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It was not uncommon to see police officers at the hospital, but something about the sight of the two uniformed men made Violet nervous. She had just finished with a patient when she noticed them standing at the reception desk, and when the secretary pointed at Violet, she felt an unpleasant shiver run down her spine. The two men betrayed no emotions as they walked toward her, and she managed to force a smile when they stopped in front of her.

“Can … can I help you?” she said. She knew the police officers were most likely there to ask about the victims of the traffic accident earlier that day, but their cold demeanor frightened her.

“We have a warrant for your arrest,” one of the officers said and pulled out a pair of handcuffs.

“My … what?” Violet fiddled nervously with her dark hair. “There … there must be some mistake?”

“If that’s the case, it’ll have to be sorted later. Please put your hands behind your back.”

“But I’ve done nothing wrong!” Violet took a step back. She could not pull her eyes away from the shiny steel handcuffs in the man’s hand. “This has to be a misunderstanding!”

Violet could feel her heart beat faster, and she could hear the blood pumping in her ears. She stared at the handcuffs as the officer stepped closer, and she found herself unable to move. Before she had time to react, he grabbed one of her wrists and snapped the cuffs onto it. The sound of the ratchet made a few of her coworkers turn to see what was happening, and the humiliation of being handcuffed in front of them made Violet sick to her stomach.

“Please …” she muttered as the officer pulled her hands behind her back and closed the cuffs onto the other wrist. “I’m not a criminal …”

He did not answer. He grabbed Violet by the arm and began escorting her out of the hospital. Past all her colleagues. Everyone turned to watch, causing the already sickening humiliation to deepen. Violet knew that it had to be a mistake, but there was nothing she could do about it now. The other officer received a phone call as they exited the building, but Violet was too distraught and distracted to hear what was discussed.

“That was the chief,” the man said when the call was over. He glanced at Violet. “He said to take her straight to prison.”

“What?” Violet snapped back to reality.

The officer looked at his colleague and ignored Violet’s outburst. “We might as well put her in full transport restraints now, she might have to wait a while to be processed when we arrive.”

The other cop nodded and opened the trunk of the waiting police car. As he found even more restraints, Violet had to endure the humiliation of standing handcuffed on the sidewalk while people walked by. She was not a criminal, but the metal cuffs digging into her wrists told her she was about to be treated like one.

“Step up against the car,” one of the cops said and pointed at the side of the vehicle. When she did not obey, he placed a hand on her back and pushed her toward the car.

“No … please!” Violet could see curious onlookers watching the scene, and the shame of the situation was overwhelming.

Violet felt a hand on her left ankle. Something cold and metallic was closed tightly around it, and she soon heard a click and a snap. The second cuff was locked onto her other ankle, and the feeling of the steel rubbing against her skin made her breathing shallow. Her handcuffs were removed, but only for a moment; a wide leather belt was fastened around her waist, and the handcuffs were attached to a large D-ring on the front of the belt and locked back onto her wrists. It was more comfortable than being cuffed behind her back, but it was also extremely restrictive.

“Get in,” the cop said and pushed her inside the car.

As the door slammed shut, Violet felt like everything was falling apart, but at least she did not have to endure the judgmental stares of strangers any longer. She stared at the handcuffs, and although she was still ashamed of being arrested, it felt strangely calming to be restrained. She was no stranger to handcuffs, but outside the bedroom, it felt very different, far more serious. The shame still lingered, but a slight trickle of arousal had joined it.

You can’t be enjoying this, Violet, she told herself as the car began to move.

Violet’s anxiety increased for every security gate the car drove through. The cuffs felt tighter around her wrists, and when the door finally opened and the cop gestured for her to get out, she felt like she could pass out. With every step, the chain connecting her ankle restraints rattled loudly, and the steel dug into her tendons, making walking a painful chore.

A young female prison guard greeted them at the end of the small parking lot. She smiled at the two officers.

“So this is our newest prisoner?” she asked. “Violet, was it?”

Violet nodded. “I am, but … I … this is a mistake.”

The woman shrugged. “That’s not for me to decide.” She looked at the two officers. “I’ll take her from here.” She grabbed hold of Violet’s arm and led her inside the large, imposing building. “You’re lucky that I can process you right away. Time to get you into something more … comfortable.”

She took Violet into a changing room and removed the cuffs and belt. She gestured at Violet’s hospital scrubs.

“Take them off,” the guard said. “All of it.”

Violet had never felt so humiliated. Being forced to strip in front of another woman made her tremble, but she knew she had no choice. The guard was young, but the confident and stern expression on her face made it clear that she was not to be trifled with. As Violet’s clothes came off, the guard studied her body and nodded approvingly.

“Very nice, you obviously take care of your body,” the guard said. She smiled. “Don’t worry, you won’t have to stay naked. Put this on.”

Violet stared at the orange button-up dress handed to her. It was short and revealing. The material was thin and stretchy. She had to wrestle with it to put it on, and it did not leave much to the imagination. It was humiliating.

“Please, I tried to tell the officers … this is a misunderstanding. I’ve never even gotten a parking ticket!”

There was a trace of empathy to be seen on the guard’s face. “I’m sure it’ll get sorted out, but your court date is still a few weeks off. You’ll just have to make the best of your time here while you wait.” She placed an ID bracelet on Violet’s wrist. “For now, you’re a prisoner, and you’ll be treated as such.”

Violet looked at her name on the bracelet. It was as if the bracelet itself stripped away some of her humanity, turned her into a number, a tagged piece of meat. It was oddly liberating, but she did not have time to dwell on the unexpected sensation before she heard the sound of rattling chains.

“It’s a long walk to your cell,” the guard said. “And you’re required to be chained whenever you’re not locked up.”

“Are all those necessary,” Violet said, though part of her did not mind being restrained again. “Can’t you just handcuff me?”

The guard chuckled. “I could … but this is more fun.”

She knelt and locked one of the ankle cuffs onto Violet’s left ankle and the other one onto her right. The sound of the ratchets locking in place made the butterflies in Violet’s stomach flutter, and her heart began beating faster. Now that there were no onlookers, no coworkers, the restraints felt different. Enticing, even. Instead of a leather belt, a chain was fastened around Violet’s waist with single cuffs attached on either side. The guard took her hand and pulled it toward the cuff, and as the metal locked shut, Violet could not help but feel a jolt of arousal run through her.

“Look, I’ll do you a favor,” the guard said and cuffed the other hand. She then connected the legcuffs to the waist chain using a chain and two padlocks. “Prisoners are not usually allowed conjugal visits before their court date, but I’ll see if I can get you one anyway.”

Violet smiled for the first time since her arrest. “I’d appreciate that, thanks.”

“No problem.” The guard opened a nearby door. “Now move, prisoner 451-221.”

Violet followed the instructions and stepped through the door. A very long, narrow corridor lay ahead, and she had to concentrate on her steps to avoid falling. It was painful, and the shackles rubbed her ankles raw. She could hear the loud clanking of her restraints echo through the hallway, and although she was still frightened and uncomfortable, there was something about the sound and the feeling of the restraints digging into her skin that excited her.

The corridor ended in a large hall, from which smaller hallways branched out in three directions. She saw other chained women wearing similar outfits, some of them even being collared.

It’ll all get sorted out, Violet thought. She had done nothing wrong, after all.

“This is your new home,” the guard said when they reached Violet’s cell. It was cramped, nothing more than an uncomfortable bed and a stainless steel toilet. “For now, at least. We’ll see how long you have to stay here.” The guard chuckled and took off the restraints. “Enjoy your stay.”

She pushed Violet inside and closed the heavy door. Violet could hear the lock click. There were no windows, just a wall of bars, and even though she was no longer restrained, it felt like the world was closing in on her. Her wrists and ankles throbbed where the restraints had dug into them, and she massaged her wrists as she sat down on the bed.

She was in prison.

The reality of it all, the humiliation, the shame, it was almost too much to bear. It had all happened so fast, and she was not even sure if they had told her husband Harry.

It’ll all get sorted out ...

Days went by slowly in prison. As a new arrival, Violet was mostly kept in her cell, apart from a few hours of fresh air every day in a closed-off yard. There was no room to move in the cell, and since she was cuffed on her hands and feet whenever she was led outside, she got used to walking in chains. The guards soon started adding a shiny, heavy steel collar to the restraints, dragging her through the corridors by pulling a chain attached to the collar, and though it was beyond humiliating to be treated like an animal, Violet felt a rush of excitement every time the collar was locked around her neck.

Violet figured she had to try to enjoy her hopefully short stay in prison, and being led around in handcuffs was an unexpected pleasure. But even though life in her cell was dull, the complete absence of responsibilities, chores, and work soon became a welcome break, even if the cell barely qualified as a one-star hotel.

One day, the guard she had met upon her arrival appeared outside the steel-barred door with a huge smile on her young face.

“Enjoying your stay, Violet?” the guard asked and leaned against the bars.

Violet got up from the bed. “It’s not too bad. The catering sucks, but there’s plenty of time for relaxation.”

“Glad to hear it.” The guard pulled out a pair of handcuffs and tapped them against the steel bars. “You know what to do. Step over here so I can cuff you.”

Violet did as she was told. By now, the sound of the handcuffs closing and the feel of cold steel against her skin brought her nothing but pleasure. It was liberating to be helpless, and knowing that she was likely to be released after her impending court date filled her with conflicting emotions. Did she really want to leave all this behind?

The handcuffs were locked to a belly chain, a pair of legcuffs snapped shut around Violet’s ankles, and a chain was added to connect the legcuffs to the belly chain. It was routine by now, but a welcome one, and Violet let out a satisfied sigh as she struggled against her shackles, just to feel the helplessness wash over her. There was nothing she could do, no way for her to escape, and the powerlessness freed her in a way.

But it was the final piece of the puzzle that made her skin sizzle and her breathing shallow. The guard gently lifted Violet’s straight, dark hair before slowly closing the steel collar around Violet’s slender neck. The collar was a tight fit, and the cold steel felt amazing against her skin. She was reminded of its presence with every breath, and she could not help but smile as the guard yanked at the chain to get her to follow.

The two walked for a while. Violet’s ankles were screaming from trying to keep up with the long-legged guard, but she was also immensely turned on by the humiliating walk. The guard opened an unseemly door that led to a room a bit larger than Violet’s cell. There was a window with steel bars in front of it and a queen-sized bed, but it was the sight of her husband standing near the window that made Violet’s heart skip a beat.

“Harry!”

“Hey, sweetie. It’s been a while.” Harry smiled at the guard. “Thank you for setting this up.”

“No problem. I’ll just remove the restraints and leave you two alone.”

She found her keys and was about to remove the collar when Violet pulled away.

“Can you … can you leave them on?” No part of Violet wanted the chains removed, even though she ached to hug her husband. She glanced at Harry who smiled and nodded.

The guard shrugged. “Sure. It’s not like you’re the first prisoner to request that.” She pulled a few keys out of her keyring and handed them to Harry. “If you need them.”

“Thank you,” Harry said, unable to take his eyes off Violet.

“You’ve got two hours.” The guard checked her watch. “Enjoy.”

The door closed and locked behind Violet, leaving her alone with her husband. The two just stood there at first, smiling at each other like smitten teenagers, but eventually, Harry could not resist anymore and pulled Violet in for a warm, passionate kiss. For a moment, Violet had no worries about whether or not she would be released - she just embraced the moment. Their tongues intertwined, and Violet’s cuffed hands could feel Harry harden through his pants.

“I’ve missed you,” he said.

“I’ve missed you too.” Violet smiled. “But I don’t want to talk. I’m chained and I’m horny. I’m all yours.”

He returned the smile and pushed Violet down onto the bed. The chains rattled as Harry pulled up the skimpy, tight prison dress to reveal Violet’s pussy. She closed her eyes and smiled, letting out a muted gasp when she felt his wet tongue against her inner thigh. He teased her, running the tip of his tongue along her sensitive skin without touching her slit. His hot breath, the coolness of the metal against her skin, and the feeling of the tongue just barely touching her drove Violet wild, and she was already moaning and panting.

When Harry finally ran his tongue between her labia, she let out a loud, drawn-out moan and struggled against the restraints. The handcuffs dug into her flesh, reminded her that she could do nothing to stop him even if she wanted to. The feeling was liberating, and the arousal was building rapidly. His tongue flicked against her clitoris, and she let out a gasp.

“Fuck, Harry, that feels so good.” She sighed and pulled at the chains. “Don’t stop, please.”

Harry did not answer. He grabbed her hips to hold her steady and began licking her clit and labia in earnest, eliciting a series of moans from his chained wife. Violet arched her back in anticipation and pulled at her cuffs when she felt the orgasm approaching, and when Harry pushed his tongue deep inside her, she screamed and thrashed wildly on the bed. Her orgasm was explosive and lasted longer than ever before, and the feeling of the cold steel against her wrists as she struggled amplified the experience.

“Holy shit,” she panted when the orgasm subsided. She could hear Harry breathe heavily between her legs, and the knowledge that she had turned him on made her want more. She looked into his eyes when he raised his head, told him without words that she was his to command, and he smiled in return. He got up and removed his clothes, revealing his erect cock.

Violet knew what he wanted. She moved off the bed and got onto her knees. She loved giving blowjobs, but doing so in cuffs, with the collar tight around her neck, added a whole new layer of excitement. She wrapped her lips tight around his cock, and she began sucking it, taking as much of it in her mouth as she could. The feeling of the collar digging into her neck was intoxicating, and she could hear Harry moan as he pushed her head down, forcing his cock deep down her throat. He kept a firm grip on the collar chain, slightly choking her, and the sound of the chain joined with their moans in a sensual choir. Harry pushed his hips back and forth, forcing her to keep up the pace, and the feeling of the steel collar tightening around her throat was driving Violet wild.

But she was not the only one enjoying it. She knew his tells, knew the signals from his body, and when she noticed his abs tightening, she sucked him harder, letting her tongue dance along the underside of his shaft. His hands pressed her face into his groin as he thrust his hips forward, and the taste of his seed filled her mouth when he came. She swallowed, licked the last drop of cum off the head of his cock, and smiled at him.

“That … was amazing …” he said, struggling to catch his breath. No more words needed to be spoken. They sat down on the edge of the bed together for a while to kiss and embrace. Violet could feel the arousal build within her, feel her body beg for more, and before long, she could not stand it anymore.

“Fuck me, Harry,” she whimpered. “Hard.”

He smiled. “I will. But first …” He unlocked Violet’s handcuffs from the belly chain and opened one of the cuffs, only to lock the handcuffs back on again behind her back. He then gestured for her to get on her knees on the bed. Violet obeyed; something about being chained in front of him made her want Harry to take charge, to command her. She placed her head on a pillow and pushed her ass up to welcome him. She was exposed, vulnerable - and ready.

Harry was in no rush. He caressed her body, ran his fingers through her hair, and massaged her back. She could feel her arousal build, feel her juices drip down the inside of her thigh. She was desperate, but she also loved the teasing. She pulled at her cuffs to feel them, and she let out a loud, aching moan when she felt the tip of Harry’ cock against her pussy.

“Please …” she whispered. The collar chain was yanked, and the steel pressed against her neck, choking her as Harry pushed his cock deep inside her. There was nothing she could do, nowhere she could go, and the powerlessness made her scream in ecstasy. He took it slow, allowing her pussy to welcome him, to expand for him. He held her chain as if she was a wild horse needing to be tamed.

He pulled it, raised her head from the pillow before pausing to allow her to gasp for air. The pain in her neck as he pulled her head back felt strangely satisfying. He kept his other hand on her waist chain as he slowly picked up the pace. His cock slid in and out of her, and she could hear him pant and moan behind her. His fingers dug into her flesh, and the chain to her collar jangled as his thrusts became harder.

Violet was lost in a haze of lust and passion. With each thrust, he drove deeper inside her, and she was screaming and moaning, begging him not to stop. He did not. Her pussy was wet and ready, and she could feel the orgasm approach, a wave of intense pleasure that built inside her, threatening to drown her in ecstasy. Harry pulled the collar chain tighter, raising her upper body off the mattress. Violet could barely breathe, but it made every thrust feel much more intense. She closed her eyes as the orgasm washed over her, and her screams drowned out Harry’ own. She kept pulling at her cuffs as the orgasm took over her body, and when it began to subside, she collapsed onto the bed, exhausted and satisfied, but Harry was not done with her yet.

He removed the belly chain and the chain connecting it to the legcuffs before once again unlocking one of the handcuffs He then turned her onto her back and cuffed her hands to a steel bar on the headrest. Her hands were now firmly secured above her head, but at least she could look into the eyes of the man she loved as he lowered himself onto her quivering body. He was rock hard and ready, and his cock slid effortlessly inside her. He was gentle this time, holding her and caressing her face as he fucked her. Violet felt the handcuffs dig into her wrists, but she did not mind.

It was intimate.

Intense.

Sensual.

The handcuffs rattled with every gentle, slow thrust, and though Violet’s pussy was sensitive after the orgasm, she was ready for him. He kissed the part of her neck not covered by the wide steel collar before once again grabbing the chain, pulling it gently to restrict her breathing. She could hear his moans, feel his body pressing against hers, and she knew he would soon come. The feeling of helplessness, of being at the mercy of another, was incredible.

He pushed in deeper and deeper, increasing the pace. Violet smiled at him and looked into his eyes as he went deep and let out a loud groan. She could feel his hot cum fill her up, and the feeling was exquisite. He was sweaty and tired, but he managed to stay inside her until he was done. It was not until after he had pulled out that he allowed himself to collapse onto the bed beside her. The two lay there for a while, panting, exhausted, and satisfied.

Violet turned to him and smiled, her hands still cuffed above her head. “I quite enjoyed that,” she said.

“Me too.”

Violet took a moment to try and make sense of the plethora of emotions washing over her. “Look … I assume the court thing will go my way and I’ll be released …” She sighed. “If not, at least we get to do conjugal visits like this.”

Harry kissed her. “I’m sure you’ll be released.”

“In that case …” Violet pulled at the handcuffs. “We’ll need to do some shopping …”
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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.

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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