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Chapter 1

People go about their normal, boring lives outside the small cafe. Couples meet up and give each other polite kisses on the cheek, kids pester their parents to go to the playground, and busy men in sharp suits hurry through the street as if running two minutes late would be a world-ending disaster. At this moment, I do not feel like a part of this world. I have inhabited it for nearly 22 years, but it seems alien to me all of a sudden. Too complicated.

I sigh and take a sip of my coffee as I stare at them. I should be looking at Fiona, but she is still reading the document with a concerned frown. She occasionally looks up at me and opens her mouth, but instead of speaking, she just shakes her head in disbelief and returns to the papers.

I do not know why I am meeting up with Fiona to discuss this. Though I have given it a lot of thought, I think I made up my mind the moment I read the message. It is all I have been able to think about for weeks now, and there is nothing she can say or do to talk me out of it. And yet, her opinion matters to me.

Fiona finishes reading and massages the ridge of her nose for a bit. “Seriously, Farrah?”

“Yes. Seriously.” I lean back in my chair and fiddle with the bangles on my wrist. “I wanted to tell you about my ... escapades earlier, but I kinda liked keeping it to myself.”

Fiona groaned. “Look, I kind of get tying yourself up and masturbating in front of strangers for money. I do. I’ve spent enough time handcuffed to strangers’ beds that I’m a little annoyed that no one has paid me for it.” She points at the papers in front of her. “But this?”

“It just seems like a natural next step for me, Fiona.”

“A full year as a prisoner to a group of people you’ve never met? How is that natural? You know we use prison to punish people, right?”

I smile. “I do enjoy being punished.”

“This is not a joke, sweetie!” Fiona clenches her jaw. “This is a serious contract! If they gave us this at my law school, the conclusion would be to turn the fuck around! They will control everything! You’ll be chained 24/7! And if you do not give them a month’s notice to stop, the contract will automatically renew itself!”

“I know.” Fuck, I’m getting turned on just hearing her talk about it.

“And you don’t know who they are?”

I shrug. “No. A small group of men and women who keep 1-2 women at a time as prisoners in a facility designed for it. The pictures look amazing, they have a cell for ...”

“That’s not the point, Farrah.” Fiona shakes her head. “God, you were supposed to be the boring one ... I know I’ve tried to push you, but I didn’t expect you to go this far.” She grabs my hand across the table. “Are you sure you want this?”

“More than anything.”

“And what are you going to tell your parents?”

Touché.

I sigh. “I’m going to need your help on that one. I’m going to tell them that I’ll be traveling the world for a bit to ... find myself. I get to send mail and messages once a week, I ...”

“And you want me to support that story?”

I nod. “Please?”

“Fine. I can tell that your mind is made up.” She keeps holding my hand while the other hand drums on the table with her sharp nails. “Your website. What is the address?”

“What?”

“If some sick fucks are going to keep my best friend chained for a year, I want to keep an eye on it.”

They have allowed me to keep streaming. Encouraged it, even. But knowing that Fiona will be watching is ...

Wait, is it turning me on?

“Fine, I’ll send it to you.”

She nods, satisfied. “Good. I can’t promise I won’t touch myself while I watch.”

“Fiona!”

“What, now I’m the weird one?” She smiles, but there is sorrow in her eyes. “Just ... be careful, okay?”

“Of course.”

My body is shivering with excitement as I stand outside the black door. I have never been so nervous in my life, and I have to take a few deep breaths to calm my nerves. I stare at the envelope containing the documents in my hand. The documents that have kept me up for countless nights, that I have read and signed, that will change my life forever. Or at least for the next year.

I adjust my clothes and try to calm my breathing. They were very specific about my outfit. Slim jeans, white sneakers, and a button-down, white shirt. Nothing else. No luggage, just the signed contract.

Is this the right place? Have I been scammed?

My heart sinks. I have not seen a single person since getting off on this floor of the office building, and there are no signs on the door I am sitting in front of. Just the number 613, as specified in the last mail I received.

The door finally opens and a woman in an elegant suit appears. Her black hair is tied in a tight ponytail, and though she smiles at me, her eyes are cold.

“Come on in, Farrah.”

“Ehm ... thanks?” I walk past the intimidating woman who is a head taller than me and enter the office. A handsome man sits behind a desk, the only piece of furniture in the room apart from the chair he is sitting on.

“Did you sign the documents?” No introduction, no hint of emotion on his face.

I nod and place the envelope on the desk. The whole situation feels surreal.

He briefly looks at the documents before nodding. ”Excellent.” He gets up and straightens his suit before nodding at the woman behind me. “Prepare her for transport.”

“Wait, can I ask ...” I cry out when the woman behind me grabs hold of my hair and yanks my head back.

“You signed the papers, girl,” the woman whispers. “You’re done talking unless we allow you to, understand?”

“Yes.” My heart is pounding.

“Yes, what?”

I swallow. “Yes, Mistress?”

“Good.”

She locks a chain around my waist with cuffs attached to the sides. Her soft hands grab my wrists and lock the cuffs onto them before a pair of leg cuffs are added to my ankles.

This is it, Farrah. No turning back.

A slim steel collar is placed around my neck. It is tight, tighter than I would have liked, but I can tell that I will get nothing but grief if I protest. The final touch is a large ballgag before a black hood is pulled over my head.

Darkness. Total darkness.

I can hear the two people talking, but they are speaking so quietly that I cannot make out a word of it. It is terrifying to be so restrained and unable to see, and it is almost a relief when someone grabs hold of my arm and leads me out of the room. We walk for a bit, and judging by the sound and movement, we enter an elevator. My senses are straining to take in as much information as possible, but there is not much to go on.

When we exit the elevator, I hear the rumbling of traffic, but the sound does not last long. I am led to what I assume is a vehicle, and I am strapped into a seat. It takes me a few minutes to relax. The restraints are tight, and the gag is unpleasant, but I find comfort in the fact that it all feels very professional. I have given them complete power over me, and I hope that I have not made a mistake.

We drive for a while, and I no longer hear the sound of the bustling city outside the car. I hear a large gate opening, and a few moments later, we stop and I am led out of the vehicle. There is a pleasant smell of grass and flowers, and I hear birds singing in the distance.

When I am taken inside, the air becomes cooler, and I hear the door slam shut behind us. A key turns in a lock, and I know that I am trapped. All the sounds of the outside are gone in an instant, replaced only with the sound of my clattering chains.

The hood is removed, and I am blinded by the light. I squint and try to look around, but I cannot see anything for a bit. When my eyes finally adjust, I can see the woman from the office and the room we are in. A large, concrete cell with no furniture and a drain in the middle. The cell is illuminated by harsh lights, and the temperature is a little chilly.

“We will explain the rules of the facility in detail in a bit, but first, you will show us that you can behave,” the woman says. “You will be allowed to speak, and you will answer my questions with the truth.” She removes the gag. “Understand?”

I nod. “Yes, Mistress.” My voice is hoarse, but I am happy to finally be able to speak. “I will obey.”

“Are you a virgin?”

I nod. “Yes, Mistress.” The question was in the documents, but I have a feeling that she wants to hear it from my lips.

“Have you ever had sex?”

“No, Mistress.”

The questions continue for a while, and I am made to repeat some of the answers I wrote in the document. When she is satisfied, she unlocks my restraints and orders me to strip while she begins going over some of the rules. Most are known to me, but a few are new.

“You will be restrained at all times.” She circles me with her hands behind her back, the sound of her heels echoing in the small cell. “We’ve taken over your website, as agreed, and will be in charge of scheduling streams and the like. There are cameras in all rooms, but we decide when your followers can see you.”

I nod. This was all in the contract.

“You will be punished twice a week by whipping or caning. Any infractions you get during the week will result in more punishment being added to the next session.”

This is new. I like it.

“There will always be a guard in the building. We respect your wish to stay a virgin, but the guards will still have full disposal of you for oral or anal gratification.”

I pause while removing my bra and look at the woman. My heart pounds in my chest.

She smiles without a hint of joy. “Is that a problem?”

“No, Mistress.” Not at all. I think I’ll like it here.

“You will be given 3 meals a day, and you will be allowed to shower twice a week. There are no mirrors, and you are not allowed to touch your hair or cut it. You will keep it long, and the guards will make sure it is combed and presentable. We do not want to hide your pretty face.”

I finish undressing, and she wastes no time before she handcuffs my hands behind my back. I have tried it many times at home, but having someone else hold the keys makes it so much more intense.

“You’re monitored 24/7.” She tightens the cuffs an extra notch. “You’re not allowed to touch yourself unless given permission, even when not in chastity.”

Chastity?

“Let’s have a little tour, shall we?” The woman grabs my arm. “This room is one of the cells you can be put in.”

I shiver at the thought of being locked in the tiny, unpleasant room, but I do not see much more comfort when the woman drags me into the concrete hallway outside. She shows me a fairly standard jail cell with a steel toilet and a small bed, as well as a room with stuff like an exercise bike, weights, and other things to help me stay in shape. There is also a tiny yard with a tall, wired fence for fresh air. The building seems to be surrounded by trees, and it gives me no idea where we are.

The last room she shows me is larger, still with concrete walls, but filled with cages, pillories, shackles, and tools of torture. Everything a bondage-loving masochist like me could ever want. I have never seen so many toys and tools, and I cannot help but get aroused just looking at them.

The woman laughs when she sees my reaction. “We’re going to have fun with you.” She notices me staring at a metal door in the back of the large room. “Don’t worry about what is behind there.”

She uncuffs me and pushes me into one of the pillories, making me bend over, and locks me in before slapping my ass. “Welcome to your new life, prisoner.”

Then she leaves and turns off the light. The door slams shut behind her, and I am left in complete darkness. My mind is a blur of fears, worries, and excitement. I am helpless. Completely helpless. When doing self-bondage, the knowledge that I could get help if I screamed loud enough was always there. There was always a way out. But not now.

I close my eyes and listen to my breath. It is shallow and fast. My ass and breasts are vulnerable, presented, and I can do nothing to protect them.

I am theirs now. Theirs to do whatever they please with. They have all the power. My fate is in their hands.

And I love it. I really do.

It is hard to tell time when you are stuck in the darkness. The only thing I can do is try to relax and wait for someone to release me from the cruel device. I can barely wiggle, and the position is uncomfortable, but the lack of sensory input is worse. The only thing I can see, hear, or smell is me, and it is enough to drive me mad.

I begin struggling, not to free myself, but to feel the pain from the restraints. I try to turn around, to move, to do anything, but I cannot. My neck and wrists are chafing, and my body is aching, but there is nothing I can do to get comfortable.

After what feels like an eternity, a man enters, judging by the heavy footsteps. He appears in front of me, but I cannot see his face; the pillory makes sure I can only see his black uniform and boots.

He does not speak. He just unzips his pants and whips out a large, semi-erect cock. I gasp when he slaps me across the face with it. It is humiliating. He is using me as a toy. His hands grab hold of my head and he forces himself into my mouth. I have never sucked cock before, and he does not seem to care whether I have any experience. He is rough and violent, and the large member is barely kept in check by my lips. He thrusts hard and fast, causing me to gag and choke loudly.

I have dreamed of this. I have imagined a man taking full control over me, forcing his pleasure onto me. And now I get to experience it. The feeling of helplessness, the knowledge that I am just an object for his amusement, and the fear of what he will do to me makes it hard to concentrate. I want to please him, to show him that I can do it, but my gagging makes him stop and pull out.

“Pathetic.” The man spits on my face. ”Your mouth is a mess. We’ll have to train it.”

The man gets behind me, and realizing what comes next makes my entire body tense up. By now, I have fucked my ass with a dildo a few times, but it has not prepared me for the real deal. Part of me had hoped that they would give me time to settle into my new existence, but I cannot help but feel excited.

Something hard and slippery presses against my asshole. “Relax, prisoner.” I try to comply, but it is easier said than done. The man does not care that this is my first time, he just forces his way inside me. There is a sharp sting of pain, followed by a strange, full sensation. I moan and whimper as he slowly buries himself deep inside me, inch by inch.

I cannot believe that his entire dick is buried in my ass. He holds still for a moment, allowing me to get used to it before he begins thrusting. He is slow and controlled, but the feeling is overwhelming. He fucks my ass in an almost businesslike fashion, his hands holding my hips steady while his cock claims me over and over. I bite down on my lower lip, trying to focus on anything other than the burning in my ass as the pillory creaks in time with his movements.

When the pain subsides, the feeling is not at all unpleasant. I can still not say that I like it, but when I begin to push my ass back against him to meet his thrusts, he slaps me. “You are not here to enjoy yourself, prisoner.”

But I am enjoying myself.

I lose myself in the sensation of his cock violating my ass, and though I am not sure I can come from it, I feel my own arousal building. The idea that someone is using me, fucking me against my will, the pain, and the humiliation, is too much for my submissive mind to handle. I let out a long, low moan, and the man speeds up behind me.

The pleasure rises, and though I am ashamed that he is getting me off so easily, I cannot stop myself from moaning. I am not sure if the guards are allowed to make me come, but I do not care. I want to.

”No ... you ... don’t!” the man says, punctuating every word with a hard thrust. He grabs a fistful of my hair and pulls it back. “You’ll come when I allow you to.” The thrusting stops, but I cannot hold it back. The orgasm explodes within me, and my entire body shakes and convulses. I cry out, loud and long, and I hear him chuckle behind me.

“You’ll be punished for that,” the man whispers. “But since you came anyway …” He pushes himself inside me again, and I can only groan as he fucks my ass hard, his hips slapping against mine in a primal rhythm. I have no idea if the orgasm is still going on, or if he is just making me aroused again, but my body is shaking. I am drooling and moaning, and when he finally pushes his cock deep inside my ass and empties himself, filling me with his warm cum, my body is spent. I am almost relieved when he releases me from the pillory and locks me in a set of heavy shackles for my wrists and ankles. He exchanges the slim collar for a much heavier one, connecting all my restraints with a chain.

I struggle to walk in the heavy setup, exhausted as I am, but it is not far. He pushes me into the jail cell and locks the steel-barred door behind him.

“Welcome to prison,” he says.

I lie down on the uncomfortable bed and curl up in a fetal position. I smile to myself as I feel his cum trickle out of my asshole.


Chapter 2

The first lash of the whip hits me on my upper back, and the searing pain causes me to scream into my gag. I try to get away, but the chains securing my body to the whipping post give me nowhere to run. The guards keep a strict schedule, and no matter what is happening in the world, they stick to it. And today, I am being punished.

I hear the whip whistle through the air, and another stinging line of pain is added to my back.

“Mmmmmh!”

The pain is exquisite. Every lash is perfectly placed, and the guard does not seem to care that this is the first time I have been whipped. He does not go easy on me at all. Tears well up in my eyes, and by the time the guard reaches 20, I cannot stop crying.

“Pweeeasse …” The gag muffles my begging. “Stchwooop ….”

“Another 10 for coming without permission the other day,” the guard says. “And another 10 for begging.”

The whipping continues, and each lash is a perfect agony that burns on my skin like nothing I have ever experienced before. I struggle to take the harsh punishment, and I am screaming at the end. For a brief moment, I doubt my resolve, and knowing that I have no way out of this for a full year almost breaks me.

But then he releases me from the whipping post and handcuffs my hands behind my back. That small act calms me and sends my mind to its happy place. My skin still burns, but my shallow breathing becomes more manageable.

The guard escorts me to the isolation cell, the cold, concrete room that I first arrived in, and locks the chain connected to my collar to an anchor point in the ceiling. The chain is not tight, I can walk around a bit, but I cannot sit or lie down. The cold air in the room soothes my searing skin, and the sound of the chain connecting my ankle shackles rattling as I walk in circles is like music to my ears. It allows me a moment to reflect on my first days as a prisoner.

I thought there would be ... more. There is one guard on duty at all times, but I rarely see them. Most of my time is spent in lonely contemplation in my jail cell. I am constantly restrained, just like I want it, and they make sure to switch between heavier and lighter restraints to give me some time to recover. I have not had to service a guard since the first day, and I am almost offended by their professionalism. I do not get the feeling that they lust after my naked, shackled body, and I am beginning to think that the painful, but exhilarating, anal pounding in the pillory was more of a ritual, not a regular occurrence.

I would love an orgasm, I think to myself as I walk in the total darkness of my tiny cell. The restraints turn me on, but I have not been allowed to come since my arrival, and it is driving me slightly mad. The stern woman came by yesterday and tied me to a rack before teasing me with a vibrator for hours - but she did not let me come.

I groan and fiddle with the back of the chastity belt now locked in place around my wrist. In some ways, it is more torturous than the whipping was. It rubs against my clit when I move, but it is far from enough to allow me to come.

Well ... this is the life you wanted, Farrah.

The next day, the stern woman I just call ‘Mistress’ appears outside my cell door. She is always dressed in a black leather skirt and a white button-down shirt tucked into the skirt with the top buttons undone to show her enviable cleavage. Her high-heeled boots announce her presence long in advance, and I always get nervous when she arrives.

“Prisoner,” she says and unlocks the door. “Time to exercise.”

“Yes, Mistress.” I get up and hobble-walk through the door. Time is impossible to tell in the prison, but I have spent at least 24 hours in my cell in a pair of hinged handcuffs and normal police leg cuffs. My collar is small and barely noticeable, which is a nice change, but I do look forward to something to break the boredom.

Mistress escorts me to the fitness room. I did not pay much attention to it when I first arrived, but now that I have a little more time to take in the surroundings, I notice that the devices are all modified in various ways.

Oh. This could be fun. I usually hate exercising, I only ever found enjoyment in yoga. But this will be different, I can tell.

“This will be your workout clothes.” Mistress unlocks my restraints and chastity belt before she hands me a black latex outfit.

I am about to protest, but her cold eyes change my mind. It takes me a while to squeeze into the tight, full-body outfit, and I notice a convenient hole in the suit that allows access to my asshole.

“First, cardio.” She nods at an exercise bike nearby. It does not look out of the ordinary, apart from the large dildo on the seat. She lubes it up and helps me get on.

I groan when I feel it enter my ass, and I am unable to pedal for a moment due to the feeling of fullness. It is not too painful, but it is impossible to ignore. She locks my wrists to the handles with handcuffs and takes a step back.

“Pedal.” Mistress pushes a button on a remote control she is holding, and I gasp as I feel the dildo vibrate inside me. I begin to pedal, but it is difficult to coordinate my movement with the sensation in my asshole. The vibrations stop after a while. “I don’t have all day, prisoner,” Mistress says and turns the dildo back on. “Pedal.”

I begin pedaling faster, and the vibrations stop again. It is a slow, boring process, but the feeling of the dildo pushing against my anal walls is amazing. I lose myself in the exercise for a bit, and Mistress allows me to enjoy the sensations. The latex outfit makes my body unable to breathe, however, and I am soon sweating profusely. I whimper and gasp as the dildo begins vibrating again, and when Mistress inserts a penis gag into my mouth a moment later, I almost lose consciousness from the lack of oxygen.

When she finally allows me to stop, I am barely able to stand. But I am not allowed much time to recover. What follows is more than an hour of naked strength training, where she shackles me to the weights and whips me until I have reached the amount of reps she wants.

“That’ll do for today,” she says. There is a hint of a sadistic smile at the edge of her mouth, but her face soon returns to its cold, stern expression. “By the way, say hi to your followers. This is the first time we’ve allowed them to watch since your arrival.” She points at a small camera in the ceiling.

My sweaty, aching body turns cold. People are watching? I stare at the camera and manage a tired wave. I feel gross and must look like a mess, but the pain in my body is the only thing I can focus on.

Mistress removes my handcuffs and hands me a new outfit. “Put this on. We’ll give them a show in your cell.”

I put on the school-girl outfit before she handcuffs me and leads me into my jail cell. She replaces the small collar with a far heavier one and removes my gag before handing me a large dildo.

“Fuck your asshole with this while you tell your followers how much you love it here,” she says and pulls out her phone. “Go ahead. And if you come, you’ll regret it. Get on your knees.”

“Yes, Mistress.” I get on my knees in the middle of the room and begin lubing the dildo with my spit. I press it against my asshole, and though it is not difficult to bury it inside me, I make a big show of moaning loudly as I force it deep into my bowels.

“You’re live,” Mistress says. “Say hi to your fans.”

“Hi ... everyone.” The humiliation of being caught fucking my ass in front of my followers causes me to blush. “I hope you are … happy with the content of the stream. This is ... ehm, this is what I’ve always wanted.” I begin moving the dildo in and out of my ass in a slow, rhythmic motion.

“I ... I love being locked up like this. I know I’m not supposed to ...” Mistress slaps my face hard. “I love the restraints. They make me feel so ... safe. I feel like ... like an object.” My breathing becomes shallow. “I love being treated as an object. I ... I love it when ...” Mistress slaps me again, and I can feel the sensation in my loins. I do not get the impression that she slaps me because I am doing anything wrong, she just enjoys doing it. “I don’t deserve freedom.” The final words hang in the air for a bit before nestling in my soul. It sounds true.

The pleasure rises, and I feel myself getting close. I do not care about punishments at this moment, I just want release. But Mistress is too quick for me. She grabs the chain connecting my cuffs and forces my arms up.

“No, please!” I squirm and try to continue fucking my ass by pressing the dildo still inside it against the floor, but she does not allow me. “Please, Mistress ... please, I need it, I’ll ...”

“Bad whores don’t get to come,” Mistress says and turns off the camera.

She drags me out of the cell and into the room that I have dubbed the ‘Torture Room’. I am whimpering and sobbing, frustrated at not being able to come. Mistress leaves the schoolgirl outfit on me and unlocks my cuffs, only to replace them with the heaviest shackles I have ever seen. The steel is thick and wide, covering half my forearm. She pulls my hands behind my back and locks them in place.

Fuck, that is heavy.

Just the feel of the restraints makes my edging worse, but Mistress is not a kind woman. She pulls the chunky chain connecting the shackles upward and locks them to the heavy collar.

“Can you breathe?”

I gasp for air for a bit before nodding. The pressure on my throat is immense, but it is incredibly arousing. Mistress adds matching restraints to my ankles, causing immense pain whenever I move, but her sadistic masterpiece is the massive buttplug she pushes inside me before locking the chastity belt back on.

I expect some degrading quip or snarky remark from her, but she says nothing as she pushes me into a narrow, tall cage. The steel bars press against my body from all sides, and just when I think it cannot get more intense, she turns on the vibrator in the plug.

This ... this is too much. The restraints, the cage, the vibration - it is all too intense, and I cannot hold back. I scream in a mix of pleasure and pain as I stay on the edge, walking the line without being given release. Mistress slams the door to the Torture Room shut without a word, leaving me in complete darkness.

Fuck. Fuck. FUCK! The vibration is enough to keep me on edge, but not enough for me to come.

I’m going to lose my mind in here.

I have no idea how long I spend in the tiny cage, constantly edging, unable to move, and barely able to breathe. I cannot keep track of time, and I soon begin to beg and plead for someone to let me out.

“Let me out, please!” My screams echo in the large, concrete room. “I need to come! Please!”

The door to the Torture Room opens, and I look at the man in the black uniform. “Guard!” I cry out with tears streaming down my cheeks. “Please ... let me come!”

He does not respond. He just walks up to the cage, opens his pants, and pulls his cock out. He rubs it a few times, and I can only stare at the large member as it grows to its full length. He continues stroking himself, his eyes locked onto mine. His breath is ragged and deep, and he pumps his cock in earnest.

The sight of his erection in front of me, and the sound he makes, sends my mind into a frenzy. I stare at the cock in front of my face, and I am suddenly desperate to taste it. I want to lick the tip, to wrap my lips around the head, to feel him inside my mouth. I want to suck him off, to swallow his cum, to feel his warmth on my tongue.

“Please ... please let me ...” I cannot finish my sentence, but I do not have to. The guard shoots his load in my face, and I am overcome with lust. I open my mouth to catch some of it, but he pulls back at the last moment and sprays his cum all over my face instead. He grunts in pleasure as he coats me in his sticky seed, and I close my eyes and let the warm fluid cover my face. The humiliation and degradation is delicious, and even though it brings me no closer to the release I ache for, I feel oddly grateful.

The guard steps back and zips his pants with a grin. He turns and walks away, leaving me alone in my tiny cage with the vibrator still going in my ass.


Chapter 3

Ido not know how many times they take me out and make me edge in front of the camera, but it feels like weeks have gone by. They have taken me to the edge and kept me there, unable to climax, and it is disturbing my sleep. I lie there, wide awake as I claw at the chastity belt, desperate to tear the vibrating plug out, but it is useless. At least they allow me to chat with my followers on one occasion, and their encouraging words are like a balm to my blistered soul. I still get to message family and friends once a week, but it does not lend me the same comfort. Fiona tries to be supportive, but I can tell that she is following the feeds from her concerned questions.

But they are going to take that away from me, too. At least for a bit. After one of my weekly punishments, Mistress once again locks the ultra-heavy restraints onto my wrists, neck, and ankles before pushing me inside the isolation room. A heavy chain connects my collar to the wall.

“One week. No contact.” She shuts the heavy steel door.

No ... please ...

I hear the door lock, and I am left in total darkness. They have removed the buttplug, and its absence is weirdly unpleasant. No stimulation. Nothing.

My mind goes wild. There is no light, no sound, no way to tell time. There is only darkness and the feeling of the restraints on my body. There is only the pain from the recent whipping and the arousal in my body, but even that is waning now that there is no vibrating plug.

There is only me.

I try to meditate, but my mind refuses to focus on anything other than the restraints. I try to count the seconds, but I quickly lose focus. The shackles around my wrists are not connected to anything else, leaving me some freedom, but without access to my clit, I have nothing to use my hands for. That is how it feels, at least. I am used to being able to masturbate whenever I want, and the lack of stimulation is driving me mad. I want to touch myself, to rub my clit until I come. I want to feel my body shudder as I climax, but I cannot. I have no idea what I should do, I have no idea how to pass the time. I have no idea if I will go insane. I have always been an introvert, happy in my own company, but that was a choice.

I begin walking around the room. It is a small space, but it is better than nothing. The restraints are heavy, and they slow me down, but at least it feels like I am doing something. I sit down, then stand up, then repeat. I try to meditate again, but I fail.

It has not even been an hour.

When the week is over, I am desperate for human interaction. Any interaction. A painful caning is better than this loneliness and sensory deprivation. I miss chatting with my followers, even if many of the lewd comments are degrading and dehumanizing. I never thought being imprisoned would be this taxing mentally, and my last few days in the cell have seen my mind riddled with doubt.

I hear the heavy, metallic sound of the door unlocking, and I begin crying. The only light I have seen for a week has been through the small slit at the bottom of the door when they have delivered my meals, but that is it. Now, the light floods into the room, hurting my eyes, but the feel of Mistress’ strong hand on my arm before I regain my eyesight overwhelms my body with joy. Her mere touch is enough.

“It’s been a rough week, huh?” Mistress’ voice sounds.

I nod. “Y... yes, Mistress.” My voice is hoarse and barely audible.

“I have a reward for you. And your followers.” She pulls me into the Torture Room and removes my chastity belt. She lowers my naked body onto something I am not yet able to make out. All I see are shapes and figures, but I feel something massive penetrating my asshole, and I come to rest on a rubbery surface. My shackled hands are raised above my head and attached to something, likely a chain.

Some of the figures in the room move and start coming into focus. The guards. All three of the male guards who take turns watching me are there. Naked from the waist down.

Mistress smiles at me. A rare smile. “You know what to do.”

The three men approach me, and without hesitation, I take the first guard’s cock in my mouth. He groans as I wrap my lips around his member, and I can feel his excitement growing as I suck him. While he pushes his cock deep down my throat, the thing I am sitting on begins to vibrate.

“MMMMMPH!” I squeal as I choke on the massive cock. I tear at my shackles, but not to try and escape. I just want to feel them. The men begin taking turns fucking my face, and I am helpless to resist. The humiliation of being used like that adds to my pleasure, and any doubt I might have felt in my dark isolation evaporates from my mind.

I cannot walk away from this, even if I had the opportunity. I will stay here until my year is up.

Maybe even longer

“Mmmmmm!” My moans are muffled by the cocks being shoved down my throat, and my body is trembling from the intense stimulation. I have not felt this level of bliss since I first arrived, and I want more.

Apart from a few pleased groans, the guards are silent, but I can feel their pleasure in every thrust. They are not being gentle, and I know they are not going to last. I can feel the vibrations in my ass and against my clit getting stronger as the guards fuck my face harder and deeper, and I know that I am going to come soon.

The first guard pushes his cock into my mouth and deposits his warm cum. He grabs the back of my head and forces himself further down my throat, making sure that he gets every last drop. It is a humiliating act of dominance, and I can only gag and choke as the thick liquid fills my throat and mouth.

I can feel my orgasm building, but before it can take over, the second guard uses my mouth to bring him to a messy climax all over my face and chest. The third guard does not care for the mess his colleagues made. He just wants his turn, and he takes it without mercy. He grabs hold of my hair and fucks my face with abandon, using me as nothing more than a toy to get himself off. I cannot help but enjoy it, even though the rough treatment is causing my jaw to ache.

I am so close. I stare teary-eyed at Mistress, who stands behind the man and stares at me. I beg her with my eyes, beg her to allow me to come, and the nod that follows is enough. Just as the last guard comes in my mouth, my body convulses in pleasure. The vibrations in my ass, the cock in my mouth, the cum all over me, and the restraints are more than enough to push me over the edge. My orgasm is powerful, and it ripples through my entire being. I scream as loud as the cock in my mouth will allow. I scream until there is no air left.

The cock disappears from my mouth, and the vibrations subside. What is left is a mess of a girl, covered in cum and sweat, wheezing and whimpering. Mistress nods at the guards, and they all leave.

“Say hi to your fans, prisoner,” Mistress says and gestures at the camera in the ceiling.

I look up at the unseemly device and manage to deliver a tired smile. I wonder if Fiona is watching. I wonder what she thinks of all this. I am just happy that I was allowed to come. Weeks of frustration have been lifted, and all I want to do is to lie down.

But something in Mistress’ eyes tells me that sleep is not on the agenda.

“You’re behind on your punishments,” she says and grabs a mean-looking whip from the wall. She places it next to me and uses a belt to strap me onto the device I am sitting on to ensure that I cannot stand up. She then turns on the remote. “50 lashes. And a few hours of stimulation.”

A few hours?

My body spasms as the vibration begins again, more violent this time. I am not ready yet, I have not had time to recover, and what was blissful pleasure a few moments ago is now pure agony. I squirm and scream, but the device is unrelenting. It is too much, but I am powerless to stop it. I am locked in a hell of pleasure, unable to move or escape.

Then the whipping starts.


Chapter 4

It has been months. I think. Time seems to stand still in my tiny world. Days go by without anything happening as I sit chained in my cell, only to be replaced by intense torture, streaming sessions, and guards fucking me in the ass. Not once have I managed to figure out a schedule or routine, and I am constantly surprised. The outside world seems distant, only peeking in through the weekly messages from family and the occasional chat with my followers. But Mistress tells me that my site is a huge success. I should be thrilled at the large income, but money does not seem to matter much anymore. It does not help me here.

What ... was I sleeping? I blink a few times as the vivid dream of being home with my parents dissipates, replaced by the grim surroundings of the isolation cell. The bright ceiling lights have been turned on, and I wipe my eyes on the inside of my arms. My hands are shackled above my head, my mouth is filled with a brutal ballgag, and a tall collar makes it difficult for me to breathe. And yet, I have managed to doze off.

The steel door opens.

Who ... him?

It takes a few moments for me to remember where I have seen the handsome man before, and I am not sure how I feel about seeing him again.

“Hello, Farrah,” he says. He is smiling. “How are you doing?”

“Mmmmmh?”

He chuckles. “Very good. It’s been almost a year, Farrah.”

It has?

“In the following week, you have a choice to make.” He begins circling my helpless, naked body. “You have two options.” He lets his strong hands slide across my breasts, and I tremble at his touch. “You can say goodbye to this life and return to your old one. We have put all the income from your site into an account for you - you will not be lacking funds for a long time.”

My mind struggles to comprehend what is happening. It has been ages since I thought about this as something temporary.

“Or ... you sign on to make this permanent.”

I stare at him in disbelief. Permanent?

He smiles. “The people in charge of this place have decided to give you this option instead of an extension. They are very pleased with your performance here. If you sign on permanently, you’ll probably get to meet them. In person. Here.”

The word still echoes in my mind. Permanently.

“If you choose the latter option, you’ll be forced to cut contact with family and friends. You’ll be our prisoner forever. We might let you chat occasionally with fans, but it’ll be rare and heavily monitored. Do you understand?”

I nod, even if I am still trying to take it all in.

The man checks his watch. “Very good. Give it some thought. I’ll make sure that the staff gives you a proper send-off, no matter your choice.”

The door slams shut again. I stand there for a moment after the lights go out, wondering if I am hallucinating. It would not be the first time this cell messes with my mind. Conflicting voices begin appearing in my head, and the lack of sleep does not help my clarity of mind.

The man was not a hallucination, and the choice he offered me was real. The staff has made sure I am having a pleasant last week, no matter what I choose. A lot of streaming sessions, a lot of anal fun, and even an orgasm or two. But now my time is almost up. And yet, I am struggling with my choice.

I sit in my cell, listening to the heavy steel collar around my neck rattle as I fiddle with the handcuffs locked around my wrists. I have spent an hour with the guards and their delightful cocks, and they have given me an incredible send-off, but I still cannot decide what to do. The collar is a nice, heavy one, and the thick chains connecting my wrists to my ankles and collar are comforting.

Mistress opens the cell door and enters. She sits down on the bed next to me. “Have you made up your mind, prisoner?” There is a hint of warmth in her voice. She knows me well by now, even if we have never truly talked.

“I’m not sure, Mistress. It is ... too much. I don’t want to leave this place, but ... staying here for the rest of my life? How does one decide that.”

She pats me gently on the back. “I have one final session lined up for you. When that is done, I expect an answer. If you accept, if you commit, there will be no turning back. You’ll leave all you ever were behind.” She stands up and uses the chain connecting my restraints to pull me to my feet. “Let’s go.” She gags me using a very efficient panel gag and drags me out of the room.

I know the Torture Room intimately by now. I have spent plenty of time with every device and cage in there, and knowing that I could say goodbye to it in a little bit feels odd. Mistress removes my wrist shackles and collar, replacing them with a steel yoke that connects my wrists to my neck with a long, straight steel bar that forces my arms out to either side. I am surprised that I have never tried it before, and the arousal it brings is welcome in the torrent of doubt that plagues me.

But the next part is even more surprising. Mistress retrieves a strap-on, and for a moment I wonder if she is finally going to fuck me herself. She has watched the guards numerous times, but she has never participated in that way. And it seems she is not going to start now. To my surprise, she straps it onto me after removing my chastity belt. The inside of the strap-on rubs pleasantly against my clit.

“Mmmmh?”

She smiles. “No, you’re not fucking me. I have a surprise for you.”

I hear the sound of rattling chains behind me, but I am not prepared for the sight that awaits me when I turn around. Fiona stands in front of me. Naked. Her arms are shackled behind her back, her ankles are connected by chains, a large collar adorns her slim neck, and her mouth is gagged. Her face is a mixture of fear and excitement.

“MMMMPH?!”

Mistress stands next to Fiona and grabs her hair. “She’s the one who reached out to us, you see? She begged us to let her see you - and these were our terms.”

Fiona nods.

“MMMH!” I’m not sure how I feel about seeing my best friend in the world like this, but I would be lying if there was not a hint of lust in the confusing haze that has taken over my mind.

“Fuck her pussy,” Mistress says. “You might want to stay a virgin, but this one is not.”

I look at Fiona, look into her eyes. There is no doubt in there. She wants this. I want to embrace her, but the yoke prevents me. All I can do to interact with my friend is to use the strap-on.

“Go ahead.” Mistress pushes Fiona past me and bends her over a wooden horse nearby. Fiona gasps into her gag as her belly is pressed against the sharp wood, but her eyes are locked on mine. Mistress unlocks Fiona’s ankle shackles and pulls them apart. She hooks each of them to either side of the wooden horse, spreading Fiona’s legs as far as they go. She is vulnerable, open, ready for me.

“Your friend is very responsive,” Mistress says and slaps Fiona’s ass hard. She groans and tenses, and I cannot help but look at her pussy. It is glistening and swollen.

I step forward, my legs trembling in anticipation. Mistress aids me in getting the dildo inside Fiona, and her moan of pleasure spurs me on.

The sensation of the strap-on rubbing against my clit is incredible. For the first time in ages, I feel in control of my own pleasure. I start slow, but when Fiona looks back at me with lust in her expressive eyes, I increase the pace of my thrusts. It is incredible to watch her groan and squirm, to see her body react to the dildo pounding into her pussy. I may be restrained and helpless, but so is she, and as our eyes meet, our bond is strengthened more than ever before.

I ... I can’t leave. Not even for her.

The realization hits me moments before Fiona screams as she reaches the peak and explodes in what looks to be a life-altering orgasm. Her body tenses, and the muscles in her arms and stomach flex and shake as the waves of pleasure wash over her. She pulls at her restraints, unfamiliar with the sensation of steel this heavy, and it seems to drive her orgasm even further.

And the sight of her coming is enough to push me over the edge, too. I let myself get carried away by my own pleasure, and the feeling of the strap-on against my clit sends me to new heights. My body is wracked with lust and elation, and my vision goes blurry as I scream into my gag, joining Fiona in a beautiful harmony.

Mistress pulls me away from Fiona and looks me in the eye. “It is time,” she says. “I’m going to remove your gag now, but all I want to hear is one word. Yes or no? Are you going to stay here forever?”

The answer comes swiftly. “Yes.”

She smiles, but it is a smile that sends shivers down my spine. “Very good.” She grabs hold of Fiona’s collar and pulls her closer to me. “Kiss her goodbye. No talking.”

Fiona stares at me in disbelief, but I smile at her and nod. I kiss her on top of the drool-soaked ballgag and feel my heart ache as I watch her be dragged away by one of the guards.

“Kneel,” Mistress says.

I do as I am told. She removes the yoke and handcuffs me behind my back. One of the guards brings her a steel collar, one I have never seen before. It is tall and thick, made from seamless, stainless steel. Apart from the O-ring on the front, nothing breaks the smooth, shiny surface.

“Once this is locked on, there is no way to remove it. It marks you as Prisoner 11. That is your name, your identity now. Farrah is gone.”

Mistress places the collar around my neck. It is cold against my skin, and I can feel my heartbeat increase. I cannot believe it is happening. The sound of the lock clicking echoes through the room. She stands back, admiring the collar, and nods. “Welcome to your new home. Forever a virgin, forever a prisoner.” She strokes my cheek, and I lean into the caress. “No turning back now.”

I wouldn’t dream of it.

“Oh ... by the way. You won’t be staying in this part of the facility.” She pulls me to my feet and drags me toward the metal door I noticed when first arriving. A door I have never seen opened before.

“What ... what do you mean?”

She slaps me hard and gags me with a large ballgag. “The rules are still in place - you don’t speak. And a few new rules will be added.” Mistress opens the door. It is pitch black behind it, but a few muted, reddish lights soon flicker into view, revealing a narrow corridor.

“This prison was the mild introduction. Only one prisoner is kept in either of these places at a time.” She pushes me inside. “Your friend Fiona might be interested in taking your place.”

I try to look back, but she grabs my head. “No. Don’t look back. Your old life is gone.” She slams the door shut and gestures for me to keep walking.

The sterile, concrete surroundings of my old prison are soon replaced by rough stone walls. The corridor soon turns into a spiral staircase heading downward, and when we reach the bottom, I finally realize what it is.

A dungeon. A dark, miserable, cold dungeon. Chains and shackles hang everywhere, and around every corner is a new contraption drawn from both my worst nightmares and my wildest fantasies. The cells she shows me make the isolation room look downright pleasant, and when she finally pushes me inside one of them and attaches my collar to a chain on the wall, I am close to panicking.

”Your first punishment will start soon,” Mistress says and closes the steel-barred door. ”There are cameras down here too, but you can’t see them. They’ll be streaming your misery 24/7 now. A few times a month, we’ll allow some of your fans to come fuck your ass - it only seems right to reward their loyalty, don’t you think?”

”Mmmmmph?”

”I agree. I’ll see you in a bit. I think we’ll start with 100 lashes.”

I watch her leave as I try to understand what has happened. My mind is conflicted, and I struggle to focus. The collar around my neck feels heavier than any restraint I have ever worn, and there is a sense of despair creeping into my mind. The realization that I cannot leave is overwhelming, and I feel tears beginning to form in the corners of my eyes.

But I also feel a strange sense of comfort and warmth. I have wanted this for a long time, and now it has finally happened. I have committed to a life in chains. As a prisoner. As a slave.

I have no idea what awaits me in this new dungeon. Mistress is a stern woman, and she will no doubt be more severe with me now. The guards will have their way with me whenever they please. But I have never been happier. This is where I belong, and I have no regrets. I know that the days ahead of me will be filled with pain, humiliation, and degradation, but I also know that I will enjoy every second of it. I have been given the gift of eternal bondage, and I am grateful for it.

I sit down, the rough stone floor cold and hard against my bare skin, and lean my head against the cold wall. I smile as I close my eyes and lose myself in the sounds of the dungeon. Chains rattling, water dripping, and the faint echo of Mistress’ high heels on the stone floor somewhere in the darkness.

This is my home now. Forever. It is the life I chose, and the life I will live. And I am happy. More than happy - I am fulfilled.

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.

His Slave for the Summer

Sasha was just looking for a little fun over the summer break from college. Now, she is shackled and gagged in a cabin with two young men.

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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