

SEXUAL DEVIANT IMPRISONED

©2022 Jessica Ackles

Cover photos: Restrained Elegance

All rights reserved

Published: Jessica Ackles 2022

This story is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, locales, or businesses is purely coincidental.

CONTENT WARNING

This story is not suitable for readers under the age of 18 due to its graphic sexual content. The story contains scenes of bondage and BDSM. All characters portrayed are over 18 years old.


There were hardly any people in the large courtroom. There was no lawyer, no audience, and the aging judge looked like he had been interrupted in the middle of his lunch break and was still wiping ketchup off his chin when he sat down.

What the hell is happening? Heather thought. She wanted to ask someone, but the huge ballgag filling her mouth made it impossible. Standing in front of the judge, she felt exposed and vulnerable. Heather had barely stepped out of the mental health Institute where she worked before the police had grabbed her and dragged her into their car, and she still wore her tight, short nurse uniform, complete with white suspender stockings and high heels.

The judge yawned and eyed Heather up and down. “Can we move this along? I assume this is a standard case of deviancy?” His lustful gaze rested on Heather’s generous bosom, barely contained by the uniform.

“It is, Your Honor,” a voice sounded behind Heather.

That voice … Elisa? Heather’s eyes widened as her best friend came into view. Elisa sent her a superior smirk and adjusted the elegant pantsuit before turning toward the judge.

“Your Honor, I will prove that the defendant is a sexual deviant and should be isolated from society, based on the new laws for the betterment of societal harmony.”

Heather could not believe what she was hearing. Elisa was an experienced prosecutor, but Heather had never expected to be the accused in one of her friend’s cases. The laws were fairly new and draconic; any person suspected of sexual deviancy could be arrested and put on trial right away, with no right to a proper defense. Heather wanted to speak, but only a muffled sound escaped the gag, and the handcuffs prevented her from removing the gag. The cuffs were locked to a wide leather belt around her waist, and a tight pair of leg cuffs were digging into her ankles.

I’ve done nothing wrong, Heather thought, she can’t possibly …

Heather stared as Elisa pointed a remote at a huge TV screen on the wall.

“The deviant walked through the city, exposing herself to random men, begging for them to fuck her,” Elisa said as a shaky video started playing. Heather recognized herself; the red dress, the black pumps, the long, blonde hair, but she did not remember any of it.

“You! Please fuck me! I’m a dirty slut and need a huge cock inside me!” the woman in the video shouted in the middle of the street.

I did that?

The judge looked at Heather with a judgmental stare. “A serious case. Did she succeed?”

Elisa smirked. “I’d say so.”

She pressed the remote. Heather shrieked as a picture of herself, naked and covered in cum, appeared on the screen. Wait … that’s Elisa’s apartment. I woke up there a few weeks ago after our night out! She drugged me! The realization hit her like a punch in the gut. She clenched her fists and glared at her friend, but there was nothing she could do; people suspected of deviancy were not allowed to talk.

The judge seemed momentarily distracted by the picture before clearing his throat and banging his gavel. “I’ve seen enough. Heather Bell, I sentence you to seven years of incarceration at the Deviant Rehabilitation Institute. The professionals there will help you control your rampant sex addiction. No chance of parole. God have mercy on your wicked soul.”

Strong hands grabbed Heather’s arms and escorted her out of the courtroom.

Not even an hour later, Heather was dragged out of the police car in front of the intimidating, concrete building that housed The Institute. Her mind was still struggling to comprehend what was happening. A few hours ago, she had looked forward to a quiet night at home with her boyfriend, and now she was facing years in a dreary cell.

A young woman stepped out of the heavy doors to the Institute. She wore the same uniform as Heather, and she kept her auburn hair in a tight ponytail.

“What the …” she said, stopping in her tracks. “Heather? You’re the new arrival?”

Heather groaned through her gag.

The cop sighed. “The deviant has been given a seven-year sentence. Can we hand her over to you for processing?”

The young woman blinked a few times before nodding and smiling. “Of course. I’ll take her from here.” She grabbed hold of Heather’s arm and pulled the chained captive into the dark depths of the Institute.

“I never pegged you for a deviant, Heather,” the woman whispered as they walked down the halls. “They usually do comprehensive background checks before hiring people here, but I guess you slipped through the cracks.”

Heather tried to speak, but she only succeeded in creating a long strand of drool that landed on her breast. She could not believe that she was going to be incarcerated at her place of work and even be processed by her coworker Alice. Just take the gag off, Alice. Let me explain. She sent her friend a pleading stare, but Alice shook her head.

“You know the rules, Heather. The gag doesn’t come off. Can’t have you spreading your filthy thoughts.” There was a sadistic timbre in Alice’s voice that unsettled Heather. Part of the woman she had perceived as a friend was enjoying the new roles. “You’ll be processed and assigned a cell. This way.”

Heather rolled her eyes. She knew the process and the rules; she had worked there for years. The job was wonderful, but being on the receiving end of the cruelty that took place at the Institute was not a nice prospect, and Heather felt like she could cry as Alice pushed her into a small room. The walls were bare concrete, and the room contained nothing but a steel table and two steel chairs.

“Please sit, Miss,” Alice said, not attempting to hide the sarcasm in her voice.

Heather groaned as she hobbled toward the chair and sat down. The handcuffs were tight and hurt her wrists, but she knew that it would only get worse from there. Alice unlocked her handcuffs from the waist belt and locked them back on behind the chair, forcing Heather’s hands behind her back, pushing her chest forward. The motion made one of the top buttons on her nurse’s uniform pop off and fly through the room.

This is humiliating, she thought. The worst part was the drooling; the gag was large, and she had no way to stop it.

Alice sat down across from Heather and folded her hands on the table. “Welcome to the Deviant Rehabilitation Institute. Our task is to help you deal with your sexual addiction and deviance.” She smiled. “You will be restrained and gagged at all times when not in your room. You will not address the staff unless spoken to. The staff can choose to keep you restrained while in your room. To keep you from giving in to your horrible yearnings, you will be wearing this.”

Heather had dreaded this part, and she felt tears come to her eyes as Alice held up the steel chastity belt that all women staying at the Institute wore. Heather was released from the chair, still cuffed behind her back, and bent over the table. Alice removed the leather belt around her waist. Heather squirmed as her panties were pulled down and her dress lifted, exposing her pussy to the chill air in the depressing room.

“Mmmmmph …” she pleaded, but it was of no use. She shivered as Alice inserted the large steel dildo into Heather’s vulnerable pussy and locked the chastity belt around her waist before closing it between her legs, keeping the large dildo in place. Every movement made it rub against the sides of her pussy, and she hated the sensation. It was invasive and humiliating.

“This device will help you control your urges,” Alice said and pressed a button on a small remote. The dildo whirred to life inside Heather, sending an involuntary jolt of intense pleasure through her body. “It will keep you on edge, but it will never grant you release. This way, you will get better at controlling your lust.”

Is this what I’ve been doing to women for the past three years? Heather thought to herself. She had believed in the method, in the system, but she felt violated and betrayed. The image of a smiling Elisa watching her being dragged from the courthouse in chains was burned into her mind.

She wanted revenge. But how?

Heather’s nurse uniform, stockings, and heels were removed and replaced with pink, loose-fitting scrubs. Alice seemed almost giddy as she locked the handcuffs back onto Heather’s wrists.

“Time for you to see your new home for the next seven years,” she said with a grin and grabbed Heather by the arm.

They walked through the white, barren corridors in silence. The humiliation deepened with every step; familiar faces, staff and patients alike, stared at her with a mix of surprise and condemnation. The ankle cuffs dug into her skin, hurting more and more, and the trail of drool left on the floor behind her only made it all worse.

I don’t deserve this, she thought as she tried to ignore the huge dildo inside her that moved as she walked. She did not want to give in to the building pleasure and arousal it caused, but her defenses started to falter, and when they finally reached her room, she was ready to burst.

“Enjoy your stay,” Alice said as she opened the heavy steel door. She removed the restraints and the ballgag before pushing Heather inside and locking the door behind her.

“Alice, I …” Heather tried, but Alice was already gone. With a sigh, Heather massaged her sore jaw and stared for a moment at the deep red grooves on her wrists where the handcuffs had been. She had been in the patient rooms countless times, but now that she could not escape, it felt smaller and more oppressive.

It's not a room, it’s a cell, she thought and walked up to the steel-barred window. She had a view of the lush, green gardens outside, where shackled women and men walked around gagged and miserable, watched over by the vigilant staff. Heather’s new home contained a bed, a chair, and a small table, as well as a tiny bathroom with a sink, toilet, and shower. She laid down on the bed and stared at the ceiling, trying to ignore the dildo moving inside her, but she eventually gave in and tried to squeeze a finger under the chastity belt to rub her clit.

“Fuck …” she whispered to herself. It was impossible. The cold steel device was a tight fit, and after a few minutes, she had to give up, even though the lust persisted. Her thoughts inevitably turned to her boyfriend William. They had been together for years and had been talking about marriage; how would he react to the news? He had connections at the Institute, but not enough pull to get her out.

“You’re in big trouble, Heather,” she sighed. After an awkward visit to the toilet, she fell into a restless sleep.

The next morning, Heather was woken by the sound of a metal plate sliding in through a small slit at the bottom of the door.

“Morning walk in ten minutes, deviant,” a gruff voice sounded. Heather recognized it as Brock, the broad-shouldered orderly.

Great … Heather knew that Brock was a stern believer in the deviancy laws, and often treated the patients harshly. She ate the meager meal with a sigh and waited for his return.

“Put this on,” the voice sounded ten minutes later. A huge ballgag, larger than the one from the day before, appeared from a small hatch in the cell door, held by a large, strong hand.

Heather stared at the gag. “Brock, that is too large, I can’t …”

“Don’t talk back, deviant!” The voice was harsh and cruel. “You’ll be punished for that.”

Heather bit her tongue and took the gag. She could barely fit it in her mouth, and she felt like crying as she tightened the straps. She knew that he was watching through the spyhole, and the moment the last buckle had been closed, the door opened.

“Hands against the wall,” he said.

Heather hesitated; it felt wrong.

Brock’s eyes became narrow slits in the rugged face. “You should be familiar with how it works here. Good thing I brought a few extra restraints to help you remember.” He pointed at the wall. “Now, do as I say.”

Heather squealed as the vibrator inside her came to life on its highest setting. It was as if it expanded inside her, tearing at her pussy, and the torrents of lust that resulted overwhelmed her. Brock seized the opportunity to lock a set of wide, heavy shackles around her wrists and ankles, connected by a large chain. A brutal steel collar was placed around her neck as the final insult, and the orderly locked a chain to the collar before dragging her out of the room like a disobedient pet. If anything, the new restraints were even more painful than the ones she had worn the day before, and when the two came outside, she was already exhausted. Her jaw hurt, and she wanted nothing more than to return to her room and be left alone. Every time she fell behind on the walk, Brock triggered the vibrator, and before long, Heather was a dribbling mess, bursting with pleasure and lust that she had no way of relieving.

This is not treatment. This is torture.

At least, that was how she viewed it at first.

“Get in there,” Brock said an hour later when they returned to Heather’s room. He removed the gag and pushed her inside. “I think I’ll leave the restraints on for a while.” He smiled, but there was no joy in the small eyes, only cruelty. “Just to teach you a lesson.”

Heather stared in disbelief as the door closed. The prospect of spending hours in heavy restraints should terrify her, but for some reason, it did not. An hour of constant stimulation had turned the restraints from a burden and a nuisance into an arousing addition. The steel weighed on her, reminded her of her predicament, but it only added to her desire. The tight collar restricted her breathing, but she still felt a surge of lust as her trembling fingers ran across the smooth steel, and she spent a few minutes just staring at her reflection in the mirror.

“Maybe you’re a bit of a deviant, Heather,” she said to the beautiful blonde in the mirror with a secretive smile. The lack of relief still frustrated her, but she no longer wanted to be rid of the building arousal. Her mind still turned to her boyfriend, but it was no longer worries about his reaction to her incarceration that concerned her; it was his huge cock that haunted her dreams and her waking hours. She wanted him. Badly.

***

A few months later, Heather had settled into a sort of routine. The restraints and gags no longer upset her, and she found herself challenging the staff at times to make them leave her chained up in her room. The food was not too bad, walking in heavy restraints was effective exercise, and she had access to reading material during the long hours in her cell. She had always said she wanted to read more, and now, she had the time.

But it was not all positive. Despite her new-found love of being restrained, it was a lonely existence. A few weeks into her incarceration, William had sent her a letter in which he broke up with her due to her deviancy. He was a rising star on the local political scene, and though Heather understood his reasons, she was heartbroken and frustrated that she never got the chance to explain herself. She missed him, especially when the guards turned off the lights at night, and she was left alone in the dark with her thoughts and a huge dildo inside her.

It was not a pleasant life. And Heather was well aware that seven years of monotony and constant edging would drive her insane.

She sat in her room, staring at the summer sky through the bars while she massaged her nipples to ignite a trickle of desire that she hoped would distract her from her darker thoughts when someone knocked on the door.

“Bell! You have a visitor!”

Heather had no idea who it could be. She had been disowned by both friends and family after her sentence, and no one had come to visit her. She strapped the ballgag on, feeling the familiar sensation of the red ball resting on her tongue before putting her hands against the wall. An orderly entered and cuffed her hands behind her back. She felt a small surge of lust as the cold, sharp steel slapped shut around her wrists, and she could not resist touching the smooth metal while he locked on the legcuffs. A medium-sized steel collar was locked around Heather’s neck. Soon, the sound of rattling chains echoed in the hallways as Heather walked toward the wing where patients could receive visitors. She envied the ones who received conjugal visits; they were allowed a few times a year, and it was the only way for inmates to get any sort of relief from the chastity belts.

Who could it be? She felt a mix of excitement and anxiety as the door opened, but it was soon replaced by a confusing mix of guilt and relief when she saw William sitting behind the table. God, he looks good!

It felt surreal. For the first time in months, Heather felt embarrassed to be chained, and she could not discern how William felt about it as his narrow eyes followed her across the room. The orderly placed her cuffed hands behind the backrest of the steel chair before attaching a chain to her legcuffs, pulling them under the chair, locking the other end of the chain to the cuffs. This forced Heather’s legs to spread as her knees were pulled to the side, and her chest thrust forward as her back arched. It felt nice. Intoxicating. Sitting on the chair caused the dildo to push even deeper inside her, and the sight of her handsome ex sitting in front of her only added to her arousal. The orderly placed the keys on the table in front of William and left the room.

“Hello, Heather,” William said, folding his hands on the table. His face was grim and cold.

“Hmmmph …” Heather replied, causing her to dribble due to the gag. She wanted to speak. She wanted to explain. If she still had William, the years would be more manageable. It would …

“I’ve come because I wanted to tell you this face to face,” he said. His voice quivered, and he struggled to retain eye contact. “When you were … sentenced, I was livid. Heartbroken. I … I felt lonely. Luckily, Elisa was there to comfort me.”

Heather felt an unpleasant knot form in her stomach.

“We’re engaged. I didn’t want you to hear it from anyone else.”

Fuck her! This was her plan? She was jealous of us? Heather struggled against her bonds and screamed into her gag, but no intelligible sounds came out.

William leaned back in the chair, seemingly intimidated by Heather’s frustration. “I’m sorry. It makes it easier that you’re not able to talk.” He got up and started walking toward the door.

“WILMMPH!” Heather cried, sending more and more drool onto her scrubs and the floor. The cuffs dug into her tender flesh, and tears streamed down her cheeks.

William paused with his hand on the door handle.

He turned toward her.

“No. I can’t leave without letting you speak your mind.” He walked back and removed the ballgag from Heather before sitting down. “Get it out of your system, Heather. I understand.”

Heather tried to calm herself. “No, you don’t.” She had not spoken to another person in months, and she found the words oddly hard to find. “William, I … I didn’t do those things.” She paused. “At least … I don’t remember doing them. Elisa drugged me.”

William raised an eyebrow. “Heather, don’t start …”

Heather shook her head. “You know me, William. I’d never behave like that. I’m not a deviant …” A resigned smirk appeared on her lips. “At least, I wasn’t …”

“What do you mean?”

Heather shrugged. “Let’s just say that being constantly stimulated by a dildo inside my pussy and the presence of handcuffs and other restraints has awakened something in me, but that’s not the point.” She held his gaze, stared into his soul. “Can’t you see? Elisa wanted to break us up, to get rid of me, so she could have you all to herself.”

William was silent. He rubbed the stubble on his broad chin as he pondered the accusations.

“Please, William. Even if you no longer want me, I need someone to know the truth.”

He sighed. “It would explain a few things.” He looked at her and smiled. “I’m sorry I never came to visit. I never allowed you to explain your side of the story.”

“You’re here now.”

“I am.” He bit his lower lip. “And I have to admit that you look great in chains.”

“Oh, you like this?” Heather pushed her chest forward and rattled her chains. “So do I.”

William stepped closer. Heather could smell his cologne. “I … I shouldn’t,” he said and shook his head.

“But you want to.”

“I do.” He scratched the back of his neck, and though he seemed torn, he eventually managed to quell the rational part of his mind. He took the keys from the table and removed the chain connecting Heather’s restraints. Her body shivered at the prospect of feeling his touch.

“Let me remove those cuffs,” he said.

Heather shook her head. “Don’t.”

“Are you sure?”

“We both like it this way, don’t we?”

“Sure, but what are you going to do with your hands behind your …” He smiled as Heather knelt in front of him.

William had barely unbuckled his belt and revealed his cock before Heather had closed her lips around it. He was already partially erect from just being near her, and he soon hardened further as Heather’s tongue danced up and down his shaft. The chains rattled as she moved her head back and forth, and she could feel herself getting turned on by blowing her husband while cuffed.

Heather enjoyed the feel of William’s smooth-skinned cock on her tongue. She looked up at him with submissive eyes and found great joy in seeing the satisfied grin on his face – it made her feel desired, wanted, and appreciated for the first time in months. She could feel the muscles in his body tighten as he started edging after a while. He filled her mouth with his cock, and she awaited his ejaculation – but it did not come.

Instead, William pulled out and smiled. “Not yet.” He pulled Heather to her feet and slid his hand under her shirt, gently pinching her nipples.

“You tease,” she said between muted moans. “I want you, Will.”

“I want you too.”

Heather bit her lip and sighed. “But … the belt.”

“I’m still listed as your main contact.” He shook the bundle of keys in front of her face. “One of these unlocks the belt.”

“You had the key the whole time, you jerk?” Heather pouted. She could barely contain herself as she watched him unlock the belt and gently slide the drenched dildo out of her. He unlocked her cuffs and locked them back on in front before lifting her onto the table and laying her down on her back.

“You’re not going anywhere,” he said, positioning himself between her legs.

“I don’t want to.” Heather bit her lower lip as she felt the warmth from his body. She raised her hands over her head, listening to the steel cuffs clatter against the table.

He allowed his hands to explore every part of her upper body, teasingly tickling the sensitive skin under her arms, causing Heather to shudder, and tracing the outside of her areolas. At first, he was gentle, using a light touch on her delicate breasts, but he soon started fondling them, massaging them with more pressure. Heather let out a gasping moan as he pinched both nipples at the same time.

Heather kept moving her restraints just to feel the metal and hear the sound of the chains. The collar weighed on her neck, a constant presence, and she loved it. William entered her as he had done countless times before, but it felt different.

She was wetter.

He was harder.

He filled her to the brim. He felt bigger than ever, and after months of constant stimulation and edging, every slight movement was like an explosion inside her. The table creaked as his thrusts increased in force, and after coming inside her, he graciously licked her to a loud, fulfilling climax. The depressing room seemed to melt away around them as the orgasm ravaged Heather’s body, and it took several minutes before the stupid grin on her face evaporated and allowed the bleak reality to set in.

“What’s next?” she said and frowned as watched William push the dildo back inside her. Her pussy was still sore and sensitive after being fucked hard.

“I’m not sure.” William carefully locked the cold steel chastity belt around Heather’s waist. “I need to investigate a few things. You’ll have to be patient.”

Heather groaned. “You know where to find me.”

He kissed her and stroked her cheek. “I’m sorry about all this. I’ll make it right.” William grabbed the ballgag and smiled. “Any final words?”

“I want her to pay for this.”

***

Weeks passed. The memory of William’s cock inside her helped keep Heather warm during the lonely nights, but as time passed, she started to wonder if he had forgotten about her. Maybe Elisa had shown him the pictures and videos and managed to convince him that Heather was lying and deserved to stay locked up. The dark thoughts enveloped her at times, and as the lust and desire inside her started to build again from the constant edging, so did the pessimism. The cuffs no longer felt as good, and the gags seemed uncomfortably large in her mouth.

Heather had all but given up until she was walking through the garden one day. The orderly had wanted to torment her; she had never been restrained like this, and she was struggling to walk. A wide steel collar hid her neck, making every breath a chore, and she could barely open her mouth wide enough to contain the enormous ballgag, that was kept in place by multiple straps. Her wide steel shackles were connected by a steel rod instead of a chain, and a similar device clamped her elbows together, ensuring that she could not move her arms.

Fuck you, Ricky, she thought and glared at the orderly dragging her by the collar chain. Every step caused her pain as the heavy ankle restraints dug into her skin, and her white shirt was practically see-through from the drool, showing off her perky nipples through the fabric. The vibrator buzzed away inside her without pause, and Ricky the Orderly grinned with sadistic glee as they walked toward the main building.

William? A warm sensation spread in Heather’s body when she saw her ex walking toward them with a big smile on his face.

“Mr. Grover?” Ricky said hesitantly. Most of the employees at the Institute knew William, both as Heather’s former boyfriend and as a pillar of the community. “What’re you doing here?”

“I’m here to take Heather Bell on her yearly day out of the Institute,” William said and showed Ricky a formal-looking paper. He winked at Heather as the orderly spelled his way through the complex wording.

“It looks … fine.” Ricky glanced at Heather. “Do you want me to unlock her restraints?”

William rubbed his chin and pondered the question for a bit. “You know … I think we’ll leave it on. All of it.”

Heather rolled her eyes, but she had to admit that the brutal restraints suddenly felt far more titillating than before.

“Just give me the keys … and the remote.” William held out his hand. “She’ll be back before you turn off the lights.”

Heather struggled to get into the passenger seat of the large, black SUV, and she glared at William when he laughed at her attempt.

“Don’t look at me like that,” he said with a smile. “At least it’s a short drive.”

Soon, they were driving on the familiar roads that Heather had traveled to and from work countless times. She looked at William, tried to discern what he had in mind, but he was quiet for the first stretch of the trip.

“No, I’m not going to remove the gag,” he said when he noticed her inquisitive stare. “Or the restraints. We’re going to our … my home.” He scratched his arm and avoided her gaze. “Elisa is there … we’ve … lived together for a while. Before I knew what had happened.”

Heather should have been angry, but it was not a big surprise.

“It hasn’t been easy since you told me the truth. I’ve managed to avoid being physical with her, but I needed time to get all the paperwork for your furlough.” He sighed. “It’ll be interesting to see how she reacts to seeing you again.”

She’ll be there? This was not what Heather had in mind. She clenched her fists in anger at the thought of seeing Elisa.

William looked at her with a devious smile. “Angry, are we? A shame that you’re shackled.” He lifted the remote and waggled it in front of Heather’s face. “Let’s see if I can’t get your mind off it all for a bit.”

Heather cried out when the vibrator inside her started going faster and faster. The orderlies at the Institute were masters at stopping just short of orgasm every time, but William had no such intention. He laughed as he watched Heather go cross-eyed from pure lust, and her entire body shook from the intense sensation. Her neck muscles strained against the steel collar, and when she finally came, her body shook so violently that her elbow restraints made a huge dent in the car door’s wood paneling.

Wow, that was … wait … why isn’t he turning it off?

Heather stared at William as massive discomfort replaced the pleasure.

“I’m liking this,” he said with a grin. “Being in control. If I ever get you out of that place, we need to discuss our dynamic, I think.” He turned it off and blew a frustrated, but aroused, Heather a kiss.

Maybe we do, she thought. The idea was not an unpleasant one.

“What the FUCK is this?” Elisa yelled when she came to see what the noise coming from Heather’s chains was. She wore a smart, short dress and heels, likely the day’s work outfit, and an unflattering redness starting to spread on her neck and cleavage at the sight of her old friend.

William, who moments earlier had come off self-assured and cocky in the car, stared at the floor. “I’m sorry, honey, but … the Institute contacted me and said I was the only one listed as Heather’s contact. If I didn’t take her for her one-day furlough, no one would.”

“And you didn’t think to discuss it with me?” Elisa crossed her arms and tried to ignore Heather’s hateful gaze.

William sighed. “It had to be this weekend, otherwise, she’d have to wait a full year. I know she’s a deviant, a criminal, but I didn’t have the heart to refuse.” He dragged Heather into the living room and locked her collar chain to a radiator. “She’ll be chained and gagged the whole time, just try to ignore her.” William checked his watch. “Shit, I forgot – I have an important call to make, it’ll take ten minutes or so.” He smiled at Elisa. “As I said, just ignore her. She’ll only be here for a few hours.”

Heather watched William leave before turning toward Elisa, who did not seem to know how to react to it all. Heather was tempted to lunge at the prosecutor, but the chain was short, and she was too restricted. This woman had moved into her home, stolen her boyfriend. And changed the furniture? That bitch!

“So … here you are,” Elisa said after pacing back and forth for a while. There was a slight tremble in her voice. “I had hoped never to see you again.”

“Mmmmph …”

“Yeah, yeah, I get why you’re angry,” Elisa said in a dismissive tone. “But you never deserved William. A man like him shouldn’t be with a fucking nurse. We’re a good couple, him and I.” She walked up to Heather and let her soft fingers run through Heather’s long, blonde hair. “You’re pretty, I’ll give you that, but I’ll make him happier than you ever did.”

Heather struggled to stay calm. She wanted to headbutt the beautiful woman in front of her.

“Now you’re just a prisoner, hidden away from a society that has rejected you.” Elisa yanked the collar chain and pulled Heather closer. “This is the power I wield. Drugging you, enticing you to do things you’d never have thought to do otherwise. Using my power to get you thrown away. You think it’ll just be seven years? Unless you agree to leave the country when you get out, I’ll have you tossed back inside for life before you take a single breath of freedom.”

Got ya.

“That sounds like a gross misuse of power, among other crimes.” William walked into the room with a grim, determined expression on his face. “You’ll pay for this, Elisa.”

The blood left Elisa’s face. “What? What do you mean?” Her voice feigned innocence, but her eyes frantically jumped between Heather and William.

William held up a recording device. “This should be enough evidence to exonerate Heather.” He smiled. “And to put you away for life.”

***

Heather adjusted the nurse outfit and looked in the mirror. A smiling, attractive woman looked back at her, and she blew the woman a kiss before stepping out into the busy hallways of the Institute. She had been back at work for a few months now, and it felt good. She had a better understanding of what the patients were going through; she knew now that it was all a sham, a cruel punishment dreamed up by horny politicians, but she could not deny that watching shackled, gagged people hobbling around all day was a major turn-on.

“Heather?”

She turned toward Ricky, the orderly. “Yes?”

Most of the orderlies had trouble keeping eye contact with her now, knowing how they had treated her during her incarceration, but Heather found the awkwardness empowering. “The deviant is ready, as you asked. Room 408.”

She smiled. “Thanks, Ricky.”

The sound of Heather’s tall heels echoed in the hallways as she approached room 408. She had longed for this day ever since her release. Before she entered, after making sure that no one was watching, she stopped for a second to let a finger slide up under her short skirt. The feel of cold steel enticed her, and she could not help but push against the chastity belt for a bit to cause the massive dildo inside her to move. No one knew that she wore it, and William had the only key.

She embraced the gentle surge of pleasure and smiled. This will be fun.

“Hi Elisa,” Heather said when she entered the tiny room.

A terrified Elisa stared wide-eyed at her old friend. Once, she had been a beacon of immaculate beauty, but a few months in jail had taken its toll.

“You didn’t expect to end up here, did you?” Heather smiled and sat down. She allowed herself a moment to soak in the sight of a broken Elisa. The slender body was naked, except for the chastity belt. Her hands were cuffed behind her back to the chair, and Ricky had made sure to add a few feet of chain across the lovely breasts to ensure that Elisa could not move. The chains made her breasts look even bigger than they already were. Her mouth had been stuffed with a piece of cloth, and a few pieces of tape kept it in place.

“Mmmph?” Elisa’s words were muffled, her eyes watery and pleading.

“Prison was too good for you. William used his contacts and made a few statements about the deviant nature of your desires.” Heather inspected her nails. She felt vindicated and justified, and there was no trace of sympathy for the miserable woman in front of her. “Your sentence has been changed. You’ll spend the rest of your life here at the Institute.”

Elisa started crying, shaking her head.

“It’s true. And I get to do whatever I want with you.” Heather turned the vibrator inside Elisa’s pussy to the max setting and watched the woman squirm. “I threw out all your stuff, by the way.” She leaned in over the table. “I fuck him every night, you know. Dirty, filthy, deviant sex. I love bondage sex now, and he obliges my desires. He fucks me hard, Elisa, harder than ever.” She looked at the ring on her finger. “Oh, and we’re married now, by the way.”

Heather grabbed hold of Elisa’s chained breasts and pinched them hard. A shriek of surprise and pain escaped the prisoner. “I’ll make you feel lust on a level that you never thought possible,” Heather said and got up from the chair. “But I’ll not grant you release.”

Heather turned down the intensity of the vibrator before leaning in over the shivering Elisa. Heather grabbed Elisa’s long, soft hair and pulled her in for a kiss. It was not a kiss meant to arouse or entice, it was a statement of power. Heather’s soft lips touched the smooth tape before yanking Elisa’s head back and kissing the part of her neck not covered by the wide steel collar.

“Mmmmm …” Elisa’s pitiful sounds were a mix of moans and whimpers. She wanted Heather to stop, but there was nothing she could do.

Heather moved her head further down, using her mouth to create a vacuum around Elisa’s nipple, sucking it into her mouth. The moaning increased and Elisa’s breathing became heavier. Heather felt powerful and godlike, in control of another woman’s pleasure.

“We’re going for a little ride, Elisa,” Heather whispered. “I pulled in a few favors. You’re going to love this.”

William greeted the two women when they arrived at the house. Heather dragged a whimpering, edging Elisa inside by her collar, relishing the feeling of power. She bathed in it, knowing that she would relinquish all control soon enough.

“So happy that you could join us!” William said and placed a humiliating kiss on Elisa’s taped cheek. The former prosecutor stared at him with a frown; her hands were still cuffed behind her back, the chains still enveloped her upper body, and Heather had made sure that the legcuffs were tight. The collar fulfilled the image of a defeated woman.

Heather smiled and dragged Elisa into the bedroom, placing the prisoner at the foot of the bed. “I dreamed of this moment for a long time, Elisa. Time for a little … payback.” She stepped onto a stool and attached the collar chain to an anchor point in the ceiling, forcing the naked, belted Elisa to stand on her toes to avoid choking.

William and Heather started kissing passionately, making sure to send a few teasing glances at Elisa. Heather loved knowing that her old friend was forced to watch what she could not have, what she had tried to steal from them, and William’s lips tasted sweeter as a result. But this was only the beginning.

With the press of a button, she turned Elisa’s vibrator on. Not enough for her to come, but enough for her body to start shivering, making it harder for Elisa to stand on her toes.

“You’re a cruel woman,” William said with a smile as he undressed his wife. “Do you want to whip her? Punish her?”

Heather shook her head. “Watching us, knowing that she will be locked up for the rest of her life, is punishment enough.” She bit her lower lip. “I want you to fuck me, William. Hard. Restrain me so I can barely move, make me feel helpless.” She grabbed him by his shirt and kissed him. “Then I might want to get out of all the restraints and have a nice, long bath.”

“Your wish is my command.”

William opened a drawer nearby and found an elegant steel collar, a chain, and a pair of handcuffs. He took his time, carefully cuffing Heather behind her back. She loved the sound of the cuffs closing, the feel of the steel. It made her feel safe. The collar embraced her neck, and the click of the padlock as William attached the chain to the collar and let the clattering steel rest on her naked back sent a shiver down her spine. He pulled the handcuffs up as far as they would go, until her arms started hurting, and locked them to the chain. Heather’s back arched as her wrists pulled at the collar, choking her. It was painful and intense, but she could feel herself getting wet instantly. He found a panel gag and forced the ball into her mouth; Heather groaned as he tightened the numerous buckles.

“Helpless yet?” he asked with a smile.

“Mmhmmmmm …” Heather looked at Elisa; they were in similar predicaments, but unlike Elisa, Heather was loving every second of it.

William grabbed hold of the chain connecting Heather’s collar and cuffs and pushed her onto the bed. She was choking, gagging, and moaning at the same time when he started spanking her. She still had red and black bruises on her butt from their last session, and it made the sting of the slaps that much more intense. When he finally unlocked the chastity belt and removed the huge dildo, Heather was ready for him, but he was not done with the foreplay. William started teasing her, switching up the spanking with gentle, feathery touches of Heather’s genitals. As he touched her, the feel of the chains mixed with memories of her incarceration in her mind and drove her mad with lust. Now that she was free, the months in the Institute had changed from a depressive, humiliating experience to an eye-opening one.

Heather was soaking wet when William’s rock-hard cock entered her and started fucking her with power and determination. This was not an intimate meeting of romantic lovers, this was primal and animalistic. His thrusts were violent and strong, jamming his engorged shaft deep into her pussy. Heather struggled against the restraints to feel the helplessness, to milk it for all she could, and when he pulled the chain that was already choking her, causing Heather to gasp for air, she started edging. Heather stayed there, tensing her body to delay the inevitable; she knew that coming would bring release, relief, and great pleasure, but she wanted to stay on the edge for as long as possible.

Finally, she let go and plummeted into the orgasmic abyss. She screamed, cried, struggled to escape the intense pummeling, but William kept fucking her, prolonging the already powerful orgasm further. When he finally came, when his ejaculation fired inside her, she was a wreck.

A smiling, satisfied wreck.

“That was wonderful,” she said as he unlocked her restraints. She cuddled up under the blankets and looked up at Elisa, who was staring at her, scared and teary-eyed. “Maybe it’s too harsh of us to deprive her of a similar experience.”

William sat down next to her, and the spouses cuddled up together in front of the unwilling onlooker. “Maybe you’re right.” He handed Heather the remote. “Do you want to do the honors?”

Heather nodded and turned Elisa’s vibrator to its maximum setting. Shortly after, Elisa came with a scream, almost losing balance as her legs buckled beneath her. Her body strained against her chains, and though there was a hint of gratitude in the weeping eyes, it was wiped away a moment later when she realized that the vibration did not stop.

“What a perfect evening,” Heather sighed as she watched Elisa come, again and again, the next orgasm more painful and uncomfortable than the last.

THE END
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Corporate Punishment

Emily is shocked when she finds that her workplace has a dungeon beneath the marble floors. She is just as shocked to fall in love with the beautiful woman charged with punishing her.

Tales from the Dungeon

Erica loves her job as a warden and torturer, punishing the gorgeous women and men sent through the facility. Collection of six connected short stories.

Bound for Detention

Anna is sent to detention where she is dominated by Mrs. Hope, her hot teacher.

There are a lot more stories to be found here
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Thank you for reading. I hope you will follow the links above to read some of my other stories – most are BDSM-themed. If you want to know about new releases, follow me on Twitter or Instagram. Check out my Patreon if you like handcuffs, shackles, and/or wristwatches(!). I also offer custom short stories on Fiverr.

Love, Jessica
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