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Rachel Wexler hated moving. It was one thing to pack up a U-Haul and drag all of her possessions from San Diego to Los Angeles, California after college. But here, in New York City, moving was a whole other beast. The worst of it, thankfully, was over. After three days of non-stop heavy lifting up the six miserable flights of stairs in her elevator-less new building, Rachel was ready for a weekend of ultimate relaxation.

After a night of Netflix, pizza, and a bottle of wine all to herself, she would be rejuvenated and ready to take on organizing and unpacking the rest of her apartment. She draped herself across her black suede sofa in the center of her otherwise empty living room and settled her laptop on top of her taut, toned stomach. She was craving pizza from that cute Italian joint three blocks away, but there was no way in hell she was getting up to walk down there with how sore her body was.

Rachel clicked on Chrome and a grumbled in frustration as the browser refused to open.

“Oh, duh.” She mumbled, suddenly regretting not having the internet installed today. Well, there goes my night of relaxation, she thought. She clicked on the computer’s wifi button and watched as a list of nearby networks populated. Hoping at least one would be a public network so that she could at least order delivery, she scrolled through the long list of her neighbor’s networks.

“ParentalAdvisory558... Brooklyn4Ever... Francine...Bambamo55...” It was a fascinating look into the lives of her as of yet unknown neighbors. So far, all of these networks were password protected. Rachel kept scrolling.

“...DominatrixMatrix4A...?” Rachel murmured. Was there really a dominatrix living in her building? A thrum of warmth gathered in her belly at the thought of being dominated in bed. It was a fantasy she had always had, but was far too afraid of revealing to any of her past lovers. Rachel loved the feeling of the cold clinking metal of handcuffs and the sound of her moans when obscured by a tight, restricting gag.

She frequently experimented with self-bondage and had a small collection of restraints, gags, and toys that lived under her bed in her last apartment. One of the benefits of living alone was that she could put herself in her velcro hogtie harness and a silicone ball gag without worrying about someone walking in on her. Sometimes, she liked to tie herself up in front of the large mirror in front of her bed, writhing and squirming in place while she moaned in pleasure at her reflection. Afterwards, she would only need to rub her clit for thirty seconds or so before coming to a body-wracking orgasm.

Swallowing down a growing lump in her throat, Rachel noticed that ‘DominatrixMatrix4A’ was a public network. She wondered, a warm trickle of desire filling her, if 4A referenced the apartment numbers for the building. Her own apartment was 6A. Did that mean that this dominatrix lived just two floor below her? Rachel hoped so.

She clicked on the network and chewed on her bottom lip as it allowed her to connect.

The Chrome browser re-loaded and directed her to Google’s homepage. Well, guess she could get on with her night. Or...

Rachel glanced towards her front door. She could feel her clit getting wet with the thought of being put into bondage by her dominatrix neighbor. Maybe she would just go and introduce herself...

Rachel slipped her black leather boots on, dragged a hand through her messy waves of black hair, and smoothed down the front of her black t-shirt. She probably didn’t look great after a day of moving, but what did it matter? She was just stopping by to say hello.

Locking her front door behind her, Rachel had a moment of uncertainty as she descended the sixth-floor stairs. What am I doing, she thought, busting in on a random neighbor who may or may not be a dominatrix because I’m horny? What am I even expecting is going to happen? No matter what happened tonight, Rachel assumed she would be putting herself into some very vigorous bondage later that night.

She reached the fourth floor and walked slowly down the long hallway, her eyes scanning the numbers on the doors as she went. 4C... 4B... 4A. Rachel’s heart hammered uncomfortably in her chest. She cleared her throat and softly knocked on the door.

For many moments, no one answered.

Okay, she thought, maybe I should just––

“Can I help you?”

Rachel felt like all the breath had suddenly left her lungs. She was met with a stunning brunette standing in front of her, wearing nothing more than a black silk robe. The silk covered just the tops of the woman’s thighs, and was so low-cut that Rachel could see the dark shadow made by her cleavage.

“Uh, um, yeah, hi, I’m–I just moved in. Upstairs. I’m... Rachel. I’m Rachel.” She sputtered out, trying to look anywhere other than this beautiful woman’s lithe body.

“Rachel. Nice to meet you.” Her voice was as silky as the robe she wore. “I’m Summer. Come in.”

All too quickly, Rachel found herself stepping inside of this beautiful stranger’s apartment. She hadn’t intended on coming inside, but at Summer’s insistence, why the hell not?

“Can I get you anything? Water, tea, wine...?” Summer shut the door behind me and seemed to glide over towards her sleek, granite-covered kitchen.

“Oh, no. No, thank you. I just, um, I just wanted to introduce myself. I... know that’s kind of unusual in New York, but I, um, I guess I wanted to say thanks.” Rachel tried to calm herself, taking a deep breath in and out before continuing. Why was this happening to her? Women never made her nervous like this.

“Thanks? What for?” Summer laughed lightly, bending over and resting her elbows on her countertop, revealing even further the soft curve of her breasts.

“I forgot to get my internet installed before I moved in, and your network was the only public one, so I was going to use it to order some delivery for tonight.” Rachel smiled and took a lasting look around the apartment. All of the furniture was black and shiny with sharp-looking corners. There was art on the wall, but it was entirely abstract paintings. Out of the corner of her eye, Rachel saw something lying on the floor by the open door to what she assumed was Summer’s boyfriend. It was long and shiny.

“Is that so?” Summer’s eyebrow raised and her green eyes twinkled at me. My throat suddenly felt very dry.

“Yeah. I hope that’s... okay. I noticed your network name...Are you...?”

A laugh burst from Summer’s throat and she straightened, one hand resting on the side of her hip. “A dominatrix? Yes, I am, actually. Most people think it’s a joke, but it’s a career for some of us, you know?”

Rachel laughed along with Summer, not entirely sure what she was laughing at. All she knew was that her clit was throbbing up against her panties. “Right. Well...”

“Care for a tour of my place? I’m sure the layout is quite similar to yours, but–”

“I’d love one.” Rachel burst out, hardly unable to keep her thoughts under control. The only image running through her mind was Summer pulling long lengths of rope around her wrists.

“Great. Follow me.”

Rachel could not focus for the duration of the tour, her mind wandering dangerously as Summer explained her art collection and a story about a leak in the upstairs neighbors’ bathroom giving her full view of their bathroom activities for a month. She led them into her bedroom. Rachel could not help but let out an audible gasp.

Rather than a bedroom, it looked more like a dungeon. Shelves of dildos and vibrators lined the walls. Coils of rope hung from metal hooks, and a spanking horse sat beside the bed like a piece of furniture. At the foot of the bed was a human-sized cage.

“You like what you see, then?” Summer laughed throatily into Rachel’s ear. A shudder ran through her.

“Um... I... y-yes.” Rachel whispered.

“You know,” Summer’s hands pressed gently into Rachel’s shoulders. She was a little bit taller and bent down to whisper into her ear. “I should punish you for using what’s mine. You think that you can use my things without my permission?”

The warmth between Rachel’s legs grew to a wet puddle. She could feel her clit enlarging as desire firebombed through her. “No. I... I’m sorry.”

“Sorry?” Summer reached for Rachel’s wrist and drew it roughly behind the woman’s back. “Sorry isn’t good enough.”

Rachel gasped in something like surprise and pleasure. Summer’s tight grip around her wrist felt strangely comforting. It was frightening, but so, so exciting. Was this really about to happen? Was she about to be punished by a dominatrix?

“What... what are you going to do to me?” Rachel breathed.

“Hm.” Summer murmured, grabbing Rachel’s other wrist and pinning it behind her with her other one. “I think a good punishment would be to tie you up and make you mine. What do you think of that?”

As soon as Summer posed the question, she clapped her hand tightly over Rachel’s mouth. Instinctually, Rachel let out a moan of surprise into Summer’s hand. The sound, a delicious ‘mmph’ noise, made Rachel wetter than ever. The thing that made her wettest was the sound of her own voice, gagged.

“Moan twice if you want me to do this. Once, if you want me to let you go. But be warned, if we do this, we do it my way. Whatever I want. However I want. For as long as I want. Understood? Now, what do you say?”

Rachel’s mind went blank. Here was an opportunity to escape, to leave, if she really wanted to. Here she was, practically held captive by a woman she had never met, who held her in a room filled with sex toys and restraints. As dangerous as it sounded, this was her biggest fantasy, the ultimate turn-on that she had never been able to act out with her previous lovers...

“Mmph. Mmmph.” Rachel moaned twice into the tight handgag, thus giving away her freedom for the night.

“Excellent.” Summer said, removing her hand from around Rachel’s mouth. She reached over to the bedside table a couple of feet away and extracted a pair of leather cuffs with silver buckles. Rachel’s eyes widened. This wasn’t her self-bondage gear. This was real.

“We are going to establish some rules. If you disobey my rules, you will be punished. If you abide by my rules, you may be rewarded. Now, remove your shirt and your jeans, and get down onto your knees on the bed.” Summer’s words were firm and unflinching. Rachel wondered, as she began to comply, how old Summer was. She looked to also be in her mid-twenties, like Rachel.

Pulling her shirt over her head and stepping out of her jeans, Rachel stood with her back to Summer as she placed herself onto the soft duvet cover of the gray king-sized bed. She was not wearing a bra that day, but she was wearing her favorite pair of black, lace panties.

“Place your hands behind your back.” Summer instructed. The soft tinkling of metal was almost unbearably pleasurable to Rachel. As she placed her hands behind her, they were met with the soft touch of the leather cuffs buckling around each wrist. This was it. There was no going back now.

Summer crawled onto the bed behind Rachel. She reached around and tweaked Rachel’s soft, pliant nipples. She pulled and twisted until the nipples became erect, rubbing them with the base of her thumb occasionally. “Tell me, Rachel. Are you a bad girl?”

Rachel was moaning softly at the sensation of her nipples being fondled. “Y-yes.” She whispered, “I’m... I’m a bad girl.”

Summer’s touch pulled gently away from Rachel’s nipples and Rachel couldn’t help but let out a whimper, wishing for them to come back. “What am I going to find if I reach down and swipe my finger through your pussy, huh? Is it going to be wet down there?”

Rachel nodded once. Then, realizing she probably should be responding to Summer verbally, she murmured, “I’m wet. So... so wet.”

“Is that so?” Summer purred, one hand trailing down Rachel’s stomach and hovering at the lacy waistband of her panties. “Let me see about that.” As she suggested, Summer slipped two fingers effortlessly across Rachel’s clit.

“Ahhh,” Rachel tried to stifle a moan, but she could not. Her pussy was dripping wet, as wet as if she had been fucking all night long.

“Wow.” Summer chuckled, “This is impressive, Rachel. All from just having your hands restrained? You really are a bad girl, aren’t you? Have you ever been tied up before?”

“N-no. I... I tie myself up, sometimes. And-and then I masturbate.”

“Mm, I see.” Summer’s hand drifted upwards, gliding across Rachel’s breasts and grabbing onto her chin. “You really are a bad girl. I’m going to have to punish you, you little slut.”

Before Rachel knew what was happening, a soft, leathery blindfold was slipped over her eyes. She had one of her own that she put on herself, occasionally, but she preferred to have a full view of herself in self-bondage, so it wasn’t often.

Summer’s hand pushed down on the center of her back, hard, and Rachel met the blankets of the bed face first. Her ass was in the air, pointed upward and exposed. For a moment, nothing else happened. Then–

Rachel hissed as a sting of pain traveled across her buttocks. Then another. And another.

Summer struck her again with a long, black riding crop. It’s end was covered in a fold of leather. “How does that feel, slut? Do you like that? Hm? Are you my dirty little slut?”

Rachel’s whole body jolted with every strike from the crop. She had never been spanked before during sex, much less hit with a bondage toy. Despite the first moments of pain, it made the warmth and wetness between her legs grow even more, if possible. She let out a little moan with every hit.

“Yes, I like that.” She gasped, “I’m... I’m your slut. Dirty-I mean-dirty, little slut.”

Rachel lost count after twenty strikes with the crop, but it couldn’t have been more than thirty, she thought. She panted lightly as she tried to listen to Summer’s movements, trying to determine what was about to happen to her next.

Summer’s hands took hold of her shoulders and pushed her to her side. There, she felt Summer’s soft hands grabbing at the waistband of her panties. In one swift motion, they were pulled off of her. Next, Summer grabbed at her ankles. A pair of leather cuffs, identical to the ones adorning her wrist, were attached just above each of her feet.

Then, Summer’s voice was just beside her ear and traveling towards her lips. “Do you feel how helpless you are, dirty girl? You aren’t going anywhere.”

Rachel tested out her restraints for the first time. She pulled at the metal clips keeping her wrists bound together, but there was no give. She squirmed in the bed further, trying to pull apart her ankles, but finding that they as well were stuck together. She was, as Summer said, completely helpless. It was such a strange feeling. Rachel felt waves of pleasure like she had never felt before, and yet, she couldn’t help but think how easily Summer could be kidnapping her and truly making her a slave. It was incredibly exciting.

“Struggle all you want. I’m in control now.” As Summer spoke, she pulled the blindfold off of Rachel’s eyes. Blinking in the soft light of the bedroom, Rachel licked her lips in anticipation of what was coming next. “Now, I want to see the look in your eyes while you get your next punishment.”

Rachel could not see Summer as the woman went to one of the many shelves lining the room. She shivered at the memory of first seeing all of the woman’s toys lined up in plain sight. What was coming? A dildo? A buttplug? She had no idea.

Summer lay down behind Rachel, her crotch rubbing up against Rachel’s bare bottom. Without a word of warning, she held a silicone-covered vibrating egg up to her submissive’s clit. Then, she showed Rachel the remote. “See this? Most people think being forced to have multiple orgasms would be pleasurable, but it’s actually a punishment. The first one will be so delicious. So will the second one. Maybe even the third. But I’m sure you know how sensitive and sore a pussy gets after an orgasm, don’t you? Let’s see how many you can take, hm?”

Clicking the remote on, Summer sat up and watched as Rachel writhed suddenly against the vibrating egg.

“Oh... oh, god...” Rachel murmured, pressing her face into the blankets, her eyes squeezed shut tightly. Her clit throbbed with waves of pleasure. She had been so wet for so long, and this was the sweet release she craved. Summer drew the egg slowly up and down her sopping clit.

“Does that feel good? I bet you like that, you bad girl.”

“Yes, yes, god, yes, I like it, oh my god, I like it, please–” Rachel begged, moaning into the mess of blankets beneath her.

Summer pushed the egg inside of Rachel’s pussy, then removed herself from the bed. “Have fun.” She said, moving to an armchair by the bedroom window. She sat herself down and watched as her new toy writhed and struggled against her restraints, moaning in sweet, hot pleasure.

“Oh!” Rachel cried, “oh, oh, my god! Oh my god, I’m going to cum. God, I’m going to cum–” Rachel’s hips bucked over and over again, tremors wracking her body like a seizure. But she could not take pleasure in that sweet release that came with end of an orgasm. The egg kept vibrating, and her pussy kept getting wetter and wetter.

“I... I.. god, oh... I...” She knew she couldn’t ask to for it to stop; that was the whole point. She was prisoner to Summer’s whims, and right now, Summer wanted her to be punished. Rachel cried out again, a long and drawn out moan of exhausted pleasure. She wasn’t sure how much more she could take. One orgasm was enough. After her exhausting day, anymore would leave her utterly spent.

“Do I have to gag you?” Though she desperately wanted a break from the punishing vibrations, Rachel did love to be gagged... Summer’s hand over her mouth had been the hottest moment of their encounter so far, and she would do anything to get her captor to take away her ability to speak again. However, she wondered if Summer would fulfill her wishes if she knew just how much Rachel liked being gagged. She moaned again, trying to raise the volume of her voice.

Summer stood from the armchair and rustled in another drawer in a bureau across from the bed. She approached the bed and looked down at Rachel from where she stood. Then, with one hand, she pressed a pair of wet panties against Rachel’s nose. Rachel tried to move her face away, inadvertently sniffing and realizing the the panties were hers.

“Recognize these? Your dirty, cum-filled panties. Do you like the way these smell? Hm? I think you’ll love the way they taste.” Summer stuffed the lace panties in Rachel’s mouth, licking her lips as she did.

For a moment, Rachel was horrified. She could taste her own cum as the wad of cloth filled her mouth. But, after a few moments, the taste, she realized was not so bad. In fact, it turned her on to have the dirty panties stuffed into her mouth. She moaned into them and her eyes fluttered at the sound of her muffled cries.

Summer held up a long piece of bondage tape. It was shiny and looked like latex to Rachel, something she had never experimented with before. Summer placed the tape tightly across Rachel’s lips and began to wind it around her head at least three or four times. It got tighter against Rachel’s mouth with each wrapping, quieting her cries more and more. She moaned into the tape, looking up at Summer with something like a look of begging.

“You’re still too loud, you dirty slut. I’m not finished, yet.” Summer said, presenting Rachel with the final layer of her imprisoning gag: a long black scarf. Rachel did not think she could get any more turned on. The scarf was tightened around the layer of tape and double-knotted at the back of her head. Despite how sore her pussy was getting from the egg, she could not have felt happier at this fulfillment of her fantasy. It was so incredibly hot to be unable to call out for help, to have her words reduced to a garbled, meaningless moan.

Another orgasm passed through Rachel and she cried out into the gag, feeling the tight outer layers absorb her cries of ‘oh god’ and ‘I’m cumming.’ As her body bucked through the third consecutive orgasm, the vibrations slowed, and then came to a stop. Panting, Rachel looked gratefully up at Summer who held the remote in her hand.

“Alright, my dirty girl. You deserve a short break.”

Relaxing into her bonds, Rachel noticed for the first time beads of sweat pooling down the side of her face. She had never had a sexual experience like this before. She turned over onto her side as best she could with her hands and ankles restrained and furrowed her brow as Summer approached the bed with a black five-inch dildo in her hands. A moan inadvertently left her gagged mouth at thought of that thing going inside of her after so many orgasms.

Summer pulled apart Rachel’s legs at her knees and pressed the tip of the dildo up against her labia. “I’ve gotten your clit nice and wet, huh? You need some attention elsewhere, for a little while.” She slipped the dildo inside of Rachel’s warm, welcoming pussy, pushing it further and further in until the base of it was pressed against her clit.

Rachel cried out into the gag, moaning with deep, unbridled pleasure. Summer reached over and shut her legs. “You can relax with that for a little while. You were so wet, I didn’t even need to use any lube.”

Rachel moaned harder and harder, her inner walls clenching tightly around the object inserted in her. God, this was torture, she thought. Absolute torture. But god, did she love it. She squirmed in the bed, turning onto her back but keeping her knees shut tightly so that the dildo stayed tightly inserted inside of her.

The blindfold was slipped over her eyes once again and Rachel was encased in darkness. All she knew was the flaming pleasure of being filled by Summer’s dildo.

‘Fuck me,’ she moaned into her gag, wishing then that Summer could hear her pleas. ‘Please, please fuck me. Fuck your dirty slut. I want to be fucked so badly.’ But all that came out was a mess of ‘mmph.’

Despite the blindfold, she could feel Summer close to her, moving onto the bed beside her. A pair of knees suddenly straddled each of Rachel’s sides and Summer reached down to grab hold of each of Rachel’s erect nipples. She gave them a few squeezes, twisting them around in her fingers. Then, Summer attached a nipple clamp to each one. The sudden, unexpected pain caused Rachel to cry out, giving a long, tantalized moan in response to the bite of the clamps.

“You look so good in that gag, my little slut. You need to be gagged every time you’re fucked, because you are far too loud.” Summer hummed, taking hold of Rachel’s chin and giving each cheek a little slap. She squeezed the sides of Rachel’s gagged mouth, massaging her mouth gently before giving her a long gag-kiss. She pulled the the scarf layer down and licked the latex tape. Then, she pulled the scarf back up and climbed off of her squirming captive.

“You want to be fucked, don’t you? I can tell. You want that big cock shoved in and out of you, don’t you?” Summer questioned.

Rachel nodded vigorously, moaning twice.

“Hm, but you don’t deserve to be fucked like that, do you? You deserve to be punished. I think you can stay like that awhile longer.”

Deflated, Rachel succumbed to the waves of hot pleasure the nipple clamps were adding to her already engorged clit. She was desperate for Summer to fuck her, to plunge that big cock deep inside of her, to pull it out, then thrust it back in again. She wanted Summer to fuck her over and over again, playing with her clit at the same time. She wanted to be Summer’s dirty girl all night long.

After a torturously long twenty minutes of holding the cock inside of her, Rachel felt the nipple clamps begin to be removed. Then, to her slight disappointment, Summer untied the thick scarf layer of her gag. She also pulled the blindfold off and set it aside. When Rachel could finally see again, she saw that Summer was sitting on the bed beside her, looking down at her hungrily.

“Here is what’s going to happen. I’m going to take this cock out of you, and you’re going to lick my pussy. If I deem that you have done a satisfactory job, then I will fuck you. How does that sound?”

Rachel moaned twice.

“I’m going to remove your gag, but if you say one word, then I will gag you even tighter than before, put you into that cage at the foot of my bed, and leave you there until morning. Do you understand?” Summer demanded, her voice so low and serious that Rachel was certain she wasn’t bluffing. Rachel nodded, her heart hammering in anticipation.

“Good. Now, don’t you dare say a fucking word, you slut.” Summer began to unwind the bondage tape from around Rachel’s head. She pulled the wad of wet panties out of her mouth and set them aside. Then, she arranged herself at the foot of the bed, spreading her legs open and nodding for Rachel to get started.

Rachel was, for a moment, perplexed. How was she supposed to get over there while her wrists and ankles were bound? As well as she could, she sat up and pushed her bound legs to her side. Then, scooting forward, she bent down onto her stomach and stuck her ass in the air, as she had done before. She inched forward, and finally her mouth was settled on Summer’s warm, wet pussy.

“Good girl,” Summer said, placing a hand on Rachel’s head and pressing her face downwards. Rachel had licked pussy many times, and considered herself to be quite good at it, but she wasn’t sure if she was up to Summer’s standards. She swiped her tongue over Summer’s clit and licked her lips. Her cum was sweet and tangy, like vanilla and cherries. She pressed her nose into the folds of Summer’s labia and licked rapidly over her core.

Summer let out a small moan of pleasure. “Keep going, dirty girl.”

Rachel licked harder and faster, burying her whole mouth deep around Summer’s juicy, wet opening. She was proud to hear Summer moaning every few moments, and nearly moaned herself at the feeling of Summer’s fingers tightening around a wad of her hair at the top of her head.

“You like that?” Summer asked, “You like licking your mistress’s pussy? Lick it up, my dirty girl. Make me cum with that tongue.”

Rachel continued licking with more fervor, surprised to feel her own clit throbbing with desire. She hadn’t expected to be turned on by giving pleasure, but it felt really good to be useful while she was tied up. She wanted to please her mistress, to give her just as much pleasure as she was getting.

Summer bit her bottom lip, moaning into her arm to stifle her cries of pleasure. She was getting close to cumming. “Oh, yes, yes you slut, keep going. Lap it up, baby, right there, right there. I’m close–I’m close–I’m...!” Summer’s voice trailed away as a series of tremors exploded through her. She kept Rachel’s face pressed hard into her pussy until the orgasm had completely finished. “Good girl. You did better than I expected, I must say. You really are a slut. No one is that good at licking pussy unless they’re a dirty little girl.”

Careful not to speak, Rachel remained still and obedient as Summer removed herself from the bed. “Okay,” She called from somewhere behind Rachel. “You deserve a little reward for fucking your mistress so well. What do you think?”

“Y–” Rachel stopped herself before hardly a sound left her lips. Luckily, Summer had not heard it. She rolled herself onto her back, and then onto her side, trying to see where her mistress had gone to.

Summer was standing in front of her closet, stepping into a black leather harness. When she turned around, Rachel gasped. She wore a silicone cock in a harness that wrapped tightly around each thigh and buttock. “I’m going to fuck you now for being such a good girl.” She promised, approaching the bed slowly. Rachel’s hips bucked in anticipation. She humped the air, wanting Summer’s cock inside of her so terribly badly.

Summer climbed onto the bed and pushed her prone prisoner onto her back. With one hand grabbing a fistful of Rachel’s hair, she used the other to slip the dildo inside of Rachel’s wet, shuddering core. She thrust inside of the bound woman once, twice, then began a torturously slow rhythm, sliding in and out, in and out. Rachel moaned a long, drawn-out sigh, pulling hard against her wrist restraints. She looked up at Summer and bit her bottom lip, daring her to go harder.

“How does that feel, slut?” Summer placed two fingers onto Rachel’s clit. “Think you can take it?” Rachel nodded again, suppressing a moan from the inside of her throat. Summer increased her rhythm, thrusting the cock harder and faster inside her captive. Rachel moaned louder and louder, trying not to form words, though she was admittedly curious as to just how tightly Summer could gag her.

“You like that? Yeah, you like that. You love that big cock sliding in and out of you. You love being tied up, don’t you? Yeah, you like it, I can tell. You love it.” Summer teased, going faster and harder now, pulling roughly on Rachel’s hair. “Say you love it.”

Rachel met Summer’s eyes once more, ensuring she had her mistress’s permission to speak. “Go on,” Summer insisted, “tell me how much you love my cock inside of you.”

“God, oh god–” Words spilled out of Rachel. “I love it, god I love your cock. Please, god, right there, oh jesus, right there. Don’t stop–”

“Tell me how much you like being tied up. You love it, don’t you? You love being tied and gagged like a submissive little slut.”

“Yes, god, yes, please, please I love it, I love it–mmph!” Summer’s hand clapped tightly over Rachel’s mouth once again and she thrust the dildo harder into Rachel’s wet core.

“I like you much better when you’re gagged. Now, shut the fuck up and cum for me.”

Summer’s words sent an explosion of desire straight into Rachel’s core as the cock rubbed up against her g-spot. She couldn’t take it anymore. She was close–so close–

“Mmphh,” She moaned into Summer’s hand, “Mmmph! Mph! Mmmph!”

Her orgasm ripped through her entire body. She shuddered over and over and over again, screaming in pleasure into Summer’s tight grip over her mouth. The cock slowly came out of her and Summer collapsed onto the bed next to her. She slowly removed her hand from Rachel’s lips and panted quietly.

Rachel strained against her bonds momentarily, as if taking pleasure in the feeling of being immobilized. Then, she relaxed completely. She looked up at Summer who, she was surprised to see, was smiling down at her. She reached over and unfastened one of the wrist cuffs keeping Rachel’s hands tied behind her.

Rachel cautiously pulled her hand out from behind her, looking at Summer for permission. She reached over and shakily undid the ankle cuffs.

“I hope you enjoyed that as much as I did.”

Rachel swallowed hard, feeling like she had just awoken from a wonderful dream. “Um.. y-yeah... I... that was... amazing.”

“Well, then. I expect to see you back here at tomorrow night at seven pm sharp. You, my submissive, need lots of training.”

Rachel’s clit throbbed for what seemed liked the thousandth time that night. “Y-yes, ma’am.”

“Now, go. Clean yourself up and rest. You have a very busy night ahead of you, tomorrow.”

Rachel dressed slowly, ripples of pleasure from her orgasm still threading through her. “Oh, and,” Summer looked over her shoulder at the woman. “Welcome to the neighborhood.” She said with a grin. “I think you and I are going to get along very, very well.”
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