto her side, watching Summer as her mistress gathered a few items from the cabinet that held most of her toys. She returned to the bed with a few things in her hands, dropping them onto the bedside table. She lay down beside Rachel, facing her this time. She reached out and pulled the ball gag out of her sub’s mouth. With one hand, she swiped a few fingers across Rachel’s clit, causing the woman to hiss in sweet, unexpected pleasure.

Summer held up her fingers covered in the thick sticky liquid and pushed them into Rachel’s mouth. “Suck on them.”

Rachel did as she was told, whimpering as she licked her own cum off of her mistress’ fingers. She lapped up every bit of liquid. Summer extracted her fingers and dipped them again through her bad girl’s pussy. This time, she pressed her fingers up against her sub’s nostrils, wiping the liquid against her upper lip, forcing her to smell the pungent cum.

“Alright.” Summer whispered. “I think you deserve a special treat. I teased you for far longer than I intended to. Would you like a special treat?”

“Yes, mistress.” Rachel nodded quickly. She took a moment to pull at the cuffs that kept her wrists bound to her thighs. She was completely immobile in this position.

Summer reached behind her for the items she had left on the bedside table. First, she pulled out a dirty sock, stained with sweat. Without warning, she stuffed into the bound woman’s mouth, giving Rachel a new surge of wetness between her legs. Next, she held up a roll of black electrical tape. It was thicker than duct tape and looked far stronger. Rachel’s eyes widened slightly.

Summer tore off one piece and spread it onto her captive’s lips, sealing them shut. She took a moment to press the tape hard against Rachel’s lips, ensuring it was deeply stuck. She ripped off four more pieces of the tape and placed them slightly above, below, and to the sides of the original piece. When she was finished, Rachel’s entire lower face was sealed with the sticky adhesive tape.

“Ah, but I’m not finished yet.” Summer murmured. Next, she pulled out a roll of white, stretchy-looking tape. “Microfoam. It’s elastic and waterproof so you can’t push your tongue through it like you can with duct tape.” She unwound a long strip of the tape, ripping it off and pressing it carefully up against Rachel’s already severely gagged lips.

Rachel moaned into the next layer, her eyes fluttering open and shut at the constriction. No matter how loudly she screamed, hardly any sound escaped the many layers taped across her lips.

Summer applied one more long piece of microfoam tape. FInally, to complete the monstrous gag, she retrieved a soft black scarf. She folded it over so that it covered just below her prisoner’s nose down to her chin. Then, she placed it against Rachel’s lips. She pulled it roughly behind her and double-knotted it. “Now, let me see...”

She observed her handiwork with a satisfied nod. “Very good. Tell me how much you enjoy being my captive slave.”

Rachel looked up at her mistress with big wide eyes. “Mmmmmmm,” She attempted to speak, but the tape drowned out much of her garbled words. ‘I love being your slave,’ She desperately tried to communicate, writhing around in her bondage. ‘I love being taken captive by you.’

“Now, I have one final exercise for the night. I’m going to untie you. When I do, I want you to get dressed and return to your apartment WITHOUT removing your gag.”

Rachel looked like she had been slapped across the face. What if someone saw her? What would they think?? She couldn’t go out in public with this massive tape gag across her face. Even for the short walk up to her apartment.

“Do as your told, slut. When you get to your apartment, you will take out your cell phone and start filming yourself. I want you to get into your bed and undress. Then, you will masturbate. You will rub your clit until you cum again. And you will NOT remove your gag. Film yourself cumming at least two times. Then, send me the video to prove that you’ve completed your task. After that, you may remove the gag. Although, knowing you, I wouldn’t be surprised if you slept in it.”

Rachel moaned appreciatively up at her mistress. She could see this task really was a special reward for her, as long as she could get to her apartment unseen by anyone else.

Summer reached over and unlatched the wrist cuffs to their connecting point on the thigh cuffs. Then, she released Rachel’s ankles from their bondage attaching them to the bedposts. Rachel slowly dressed, feeling very strange when she caught sight of her reflection in the mirror. She was wearing her jeans, t-shirt, and boots, but that enormous gag was spread across the whole lower half of her face.

“Go.” Summer instructed, pointing towards the front door. “Send me the video as soon as you’re finished. I’ll see you back here tomorrow evening at seven PM sharp.”

With one last longing glance at her mistress, Rachel obediently stepped outside of Summer’s apartment. She looked up and down the hallway and thanked god that it was empty. She darted up the central staircase, taking the steps two at a time until she reached the sixth floor. She fumbled for her keys as she scrambled towards her apartment door. As she was reaching to take her keys out of her pocket, she heard the familiar sound of a door being unlocked a few units behind her. She buried her face towards her chest and blindly shoved the key into the lock.

As her front door finally swung open, she dashed inside and shut the door behind her. That was close. She hadn’t met any of her new neighbors yet, except for Summer, and having a gag plastered all over her face wasn’t exactly how she’d imagined being welcomed into the neighborhood.

As her mistress instructed her, she took her cell-phone out of her pocket, pulled up the camera, and began to record. She placed the phone onto her bedside table, propping it up onto her lamp so that it had a full view of the bed. Then, she climbed onto the bed and began to strip for the camera, for her mistress.

She slowly peeled off her shirt and tossed it to the ground. Next, she stepped out of her jeans. Then, she slipped her panties off, took a big whiff from the wet stain in the center of them, and tossed them aside. She lay down on the bed in front of the camera, and slowly dragged her fingers down her own abdomen.

Her whole body was so sensitive after a night of being teased that even these light touches were sending electricity all up and down her. She moaned a little into the unrelenting gag. Her fingers hovered just above her clit, playing gently with it. She thought of Summer tying her up in the cage and intending for her to stare at herself. Just like what she was doing now. Would Summer masturbate to this video when she sent it to her? She hoped so.

“Mmmmmpph,” She groaned as she pinched her left nipple.

Summer ramming that metal cock into her had been so, so delicious.

She played with herself, fingering the wet slit between her legs.

What had been her favorite part of tonight? Finally cumming after Summer’s torture? Being gagged by these thick layers of tape? Or was it the new sensation of the buttplug sitting in her asshole?

“Mmm! Mmmph, mmph,” She moaned louder and harder, pressing her fingers inside her dripping cunt.

What about when Summer had gag-kissed her and licked up all of her drool from around the ball gag? Or when she had bound her wrists to her thighs? There were far too many good things to choose from.

She worked faster on herself, giving her pussy a slap, fingering herself faster.

‘Mistress,’ she moaned into the tape, ‘mistress, I wish you were here to fuck me. I wish you were here to take me from behind and show me just how much of a bad girl I am. Fuck me, mistress. God, I just want you to fuck me.’ As usual, her pleas were a mess of unintelligible gag-speak.

“Mmph! MMPH!” She came unexpectedly, her body collapsing onto the bed into a shuddering mass. Rachel made herself cum three more times that night before sending her video to Summer. She fell asleep that night with a smile, realizing she still wore the leather collar her mistress had put on her. 
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