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Chapter 1

I press send on the email and lean back in my desk chair. There is still a pile of work to be done, but I allow myself a moment of respite. I check my watch. Five minutes until lunch. Perfect. The sun washes in over my office from the large windows, reflecting in the shiny steel bracelet of my watch. I sit for a bit, fiddling with the clasp while I look out over the city. My boss walks out of his office with a smile.

“Taking a break, are we, Charlotte?” Frederick says and places a folder on my desk.

I nod. “Don’t worry, I’m on top of things.”

“You usually are.” He points at the folder. “Can you sort this out after lunch? I want to get it to the Germans before tomorrow.”

“Will do.” I get up and adjust my black dress. The soft fabric feels good against my skin. “I’m going to lu-”

The door opens. Two police officers, a man and a woman, step inside. Their grim faces spell trouble, and I immediately know why they are there.

Frederick glances at me and clears his throat. “Can I help you, officers?”

The female officer turns towards me. “Charlotte Greene?”

“Y… yes?”

“You’re under arrest under suspicion of having committed credit card fraud.” She grabs a pair of handcuffs and steps toward me. “Please put your hands behind your back, ma’am.”

“Charlotte?” Frederick stares at me, and the betrayal in his eyes makes me sick to my stomach. “That’s how you paid for your transition?”

Tears well up in my eyes as the officer slaps the handcuffs onto my wrists. The moment the cold steel touches my skin, I know that it is over. That I am going to prison. “I’m sorry, Frederick,” I say with an apologetic smile, unable to explain further before the woman grabs me by the arm and leads me out of my office.

They could not have chosen a worse time to arrest me. Dozens of coworkers turn to stare at me as I am led out of the office in handcuffs. The cuffs clatter against my large steel watch, and I am unable to meet the gaze of the people I know so well. The humiliation of the moment almost makes me pass out, and I cannot help but breathe a sigh of relief when we reach the elevator. Once inside the elevator, I get a glimpse of myself in the mirror, and the view of me in cuffs is enough to make me dizzy. I am not one of the good girls. I am a criminal and the handcuffs are a mark of that fact.

As we step outside of the building, the sun blinds me, and I stumble in my heels. The female officer grabs my arm and leads me towards the patrol car. I feel a pang of humiliation as I realize that my coworkers are probably watching from above, seeing me being loaded into a police car like the criminal I am. I get into the backseat and the door slams shut. My hands are still locked behind my back, and I am momentarily distracted by the worry that the cuffs will scratch my beloved watch.

What will happen to me now? I wonder as the police car drives off.

***

The trial is quick and painful. Being confronted with my bad decisions in front of other people is humiliating, and the orange prison scrubs are a far cry from the beautiful, comfortable dresses I am used to wearing. To my surprise, however, I am finding some joy in being handcuffed, even if it is degrading. I look down at my cuffed wrists while the judge reads his final verdict. The cuffs are attached to a leather belt to limit my movement, and the ankle cuffs meant to deter me from running are a bit too tight, digging into my Achilles tendon when I walk.

“Charlotte Greene, please stand,” the judge says and clears his throat. He is an older man with a kind face, but his demeanor hardens when he looks at me. “You’ve been found guilty of credit card fraud. Your sentence is 18 months in prison.”

18 months? I suddenly feel dizzy.

“Where to place you is the next question, however.” He looks at a paper in his hand. “Sending you to a men’s prison would be cruel. Your physical appearance would lead to unbearable harassment or worse. I cannot in good conscience send you there.”

I breathe a sigh of relief. I might still have a penis, small though it is after the hormone treatments, but my outward appearance is that of a woman. Being surrounded by voracious men in an enclosed space would be a nightmare.

“However …” The judge seems to weigh his words. “You could be a danger to other women in a women’s prison, due to you having a … penis.” He scratches his chin. “But there are ways around that. You will serve your 18 months at Greenview Prison, but you will be forced to wear a chastity cage throughout your incarceration.”

My first instinct is to protest, but the look in the judge’s eyes tells me that there is no room for bargaining. 18 months in chastity. The thought is unbearable.

“You will be taken to prison immediately.” He looks at the officer near me. “Please take her away.”

The officer grabs my arms and leads me away. The shackles clank as I walk, and I almost trip and fall. I cannot help but cry at my predicament. Not only will I spend the coming year and a half in prison, a year and a half of my life that I will never get back, but I will also have to endure the utter humiliation of being in chastity the whole time. My mind struggles to comprehend how I will cope with it all.

We drive for a few hours before Greenview Prison comes into view. It is a large concrete building, fenced in by tall walls and barbed wire. Two female prison guards take me into a small room with concrete walls and a tiny window with steel bars in front of it. A pair of handcuffs hang from a chain in the ceiling, and the sight of them gives me chills. They release me from my cuffs and take a step back.

“Remove your clothes, prisoner,” one of them, a blonde woman with gray eyes, says and crosses her arms.

I obey and slowly strip off my clothes until I am naked, standing in front of them. I can see them look at the penis between my legs, and I feel a surge of embarrassment.

The other guard, a tall muscular woman with brown hair, steps forward and locks me in the handcuffs hanging from the ceiling. I struggle for a moment against the cuffs, but I am completely helpless. Helpless and naked.

“She looks good,” the brunette remarks to the other guard and smiles. She leaves for a moment and returns with a small steel cage in the shape of a penis. “This should fit.”

They pull my penis into the cage with some effort, as it is a bit too tight. The metal is cold and uncomfortable, but I find myself getting turned on despite this, or maybe because of this. They lock the cage with a special key, and my lips tremble as I stand there, utterly humiliated in front of the two guards. I feel like I have been stripped of my humanity, not just my clothes.

The blonde walks up to me and caresses my cheek. “I know it’s a lot to take in,” she says with a kind, soft voice. “Only the guards know that you’re transgender, and the judge has ordered that you’ll be allowed to shower alone. We don’t want to cause a stir.”

“Th… thank you,” I stutter. It is an island of comfort in a sea of misery. I can feel the chastity cage scrape against my inner thigh, and wearing it for 18 months seems like an impossible challenge.

The other guard smirks. “I hope you get used to the cage, prisoner. And I really hope the sight of women in chains don’t turn you on.” She laughs and walks towards the steel door. “Come, let’s leave the new arrival to get used to her cage for a bit.”

The other guard nods. I watch in horror as the two leave me in the chilly room, naked and chained. The steel handcuffs are digging into my skin, and I groan as my cock grows a bit larger inside its cage. The realization that I am turned on by being handcuffed should make my stay easier, but the cage constantly makes its presence known.

When they finally come to get me, my arms are numb and my cock is aching from pressing against its cage. I whimper as the blood rushes back into my arms. It has been a rough introduction to life in prison, and it almost feels like a luxury when I am allowed to put on prison scrubs. I am once again handcuffed behind my back and escorted through the large facility. It feels like everyone is staring at me as I am paraded through the cell block in chains, and I am already exhausted when we finally reach my cell.

“Get in,” the guard says and pushes me inside before closing the steel-barred door. The cell is tiny, with nothing but two bunk beds and a steel toilet. But I am not alone in there. A gorgeous girl, at least a head shorter than me, appears from the bottom bunk and smiles as she eyes me up and down.

“Can you leave the handcuffs on, Miss?” the girl asks with a smirk.

“Not today, Rodriguez,” the guard says with a sigh and removes my handcuffs through the bars. “Be nice to the new arrival.” She leaves and the door slams shut with a loud clank.

“Oh, I will.” The girl gets out of the bunk and crosses her arms. “What’s your name?” Her black hair is tied in a ponytail, and she is wearing a white tank top and baggy prison pants. She is very pretty, with a cute face and big brown eyes.

“I’m Charlotte,” I say and eye her nervously. “Nice to meet you.”

“My name’s Bianca.” She presses me up against the bars. I am taller than her, but she is strong, and I have always struggled to push back against people who take charge. “And I think you and I are going to get along great.” She smiles and slides her hand up under my shirt. “You’re beautiful.”

I let out a whimper when her hand reaches my breasts. They have grown considerably after my hormone treatments, and they are very sensitive to touch. My cock twitches inside its cage as her hand moves further up, and I realize that she is not the type to take no for an answer.

“Thank you,” I stutter, unable to do anything to stop her. But I am not sure I want to. Bianca is making sure I understand who is in charge, but there is a tenderness to her touch that is most welcome. I can feel the cold steel bars through the prison scrubs, and for a brief moment, I give in to the pleasure.

Then Bianca’s other hand dives into my pants.

“No! Wait, I …”

Bianca’s hand closes around the chastity cage. “Oh, what do we have here?” A smile that I cannot quite decipher spreads on her full lips. “This is new …” She looks up at me. “You could’ve fooled me with those lovely breasts.”

I sigh. “Well, that’s the point. Please … please don’t tell the other inmates.”

Bianca chuckles. “I won’t.” Her hand is still closed around the cage and my balls. My cock reacts to the heat from her as she presses against my body. “Tell me, Charlotte … do you know how to satisfy a woman, now that this thing is out of commission?”

I blush and try to pull away, but Bianca is still not letting go. “I … maybe a little …”

“That’s a no.” She finally releases me from her grasp and smells her hand with a smile. “I’ll teach you.” She cocks her head to the side as she studies me. “I get the top bunk. When they turn off the lights tonight … I’m coming for you.”

I feel a tingle down my spine and look down at the ground.

Bianca laughs. “Only if you want to! I’m not a rapist, Charlotte. I just think you’re cute. Look, it’s just sex.”

“It’s … okay.” I have never been able to resist a strong woman.

That night, I lie in the bottom bunk and stare at the top one while I hear the guards walk past outside, checking every cell. My cock presses against its cage in anticipation. I have no idea what to expect, and my heart begins to beat faster when they finally turn off the lights and Bianca’s smiling, gorgeous face appears from the top bunk.

The cell is almost pitch black, and the only light comes from a dim bulb in the hallway. It illuminates Bianca’s face and naked body in a strange, ethereal way. I had expected her to be aggressive, to force herself upon me, but she leans in and kisses me gently instead. I feel a jolt of energy and lean into the kiss. I have not kissed a woman in a very long time, and I had forgotten how much I enjoy the soft, sensual touch of a woman’s lips. Her tongue is gentle, exploring, and her hands find their way to my chest and rest on my breasts.

She sits astride me. “Take your clothes off.”

I do as she says, and soon, we are both naked in the bunk. My cock is hard inside its cage, and it is becoming increasingly uncomfortable. Bianca lies down on the bed and grabs a fistful of my hair.

“You belong to me, Charlotte,” Bianca says and kisses me, more forcefully this time. She presses her tongue inside my mouth. “Lick me. Show me how good your tonguework is.”

I obey. I am not used to giving up control in any other part of life, but when it comes to sex, I have never found anything more enjoyable. Bianca tastes of salt, and I lap up the sweat from her inner thighs before moving towards her pussy. I have always enjoyed the smell of another woman, and even though my cock presses painfully against its cage, the pleasure I am feeling is enormous. I let my tongue explore her pussy, licking her folds and tasting her. I can feel her tremble, and the thought that I can make her do that is exhilarating.

“Go deeper …” she whispers and grabs my hair again, pushing my face into her pussy. I do as she says, and it seems to have the desired effect. She closes her eyes and moans softly as I lick her. She guides me with her hands, and I feel my cock grow harder as I realize that she is in complete control. I can hear the metal clink as I shift on the bunk.

“Faster. Harder.” She grabs hold of my hair with both hands now, ensuring that I cannot stop licking her. She bites her lip, holding in her moans and the orgasm that follows. Her body twitches as her pussy contracts, and I can feel the warmth on my face. It is the most erotic moment of my life, and I moan softly as my cock aches.

Bianca opens her eyes and looks at me. “That was … nice. You have a talented tongue, Charlotte.” She smiles and kisses me, and the taste of her own pussy on my tongue seems to excite her further. “Your turn.”

Before I have time to react, she grabs me by the arms and rolls me over. She is now on top, but she has more surprises up her sleeve. She grabs something from the top bunk, and the dim light reflects in a pair of handcuffs. Seconds later, my hands are cuffed above my head to a steel bar at the end of the bed.

“What the … where did you get those?” I whisper as I pull at the cuffs. Just the feel and sound of the steel make me incredibly aroused. Having Bianca’s warm body on top of me only makes it better.

Bianca shrugs. “I have many talents. How did you think I ended up in here?” She smiles. “The guard never noticed I took them from her belt.” She leans down and kisses me again, her tongue exploring my mouth. I moan into her lips, and my body tingles as the arousal builds. Her hand finds its way down to the cage, and she grabs hold of it. “Poor little thing, being in a cage like that.” She kisses my neck and works her way down towards my breasts.

I arch my back and close my eyes as I feel her warm lips on my nipple. The pleasure is immense, I struggle to mute my moans. I can feel her fingers tracing the lines of the cage that imprisons my cock, and the combined sensation is overwhelming. But Bianca takes it to a whole new level when she moves further down and her tongue begins tracing the edges of my cage. Her hands pinch and squeeze my nipples, and the pleasure builds slowly in my body.

“Shh,” Bianca whispers as she lets her tongue tease me through the cage. “Don’t want the guards to hear us. Or maybe you do?” She smiles and moves up to kiss me again. “You seem to get off on this, huh?” She looks at the cuffs that hold me down. “I know the feeling. I love being handcuffed.”

She continues to lick me, and every time I pull at the cuffs, I feel a surge of intense arousal wash over me. I had not thought it possible with the restrictive cage, but I can tell an orgasm is coming, even if it is slow.

Bianca has other plans. I moan and whimper when she stops pleasuring me, but the only answer my muted frustration gets is a confident smile.

“You belong to me. That includes your pleasure.” She kisses me. “I’ll decide when you get to come. I’ll keep you on edge until then.”

I should be angry, but having Bianca take charge like that is a huge turn-on. “Can you … can you at least remove the handcuffs?”

Bianca chuckles. “The handcuffs? Oh, I never managed to steal the keys. You’ll just have to sleep like that.” She gets off the bed and smiles at me. “I can’t wait to hear your explanation when they ask how you ended up cuffed to the bed.”

I watch her disappear back into the top bunk. For a few minutes, I consider calling a guard, but I soon accept my fate. I smile to myself as I try to go to sleep; this prison stay might be a lot more enjoyable than I had initially thought.


Chapter 2

Prison is both exactly like I imagined it and nothing like it. The tough girls with bad attitudes that I had expected are certainly present, dominating the yard where a lot of the day is spent. I am not sure how I will be treated if they discover I am transgender, but I have no intention of finding out. What does surprise me, however, is the fact that many of the inmates are made to wear handcuffs, legcuffs, or worse throughout the day, not just when being transported.

“It’s a form of punishment,” Bianca says when she notices me staring at a woman nearby. She is handcuffed behind her back and dependent on other inmates to help her. “She got into a fight in the dining hall. Being punished is risky for some people, they can’t defend themselves anymore.” Bianca looks at me. “Does it turn you on to see a woman in chains, Charlotte?”

I nod. “I have to admit that it does.” I move a little on the bench we are sitting on, wincing when I feel the cage scrape against it.

“Me too.” Bianca leans back against the tall prison wall and closes her eyes as she lets the rays of the sun warm her fit body. “There’s a lot to like about being in here.” She opens one eye and looks at me, grinning when she notices that I am still staring at the cuffed woman. “If you want to be cuffed yourself, just get in trouble. The guards can get pretty creative with their punishments.”

“I think I’d prefer going under the radar for the duration of my sentence,” I say with a sigh and wrestle my gaze away.

“I’m not sure you’ll succeed.” She scoots closer and slides her hand down my pants, tracing the edge of my chastity cage with her finger. “See, I want you to be my slave, Charlotte. I think you have a real talent for taking orders and submitting to another woman. I want you to pleasure me every night, and maybe I’ll return the favor if you do well. Would you like that?”

An embarrassing, revealing moan escapes me as my body trembles. “Y… yes, Bianca.” I do want it. Bianca is one of the sexiest women I have ever seen, just feeling the heat from her body turns me on, and I feel safe in her presence. And the prospect of sexual gratification is a wonderful bonus.

My stay at Greenview Prison finds a weird sort of rhythm in the weeks that follow. The day is spent partly in the cell, usually reading, in the laundry room where I have been assigned to work, and in the yard. The nights, however, often involve Bianca dominating me; she makes me worship her body, massage her, pleasure her, and more, and she will occasionally return the favor. We have to do it all in almost complete silence, and I know that it is only a matter of time before we are discovered, but the risk adds a certain spice.

This night is no different. Bianca comes down to my bunk wearing nothing but a tank top and her panties. “Mmm … I think you need to be punished, my slave,” she says and bites her lower lip.

“What?” I sit up in the bed. “Why?”

“Because I feel like it.” She grabs hold of my hair and pulls my head back before kissing my neck. “Because I want to leave my mark on your body, even if it’s only for a moment.” She smiles at me; it is a warm, genuine smile brimming with affection. “Get over my knees. Now.”

I chuckle. “What, are you going to spank me?”

She nods. “That’s exactly what I’m going to do.”

I feel a pleasant warmth spread from my nether regions to the rest of my body at the thought. “The guards will hear us.”

“You better not cry out, then.”

Bianca does not give me a chance to refuse; she grabs me by the shoulders and pulls me onto the bed, throwing me down across her knee. She grabs hold of my hair and yanks me backward, pulling my face close to hers.

“I’m going to enjoy this,” she whispers, her breath hot on my face. “Are you?”

I nod. She pulls my panties down to expose my buttocks. My cock swells in its cage. It is uncomfortable, but the mere sight of Bianca’s body, the heat I feel coming off her, and her domineering personality is a huge turn-on.

“I wish I still had the handcuffs,” she says as the first slap lands on my ass.

I let out a muted groan. The guards had laughed when they found me handcuffed after my first night. Bianca had denied all knowledge, I had refused to rat her out, and they had decided to leave the matter be and instead use the opportunity to tease their colleague that they had found the cuffs she had misplaced.

The second slap is harder, but my groan is not quite as loud. I can feel my asscheeks grow warmer and redder as each slap hits home, and I am unable to stop myself from moaning. I try to keep quiet, but each new slap stings more than the last, and it is impossible not to whimper. It is humiliating to lie like this, being punished by my cellmate, but I am surprised how much I enjoy it. I am beginning to draw pleasure from being humiliated, just as I am growing accustomed to my cage. I do not mind being in it as long as Bianca is in control.

She lets her hand rest on my ass for a moment. “You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?”

I nod.

“Good.” Her hand comes down hard on my sore buttock, and I let out a loud moan. Bianca’s hand is on my mouth immediately, muffling the sound.

But it is too late.

We hear footsteps, but we do not have time to react before a flashlight illuminates the cell.

“Well, well … someone is enjoying themselves,” a voice sounds. The light blinds me, I can only see a shadowy figure, but I recognize the voice as Rook, one of the female guards. “Both of you, get up and stand with your back to the bars. And pull those panties up, Greene.”

I feel like I cannot breathe. Bianca smiles at me, but I can tell that even she is nervous. Rook handcuffs us both behind our backs before grabbing her radio.

“Welles, are you there? Yeah, this is Rook. I have two lovebirds here being naughty. Prep room 302.”

I have no idea what it means, but Bianca and I are soon dragged out of our cell and through several security gates. I have never been in this part of the prison before, and I look around nervously. A guard, a muscular woman in her late thirties, stands in front of a steel door.

“Get inside,” she says and points. I recognize her as Welles, another of the female guards. The room itself is just another cell but without a bed or toilet. There is a drain in the floor, and it is narrower than the normal cells, barely large enough for me to spread my arms to each side. There is no window, and it feels like my throat is closing at the thought of what they might do to us.

“These cells were used for solitary confinement,” Welles says with a sadistic grin. “But we have found other uses for it now.” She uncuffs us and takes a step back. “Strip. Both of you.”

We both obey. Rook pushes me up against one wall while Welles pushes Bianca up against the other. They handcuff our hands above our heads to rings that have been bolted to the wall. They do the same to our feet, and before long, we are unable to move much. The cold concrete wall feels rough against my naked back.

“There.” Rook grins as she watches us squirm in our restraints. “There’s be no touching tonight. We’ll see you in the morning.”

“The morning?” Bianca stares at them in disbelief. “You’re going to leave us like this all night?”

Welles nods. “Of course. And we’ll leave the lights on so the two of you can enjoy the sight of what you cannot touch.”

The two guards close the heavy steel door. I am not even sure we are being watched, and I begin to breathe faster. I have never been great in confined spaces, and this cell is making me claustrophobic. My heart is beating fast, and the sweat on my naked body is already beginning to dry in the chilly cell.

“Charlotte … relax. We’ll be out in the morning,” Bianca says and smiles. She pulls at her cuffs to test them and lets her slender fingers run across the smooth steel. “Think of it as another one of our little games. You want to be chained. Now you are. And you get to look at a chained woman at the same time.”

I take a deep breath and try to embrace the experience. Bianca is right, after all. But not being able to touch each other is a cruel torture, and I can already feel my cock pushing against its cage. I watch as Bianca squirms, trying to find a comfortable position, and I am surprised at the tenderness in her voice. She is obviously worried about me. I am glad she is here with me, and I make it my goal to get through this with a smile on my face, for her sake. Maybe I will even enjoy it.

The first hour is easy. The second hour is harder, as I feel the handcuffs digging into my skin and the shackles holding my feet in place are beginning to chafe. My arms are getting sore, but it is manageable. I look at Bianca. Her black hair is loose and frames her pretty face, enhancing her big eyes. She keeps encouraging me, distracting me from my predicament by telling stories of her home and the string of bad decisions that brought her to Greenview. When the guards finally come to get us, our arms are numb and our minds frazzled, but I feel closer to her.

I … I think I’m in love.

The next night, as we are finally able to lie in our beds again, Bianca pops her head out from the top bunk.

“Thank you for last night,” she says. “I wouldn’t want to have shared that experience with anyone else. And I’m too tired to have my way with you tonight.” She blows me a kiss and disappears again.

I smile and close my eyes. Sleep finds me quickly, but in the moments before it does, I am back in the cell with Bianca. Now that I do not have to endure the physical stress of being chained to the wall anymore, the experience takes on a far more sensual, arousing vibe, and the image of a cuffed Bianca squirming and struggling joins me in my dreams.


Chapter 3

It turns out Bianca had been enjoying the experience as well, and we soon begin thinking of ways to get in a little trouble so the guards will restrain us. It does not take long before the guards have handcuffed us both and locked legcuffs around our ankles, forcing us to wear them for days at a time. The constant feeling of the restraints is causing the arousal that is already a constant presence to build even more, but Bianca has yet to allow me to come. I am edging almost constantly, and at night, we explore each other’s bodies to the sound of rattling chains. We still get caught from time to time, but the guards have not put us in the isolation cell again, at least.

Bianca has been teasing me for hours, pleasuring herself while watching me squirm in my restraints and moan in frustration. I do not mind it, but I have been begging her to let me come for a while now. She is sitting against the end of the bed with my head in her lap. One of her cuffed hands is stroking my hair, the other is rubbing her clit. I can smell the scent of her, and the thought that I am so close but yet so far away from being able to pleasure her is driving me crazy.

“Bianca, please …” I whisper.

She looks at me and bites her lip. “I’m not going to let you come. Not yet.”

I moan in frustration. It is part of our dynamic, part of what turns me on. We care deeply for each other, but I am the submissive, after all.

We hear footsteps. We know there is no time for Bianca to get into her bunk; it takes a while now that her hands and feet are restrained. Welles appears outside our cell and smiles.

“I figured I’d find you like this.” Something is hanging from her hand, but I cannot see it clearly in the dark. “Rook and I have discussed how to … dissuade you from this nighttime activity. The cuffs don’t seem to have worked. So we’re going to make your nights … and your days … far more uncomfortable for a while. Both of you, on your knees, facing me.”

We obey. We do try to get in trouble sometimes, but never by disobeying the guards. We have no intention of antagonizing them.

Welles opens the cell and I finally see what she is carrying.

Collars. Two of them. I have never seen a prisoner wearing a collar, I did not think it was a possibility. Short chains are hanging from the collars, and I watch with a mix of anxiousness and lust as Welles gently closes the wide steel collar around Bianca’s neck. She winces as the hidden lock snaps into place. It looks amazing on her slender frame, dominating her neck.

I am next. I take a deep breath and look Bianca in the eye as Welles closes the collar on me. I gasp. It is heavy, and it rubs against my skin. It feels a little bit like a hug, a constant embrace from the steel. It is uncomfortable, but I cannot help but feel turned on by it. It is a tight fit, and the collar makes itself known with every breath. My cock grows in its cage, but our punishment is only halfway done. Welles unlocks one of my cuffs and locks it back on behind my back. She then uses a padlock to lock the cuffs to the chain dangling from the collar, raising my hands to the middle of my back. I cannot put my hands down anymore. A rush of adrenaline and pure desire wash over my body as the weight of my arms pulls at the collar, choking me.

Bianca whimpers as she is restrained in the same way.

“Perfect,” Welles says. “I hope some of the other inmates are willing to get you food and feed you for a while. I have no idea how you’ll manage to sleep, but that’s your problem.” She smiles at me and closes the cell door. “Sleep tight, ladies.”

The collar is heavy, and the cuffs are pulling at my neck, making me struggle to breathe. My arms are already aching. I look at Bianca. She looks miserable and uncomfortable, and I cannot blame her. I do not enjoy this either, even though the sight of her in bondage makes me horny.

But Bianca is a fighter. She forces a smile and looks at me. “We still have our mouths.” She kisses me. “I’m not letting this stop me. Get onto the bed.”

It is not easy for me to get up from the kneeling position. My ankles are still cuffed, and I have no way of using my hands. I hobble over to the bottom bunk and lie down on my back. I can feel the edges of the cuffs dig into the middle of my back, and the pressure on my throat increases. Bianca appears above me; she uses her teeth to pull my pants down. It is not elegant, but it is incredibly hot. I can see the veins on her neck beneath her skin as the collar chokes her, but if anything, it only seems to get her fired up. Bianca manages to pull my pants down to my knees, and I soon feel her tongue at the edges of my cage.

She has done it many times before, but this feels different. It is more intense, more raw. Maybe it is the look of her helplessly restrained, maybe it is the collar around my neck, but every featherlike touch of her tongue against my skin is like an explosion of intense pleasure.

“Oh … fuck …” I moan. I am wildly uncomfortable, but that does not matter right now. All that matters is Bianca’s tongue.

I struggle to breathe, the cuffs and collar are cutting off the air, but my eyes are glued to her naked body and the collar. Bianca is struggling just as much, but her tongue is working overtime. The orgasm that is building is a mix of pleasure and pain, and it is far more intense than any I have felt before. I know I cannot keep holding it back, and I fear that she will stop.

But I am not sure I can come without Bianca’s permission either.

“Please …” The words hurt as they press their way past the tight collar. “Please … may I … come … Mistress?”

She looks up at me. I let out a whimpering moan when her tongue stops licking. “Well … since you ask nicely … I think it’s time.” She continues to lick me, and it only takes seconds before the pent-up frustration I have felt for months now results in a glorious, violent orgasm. My entire body trembles and spasms, and I let out a choked whimper as an overwhelming wave of pure pleasure rolls through me. I feel like I am exploding, unable to contain the exquisite feeling that washes through every fiber of my body. It is a full-body orgasm, and the force of it is so overwhelming that I am unable to breathe, and my vision is blurred. It feels like it lasts for hours, and the fact that my body is so uncomfortable and restricted only makes the experience more intense.

“Fuck … fuck …” I whisper and try to breathe. “That … that was …”

Bianca lies down next to me, breathing heavily. “I know.”

I am exhausted, my body is aching, and my cock is still twitching in its cage. We lie next to each other on the tiny bed, struggling to find any position that is not painful, and there is no way to get Bianca into the top bunk to make room. We end up intertwined, lying on our stomachs to take pressure off the wrists, but despite the discomfort and pain, I fall asleep with a smile on my face.


Chapter 4

At the beginning of my sentence, 18 months had seemed like an impossibly long time, but Bianca’s company and sexual appetite, sprinkled with a generous helping of steel restraints and punishments, has made the time fly by. But I do not look forward to my release with unbridled joy. I am unlikely to get my job back, yet it is the prospect of saying goodbye to Bianca that brings me the most pain.

“How are you feeling?” Bianca asks as she combes her fingers through my hair. We are sitting in the bottom bunk, my head resting on her lap. The two of us have not been overly naughty this week and are not cuffed for the first time in months. “Only a few days left to go.”

“I … I’m not sure.”

“You finally get to take the cage off.”

I smile. “True, but … I’ve gotten used to it.” I sigh and snuggle up against her. We have not discussed what happens when my sentence is done, and the question I have been aching to ask for months now burns on my tongue. But I am afraid to know the answer. “Bianca, I …”

“I love you too.” She leans down and kisses me passionately. It feels like butterflies are hatching in my stomach, and I am overwhelmed with joy.

“Will you … seek me out when you get released?”

Bianca laughs. “Of course! What, did you think this was just some prison fling, Charlotte?” Her smile remains, but her eyes are filled with pain. “I’m … going to miss you. But I’ll be out in three months.”

Before we can continue our conversation, Rook and Welles appear outside our cell.

“It’s the middle of the day, Miss,” Bianca says and looks at Welles. “We’re not doing anything we’re not allowed to. Right now, at least.”

Welles shrugs. “We know. But we’re still taking you with us. You both know the drill.”

Bianca rolls her eyes as we walk over to the bars and turn our backs to the two guards. The sound of handcuffs closing around my wrists is like a sweet song by now, and I suddenly realize how much I am going to miss the feeling. I have no idea what the two guards want with us, we have not done anything wrong, but Welles and Rook are not malicious people; though they have punished us countless times and restrained us in uncomfortable positions, it has always been after Bianca and I have broken one or more rules in the prison. Their punishments have even been playful at times.

They take us down a now familiar wing of the prison, the one where they once chained us opposite each other for an entire night. It seems like an eternity ago now. My heart beats faster when we near the old isolation cells, but the guards lead us past the tiny cells and deeper into the oldest part of the prison.

“This is where we keep all the restraints and … tools,” Rook says when we stop outside a heavy steel door.

Bianca sends me a nervous glance but says nothing.

“Get inside,” Welles says and pushes Bianca. The room is pitch black at first, but Rook soon turns on the light, revealing a large room with bare concrete walls lined with handcuffs, legcuffs, collars, and more. I had thought that Bianca and I had experienced most of what the guards had to offer, but now I see that they have been holding back.

“We know you’re getting released in a few days, Greene,” Rook says. “It’s been interesting to watch the two of you. We figured we’d give you a farewell present.” She unlocks Bianca’s handcuffs, but not mine. She hands a confused Bianca the key to my cuffs and smiles at her. “We’re locking the door from the outside. You two have one hour.”

Welles winks at me and leaves with Rook before Bianca and I have any time to process what is happening. The door closes with a heavy, metallic clank, leaving Bianca and I in each other’s company. Bianca stares at the key in her hand, then at me. A wide, lustful smile spreads on her lips.

“Oh … this will be fun.” She looks at the restraints on the wall. “I finally get to dominate you properly.” She unlocks my handcuffs and takes a step back. “Strip for me. Slowly.”

I obey. I am no longer nervous, but excited. We have had sex countless times in our cell, but this feels different. I take off my shirt and pants, watching as Bianca’s eyes hungrily take in the view of my body. I have lost weight, and the sight of my breasts and hips makes her lick her lips. I slide the panties down, revealing my chastity cage. It has been locked on me for so long that it has become almost a part of me, and I cannot imagine what I will feel when it comes off. Bianca is still clothed, and I feel vulnerable standing naked before her, but I enjoy the way her dark eyes watch me.

Bianca walks over to the wall and grabs hold of a pair of hinged handcuffs. “Turn around, hands behind your back,” she says. There is an intensity in her voice that I have not heard before, and the way she stares at me is electrifying. She is not just turned on, she is on fire, and I am not surprised; the guards have given her free reign, and I cannot wait for her to have her way with me. I turn and put my hands behind my back, wincing as Bianca locks the cuffs onto my wrists. I moan as the metal pinches my skin.

Bianca takes a step back and looks at me. I can see her nipples through the fabric of her tank top, and I am getting horny just from looking at her. “I have a lot of plans for you, my love,” she whispers and bites her lower lip. “And I don’t have a lot of time.”

She lets her fingers trace the outlines of my body. The touch sends shivers through me, and the handcuffs rattle as I squirm in response to her soft touch. My breasts are aching to be touched, and when she finally cups them, I feel a surge of electricity shoot through my body. The cage that imprisons my cock is making its presence known, but I do not care. I know that if Bianca keeps this up, I will be able to have another of those explosive orgasms I have come to love, even with the cage on.

“I have dreamed of this for so long,” Bianca whispers as she takes a pair of nipple clamps from a nearby table. The rubber tips pinch my nipples as she attaches them, and I yelp in surprise and pain. I can see the hunger in her eyes, and I squirm when she cups my chastity cage, gently massaging the skin at the edges.

“Fuck …” I whisper and arch my back. The handcuffs dig into my skin. My cock is growing inside the cage, pressing against the cold steel. I want her to touch me, but her hands move up to my breasts again. She leans in and kisses my neck, letting her hands massage my nipples. I whimper and struggle in the handcuffs, and I feel like I am going to explode. The clamps make her touch far more intense, and I let out a frustrated groan when she moves away from me.

“I did enjoy seeing you collared,” she says and looks at a selection of different steel collars on the wall. She reaches out for the one I have worn before, but decides against it at the last second, instead choosing one that is far heavier and thicker. “Kneel, my slave.”

The moment feels electric, bursting with affection, symbolism, and raw sexual desire. I kneel in front of Bianca, my skin tingling with anticipation. It is hard to balance with my arms behind my back, and I am grateful for Bianca’s hand on my shoulder, guiding me down.

The collar is heavy and cold as it snaps closed around my neck, and I moan as I feel the weight on my shoulders. My head is swimming, and my cock is painfully erect. My body is on fire, and I want nothing more than to have her continue to dominate and use me. She locks a chain to the collar and yanks at it, choking me. She wants me to feel owned and helpless - and it is working.

She removes her shoes and sits down on a nearby chair. “Lick my feet, slave. Show me you’re a good submissive.” Her voice is hard, demanding; Bianca is in complete control, and I am happy to let her take charge.

I have not licked her feet before. I feel a warmth spread through my body as I begin licking, the presence of the collar telling me that I have no room to object. I am on a leash, being dominated by a goddess, and there is nowhere else I would rather be. Bianca lets out a moan as I run my tongue up and down her soles and between her toes. I had no idea that the bottoms of her feet would be so sensitive, but she seems to enjoy it a lot.

“Good, my slave,” Bianca whispers. “Very, very good …” She moans and pulls on the leash, forcing my tongue to press harder against her sole. “Don’t stop.”

I continue to lick. Bianca’s feet are clean and soft, and it is surprisingly arousing to be forced to worship them. She is so incredibly gorgeous, and the feeling of her warm flesh against my tongue is a wonderful sensation.

I feel a hard yank on the chain. The humiliating sensation of feeling a collar press against my throat makes my body tremble. I have always liked when others take charge during sex, but I never thought my submissiveness ran this deep. Bianca uses the leash to guide me across her knee, and I moan when she begins spanking me. She has done it countless times by now, but having a leash to control me gives Bianca more power than ever before. The spanks sting, but it is a wonderful pain that is only enhanced by the fact that I have no way of escaping. Her hand rains down hard on my buttocks, and I let out a cry of joy. But Bianca is not a cruel mistress. After every two strikes, she caresses my reddening buttocks, occasionally letting her hand travel down between my legs to massage my perineum. It is a glorious cocktail of pain and pleasure, and I end up begging for more.

That is when she stops.

“I hate that I won’t be there when the cage is removed,” she says and leads me towards an old table in the corner. The state of the table tells me that the prison has been used for far more grim punishments in the past than what I have endured. Bianca unlocks the handcuffs and gestures for me to get onto the table. Before long, my hands and feet are shackled to the four corners of the table using rusty, wide shackles. I pull at them, but despite the creaking, there is no chance of escape. Bianca undresses before me, slowly revealing the body I can never get enough of. She crawls onto the table and sits astride my stomach.

“You look amazing like this,” she says, her voice dripping with desire and affection. She tugs gently at the chain connecting my nipple clamps. “No more words. Let’s just enjoy this moment.” She leans down and kisses me. I close my eyes and let myself be carried away. I am helpless, restrained, and at her mercy, and I am enjoying every second of it. She licks my earlobe, kisses the side of my neck that is not covered by the massive collar, and lets her fingers tease the edges of the cage that imprisons my cock. I feel the warmth of her pussy against my stomach, feel her wetness. She begins grinding against my skin. I can feel her labia part, and I moan when the tip of her clitoris presses against my belly button. Bianca throws her head back and lets out a groan of joy.

This is perfection, I think. I know now that I will never be able to leave this behind, that I will have to find a way to experience this degree of helplessness, humiliation, and pure lust again when I get out. Hopefully together with her. Bianca moves, placing her knees on either side of my face, lowering her wet sex down onto my face. I know what she wants, and I stick my tongue out, letting her ride it. I can taste her juices, can smell her. My cock is straining, my nipples are hard, and my entire body feels like it is on fire.

She comes quickly, and the orgasm is powerful. Bianca’s entire body shakes and trembles, and I feel her juices run down my chin. She stays there, dominating my body with her pussy as she leans down and licks the area around my cage while she caresses the sore, sensitive nipples. I feel like my skin is electrified, like my body has been replaced by a glowing ball of pure pleasure, and I let the feelings take over. I am vaguely aware that I am moaning, that my body is straining against the bonds that hold me, and that the orgasm that has been building since the door to the room locked behind is coming.

I scream. We do not have to be silent here, and I take full advantage of it. The orgasm is beyond intense, and it feels like every nerve ending in my body is exploding in pleasure. It is a wonderful pain, a delicious ache, and it washes over me like a tidal wave. I lie there, twitching as I pull at my bonds, milking the experience for all that I can. I open my eyes and stare into Bianca’s, a loving smile nestled on her full lips.

“Thank you,” I whisper and smile. “For everything.”

Bianca kisses me and removes the nipple clamps. “My beloved slave, this was just the first part. A whole new world awaits us when I get out.”

A few days later, I kiss Bianca goodbye before Rook leads me from my cell for the last time. I am not even out of the prison before I ache for Bianca, and I cannot help but get teary-eyed. Rook takes me into a small cell and tells me to remove my prison clothes.

“Time to remove the cage,” she says and puts on a pair of latex gloves.

I sigh and am about to remove the pants when I pause. “Miss Rook … could you do me a favor? A big one?”

She raises an eyebrow. “What is it?”

I smile. “Could you … leave the cage on? And give the key to Bianca when she gets out?”

Rook laughs. “That … is new. Are you sure you trust her enough for that? If she doesn’t seek you out, that thing can get painful to remove.”

I nod. “I trust her. I love her with all my heart.”

Rook shrugs. “Then I’ll do it. I’ve been rooting for you two for a while, so why not? Good luck out there.”


Epilogue

I enter my apartment, kicking off my heels and dumping my tired body on the couch. It has been three months since my release from prison, and things have turned out far better than I could have hoped for. I had no desire to return to a workplace where all my colleagues had seen me dragged away in chains, but my boss managed to get me a similar position at another department, and it has been wonderful.

But something is missing. I sit for a while near the window and look at the street below, at the people going about their lives. The fingers on my right hand absentmindedly trace the edge of the chunky steel watch on my left wrist as my mind imagines it to be a pair of handcuffs. My body aches to be released, as does my cock - the cage is still firmly in place, a reminder of the 18 months I spent in prison under the heel of the woman who haunts my dreams. I have not heard from her in over a month, and a gruesome knot has formed in my stomach since then.

She said that she loved me. That I was hers forever.

Has she changed her mind?

The thoughts have been plaguing me ever since my release, but now they have become impossible to ignore. A month without a word. What could have happened? Is she safe? Did she change her mind and decide she did not want a relationship? I try to tell myself that I am being unreasonable, that it is only a matter of time before I will hear from her, but the thought of spending the rest of my life without her hurts. It hurts more than the thought of never being able to remove that chastity cage.

My phone vibrates. I pick it up to see a message from an unknown number.

“Unlock the door. Take your clothes off. Put on a blindfold. Handcuff yourself to the bed.”

At that moment, a pair of handcuffs fall through the mailslot on my front door. The knot in my stomach tightens for a moment, only to be released a second later. I want to check who is standing outside, I want to be sure, but it would feel like cheating. My body is shaking, and my skin is tingling with excitement and nervousness. I have been hoping for something like this ever since my release, and my hands tremble as I follow the instructions. The click as the handcuffs lock into place is like music to my ears, and I feel a warmth spread through my body as I lie there on the bed. I can hear the door open, but I cannot move, and the scarf that covers my eyes keeps me from seeing who is coming. I hear the sound of heels on my hardwood floors, then I feel the bed move slightly as someone crawls onto it.

That scent. A fragile, vanilla-tinted perfume tries to hide it, but I will always recognize that scent.

No words. Nothing is said.

The cage is removed. For the first time in nearly two years, my cock is freed from its prison.

“I have looked forward to this …” a familiar voice sounds before she takes all of my cock and my balls in her mouth.

A loud, joyful moan escapes my lips as her tongue carries the tip of my cock.

Oh yes. This was worth the wait.

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

A young college girl gets to turn the tables on her bully when she agrees to become her slave for two weeks. A series of 3 stories.

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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