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I read the document in my hand for the fifth time. The wording is so formal, the signature of the Chief of Police fast and messy. Reassignment. No chance to protest, no way for me to stop it. I sigh and put the document away as a tall, broad-shouldered woman enters the garage and greets me with a firm handshake.

“Officer Abby Stokes?” she asks with a smile. The auburn hair is tied in a knot, and the uniform cannot hide the muscles underneath.

“I am.” I massage my hand when she finally lets go of it.

“My name is Lisa.” She gestures for me to follow her. “Come, we might as well get started. What do you know about the E.R.T.?”

I shrug and try to keep up with her long legs. “I just know it stands for ‘Extra Restraints Transport’, but that’s it. I didn’t ask to be transferred here, to be honest.”

Lisa smiles. “The unit is still new, you were handpicked.”

“Why? I haven’t been on the force for very long.”

We walk past a dozen squad cars, down toward the end of the huge garage.

“How did you do on the yearly strength test?” Lisa asks and eyes me up and down without breaking her stride.

“I aced it,” I say without trying to hide my pride at the achievement. “I’ve become quite hooked on CrossFit.”

“Then that’s the reason you were picked.” Lisa stops at a black van with the precinct’s emblem on the side, but other than that, there is nothing special about it. “This is the vehicle. Your new workplace. The E.R.T. is called in when arrestees are unpredictable or violent and need safer transport. That’s why you need to be strong.” She smiles and winks at me. “We’ll only be handling women, of course.”

I feel an unpleasant trickle down my spine. “That sounds … rough.”

“It is.” She opens the van. “That’s why we need more … persuasive tools.”

I stare in disbelief at what is inside the large van. Three cages made from thick steel bars are mounted to the wall, all of them so narrow that anyone put inside will be unable to do anything but stand. The end of the van seems to contain some sort of cell, but a thick steel door keeps the contents hidden. What is not hidden, however, are the rows of heavy-duty chains, restraints, collars, hoods, and gags. No standard-issue handcuffs in sight, only items that would not look out of place in a BDSM club.

Not that I have ever been to one.

“Impressive, huh?” Lisa says with a grin when she notices my sheepish expression. “There is a padded cell in the back behind the steel door. The gags and hoods are mandatory for every prisoner, we get to be a bit more creative with the rest of the toys.”

Toys? I am overwhelmed and at a loss for words. I have barely handcuffed anyone, I have not seen that much action yet, and now I am expected to restrain women using all this?

“Why are the gags and hoods mandatory?” I ask in a feeble attempt to keep the conversation going. I let my fingers run across the thick, wide leather and steel restraints on the wall.

“That was actually put in effect after requests by defense attorneys,” Lisa says. “Their clients tend to incriminate themselves a bit when restrained with items like these.” She looks at me and cocks her head to the side. “Intimidated?”

“It’s that obvious?” I say with a nervous chuckle. “It seems … brutal.”

“It is. That is why you have to try it for yourself.”

I freeze on the spot. “What?”

“I’m going to restrain you and lock you in one of the cages for an hour.”

She must be joking. I look at my new coworker, but her pretty face is set in stone. She is serious.

“W… why? Is this some sort of hazing ritual?”

She shakes her head no. “Not at all.” She smiles. “Don’t worry too much, you might even enjoy it.”

“Enjoy it?” I cannot help but laugh.

Lisa shrugs. “I know I did.”

Something about Lisa’s calm demeanor quells the protests forming in my mind. After all, we had to handcuff each other during basic training for the same reasons, so why not?

“Fine, if you insist,” I say, trying to ignore my heart pounding in my chest.

“Excellent.” Lisa walks over to the wall of restraints. “Oh, this will be fun. What can I subject you to?” There is a playful tone in her voice that both scares and soothes me, but I am distracted from it the moment she picks out a pair of extremely heavy steel shackles. “I’m partial to steel, but you’ll find your own favorites soon enough.”

I stare at the restraints. The chain connecting the bulky shackles is short and thick, and I shiver when the cold, heavy steel is closed around my left wrist. Lisa wastes no time and pulls my hands behind my back, and seconds later, I am helplessly restrained by the rigid metal.

“They’re heavy …” I mumble, still trying to fathom what is happening.

“That’s the point.” Lisa picks out a matching set of restraints and locks them onto my ankles. “They are meant to pacify the perp, calm them down. These locks can’t be picked, and the weight ensures that they are discouraged from resisting or running.”

“I think I get the point, do we need to …”

“We do,” Lisa says with a smile and grabs a steel collar from the wall. It looks menacing, and I struggle to breathe just from looking at it. “This goes on your neck.”

“Lisa, please …”

“The collars are very efficient. It’s humiliating, yes, but many aggressive felons become downright submissive when they’re led on a leash.”

The collar is a tight fit, and I immediately understand what Lisa is talking about. As she locks a chain to the collar and tugs at it, it is as if the headstrong, confident police officer is immediately left behind, and a new, submissive Abby appears from out of nowhere.

What’s this feeling?

I have rarely felt helpless before, but the brutal restraints subdue me to an extreme extent. I want to do whatever Lisa tells me, just so she will release me again.

“How does it feel?” she asks.

“I’m … not sure.” I test the shackles, feel the weight of the restraints on my ankles and neck. “I hate it. I want to get out. But …”

“A part of you likes it?” Lisa smiles. “I know. But we’re not done.” She checks her watch. “One hour in the cage, Abby. After I put the hood and gag on.”

I nod. There does not seem to be any other option. The tight leather hood soon encases my head, leaving me blind to my surroundings, and the opening for my mouth is exploited to jam a large ballgag into my mouth. Combined with the tall collar, it makes every breath a chore.

I could not resist if I wanted to.

I guess that is the point.

She pushes me into one of the narrow cages. I can feel cold steel on all sides of me, and Lisa adds insult to injury when she locks the collar chain to the ceiling. Every slight movement puts pressure on my neck, and when the steel-barred door closes, I fear that I might pass out.

But I do not. I get to endure every sore muscle and labored breath.

A few hours later, I am checking my reflection for the tenth time in the locker room mirror. The heavy collar has left a deep, red groove on my neck, and similar marks are visible on my wrists. At least the marks from the hood and gag are gone.

“They’ll all be gone by tomorrow,” Lisa says behind me and pats me on the shoulder. “You took it well.”

“Thanks,” I say and sigh. “It was intense.”

“You’ll get to give someone else a similar experience soon enough. The S.W.A.T. team is raiding a suspected headquarters for a local drug gang, they’ve asked us to come over.”

My palms start sweating when I see the flashing blue lights in the distance. I have never been put in a situation like this one before, and though I know that the most dangerous part of the operation is over and we only have to handle any female prisoners that might be unruly, it still feels like my heart is threatening to jump out of my chest. Burly, heavily armed police officers with machine guns stand at the curb outside the house in question, guarding nearly a dozen men and women who are sitting with their hands cuffed behind their backs.

“You guys need a hand?” Lisa asks in a chipper, carefree voice when we reach the sergeant in charge of it all.

“You girls the E.R.T. unit?” he asks, keeping a constant eye on the cuffed arrestees. Lisa nods. “Glad you’re here. One of the women is a handful. We can keep her reasonably calm with a shotgun pointed at her, but we’re not happy about transporting her.”

“Sounds like a job for us,” Lisa says with a smile. “The buff, tattooed one with blonde highlights, I assume?”

The sergeant nods. “Good luck.”

Lisa looks at me. “I’ll hold her, you apply the restraints, alright? Just take it easy, there are plenty of extra hands here if we really need it, but it’s best if we don’t get the men involved – less risk of lawsuits.”

We get some of the equipment needed from the van before we approach the intimidating woman. She is yelling obscenities at the surrounding officers, but her hatred is turned toward us the moment she notices us.

“Who the fuck are you?” she says and spits at Lisa, who dodges it without trouble.

“Ma’am, we’re from the Extra Restraint Transport unit, here to take you into custody,” Lisa responds in a professional tone. “For your own protection and ours, we’re authorized to use heavier restraints. Please cooperate.”

No way she is going to cooperate.

I hate being right. Lisa is strong, but so is the tattooed woman – even though her hands are cuffed behind her back, she puts up a hefty struggle, much to the amusement of both the other cops and the rest of the gang. I have to endure a swift kick to my shins while I strap a wide leather belt around her waist with extra-heavy Clejuso handcuffs locked to the front.

“I … I’m not sure we can get her hands in front,” I mutter, overwhelmed by the situation.

Lisa groans and nods. “Do the hood first.” She wraps her arm around the woman’s neck to keep her in check while spit and curses fly in my direction.

“You’re not putting that fucking thing on me!” she screams, but there is a hint of fear underneath the vitriol and fury.

I pull the black leather hood over her head and zip it shut before tightening the straps. The woman tries to bite me, and I jump back in surprise.

“The collar, Abby! Now!” Lisa is struggling to keep the woman in check.

I grab the wide, black leather collar and wrap it around the woman’s neck the moment Lisa lets go of it. I fumble with the straps for a bit, but the moment I tighten the first one, something happens.

“No! No …” The woman begins to whimper, and though she is still struggling, she has all but given up. “This is humiliating, please …”

I tighten the other strap of the collar, maybe a little too much, but it works. A chain is attached, and Lisa grabs it, yanking it behind the woman to choke her and keep her in line.

“There we go,” Lisa smiles. “Be a good girl, will you?”

“Don’t … I can’t … breathe.”

“You’ll be fine.” Lisa looks at me. “Get the rest on her.”

I push the large ballgag into the woman’s mouth and tighten it. Her complaints turn to muffled whimpers, and there is hardly any resistance left in her when we finally unlock her handcuffs and pull her hands in front to lock them in the heavier restraints. The woman is blinded by the hood and has no choice but to follow as we pull her leash. The other members of her drug gang stare in disbelief, and the few that seemed to cause trouble when we arrived are now docile as sheep, unwilling to risk the same treatment.

“That could’ve gone better,” I say when we push the woman into the van.

“You did fine.” Lisa hands me the leash and grabs a pair of steel shackles from the wall, locking them onto the woman’s elbows behind her back before connecting them with a short chain. It further immobilizes the woman and has the added effect of pushing her ample bosom forward. “There. She won’t be causing any trouble now.”

We push her into the padded cell and lock the collar chain to an anchor point on the wall. The final piece of the puzzle is a set of heavy-duty leather manacles for her ankles, connected by a spreader bar. Lisa and I stand there for a bit, watching our prisoner whimper, drool, and struggle.

“How are you feeling, rookie?” Lisa whispers to me.

“I’m fine.” I am. But there is more. I feel powerful. In control. The woman is at my mercy, a woman who minutes ago threatened my life is now a helpless, shackled prisoner in front of me.

Lisa grins at my short answer. “I’ll be honest with you … watching a prisoner like that … it makes me fucking horny. Come, let’s go get something to eat. She can stay here for a while.”

I stand there for a bit after Lisa has left the cell and stare at the prisoner, trying to push away the nagging voice in the back of my mind that tells me that I feel the same way Lisa does.

My body is aching and I feel exhausted when I finally pull up outside my home. I groan as I pull the two heavy sports bags from the trunk of the car and carry them toward the front door. I am ready to collapse on the floor when I enter, but a familiar voice fills my body with warmth and gives me a burst of energy.

“Is that you, my love?”

Mia appears from the kitchen, a vision of feminine elegance and beauty. Her curvy body is squeezed into a pair of tight yoga pants and a crop top, the impossibly long, black hair hanging over her shoulder in a loose braid. Fuck, she looks good.

“Rough day?” she asks and smiles before kissing me.

“It was.” I put the bags down, causing a loud, metallic clank to fill the small hallway.

Mia stares at the bags. “What the hell is that?”

“Work.” I embrace her, pulling her in close for a more passionate kiss. “This new assignment is … I need to get a little more experience with the restraints before I’m comfortable with it all.”

“I understand.” She smiles. That smile melts away every worry of mine whenever she uses it. “Dinner is ready. We’ll skip the movie tonight so you can get working of this after we’ve eaten.”

I can hear Mia singing in the kitchen after dinner. She always sings while she does the dishes. I carefully pick every handcuff, shackle, collar, and other types of restraints out of the bags and lay them out on the table. I want to be familiar with the different types of locks and keys, how much pressure is needed to tighten the leather collars, and so on, but after clapping the shackles on and off my own wrists for practice for a bit, I realize that it is not enough.

“Holy shit,” Mia says when she returns to the living room. “Are you transporting the Hulk or something?” She picks up the pair of heavy shackles that Lisa put me in earlier today. “Does the police shop at the museum’s medieval exhibit? These are so heavy!”

“Yeah, they are.” I lean back in the chair and rub my eyes. “But they’re effective.” An idea pops into my mind, and I cannot tell if it is spurred on by my actual, professional need for training or the lingering arousal from watching the tattooed, violent woman restrained earlier. I look up at my fiancé, my goddess, and smile. “Mia … can I try some of this stuff out on you? It’d really help me out.”

“On me?” Mia takes a sip of her tea and stares at the horrific collection of restraints. “Sweetie, when I suggested we spice things up, I was thinking a blindfold, maybe your police handcuffs, but this?”

“It’d really help me out.” I lean forward, making sure to draw attention to my cleavage. “Please? It’s just for work. I’ll let you out right away.”

Mia rolls her eyes. “Fine! But it’s not fair to weaponize your breasts.”

“You do it all the time.”

“Mine’s a lot bigger, honey.” Mia squeezes one of her gorgeous breasts. “Hard to hide these away.” She stares at the restraints again. “So … should I be naked or something?”

I laugh. “That’s not needed. Unless you want to. Some of these have sharp edges, I wouldn’t want to ruin your clothes …”

“Funny.”

Mia stares at me with a concerned frown as I peruse the vast selection of restraints. Part of me wants to go easy on her, to stick to soft, but secure, leather restraints. But those are not the ones I need to practice with.

Steel. It has to be steel.

I stare at the various types of increasingly heavy handcuffs, the medieval-style shackles with different types of locks, but I eventually settle on a pair of wide steel shackles connected by a steel bar. Rigid. Secure.

Perfect.

Mia does not protest, but I hear an exasperated sigh as I grab the restraints and study them. Handcuffs are simple, the ratchet look is quick to use, but the heavier shackles all take longer to lock. I need to know them well before I can use them on uncooperative suspects.

“Hmm … looks like they snap shut without a key, but the pin needs to be pushed down with this to unlock …” I mumble to myself. I cannot help but be entertained by Mia’s squirming as I approach her. “Hands behind your back, Miss.”

“And what if I don’t cooperate?” she says with a cheeky smile.

“You don’t want to find out.”

I lock her hands behind her back and take a step back. I should take the restraints off right away, but two things are preventing me from doing it. One is the visible change in Mia’s expression as she tests the restraints; the concern is gone, replaced by curiosity and a spark in her eyes that usually ends up with me being pushed into a nearby room before the door is locked. The other is the warmth spreading throughout my body from my loins.

The sight of my fiancée shackled is turning me on. A lot.

Our eyes meet. No words are spoken.

I walk over to the dining room table and decide on a thick steel collar. It is not as extreme as the one Lisa chose for me, but it is still brutal.

Mia looks me in the eye as I walk up to her. There is a hint of nervousness mixed in with the arousal, and she bites her lower lip when I gently brush her hair aside to make room for the cold steel. The collar snaps shut around her neck with a satisfying click, encasing her beautiful neck in shiny steel.

She closes her eyes. I can tell that she is taking it all in, embracing the feeling of helplessness.

“We can stop now, Mia, I think I …”

She opens her eyes and bites her lower lip as she looks at me. “What? Is that all you’ve got, Officer?” She smiles. “I don’t think you have what it takes to subdue me …”

The warmth in my body becomes a fire. “Oh, you think so?” I grab a chain from the table and lock it to the ring on Mia’s collar. I use it to pull her closer. “You’re mine now.”

“Always was. Now …” Mia presses her breasts against my body before kissing me. “Do your worst.”

“Get on the floor. Now.”

“Make m… AAAH!”

With a swift movement that Mia is not prepared for, I turn her around and grab hold of the steel bar connecting her wrist restraints. I am far stronger than her, and it takes little effort to push her onto the carpeted floor. I grab hold of the chain to her collar, yanking it back behind her back, pulling it until her head is raised off the floor. I can see the veins in her neck throbbing under the pressure from the tight collar, but she does not tell me to stop.

“Don’t try anything,” I whisper in her ear before pushing her face down into the carpet.

I find the same type of leather hood that I have used once today, the type with a hole for the mouth. I pull it over Mia’s head, tightening the straps to ensure a snug fit before locking her ankles in heavy steel shackles connected by a thick chain. First, I connect the ankle restraints to an anchor point on the steel bar of her wrist shackles, pulling her feet and hands close together in a tight, efficient hogtie. Mia groans from the strain, but I am not done. Next, I pull the collar chain tight and lock it to the anchor point as well, forcing her to keep her head up from the ground to prevent choking.

My God, she looks hot like this. Her tanned skin looks amazing in contrast to the unforgiving steel, and I want nothing more than to have her way with her.

I lean down to next to her head, enjoying every labored breath from her.

“Are you alright, sweetie?” I whisper.

“I … I am. I like it. Do whatever … you want … with me.”

That is all I need to hear. A red ballgag is pushed into her mouth, kept in place by a wide, thick strap. It only takes a few seconds before a long strand of drool hangs from the red ball, creating a wet stain on the carpet.

I’ll have to remember that position for work. It’s very effective.

I sit down in a nearby plush chair and look at my work of art. Mia is struggling on the floor, fighting to breathe, but I can tell that she is immensely turned on. She wants me to touch her, I can tell, but I do enjoy teasing her.

No rush. She’s not going anywhere.

I sit there for at least fifteen minutes before my own urges get the better of me. I cannot keep my hands off her anymore. I kneel beside her, letting my fingers run down her spine. She shudders and moans in response.

I need more access.

“Mmmmpph!” Mia cries out when I roll her onto her side. The collar presses hard against her neck, but I can tell that she can still breathe, even if it is cumbersome. I am greeted by the sight of her breasts fighting to break free from her crop top and a revealing, but barely visible, wet stain between her legs.

“Such a lovely body,” I say and start groping her breasts. Every touch is accompanied by the sound of rattling chains and Mia’s pleading moans. She wants more, but I am in no hurry to give it to her. I let my fingers travel across the body and smile at the obvious invitation when she spreads her legs. “You want me to rub your clit?”

“Mmmmmh …”

“Are you begging me?”

Mia tries to nod, but the collar prevents it. She never begs. I smile. The rush of power is intoxicating, stronger than it was when I shackled the unruly woman earlier. Part of me wants to keep Mia like this, to own her, and knowing that it might be the only time I get to have her like this makes me want to prolong the enjoyment.

I just have to make this a night she’ll never forget.

I slide my hand gently up her lower thigh, towards the wet stain on her yoga pants. Her breathing accelerates. Every touch seems to be electric, and when I finally press my fingers against her clit, her entire body tenses up for a moment. It does not matter that the yoga pants are there, judging by her moans. She leans into my touch, as much as the restraints allow, and for a moment I cannot help but feel a little jealous.

Shit, she’s already close. I have fingered Mia enough times to know her signals, and though I am hardwired to want her to come, I resist the desire to grant her an orgasm and remove my hand.

“MMMMPH!” she screams, thrashing in frustration.

“We’re not done yet, my prisoner,” I say and pinch her nipples. “We’re just getting started.” I roll her back onto her stomach and let her stew in the frustration and lust while I plan my next move. My entire body is buzzing with excitement, and I long to tear the clothes off my gorgeous fiancée. The lust is not new, but the feeling of control and power is.

She is mine. More than ever.

“Do whatever you want with me.” Her words echo in my mind while I collect the accessories I need. I want her to feel completely at my mercy, even more so than she is at this moment. My eyes keep being drawn to the young, sexy woman writhing on the floor nearby, helplessly shackled and gagged, drooling on the carpet.

When I am finally ready, I remove the locks keeping her ankles, wrists, and neck restraints connected. I help her to her feet and smile as I watch her struggle to find her balance. The drool from the gag runs down her chest, nestling in her generous cleavage.

“Mmm … I do enjoy watching you like this,” I say and grope her breast while my other hand keeps a firm grip on the bar connecting her wrists. “Do you like this … slut?” I wonder if I am going too far, Mia has never been a fan of dirty talk, but I get a nod and a pleading moan in return. Her entire body is shaking from every touch, and though she struggles against her bonds, I do not get the sense that she truly wants to escape. I take hold of her collar chain and lead her through our house like a pet on a leash. She is having trouble walking in the heavy ankle shackles, but the sound of the heavy chains rattling is music to my ears. Her breasts bounce beautifully as we walk, and I cannot help but give the chain a tug to mark my dominance.

When we reach the bedroom, I slowly remove the shackles from her wrists and ankles. I wonder for a moment if the marks will be gone before she has to go to work in the morning, but the torrents of lust tearing through me soon override any other concerns. Though she is now unrestrained, she stands still, waiting for me to make the next move. She does not try to remove the hood or the gag – all she does is touch the collar, shuddering as she fondles the massive steel device.

“Take your clothes off. All of it.” My voice is colder, darker, reminding me of the voice I use as a cop.

She obeys. Soon, her crop top, yoga pants, and underwear are lying in a pile on the floor. I walk up behind her and take advantage of the unrestricted access to her large breasts as I wrap my arms around her. She moans, leaning her head back against my shoulder. Her collar feels cold against my skin. For a moment, she breaks character and raises her hand behind her head to let her fingers run through my hair, but I grab hold of her wrist and force her arm behind her back. She squeals as I pull it upward, but she soon relaxes when my other hand moves down from her breast toward her crotch.

“Behave. We’re not done yet,” I whisper as I slide two fingers inside her. “You’re soaking wet, you slut. Someone enjoys being restrained and dominated.”

She does not respond. Only a submissive, airy moan escapes her. She presses against my fingers, milking my touch for every drop of pleasure it can deliver. Her juices begin trickling down her inner thigh; I cannot recall ever seeing her this turned on before.

I push her onto the bed. Heavy leather cuffs await her, and before long, she is restrained spreadeagle on our bed, each of her limbs chained to one of the four bedposts. The wide leather cuffs squeak as she pulls at them, but the chains are taut, and she has little wriggle room. Her breathing intensifies, and I can tell that she is both excited and a little nervous. Her exposed pussy calls out to me, begs me to interact with it, and I will.

Just … not yet.

I undress before lying down on top of her, pressing my fit, naked body against hers. She clenches her hands into fists as she feels my weight. I let my fingers run across the heavy steel collar still locked around her neck.

“I don’t want you to get too comfortable,” I whisper as I pull the chain to her collar tight before locking it to the headboard, causing Mia to choke slightly. The gag already restricts her breathing; it is big, maybe a little too big for her mouth, but it is effective in muting her moans and the muffled begging for me to touch her. Her body is my playground, mine to use, and I savor every second of the experience.

I move down, stopping at her breasts. My lips close around one of them while my tongue playfully flickers at it. The restraints make every touch of my tongue far more intense, judging by Mia’s moans, and I torture her by taking my sweet time. I barely move an inch a minute down her body, kissing and licking every part of her, and when I finally reach her pussy, she is ready to explode.

That is when I stop.

“You want me to lick you?”

“Mmmmhmm!” Her whimpers are desperate. She nods her head, choking even harder as she pulls against the collar.

“I want to hear you beg,” I say and remove the gag.

Mia wastes no time. “Please! Abby, I beg you, please lick me!” Her voice is almost pitiful, and it turns me on to an extent I had never expected. “I’ll do whatever you want! Keep me in chains for the rest of our lives, I don’t care, just … I need to come!”

I can feel myself getting wet just from listening to her frustrated pleas.

“Show me how much you want it,” I say and once again lie down on top of her, this time the other way around. The moment my pussy is in range of her tongue, she starts licking me with furious determination, desperate for me to return the favor. Her tongue feels amazing against my clit, and a sheepish smile nestles on my lips as the lust tears through me. I lean forward, allowing the tip of my tongue to grace her clit, but there is no chance she will come from it. It just tortures her further.

Mia, however, is not a tease. Her tongue buries itself inside me, and I can feel myself getting close. I press my pussy onto her face, restricting her breathing, forcing her to finish me off. The orgasm is like an explosion in my loins that warms my entire body, and I feel powerful and fulfilled as every hair on my skin stands up. My legs shake beneath me, and I soon have to roll off Mia’s body to recover.

Fuck, that was amazing!

I smile and close my eyes for a second, embracing the experience. I am well aware that Mia is still lying chained next to me, helplessly waiting. I can feel the heat from her body and hear the sound of her breathing.

“Please … please, Abby …” she whimpers. I would release her in a heartbeat if she asked for it, but she does not.

I do not speak. I take the ballgag, soaked in her saliva, and in a moment of inventive cruelty, I push it inside her soaking wet pussy, rubbing her juices all over it. I then push it back into her mouth. It is humiliating, but something tells me that it just turns Mia on.

I move down between her legs, a place where I have been countless times before. Her pussy shimmers with lust, and her back arches the moment my tongue moves across her labia and up toward her clit. The time for teasing is over, and I push two, then three fingers inside her while I lick her. The moans soon turn to screams, and before long, she is close. So close she can taste it.

“Hold it,” I command her as I finger her faster and harder. My tongue presses against her clit.

“MMMMMPH!”

“Hold it, I said.”

She begins thrashing. It sounds like the bed is going to break as she pulls at the chains holding her, and for a moment I worry that she will pass out from choking.

“You can come,” I say.

“MMMMMMMMMMMHHHH!”

The gag does what it can, but it can not hold back the force of Mia’s orgasmic scream. Every muscle in her body tenses up, and the orgasm seems to go on forever. I slow the stimulation, following the rhythm of her body to deliver her safely to solid ground before pulling my soaked fingers out of her.

I sit astride her torso and remove the gag, then the hood. Mia blinks a few times as if she is waking from a dream, and I am surprised to see tears streaming down her cheeks.

“Are you alright?” I ask with a smile.

She nods. “I’ve … never been better. That was … incredible.”

I kiss her before unbuckling the leather cuffs holding her wrists and ankles. I reach out to unlock her collar, but she stops me with a smile.

“Not yet,” she says, her eyes sparkling with love. “Let me be your slave for a little longer. Just … hold me.”

We lie there for a while before Mia speaks again.

“You’re good at this,” she says and turns toward me. “I want to do it again. Not now, of course, but … soon.”

“You’re saying I should keep bringing work home with me?”

She nods. “Oh yes. And maybe … we can borrow that van for a weekend at some point.”

THE END
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Descent into Slavery

A shy young girl is introduced to a world of pain, submission, and unbelievable pleasure by an older, dominant woman – and loves every second of it. A series of 9 stories.

The Master’s Prisoner Slaves

When Abby is sent to prison to serve her unjust sentence, she has no idea that the prison hides countless secrets. A series of 8 stories.

Taming the Tormentor

When Aspen gets a chance to turn the tables on her bully Mel, she takes it - and slowly begins turning Mel from a bully into a slave. Ongoing series.

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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