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Part 1

Abby had always enjoyed a full moon. There was something magic, even supernatural about the sight of it, but not this time. A hint of orange was starting to appear on the horizon, signaling the coming dawn, but it only made the island in the distance seem more eerie and imposing. The sea crashed against the steep cliffs, and a giant, terrifying structure loomed on top of them. The cold breeze made her shutter, and as she did, her chains rattled. She looked around at the other women sitting on the deck of the small ship; a few had managed to fall asleep against the shoulder of the woman sitting next to them but were wide awake and terrified.

Abby tried to move on the bench, but it was impossible to get comfortable. The handcuffs were tight, cutting off her circulation, and it only got worse whenever she tried to lean against the backrest. Her soft, slender fingers rubbed the smooth steel, but her mind still struggled to fathom where she was. Her, Abby Sinclair, heading to prison. If her mother was still alive, she would have died from shame. She stared at the legcuffs around her ankles; she was overdressed for a prison sentence, but she had not expected to be sent straight to jail from court. The black pumps and dark pantyhose were elegant but misplaced, and the black skirt and white button-down shirt were already dirty from the journey. Having her hands cuffed behind her back had pushed her generous bosom forward and caused a few buttons on her shirt to abandon ship, and to add insult to injury, a few drops of drool escaped the massive ballgag and landed on her chest.

She let out a sigh and stared at the dark building on top of the island.

“Is there a problem, prisoner?”

Abby looked up at the broad-shouldered guard. The black uniform was immaculate, the square-jawed face handsome, but his eyes were cold.

“Mmmmph …” she said.

He smiled. “Didn’t think so.”

How did it come to this? She knew that the system was dysfunctional, that it was corrupt, but she had always kept her head down and never expected to get in trouble. Just a few days ago, she had been another faceless worker, doing menial administrative work, when four uniformed, armed representatives of the Peace Police had walked in and arrested her. No explanation, only handcuffs.

“Indecent exposure,” they had called it at the trial, or whatever passed as a trial in this day and age. Just because her roommate had convinced her to wear a skirt that did not cover her knees for one day. Abby knew the rules, and even though a jail sentence seemed like an overreaction, she felt like she had no one to blame but herself.

The chained women got restless as the boat neared the dock. Abby noticed that they were all young, like her, and attractive. The large ballgags distorted their youthful, concerned faces, and when the guards started pulling them to their feet and onto the dock, several of them started crying. An anxious knot had formed in Abby’s stomach during the voyage, but she had noticed another sensation as well, one her mind refused to acknowledge. Once again, her fingers ran across the steel of her handcuffs, and she felt a gentle trickle of excitement. Or was it arousal? She was not sure.

“All of you, form a line. It’s a long trek to the top,” one of the guards shouted. “Start moving!”

Abby looked up at the narrow, steep stairs leading from the dock to the top of the cliffs. This is going to be brutal.

When they finally reached the top, Abby was exhausted. The legcuffs had turned the ascension from an exhausting climb into a torturous one as they dug into her ankles, and when she had tried kicking off her heels, the guards had forced her to put them back on. But her discomfort was soon pushed into the background as she gazed at her new home. The Prison of Rebirth was a place she had never heard about before the judge had read her sentence aloud. It was placed on a remote island, far from civilization, but to Abby, it did not resemble a prison.

It looked like a cathedral.

As Abby entered the dark, gothic building, she was immediately struck by its somber atmosphere. The dim lighting and imposing stone walls created a feeling of melancholic reverence. The tall, slender columns seemed to reach towards the heavens, while the intricate stone carvings and steel-barred stained glass windows depicted creatures she did not recognize.

As she looked up at the ribbed vaults high above, she felt a sense of awe at the sheer size and scale of the prison. The arched windows allowed shafts of early morning light to penetrate the darkness, casting colorful patterns on the floor and walls. And this was merely the prisoner intake.

What is this place? The surroundings gave Abby a faint sense of unease, of something hidden and unsaid. It was not helped when the new prisoners were paraded past a young woman, naked and shackled with her hands over her head to a column nearby. Her eyes were closed, her head rested against the inside of her arm. Several of the girls in line started whimpering when they saw the red lines drawn across the chained woman’s abdomen, breasts, and thighs. Abby could feel her heartbeat quicken, but she could have sworn that she saw a subtle smile on the tortured girl’s lips.

“Welcome to the Prison of Rebirth,” a loud voice boomed, drawing Abby’s attention away from the shackled girl and onto a tall, broad prison guard. He grinned as he looked at the terrified faces. “Form a line here, shoulder to shoulder.”

The girls obeyed. Abby’s ankles were sore from the long walk in heels, and her jaw ached from the ballgag. She stole a glance at her fellow prisoners; they wore everything from formal dresses to pajamas, indicating that not all had had the luxury of a change of clothes between their arrest and trial.

The tall guard stood in front of them. “This is your new home.” Truncheons, handcuffs, keys, and a taser clattered when he rested his hands on his belt. “We will process you all now before orientation, then you will be assigned to your cell. The cells are located in those two wings …” He pointed at massive barred gates on either side of the giant room. “… where your cellmates will … take good care of you.”

Guards stepped forward and grabbed the girl next to Abby, who started sobbing as they pulled her through a nearby door. Abby hoped that she was next; she had been handcuffed non-stop since her arrest a few days earlier, and she wanted the gag off. Or did she? Abby struggled to understand the conflicting emotions in her body.

A scream erupted from behind the closed door where the girl had entered a few minutes earlier, causing all the girls to shudder. The sound of rattling chains echoed in the large hall. What the hell was that? Two more screams followed, then silence.

Deafening silence.

A drop of sweat tickled Abby’s spine as it slowly moved from the root of her dark brown hair to her back. When the guards exited the room without the girl and headed toward her, she no longer wanted to be next in line. She struggled as they grabbed her and pulled her toward the door, but her slender, restrained body was no match for the brutish guards.

The room was small and dark, and the bare stone walls caused every slight movement of her restraints to echo. There was another door at the other end, but apart from a table in the middle of the room and a single chair, there was no furniture. The room was blisteringly hot; a roaring furnace with a thick metal grille in front of it dominated the wall to Abby’s left, and she could not help but wonder if that was where the previous girl ended up. The opposite wall had a large mirror.

“Uncuff her,” a voice sounded. It was calm and serious, coming from a prison guard in the middle of the room.

The guards who had dragged Abby inside the room did as asked, and Abby breathed a sigh of relief as she massaged her wrists, yet the gag remained.

“Don’t get too comfortable,” the head guard said without smiling. “Take off your clothes. All of it.”

Abby hesitated; she was suddenly very aware that she was in a dark, small room, surrounded by four men. The guards, however, did not have much patience. One of them stepped in front of her and tore her shirt open, sending buttons flying everywhere.

“Mmmmph!” Abby protested and pushed the guard away. She glared at him as she started taking her clothes off. She paused for a moment when she reached the black-laced panties, but within seconds, a guard had used his pocket knife to cut them off, dropping them to the floor.

“Your clothes are a symbol of your old life,” the head guard said in a solemn voice. “A life that has led you to this point. Cleanse yourself of your past.”

One of the guards gathered Abby’s clothes and shoes from the floor and threw them into the furnace, incinerating them. A guard stepped up behind her and forced her arms out to the sides. Two pieces of rope were pulled from the ceiling and looped around her wrists. A guard near the door pulled something that caused the loops to tighten, forcing Abby’s hands up. She tried protesting, but the gag muted her. One of the guards started searching her. Every inch of her skin was carefully checked, and for a moment, Abby feared that the inspection would become far more intrusive as he neared her crotch, but he merely slid his latex-gloved hand gently across her pussy. Abby reluctantly felt a surge of arousal at the touch, and she could not help but steal a glance at herself in the large mirror on the wall next to her. Her long, wavy hair fell like a gentle waterfall onto her shoulders, and her large, firm breasts shivered as the guard checked them a second time, just to be sure.

Abby closed her eyes and let out a muffled moan.

Her arms were released from the ropes. Abby felt a slight tingle of excitement as the cuffs were once again locked around her wrists, this time in front. The feel of cold, sharp steel against her skin was oddly exhilarating. The legcuffs were soon applied as well, and the wrist and ankle restraints were connected with a chain. The guards dragged her to the chair and sat her down before removing the ballgag.

“Fuck …” Abby muttered as she moved her jaw. She could barely close her mouth.

The head guard looked at his clipboard. “You are Abby Sinclair, 21 years old?”

Abby nodded. “I am. What is going …”

“You have been sentenced to prison for indecent exposure?”

“I have, but …”

“Silence.” The man put the clipboard away and received a small bottle from one of the other guards. “Your life choices have led you to this place, prisoner,” he said and wettened the tip of his finger with the contents of the bottle. He then used it to draw something on Abby’s forehead that she could not make out. “This oil symbolizes your new direction. Be free of the past, Abby Sinclair, and embrace your new life as prisoner 696. This is a place of rebirth, a place of cleansing.”

What the hell is going on?

The guards dragged her to her feet and bent her over the table. She watched in horror as the head guard picked up a wooden cane and demonstratively swiped it through the air in front of her.

“Now … receive your three lashes of purification. Welcome to the Prison of Rebirth.”

He disappeared behind Abby. She squirmed to get away, but the guards held her fast.

The first hit landed on her right asscheek with a loud crack. Intense, stinging pain tore through her body from the impact. She screamed.

Another hit. Harder.

Abby did not cry out this time. She gritted her teeth and groaned, but to her surprise, the pain was not the only sensation she was experiencing. After the initial flood of pain, a gentle trickle of arousal followed.

Being caned was turning her on.

The third hit landed with an even louder crack, but Abby knew what to expect now. Silent tears streamed down her cheeks as her body tried to manage the pain, and Abby’s mind fought against the pleasure that followed. This was not her. She did not enjoy pain.

“Kneel, prisoner 696,” the head guard said and handed the cane to one of the others. “This is the final part of your initial processing. When this part of the ceremony is done, you are fully a prisoner of this facility.”

Abby was pushed down onto her knees. Her eyes widened as she saw one of the guards approaching her with a wide, shimmering steel collar in his hand. Her heart pounded in her chest, but she could not help but feel intrigued and a little excited as the collar closed shut around her neck with a faint click. The collar was a snug fit and heavy, but its dominating presence on her slender neck sent a pleasant shiver down her spine.

“Prisoner 696, repeat after me: I commit my body and soul to this institution …”

Abby glanced at the other guards. Their heads were bowed as if they were in prayer. The moment felt profound and meaningful, and it was as if her mouth repeated the words without involving her mind.

“… I commit my body and soul to this institution …”

“… so that I may better myself and find new purpose …”

“… so that I may better myself and find new purpose …”

“… may the chains and steel that bind me help set me free.”

Abby took a deep breath. “… may the chains and steel that bind me help set me free.”

Her butt still burned from the caning when the guards escorted her out of the door at the far side of the room. She was gagged once again and placed on a bench outside the room next to the girl who had entered before Abby. The two looked at each other; the girl seemed to struggle with what had happened same as Abby, judging by the tears on her cheeks and the revealing wet stain remaining on the bench when she slid over to make room for Abby.

***

Despite having worked as the warden of the prison for countless years, Henry Brooke never got tired of watching the new arrivals being processed. It was such an intense moment of pure emotion; fear, anxiety, but also excitement. The girls had not arrived on the island by chance, and though few of them were aware of their submissive side, Henry could often see it beginning to awaken as they were caned and collared. He rummaged through the files of the new arrivals scattered on the table in front of him with a smile when he felt a presence behind him, even though he had not heard the door open.

How does he do it?

“It’s a good batch, this one,” he said as he looked through the two-way mirror at another girl being dragged into the room.

“I agree.” The voice behind Henry was dark, and it felt like it echoed in his soul and vibrated in his bones. “They will be a fine addition.”

They looked at a young, short-haired girl stutter through the collaring ceremony. Her lips quivered, her cuffed hands nervously opened and closed. Nothing like a young girl in chains, Henry thought and smiled. He found it a shame that the old ways were gone, that they had to do this under the pretense of running a prison.

The dark presence disappeared, and Henry breathed a sigh of relief. He revered The Master, but even after all these years, he still felt uneasy in his presence. He sat down on a chair nearby and pressed a button. Two seconds later, the door next to him opened, and a gorgeous young blonde entered. The room was dark, but the small amount of light present reflected in the shiny shackles on the girl’s wrists and ankles. She did not speak; it was not needed. She smiled at him before kneeling.

Henry let out a pleased sigh. He watched another girl being dragged into the processing room while the shackled girl pulled his cock out of his pants and took it in her mouth.

***

Abby waited for what felt like an eternity. She winced every time she heard the muted screams from the room, but there was something different about the girls that came out. They were shocked, they had red lines on their naked asscheeks, but there was a spark in their eyes that had not been present before the processing. Abby felt it too. She did not understand it, but oddly, the fear she was feeling did not seem as frightening now. The collar around her neck felt heavy and tight; it symbolized what she was now, and it brought a sense of calm to her body. Like every other girl sitting naked on the bench, she tested her restraints, pulled her hands apart to feel the inescapable steel against her skin. Did she want to escape, or did she simply want to assure herself that she was helpless to do anything about her situation?

Abby was forced away from her jumbled thoughts when the tall, handsome guard from earlier yelled for them all to stand up. A deafening, metallic sound of rattling chains followed as two dozen shackled women got up and formed a line. Abby was second from the front, wondering what was next. A burly guard started locking the collars onto a massive chain, connecting the roughly twenty-five new prisoners close together. Abby tried to calm her breathing when the tall guard gave them the signal to start walking; she was overwhelmed with new sensations and impressions, and she struggled to separate them.

The handcuffs prevented her from lifting her arms because they were connected to her legcuffs.

The legcuffs dug into her ankles with every step, hobbling her walk.

The collar was pulled from both sides as the girls tried to find a rhythm.

The massive ballgag filled her mouth and caused an unflattering strand of drool to hang from her lips and onto her bounding bosom.

A distant roar of clanging metal and shouting came closer as they approached the massive steel-barred gates leading to one of the prison wings.

The gates slid open with an ominous clank, and the chain gang was dragged inside by the tall guard, who had a firm grip on the end of the long chain. Abby stared with a mix of awe and fear at the giant corridor they entered. Rows of prison cells, three stories worth, dominated the corridor on either side, and grim-faced guards patrolled the stairs and bridges connecting it all. The shouting increased in volume when the chained girls walked past the cells; hundreds of women banged objects against the steel bars while they whistled and shouted at the new arrivals.

Abby had never experienced anything like it. Though she had occasionally received compliments for her body and looks, she had always been shy and crawled along the walls, trying her best never to be noticed. But as she walked slowly through the cell block, naked, chained, and gagged, she found herself enjoying the attention. A fragile smile spread on her full lips when they reached the end and were escorted through another gate.

After the terrifying, but exhilarating, walk through the prison block, the women were pulled into a large room after passing a few security gates. The impressive gothic architecture present in the intake and cell block was nowhere to be seen; the long, low-ceilinged room was as naked as the new occupants. The women were all pushed against the wall, their collars still connected, and one by one, their handcuffs were unlocked from the chain connecting them to the legcuffs and pulled overhead. There they stood, helplessly chained, unable to shield themselves from the harsh jet of ice-cold water that started pummeling them.

“You’ve passed processing and the Gauntlet,” the tall guard shouted, barely audible over the sound of girls screaming into their gags and laughing guards. “The ritual cleansed your soul. Time to cleanse your bodies.”

Abby felt exposed. Vulnerable. The icy water attacked her quivering body, and when the sadistic guard pointed the hose at her face, the gag made it hard to breathe. Again and again, she was drenched, and there was nothing she could do. It felt like a thousand needles pierced her skin, and when the guard ordered them all to spread their legs as far as their ankle chains would let them, Abby steeled herself for what was to come.

She screamed.

The feel of ice-cold water against her pussy was torturous.

So why was part of her enjoying it?

What are they doing to us? Is it some sort of brainwashing? Her mind refused to accept that she could be enjoying the cruel treatment, the caning, the restraints, the humiliation – it had to be something the guards were doing to her. It was easier to accept than the alternative.

After the hose-off, the girls were cuffed behind their backs and led to a large room that once again reminded Abby of a church or cathedral. At the end was an elevated stage, illuminated by the sunlight sneaking in through the colored glass mosaics. The rest of the prison had been fairly dark, but this room was bathed in light. Rows of chains hung from the ceiling; Abby pondered their use, but she received the answer shortly after when she was released from the chain connecting her to the other girls, only to have her collar locked to one of the ceiling chains. The girls were placed in four rows facing the stage. The room felt special, almost sacred, and even though Abby had had eyes on her ever since her arrival, she got a strong feeling in her gut that she was being watched. Studied. She looked around at the guards standing near the walls, but none of them seemed to pay any special attention to her.

Why would they?

The eyes of the other girls darted nervously around the room. Some of them tried to reach their collar, but the handcuffs prevented it. A few had been locked to the chain so high up that they were forced to stand on their toes to keep from choking on their collar.

Everyone went silent when a man stepped onto the stage. The air around him was electric with power and calm confidence. It emanated from his immaculate uniform, the determined stride, the posture, all of it. This was a man in complete control.

“Welcome to the Prison of Rebirth,” the man said. He did not need a microphone; his voice was clear and strong. His gray, piercing eyes looked at them all in turn as he talked. “You’ve already been through much. This is the final stage of your initiation.”

Initiation? What an odd word to use.

“We will help steer you on a better path, a path forward.” He smiled. “You may find our methods cruel at times, but it is all in the name of renewal and betterment.” He spread his arms in a welcoming gesture. “I’m Henry Brooke, the warden of this prison. The leader. The shepherd.”

***

He had done the speech a hundred times before, but it did not keep him from carefully weighing every word, ensuring that his message drilled itself into the minds of the frightened and cold women before him. They looked amazing; the steel around their necks shimmered in the colored sunlight, and the drops of water still trickling down their naked bodies sparkled like diamonds on their pristine skin.

My flock, he thought and smiled. He glanced at the balcony above; it was cloaked in shadow, and though he could not see The Master, he knew that he was there. Observing. Feasting.

“The path forward is narrow and treacherous,” Henry said and allowed his voice to reach a crescendo. “Therefore, there are rules that will help guide you. Rule number one: Disobedience will be punished, as will any act that goes against the rules. Rule number two: When you are assigned tasks and chores, forced nudity is in effect.” He paused to let himself enjoy the nervous glances from the frightened girls. “Rule number three: Guards can choose to assign restraints and minor punishments as they see fit.”

***

Abby stared at the ruggedly handsome warden, mesmerized by his calm, commanding voice. The collar pressed on her neck and her arms were starting to hurt, yet every time he dictated another rule, she felt herself getting wetter. As the warden talked about whippings, canings, being put in the pillory, and all kinds of other medieval punishments, her heart raced faster and faster. She was afraid, but also restless. Part of her desired the humiliation, even if she tried to quell the insistent voice in the back of her mind that told her that no one could enjoy this sort of treatment.

“We do, however, not intend to keep you naked at all times,” the warden said with a smile. “The guards will now give you your prison uniforms. The number given to you is what you will be known as for the duration of your stay. Embrace the freedom in submission, the freedom in leaving your identity behind.”

To Abby’s surprise, one of her hands was uncuffed. She was still firmly collared to the ceiling chain but having her hands free, even if just for a few moments, felt odd. The handcuffs still dangled ominously from her left wrist, reminding her that this was a temporary reprieve. A guard walked up to her and handed her the prison ‘uniform’ – a skimpy, low-cut dress in a soft, dark gray fabric. The number 696 was visible on the left part of the chest.

“Put it on,” the guard commanded and moved on to the next girl.

Abby stared at the dress, then down at her feet. How was she supposed to put it on? She could not pull it over her head due to the chain holding the collar.

God, this is so humiliating! She groaned and whimpered as she lifted one shackled foot to try and slide the dress up from below. Luckily, the chain holding her collar was not too tight, and she soon managed, with some inelegant acrobatics, to get the dress on and slide it up over her voluptuous body. It hugged her tight, and her breasts threatened to pop out of the top, but it was nice to wear clothes again. The prison was a chilly place.

“When you’re dressed, lock your handcuffs back on in front,” a guard shouted.

Abby did as commanded. She slowly closed the cuff around her wrist, feeling a pleasant shiver down her spine with every click of the ratchet lock. She watched as other girls struggled to put the dress on, amusing the nearby guards. One girl had to hang from her neck for a few seconds to pull the dress on.

“The guards will now lead you to your cell.” The warden placed his hands on his hips and gazed over the crowd of chained, anxious women. “Your cellmates will help you get acquainted with how things work around here. The first night might be rough, though.”

What does that mean? Abby did not have time to ponder the warden’s final words. A guard unlocked her collar from the ceiling chain and grabbed her arm, pushing her back toward the cell block.

Curious eyes stared at Abby from every cell as she hobbled past, often being close to tripping when she tried to keep up with the long-legged guard. They stopped in front of a tiny cell with two bunk beds and a steel toilet. Two girls sat huddled together on one of the lower bunks and stared intently at Abby while the guard unlocked the steel-barred door. A tall, raven-haired woman with sharp features and intense, dark eyes stood leaning against the top bunk with a devious smile on her thin lips.

“Welcome to cell 314, prisoner 696,” the guard said with a smile before pushing Abby inside. The door slammed shut behind her. “Enjoy your stay.”

Abby turned to look at him, pointing at her gag.

He shook his head. “No. It is a tradition that new arrivals are gagged and restrained for their first day and night here.” He laughed. “If you’re lucky, your new cellmates will take your gag off when you’re fed, otherwise you’ll have to wait until morning.”

Abby let out a pitiful whimper and turned to face the three women. The black-haired woman was intimidating, and Abby could not help but take a step back and press her body against the cold steel bars.

The tall woman stepped forward, twirling her black hair with her finger. “Mmm … this one is beautiful,” she said in a raspy, sensual voice. “Don’t you agree, girls?”

The two girls stepped out from the bunk and nodded. “Yes, Mistress.” Their voices were remarkably synchronized.

The black-haired woman let her finger run across the number on Abby’s chest. “Prisoner 696, huh?”

Abby nodded. Her body was tense; she had no idea what was about to happen.

“They want you to embrace the number, but we usually stick to nicknames in here,” the woman said. “They call me Raven.” She gestured at her long, straight hair. “Not hard to guess why.” She cocked her head as she eyed Abby up and down. “But you’ll soon learn to call me Mistress. This is Baby …”

Raven pointed at the shortest of the two girls. Her round face was young and innocent, framed by blonde curls that would have made her come off as a minor, had it not been for her feminine curves. She smiled at Abby.

“Baby was sent here the day after her 18th birthday, hence the name and … well, look at her.” Raven chuckled. “The other is Spanky. She likes to be … you know.”

The other girl, a thin brunette with short hair and huge, expressive eyes nodded at Abby. Despite the intensity of the situation and Raven’s somewhat intimidating presence, Abby did not get the feeling that the three girls were out to hurt her.

Raven pressed her body against Abby’s, leaning in close enough for Abby to feel Raven’s breath on her neck. “I like you …” Raven grabbed the ring on Abby’s collar and pulled her in close, kissing Abby on top of the gag and biting her lower lip. It was both tender and brutal, and Abby could not help but let out a revealing moan. “I knew you’d like that. I can see it in your eyes. I think I can turn you into a good little submissive.” Raven’s soft finger slid up Abby’s inner thigh and gently touched her pussy. “You’re dripping wet, girl. I think we’ll call you Juicy. At least for now.”

Why does this feel so good? Abby had never been touched by a girl before, barely even by a man, and as Raven’s fingers slipped effortlessly inside her, no part of her wanted it to stop. Raven’s other hand grabbed the chain connecting Abby’s handcuffs and pulled them over Abby’s head.

“Mmmm …” Abby moaned as the fingers explored her. It was maddeningly intense. Spanky and Baby stood on either side of Raven, watching Abby squirm as if she was a puppet being guided by Raven’s cunning hands.

“You like this, don’t you, Juicy?”

Abby nodded. She truly did.

“You want more?”

Abby nodded again.

Raven’s fingers exited Abby’s pussy. “Not yet.”

Abby let out a frustrated whimper as she watched Raven dry Abby’s juices off on Baby’s dress. Baby did not flinch and kept smiling at Abby while Raven pushed Abby face-first against one of the bunk beds and used a strip of cloth to tie Abby’s handcuffs to the top part of the bed frame. She rolled up Abby’s dress, exposing her ass.

“Looks like they did not hold back during processing,” Raven said and let a finger run across the bruises on Abby’s butt. “Which will only make this next part more painful.”

Abby let out a scared shriek when Raven started spanking her. It was nowhere near as painful as the caning had been, but the spanking caught Abby by surprise. She wondered if guards would come running upon hearing her muted cries, but no one did. The three girls took turns spanking Abby’s buttocks.

It stung.

It turned her on.

I’m … liking this? The stinging sensation gave way to more and more pleasure as the degrading display continued. Raven grabbed hold of Abby’s long, wavy hair and yanked her head back, but it only made Abby love it more. Raven was clearly in charge, and Abby did not mind.

Her butt was glowing red when the spanking finally stopped. A huge, wet stain was visible on the upper part of Abby’s dress from all the saliva that had escaped her gagged mouth.

Raven untied Abby from the bed frame and used the long strip of cloth to create a makeshift leash when she tied it to the ring on Abby’s collar. “Listen closely, Juicy …” She yanked the leash and pulled Abby in close. “I’m going to remove the gag for a bit, but you’re not allowed to talk unless I tell you to. Do you understand?”

Abby nodded. She had noticed that the other girls did not speak unless asked direct questions either.

“Good.” Raven looked at Baby and Spanky. “You two – sit on the lower bunk and pull your feet up. Juicy here is going to lick them.”

Abby knelt on the floor in front of the two girls while Raven stood next to her, holding the leash in her hand. The feet were dirty and sweaty. The girls giggled when Abby’s tongue started licking them, slowly and meticulously. Occasionally, Raven would force Abby’s head closer to lick them more intently, but Abby found that the degradation suited her. It was almost meditative; she did not have to worry about anything other than doing the task given to her, and when Raven laid down on the other bed, spread her legs, and exposed her pussy, Abby knew what she had to do. The chains to her cuffs clattered as she started licking Raven’s soft pussy, tracing the outside for a bit before allowing her tongue to sneak inside.

“Baby, you know what to do,” Raven said with a breathy voice, unable to hide her enjoyment. Baby crawled onto the bed and started kissing her mistress passionately while her hands groped Raven’s perky breasts.

Abby kept licking. The tangy smell of Raven’s pussy was intoxicating, and when Spanky started spanking Abby, she found nothing but enjoyment in the humiliation and submission. I might end up enjoying prison life, she thought as the foursome continued.

“Harder, Juicy.” Raven controlled the entire situation with little effort as her body started tensing. “Lick my clit. Spanky, grab her leash” The strong body spasmed and squirmed as she neared the climax. Abby wanted to get her there; not only did she not doubt that she should stay on Raven’s good side to make her life inside easier, but she wanted to. She wanted to please Raven. Spanky grabbed the improvised leash to Abby’s collar and pulled it while she continued the spanking, causing Abby to choke, cementing her position as nothing more than a pet.

“Fuuuuck …” Raven moaned with a smile as her hands gripped the sheets and her body convulsed. “Not bad, new girl.” She pushed Abby’s face away. “I guess it’s your turn now.”

As Abby lay there on the bunk bed with her hands above her head, her handcuffs tied to the frame, she pondered for a moment how everything had led to this point. For days, her body had been ravaged by fear and anxiety, and now she was tied to a prison bed while three gorgeous women rolled her dress up to expose her body and breasts to the chilly prison air. For many, this would be their worst nightmare, helpless to resist whatever these vixens had in mind, but the fear was arousing to Abby. The ballgag once again filled her mouth, and she looked nervously at Raven when the goddess sat down next to her.

“This is a little homemade toy that is quite common in here,” she said. “It’s maxi-pads rolled around a pencil and stuffed into a rubber glove. Very efficient.” She held out the odd-looking device. “Baby will lube it for you.”

Without hesitation, Baby took the improvised dildo in her mouth and sucked it with enthusiasm and fervor.

“Try to enjoy yourself, Juicy,” Raven said with a grin as she pulled the dildo out of Baby’s mouth, moved down between Abby’s legs, and slowly slid the device inside Abby.

That’s … different. Her pussy needed a few moments to get used to the unfamiliar sensation, but the initial hesitation was soon replaced by pure lust as Raven fucked Abby with the dildo. With her other hand, Raven grabbed Baby’s springy curls and pushed her head down toward Abby’s clit.

Shit, that feels good!

Baby had obviously licked a clit before, and the bedframe creaked as Abby squirmed and pulled at her restraints. It only got more intense when Spanky leaned in over her and started groping her breasts, switching between gentle rubs and stinging pinches.

“You see, Juicy, I’m in charge in cell 314,” Raven said with a smile as she started fucking Abby deeper with the dildo. “But I take care of my own. You do what I tell you, you submit to me, and I’ll ensure that you’ll find at least some pleasure in this place.”

Oh, I’m all yours, Abby thought and moaned. She bit down on the gag, felt her teeth sink into the hard rubber ball, felt the sharp steel edges of her handcuffs dig into her skin. Her body struggled to process all the signals from her breasts, clit, and pussy, and her feet twitched as she neared the peak.

“Don’t come without permission,” Spanky whispered in Abby’s ear as Abby’s body started trembling.

Abby opened her eyes and stared at Raven.

Raven nodded. “You may come.”

Abby threw herself off the cliff and into the orgasmic abyss. It was violent, dirty, brutal, nothing like the quaint, tiny orgasms she had achieved on her own. She screamed into her gag as every muscle in her body vibrated, and the three girls became blurry shapes for a few blissful seconds.

She did not know how prison life would suit her. But she knew that she could endure much if there were moments like these sprinkled in.

Baby and Spanky stepped away from the bed. Raven sat astride Abby’s body and leaned in over her. Abby could feel Raven’s warm breath on her ear as the goddess whispered:

“Welcome to prison, Juicy. You belong to me now.”


Part 2

Throughout her life, Abby had always managed to stay out of trouble. She had followed the rules, done what people expected of her, and generally accepted that her life would be gray with only a few sparkles of color. But her jail sentence had torn her away from that life. The first few months in prison had been rough, but Abby was adjusting well.

In her own way.

A single ray of sunshine snuck through the steel bars and landed on the thin blanket covering Abby’s naked, trembling body. She could hear the chatter of the other prisoners in the yard outside the window. It was her first time in isolation, and to her surprise, she was enjoying the time away from the chaos. A guard’s heavy footsteps in the corridor outside the cell told her that her time was almost up, but she was not ready. Not yet. A muted gasp escaped her full lips as her fingers explored the wonders between her legs. A bolt of pleasure shot through her body as she massaged her clit, and she had to bite her lip to keep herself from moaning loudly. The handcuffs dug into her thighs, and the sensation drove her ever close to the edge.

Almost there. Abby focused on the feel of her touch, on the tight steel collar around her neck, on the chains connecting her ankles clattering with every movement. She found great joy in being restrained, and though she had not sought to be punished, she was sad that the restraints were likely coming off the moment the punishment was over.

So close. She arched her back in anticipation.

The clanging sound of the large steel door being unlocked sent her back to reality. She let out a frustrated groan as let go of her clit and got up from the uncomfortable bed, placing her cuffed hands behind her head.

“Prisoner 696, time to get back to the others,” the guard said when he entered. “Hopefully this will teach you not to spill soup on officer Trask’s shoes.”

Abby nodded. She could feel the juices from her dripping wet pussy trickle down her inner thigh, tempting her to seek out further punishment.

The guard handed her the dark gray dress that all prisoners wore. “You can put it on when you get back to your cell.”

Abby sighed. “You want me to walk through the entire cell block naked?”

The guard chuckled. “Do you even mind?”

“I guess not.”

Raven, Baby, and Spanky awaited her when she returned. The moment the guard pushed Abby inside the cell after removing her restraints, they applauded her.

“Three days of isolation for spilling soup,” Raven said with a grin. “He must’ve had a bad day. Good job, Juicy.”

“It wasn’t so bad, Mistress,” Abby said and put her dress on. “And it would’ve been a lot worse if you hadn’t intervened.”

“You were bound to receive your first punishment eventually.” Raven let her long fingers run through Abby’s dark brown hair. “Maybe you’re a little naughty under the innocent exterior. Just like Baby is.”

Baby snickered from her usual place on the top bunk.

Abby smiled. “Maybe I am, Mistress.”

There was a certain rhythm to life in prison as well as an unspoken hierarchy among the prisoners. Some of the inmates, like Raven, were respected, even feared, and girls like Abby, who was either new or weak, often submitted to these powerful women for protection. Abby did not mind; she had grown to like Raven quite a bit, and Abby enjoyed pleasing her mistress since the favor was often returned. But there was something at play in the Prison of Rebirth, something Abby could not quite put her finger on. When they were out of their cells, the inmates were usually restrained, but Abby had noticed that it did not always apply to everyone. When she had asked Raven why that was, the black-haired woman had shrugged it off and told Abby not to worry about it.

The inmates were not the only ones with a hierarchy. The guards had one as well. In cellblock A, where Abby lived, officer Rick Trask was the guy on top. He was a tall, broad-shouldered man with a steely gaze and a commanding voice. He was the one Abby had accidentally spilled soup on during dinner, and though isolation had been a severe punishment, his initial reaction had been to put Abby in a tiny cage outside for months. But Raven had come to Abby’s rescue and calmed the ill-tempered man.

“Please, Rick, the girl did not mean any harm,” she had said. “Let her off easy this time. I’ll owe you one.”

Abby had pondered what the words means as she was dragged to the far end of the prison complex where the isolation cells were. Spanky had later told her that there were far nastier cells than the one Abby had been locked inside, insisting that there were older structures beneath the buildings that had more in common with medieval dungeons than a modern prison.

The four girls from cell 314 were eating together one day when officer Trask approached their table. Abby immediately took her hands off the table not to risk spilling anything, eliciting laughter from the other three.

Trask stood next to the table, towering above them like a giant. “Prisoner 155 …” He ignored Abby and stared directly at Raven. “Come with me.”

Raven smiled and got up from the table. “Yes, Sir.” Abby always found it odd to see the confident, cocky Raven turn into a submissive girl when officer Trask was around. Raven did not protest while her hands were cuffed behind her back, not even when Trask locked a leash to her collar and dragged her out of the dining area.

“What did she do?” Abby asked when Raven was gone.

Spanky and Baby exchanged glances.

“Nothing,” Baby said. “Try not to worry about it.”

Abby sighed. “You guys tell me that often.”

“Well, you haven’t listened yet, so we better keep repeating ourselves,” Spanky said with a smile and gestured at something behind Abby. “Would you look at that …”

Abby looked over her shoulder to see one of the other inmates, a curvy woman with red hair, walk into the dining area escorted by a guard. The other inmates were not restrained at this moment, but the red-haired woman could barely walk, burdened as she was by brutally heavy shackles and ankle manacles, all connected by thick chains.

“I hear she slapped a guard last week and was whipped in the courtyard before they put her in a cage,” Spanky said and took a bite of her loaf of bread. “I guess they didn’t think that was punishment enough.”

Abby felt a tinge of envy. She liked being restrained, but she was surprised that the sight of the miserable woman made her want to switch places. “How long will she have to wear those?”

“Who knows? The guards decide.” Baby leaned back in her chair. “One of the other girls was locked in a steel yoke for a month because she disobeyed an order. The others had to feed her.”

That sounds amazing! Abby could feel herself getting wet at the thought of being restrained like that for weeks on end. The rational part of her brain told her that she would likely grow to hate it within a few days, but it did not prevent her from fantasizing.

After the episode with Trask and Raven in the dining hall, Abby started noticing similar events happening all the time; a guard would walk up to an inmate, handcuffs her, and pull her away from the common areas, sometimes even from a cell. Baby and Spanky occasionally disappeared as well. Abby was not naïve, she knew exactly what was happening, but what she could not understand was the refusal of her cellmates to talk about it and the secretive smiles they always wore when they were dragged away.

One night, Abby woke to find Raven gone. Baby and Spanky were sleeping soundly, but Raven’s bunk was empty. Abby was convinced that she would have heard the cell door opening, and the pale moonlight sneaking in from the skylights in the cell block bathed the cell in an eerie glow, causing Abby to shiver. Something felt wrong.

Suddenly, the toilet started moving. Abby had to blink a few times to convince herself she was not dreaming, but it looked like the toilet and the mirror above it was swallowed by the wall. No sound was made, and Abby pressed herself back against the wall, fearing what could come out of the pitch-black darkness.

Raven?

The beautiful woman appeared from the darkness. Abby closed her eyes and pretended to sleep as Raven silently climbed into the top bunk.

What the hell is going on?

Abby waited for what felt like an eternity until she was convinced that Raven was asleep. Abby stood in front of the toilet and mirror, wondering how Raven had managed to open the secret door. Curiosity drove her to push and prod at the wall, wincing every time she made a sound. She was close to giving up when she noticed something off about one of the screws holding the mirror in place. She pressed it and heard a barely audible sound, like a distant click. As she held in the button, she pushed the wall, which moved without a sound. Her heart pounded in her chest as she stepped inside the darkness and closed the door behind her.

Abby found herself in a cramped corridor. She could see a fragile light at the end, and even though she was afraid, she was drawn to it like a moth to a flame. Abby counted her steps to ensure that she could find the door to her cell again, and as she felt her way through the darkness, her fingers noticed several doors on the wall opposite the cells. She had no idea where they led, but she found no way of opening them and instead continued toward the light.

Where am I? The moonlight illuminated a small courtyard, one Abby had not seen before. She stood on a small balcony above, bathed in shadow, far enough away to not get noticed by the people in the courtyard, but close enough to see everything that was happening. Is that … warden Brooke? The thick, peppered hair was unmistakable. The warden sat at a large table in the middle of the courtyard, eating a juicy steak. He was calm and carefree, which contrasted with the struggling man tied to the table in front of the warden. The man was naked, and Abby recognized him as one of the guards from her cell block, a guard feared and disliked by the inmates for his cruelty and power-hungry nature. Thick ropes held him fast, his mouth was taped shut, and none of the dozen or so guards standing around the table seemed to have any desire to free him. The tied man whimpered and pleaded, but the effective tape gag made the words unintelligible.

Abby suddenly felt odd. It was as if someone stood behind her, but she was alone on the balcony. The presence lingered in her mind, and it looked like the guards felt it too. They all looked up at a dark tower next to the courtyard. A cloaked figure stood on a balcony high above. It was as if the figure refused to reflect the moonlight, instead gathering darkness around it. Abby let out a gasp as the figure jumped from the balcony, but instead of falling to its death, it slowly descended toward the courtyard as if it stood on an invisible elevator. None of the guards or the warden seemed phased by this, but the restrained man started to panic, thrashing his head back and forth as the figure descended.

The figure landed on the table, standing astride the captive’s trembling torso. The figure’s hood was pulled back, revealing the most beautiful man, Abby had ever seen. The skin was like ivory, flawless and pale, and the thick, black hair waved quietly in the breeze. She knew instinctually that this was the presence she felt, and though he did not look at her, she had the sense that he was aware of her presence.

The man did not speak. He nodded at the warden before leaning in over the captured man. Muffled screams escaped the prisoner as the beautiful man sunk his teeth into the man’s neck.

A vampire.

It was as if Abby’s stomach understood what she was watching, but her mind refused to believe it. The vampire drank from the man, whose eyes slowly lost their spark, but before he was completely gone, the vampire looked up at the guards surrounding him, letting his piercing gaze crawl between all of the assembled men.

Silence. Total silence. No one dared move a muscle, and only a whimper from the restrained man convinced Abby that she had not suddenly gone deaf.

The whimper turned into a scream that not even the gag could contain a moment later, accompanied by a sickening sound as the vampire dug his fingers into the man’s chest and tore it open, pulling the ribcage apart. Abby wanted to scream, to let her terrified voice join the dying man’s, but no words came out of her wide-open mouth. The vampire sunk his hand into the chest cavity and tore out the man’s still-beating heart before consuming it in three bites with the ferocity of a wild beast.

The warden took another bite of his steak and nodded approvingly, as did the other guards. The blood from the lifeless victim sprayed on their faces, but they did not flinch.

Abby ran. She tripped and fell several times as she desperately tried to put distance between herself and the horrible things she had seen, but after a while, she realized that she had no idea where the entrance to cell 314 was. There were too many doors, and she did not want to cry for help out of fear that the creature would find her. She considered going back to the balcony to recount her steps, but she was too afraid.

“Can’t find your way back?” a familiar voice sounded from the darkness.

“R… Raven?”

“You shouldn’t be in here.”

“I … I’m not even sure what ‘here’ is. Raven, I saw something … it … it ate a guard, I …”

“Ssshh …” Abby felt Raven’s hands on her mouth. “Don’t speak of it. They’ll punish you if you start asking questions.” The mistress’ voice was calm, a stark contrast to the raging emotions in Abby’s body. “You shouldn’t go out at night, Juicy. Forget what you saw.”

Raven pushed Abby up against the wall. The smell of prison soap was oddly intoxicating as Raven’s soft hand slowly slid up Abby’s inner thigh, lifting her prison dress before she started rubbing Abby’s clit.

“Mistress, please … not … not now.”

“Be quiet, Juicy.” Raven’s voice was firm but caring. “You know you don’t get to decide. Trust me, it’ll calm you down.”

Abby bit her lower lip as Raven slid two fingers inside her. It did feel good. The total darkness seemed to enhance the sensations, and when Raven’s lips touched Abby’s in a tender kiss, it was like an explosion of lust that numbed her mind and washed away the worries, even if it was just for a moment. Raven’s tongue forced its way past Abby’s trembling lips, and the feel of Raven’s perky breasts against her own large mammaries helped send Abby further into the blissful abyss. The world seemed to fade around her as they kissed, and when Raven grabbed hold of the ring on the front of Abby’s collar, pulling it up to choke the trembling girl, the feel of the fingers inside Abby became even more intense. Her pleasure was in Raven’s hands, and Raven masterfully took Abby on a journey of desire, a journey that ended a little later in a quiet, pleasant orgasm.

The next day was a day like most others. Raven behaved like their meeting in the corridor had never happened, and though Abby mentioned the courtyard bloodbath to Spanky during a toilet visit, she reacted in much the same way as Raven had done.

“Let it go, Juicy.” Spanky was usually upbeat and smiling, but her face looked grim. “It was nothing.”

“But …”

“Nothing.”

They know.

Abby felt like she was grasping at loose threads, that all the small oddities in the prison were somehow connected to what she had seen, but she could not combine the clues into a full picture. She was both scared and intrigued, and it drove her to do something she had never imagined herself capable of.

“Officer Dylan?”

“What is it, 696?” The burly guard crossed his arms and looked down at Abby. “You should get some exercise while you can.”

“It’s not easy in legcuffs.”

“You know the rules.”

Abby nodded and shielded her eyes from the sun with her cuffed hands. It was a gorgeous day, but she had other things than the weather on her mind. She glanced at the other prisoners walking in circles around the yard, chatting and laughing. “I … I’ve noticed that other inmates get … privileges.”

Officer Dylan raised an eyebrow. “Have you, now?”

“I was wondering …” Abby pulled her dress down a bit to enhance her already generous cleavage. She fluttered her eyelashes and smiled. “… if I could do anything to … please you?” One of Abby’s friends had once insisted that Abby should stay away from flirting after a few cringe-inducing attempts at a bar, but she had to try. She wanted answers, and she was willing to go far to get them.

Officer Dylan smiled as his eyes traveled up and down Abby’s well-proportioned body. “You’re not a subtle person, 696.”

Abby rolled her eyes. “I know. I’ve heard that before.” She pouted. “Does that mean you’re not interested?”

“I didn’t say that.” The guard slid his hand inside Abby’s dress and groped her breast. “Very nice. You have great tits.”

Abby smiled and clenched her jaw to keep from moaning. And you have great hands.

“I’m putting together a little work detail that needs to go outside the prison walls tomorrow. Let’s see if you … deserve a spot.”

It probably won’t get me answers, Abby thought as the guard locked a chain to her collar and unlocked a nearby door. But it’s a start.

Officer Dylan dragged Abby into a storage room next to the yard. She had not picked the young guard at random; he was good-looking, with deep, brown eyes and a kind face, and though she did not know how much power he held, she felt certain that he would treat her reasonably well.

“Let’s see how much you want this,” he said and unzipped his pants. “Do you know how to handle a cock like this?”

Abby nodded and kneeled in front of officer Dylan. In her wildest dreams, she had never thought she would ever use her body for something like this, but prison had changed her. The constant presence of the collar around her neck, the sound of chains whenever she walked, and the erotic epiphanies she had experienced with Raven, Baby, and Spanky had ignited a fire within Abby. She wanted more. She had hoped for a good fucking, but sucking a huge cock was a nice consolation prize. Abby started lifting her hands to assist, but Dylan shook his head.

“Mouth only. At least at first.”

Abby kept her shackled hands in her lap and closed her lips around the semi-erect cock. She loved the feel of the soft skin on her tongue, and she soon realized that she also loved knowing that he was holding the chain to her collar. She could hear it rattle as she moved her head back and forth, a constant reminder of her total lack of control. It was oddly liberating, and she found herself sucking the now rock-hard cock harder.

“Holy hell, you are amazing at this!” Dylan groaned.

Abby tried not to smile. 

“More! Use your hands!”

Her mouth continued to please the tip of his cock while her hands started jerking off the saliva-lubricated shaft. The handcuffs were cumbersome, but they only added to the intoxicating feeling of being restrained. Abby had blown a few guys before, but this was the first time that she was getting properly turned on by it herself. And though Dylan’s cock was fine and clean, it had nothing to do with him.

Her tongue danced like a graceful ballerina while her soft hands handled the cock like a trained musician handles her instrument. She could tell that he was close, that he was doing all he could to prolong the experience, but he was fighting a losing battle. He pulled at her chain, choking her, forcing his cock down the back of her throat, but it only turned her on more.

When his warm seed filled her mouth, she swallowed it with a sense of pride and satisfaction. She looked up at the dumbstruck man with a confident gaze.

“That … that was …” He was struggling to catch his breath. “That was fucking incredible.”

Abby smiled in response. No words were necessary.

It was another wonderful summer day, and Abby allowed herself a moment to take a deep breath of the invigorating fresh air. Being outside the prison walls for once felt good, even if she was naked and chained, but at least the chain between her handcuffs was longer than usual to allow her more mobility. The air felt crisper than in the prison yard, but cleaning the shore of the island was hard work. Though the island was isolated, there were busy shipping lanes nearby, and plenty of garbage and debris had found its way to the small beach.

Abby looked up at the prison walls high above her and sighed. The walk back up the stairs was going to be rough, but at least she was not wearing heels like she had done when first arriving on the island.

Five women had been assigned to clean the beach, and officer Dylan was the only one there to keep an eye on them. Not that he needed to – there was no way to escape the island, and Abby did not feel like attempting a swim through the treacherous waters with her hands and feet cuffed.

What’s that smell? Abby winced as a putrid stench reached her nose. She was walking near the edge of the beach, far away from the others. She noticed that officer Dylan was taking a nap in his chair and she used the opportunity to follow the smell. Abby walked over to a collection of slippery, sharp rocks. The smell grew stronger as she traversed the dangerous rocks, and she nearly fell into the water when she saw what caused the stench.

A tiny shriek escaped her mouth and was swallowed by the sound of the crashing waves. The decomposing corpse of a large beast lay on the rocks. It had scales and multiple long, tentacle-like arms, as well as a large mouth with rows of yellow, terrifyingly sharp teeth. It looked like had been in a horrible battle; the abdomen had been cut open, spreading its guts onto the wet rocks. The stench was overwhelming, but so were the implications. Abby had never heard of a creature like this, and her mind refused to accept what her eyes were seeing.

She walked back to the others as fast as her legcuffs would allow her. Officer Dylan woke up as she neared him.

“696? What’s going on?”

Abby tried to calm her pounding heart and catch her breath. “A … monster. A huge monster. Dead …” She pointed at the cliffs. “Over … there.”

Officer Dylan did not flinch as Abby described the creature she had seen. He looked over Abby’s shoulder to ensure that none of the other inmates on the beach had heard her story. “Forget what you saw. It’s not important.” He smiled. “You’re safe inside the prison walls.”

Abby stood there, confused, as officer Dylan called for the others to finish up, telling them that it was enough for the day.

The night came, but Abby could not sleep. Everything seemed wrong. Why did everyone tell her to forget what she had seen? Why was everyone so calm? The image of the monster on the beach kept appearing whenever she closed her eyes, as did the memory of the vampire eating the guard. She stared at the bunk above her. Raven should be in it, sleeping, but officer Trask had picked her up shortly before the lights had been turned off.

I want to know more, she thought and snuck out of bed. Spanky and Baby did not wake up when Abby opened the secret door and once again walked down the dark, creepy corridor toward the balcony. She knew it was forbidden to go out of her cell at night, but she figured a few days in isolation was a small price to pay for answers.

The moon was hidden behind a heavy cloud cover, and a gentle rain fell on the small courtyard. A pole had been erected in the middle of the yard next to a wooden pillory, and torches illuminated a circle of guards standing around the pole. A woman was chained with her hands over her head to the pole, and Abby’s heart skipped a beat when she noticed who it was.

***

Her hands were starting to go numb, but Raven was used to it at this point. It was not the first time she had been chained to a pole. Her naked body shivered, both from the cold rain and the anticipation of what was about to happen. Officer Trask stood in front of her, hands on his hips, emanating power and strength. A subtle smile lit up his square-jawed face. The warden stood next to him, and neither of the two men seemed to mind the rain.

Trask stepped closer. “Prisoner 155, you asked this officer to go easy on a new prisoner, thus going against the rules of this place. You’ve admitted to, through your carelessness, revealing the secret passages of this prison to the same prisoner. Correct?”

Raven nodded. “Yes, Master Trask.” She bit her lower lip to keep from smiling. She had known this was coming for a while, and her body ached for it.

Trask bared his teeth in a wolf-like grin. “Do you accept the punishment that is to come?”

“I do, Master. In His name.”

The circle of guards repeated the phrase in unison.

Trask grabbed a nine-tailed flogger with small knots at the end of each tail. It was an old friend of Raven’s, and she steeled her body as Trask swung the instrument of torture through the air. The first strike landed on her breast, sending a sharp pain through her body.

Fuck. That hurt. She let out a groan and nodded for Trask to continue. She glanced at the balcony; she knew there was a good chance that 696 was watching. She was a smart girl, and Raven knew that she would eventually have to let her new submissive in on the secrets of the prison, but it was not the right time. Not yet.

The warden looked on emotionless as the flogger pummeled Raven’s body. The hits became harder and harder, causing her body to shake from the pain, but whenever the burning sensation on her skin faded, it was replaced by a trickle of arousal. Red lines were drawn on her breasts, abdomen, and thighs, and her groans and whimpers soon turned to screams.

“Spread your legs, 155,” Trask ordered.

Raven obeyed. She spread her legs as far as her legcuffs would allow, causing her body to lower and the handcuffs to dig into her wrists.

“AAAH!” she cried when Trask started whipping her exposed pussy. Her legs threatened to collapse beneath her, but through it all, she never stopped keeping eye contact with her master until he told her to turn around.

When the whipping finally stopped, Raven was a sobbing mess. The warden stepped up to her and lifted her chin, forcing her to look him in the eye.

“Very impressive,” he said with a smile. “You’re truly devoted.” He glanced at Trask. “I might have to take this one off your hands at some point if she continues to show this level of endurance and devotion, Trask.”

Trask nodded as he massaged the arm he had used to whip Raven. “If that is what you wish. Do you want to take the lead on the next part of her punishment, Sir?”

The warden shook his head. “No. I have a … meeting. You do the honors, Trask.”

The warden left, leaving Trask to uncuff Raven from the pillar and drag her to the pillory. The wooden beams creaked as he opened them before placing Raven in the pillory. Raven had never been locked in a device like this before, but she was convinced that it was not made for people already wearing wide collars. The wooden frame barely fit between her collar and head, and as Trask locked the device, Raven was completely trapped.

This could be fun, Raven thought.

Trask disappeared behind Raven, and she heard nothing but silence. Raven tested her restraints, but there was no chance of escape. It was not her first punishment in the courtyard, but she suspected that it would be her most intense one yet.

Raven felt a strong hand on her exposed buttock. It traveled up her back, lingering at some of the marks and bruises left by the severe whipping.

“Time for the next part of your punishment,” Trask said.

Raven did not speak. Trask was a cruel master, and she had days where she hated him, but his presence was overwhelming. Her body shivered from his touch, and a reluctant moan escaped her.

Seconds felt like hours. Nothing happened. The guards stood like statues, staring at her from all sides.

Are they all just going to watch me? The thought enticed her, and Raven could not resist sensually waving her shapely posterior. She wanted Trask inside her, and part of her hoped that some of the other guards would be allowed to have a go as well. She opened and closed her wrists in frustration as the anticipation caused the desire to build within her.

Please, let him …

Silky smooth, delicate skin touched her pussy, teasing it, disappearing only to reappear seconds later.

“Do you want my cock, 155?” Trask asked. Raven could hear the smile in his voice; he enjoyed her visibly aroused body writhing, searching for his penis. This was a different type of torture than what she had experienced before.

“Yes, Master!” Raven said. She was not acting; she wanted a cock inside her, and she did not much care whose it was.

There was no menace, no violence as he entered her. It was a wonderful entrance. He allowed every nerve ending in Raven’s pussy to feel him as he filled her. Raven had endured the whipping, but this was a different kind of anguish; no whipping could have tormented her as Trask’s meticulous, slow penetration did. She convulsed and spasmed, walking the edge forever, unable to find release.

Part of her knew that it was all a game. That they wanted to control her with lust, but the primal part of her brain could not see beyond her desire for more.

After what seemed like an eternity of slowly moving his cock in and out of her, he pulled out. Raven screamed in frustration, tore at the pillory, and kicked her legs until the steel dug into her ankles. Her body was ravaged by undiluted lust, and she begged for more.

“Please, Master …” Her voice was pathetic and whimpering. “Don’t stop …”

“We’re only getting started, 155. This is not supposed to be a reward.” He appeared in front of her, smiling. “Well … knowing you, it might feel like it.” He put his erect cock inside her mouth. It was soaked in her juices, and it felt forbidden and enticing to taste herself on his cock as he rammed it deeper and deeper down her throat.

But he was not alone.

“Mmmm …” she moaned, gagging on Trask’s cock as one of the other guards entered her pussy. The slow torture from before was gone, this was far more violent and brutal. The man thrust into her, fucking her hard, and it hurt every time her clavicle crashed against the wooden frame.

In His name, Raven thought as the man started going faster. Moments later, Trask pulled his cock out of her mouth and shot his load all over her face. She licked what she could reach with a smile, but before she could recover, another cock found its way inside her mouth. Shortly after, she felt the guard behind her deposit his cum on her lower back, and once again, her pussy did not remain empty for long.

The men lined up, waiting for their turn. Raven was but a vessel for their pleasure, and though it was uncomfortable due to the pillory, she embraced every second of the experience. Orgasm after orgasm rocked her body, increasing in intensity until they became downright painful. She looked up at the tower to see a dark figure looking down upon her. She could feel his presence in her mind, feel him feed off the strong emotions ravaging her, and it made her feel appreciated.

In Your name …

***

She did not know if she was terrified or aroused as she watched her mistress being fucked by the guards. Abby remained hidden on the balcony, and though she wanted to walk away, she could not. It was hypnotizing to watch Raven’s trembling body as it was covered in cum, helpless to resist the onslaught. One of the guards found a cane and started hitting Raven’s breasts, causing her to scream into the cock she was sucking, but Abby never got the impression that Raven wanted to escape.

Why is this turning me on? Abby’s hands had a mind of their own and traveled south; one of them rubbed her clit while the other slipped a finger inside her. She sat down on the cold stone floor of the balcony, hidden from view, masturbating to the sound of Raven’s muffled cries and screams. Conflicting emotions tore through her body; fear, anxiety, lust, all of them mixed into a potent cocktail that drove her hands. Part of her wanted to run away. Part of her wanted to exchange places with Raven.

All of her wanted to come.

She clenched her jaw and bit her lip to keep from crying out when the orgasm washed over her. Abby collapsed on the ground, pulling her knees to her chest to try and keep warm as the soft rain tickled her skin and the orgasm soothed her. No answers had revealed themselves, only more questions, but she felt driven to find out more.

Much more.


Part 3

Abby tried to focus on the broom as it traveled across the dirty floor. It was a menial, endless task, and the chains connecting her ankle cuffs clattered along, the metallic sound echoing between the old stone walls. She wondered why Raven had suggested to the guard that Abby should join Raven and Spanky for the boring task of cleaning a remote, unused part of the prison.

Where are they? Abby wondered and allowed herself a short break. The large room looked dilapidated and abandoned, reminding Abby of a medieval dungeon with its black iron bars and rusty chains hanging lazily from the low, arched ceiling. The dust filled her lungs and rested on her naked body; she usually did not mind being naked for work details, but the dungeon was cold. She could not see Raven and Spanky anywhere, and when she looked behind her, she noticed that the guard was gone as well.

“Juicy, over here!”

Abby turned to see Raven and Spanky appear from behind a cracked wall at the other end of the room.

Raven pulled Abby in close when she approached. “Don’t talk.”

Abby nodded. She had gotten used to her mistress’ commands, but her head was still filled with questions when she witnessed Raven open a hidden door like the one in their cell. Together, the three cellmates stepped into a dark, narrow corridor. Spanky was in front and seemed to know where she was going, even in total darkness.

What is this place? Abby wondered how many of these corridors were hidden in the old prison and why Raven and Spanky knew where to find them. The horrifyingly arousing scene Abby had witnessed in the hidden courtyard a few days earlier still lingered in her mind, but she had not found the courage to talk to Raven about it. Raven had worn a secretive smile ever since the gruesome event, and she had been nicer to the other girls in the cell.

What the hell?

The corridor opened up into a small room. Two other doorways seemed to connect the room to similar hidden passages, but it was the contents of the chamber that made Abby gasp. A flickering light illuminated two other girls, both of whom looked to be on similar work details as Abby and her cellmates, judging by the shackled feet and naked bodies. At first, Abby could not tell what they were doing; they were kneeling in front of a wall, moving their head back and forth, and it was not until one of them turned to look at the new arrivals that Abby saw the glory hole in front of the woman. A massive cock, glistening with saliva, was visible in the dim light for a short moment before disappearing. The woman smiled as she wiped a drop of cum from her chin and winked at Abby.

Abby stared in disbelief as she watched Spanky and Raven approach two other holes. They flipped switches next to the holes, and before long, more semi-erect cocks snuck through. No words were spoken; the girl went at it with enthusiasm, moaning as the sucked the engorged members, even going so far as to pleasuring themselves. Abby sat down on a stool near one of the doorways and watched in silence. She was both fascinated and repulsed by what she was seeing, and her mind struggled to make sense of it all. She could hear the muted sound of male groans and what sounded like running showers from the other side of the wall, leading her to conclude that the glory holes led to the guards’ shower room.

After a while, Raven and Spanky got up and brushed the dust from their knees.  Raven gestured for Abby to follow as they walked back the way they had come. As they walked through the darkness, Abby wondered what drove her cellmates to partake in the humiliating activity, but the answer was given when they returned to the decaying dungeon. A small table with stuff like fancy shampoo, chocolate, and other luxury goods that was impossible to get in the prison had been put out, and Raven and Spanky quickly divided the items between them without speaking. Raven winked at Abby and tossed her a piece of chocolate before walking over to the prison guard, who did not comment on the items in the girls’ hands as he cuffed them before taking them back to their cell.

The nights in the prison were always eerily silent. It was as if the entire building slept, but Abby found the silence unnerving. She knew that all kinds of shady dealings were happening in secret corridors and hidden courtyards. Sleep eluded her as she stared at the top bunk above her. It all seemed wrong, corrupt. Part of her knew that she should not be surprised; the system that had sent her to prison had long since stopped trying to uphold the veneer of justice and fairness, but every time she learned something new about the prison, it tore at the foundation of what she thought she knew. Not only were the women being exploited, as she saw it, by the warden and guards, but some sort of vampire-like being resided in the prison as well.

None of this makes sense, Abby thought and sighed. She had always valued structure and control, and she thought prison would at least give her that. Instead, she felt trapped in an elusive web of deceit and secrets. I don’t like this.

And yet, Abby’s hands started to wander. Images of chained, naked women fellating faceless men and Raven being flogged and fucked by countless guards flashed behind her closed eyes as her hands traveled across her naked body. Abby smiled and let the feather-light touch build up the arousal within her. Slowly, lust and desire started ebbing and flowing to the sound of her breath.

One finger.

Two fingers.

Three fingers explored her pussy as the other hand caressed her nipples. She focused on the feel of the steel collar on her neck, the helplessness it symbolized. It turned her on.

The orgasm was silent, slowly rolling through her body like a calming wave of desire. Abby opened her eyes and looked up to see Raven’s pale, beautiful face looking down at her from the top bunk. She smiled.

“Mistress …” Abby weighed her words. The remnants of the pleasant orgasm still gripped her body, and she knew that she wanted more. “I … I want in.”

Raven studied Abby with narrow eyes. “Are you sure? There’s no turning back once you walk down that path.”

Abby nodded. “I’m certain.”

Raven considered the request for a while before sighing. “Very well. Here’s what you must do …”

Abby stared at the clock on the wall. The dining hall was loud as always as hundreds of women chatted while eating lunch, but Abby’s attention was solely focused on the hands of the clock. Every second felt like an eternity. Spanky and Baby were busy complaining about the food, but Raven was silent, her piercing eyes fixed on Abby.

The clock showed 11:30. Abby took a deep breath and looked at Raven who nodded with a smile.

The conversations all stopped when Abby pushed her tray of food onto the floor. No one said a word. Everyone turned to stare at Abby, who suddenly felt like she had stepped through a door that had closed shut behind her.

A guard strode toward her with a furious scowl on his face. “Prisoner 696! You’re going to pay for that!”

Another guard joined him, and together they grabbed hold of Abby and pushed her onto the floor. Her face was pressed down against the concrete as her hands were forced behind her back and handcuffed. Legcuffs were added as well, and to add insult to injury, they locked a chain to her collar and connected it to her handcuffs, forcing her wrists up until she could not move her arms. It put a massive strain on her neck and made it difficult to breathe.

They pulled her to her feet. The angry guard grabbed hold of Abby’s hair and pushed her forward. For a moment, Abby wondered if Raven had tricked her, dooming her to days of grueling punishment as a prank. All eyes were on her as she was escorted out of the dining hall, humiliated and scared.

The moment the door to the dining hall had been closed behind her, a hood was pulled over Abby’s head, trapping her in darkness. What have I gotten myself into?

She kept walking. The guard never let go of her hair. It hurt, but not knowing what was about to happen felt worse. Abby did not mind spending a little time in isolation, but she had no idea where they were taking her. Again and again, she heard steel-barred gates opening and closing, and the ankle restraints started hurting after a while.

A door closed. A heavy one. Her restraints were removed and so was her dress, but the hood stayed on. Abby stayed silent as she was lifted onto a table made of cold steel. Her body shivered as the steel touched her naked skin, and her arms and legs were locked to the four corners of the table with heavy iron shackles. Abby tested her restraints, but she was completely immobilized. A growing sense of panic started emanating from her stomach; she could hear movement, but no one spoke.

The hood was removed.

“Prisoner 696, welcome,” a gruff voice sounded. Officer Trask stood at the end of the table, wearing a black robe. Abby had always feared him, and her vulnerable position did not help. Other robed figures approached the table, surrounding her. They all held candles. She recognized several of them, including officer Dylan, whose cock Abby had recently serviced. “You’re now part of the trials. You’re not allowed to speak of what you see, hear, or experience. Do you understand?”

Trials? Abby’s heart pounded in her chest, but she knew that there was only one right answer. “Yes, Master.”

The men all started chanting. Abby could not make out the words, but it felt like they vibrated in her bones and flowed through her body. One by one, the men around the table started dripping hot wax from their candles onto her. Every drop caused a slight burning sensation, but it quickly dissipated, replaced by a gentle trickle of lust that soon turned into a roaring flood. The droning chanting, hooded figures, and intense wax play created an almost transcendent experience, and the fear soon gave way to pleasure.

Abby did not know for how long she was chained to the table. The ritual did not stop until most of her body was covered in wax after which the hood was once again pulled over her head. She could hear the men leave, but no one released her.

They just left me?

The dried wax made her skin itch, and she started pulling at her restraints, but there was no chance of escape.

Then she felt a soft hand on her stomach. It calmed her instantly; the touch was gentle and caring, the touch of a woman. Abby shivered as she felt cold chains on her skin when the woman started washing her with a warm cloth, removing the wax from her naked, quivering body. The silent woman let her shackled hands wander across Abby’s body, carefully removing any traces of the wax. It only served to feed the arousal Abby was already feeling, and the woman used the opportunity to rub Abby’s clit, bringing her to a satisfying, orgasmic release.

Then she disappeared.

Who was that? Abby wondered as her restraints were removed and she was once again handcuffed behind her back. Someone grabbed hold of her arm and escorted her out of the room, but it took a while before the hood was removed.

“That was the first trial,” officer Trask said. His grim eyes stared into Abby’s. “If you speak of this to others, you will be punished, as will prisoner 155 for setting you on the path.” He paused. “Well … she’ll still have to endure some pain for doing so, no matter what.”

Abby swallowed a lump and nodded. She did not want to cause Raven any trouble.

“The path has a lot of dead ends. Whenever you break the rules, you will be taken away, but you cannot be sure if you’ll be participating in the next part of the trials or be punished as usual. Show your commitment, and you will be rewarded.” His lips split in a rare, but unsettling, smile. “Eventually.”

Abby’s prison life suddenly changed. She started breaking rules at regular intervals, but she never knew what would happen when she did. Long days were spent in isolation, toilets had to be cleaned, and she spent a lot of time in cages, but from time to time, she was hooded and taken to the next part of her trials. It could be tests of endurance, like being suspended from her wrists, or tests of patience where she had to clean old, unused parts of the prison with just a toothbrush, but she did not mind. She was determined to see it through, and though they were not allowed to discuss the trials, the knowing looks and encouraging smiles from her cellmates helped her to keep going.

But on this day, her insubordination had not led to a trial. Abby pulled her knees to her chest to try and stay warm as the cold rain and wind battered her body. She was locked in a tiny cage that hung from a gallow on the outside of the prison walls, overlooking the cliffs and the sea. The storm was fierce, and she whimpered whenever the lightning illuminated the night sky and the angry waves. Her hands and feet were thoroughly shackled, but despite the cruel punishment, she had no intention of veering from the path she had chosen. Though this was not part of the trials, it was still a test of her commitment to them.

What’s that? Abby squinted as she stared at the cliffs below. There was someone there. At that moment, a lightning flash illuminated a man, but he was not alone. In front of him stood a towering, terrifying monster, twice the size of the man, an eldritch horror of teeth and tentacles. The two battled as the sky and sea roared around them, and Abby’s frayed mind struggled to comprehend was she was witnessing.

It's him. The vampire. She had only seen him once when he had torn apart one of the guards, and he looked no less beautiful or majestic now as he furiously fought for his life against the monster. His pale, naked upper body glistened whenever a lightning bolt tore through the sky, and the fight ended when he saw an opening and used his immense strength to break the monster’s neck. The vampire stood there for a bit, staring at the beast, his blood-drenched chest heaving.

Then he looked up at Abby.

She had nowhere to hide from his piercing gaze, but she felt oddly calm and sedated as he stared at her.

He smiled. A flash of lightning nearby blinded Abby for a short second, and when she opened her eyes, the vampire was gone.

He’s … protecting us?

Her cellmates awaited her with warm blankets when Abby returned to her cell the next morning. Baby and Spanky rubbed her back and thighs until the warmth crept back into Abby’s body.

“Is something wrong, Juicy?” Raven asked. She stood in front of her, leaning against the other bunk bed with a curious scowl.

“I … saw something while I was in the cage.” Abby met Raven’s gaze. “Something … not of this world.”

Raven’s lips became a narrow red line on her pristine face. “Don’t say another word.” She leaned in over Abby and grabbed her by the collar. “I’ve told you not to speak of such things.”

“Are you going to pleasure me again to take my mind off it, Mistress?”

Raven chuckled. “Not this time. But I don’t mind if Baby and Spanky want to … calm you.”

Abby did not protest as the other two lay her down on the bed. She had seen a dead monster before, she had seen the vampire, and the two sightings had haunted her nightmares, but knowing that the vampire had no intention to harm her filled her with a sense of calm, aided by the cunning hands that now explored her body.

A few days passed. Abby did not break any rules, she needed time to recover after being caged in the thunderstorm, but it did not prevent officer Trask from visiting cell 314 late one night, just as the four girls were getting ready to sleep. Raven instinctually got out of her bed when she saw Trask, but he shook his head when she approached the steel bars.

“Not tonight, 155,” he said, not able to hide the slight disappointment in his voice. “Don’t worry, I’ll find time to fuck you soon enough.” He nodded at Abby, who stood behind Raven. “I’m taking her.”

“Me?” Abby felt a bead of sweat trickling down her neck.

Trask rolled his eyes. “Yes, you. Get over here.”

Abby turned her back to the bars and placed her hands behind her back. She looked at her cellmates as the cold, narrow steel cuffs clamped shut around her wrists and tried to decipher their facial expressions. Spanky and Baby were almost giddy as if they knew what awaited Abby, and Raven wore the secretive smile that could spell both reward or punishment for Abby when she returned.

Once again, a hood was pulled over her eyes. Abby knew the layout of the prison fairly well at this point after being dragged all over the place during chores, trials, or punishments, and though she was often blindfolded or hooded, she had discerned that most trials took place in the oldest part of the prison, far from the wings used for inmates. The sounds of the security gates changed as they moved deeper into the old part due to their rusty hinges, and Abby felt her heartbeat quicken as the walked further than ever before.

“You’ve done well so far,” officer Trask said in a gruff, unimpressed voice. “A lot hinges on your performance tonight, 696. You will be the entertainment.”

Entertainment? For a short moment, the image of the guard being torn apart by the vampire filled her mind.

A door was opened. Abby could still not see, but the air seemed less stale, and the coldness of the echoey corridors was gone. When the hood was finally removed, she stood in the middle of a medium-sized room. A bright light shone in her eyes, but she could still see the silhouettes of robed figures sitting in a circle around her, including the Warden himself. Anxiety crept up her spine as Trask removed her handcuffs and instead locked her collar to a long chain hanging from the ceiling. A chair stood next to her, but she withstood the temptation to sit.

“Entertain us,” the Warden said with a smile.

Abby had no idea what to do. Music started playing, but she was frozen in place. The Warden’s smile started to vanish, and Abby began to panic.

“Strip for them. Dance.”

Abby looked around. The voice seemed to come from within her, and it was accompanied by a weird feeling in her body, not unlike the tingling she sometimes felt on her skin right before a thunderstorm. She noticed a red curtain behind the robed figures, and though she could not see anything, in her soul she knew that the vampire was there.

As you wish, she thought, unaware if the creature could read her mind or not.

She started gyrating slowly to the music. The chain connected to her collar gave her plenty of room to move, and she took advantage of it; she had once taken dance classes to break the monotony of her everyday life, and she recalled the lessons and movements as her hands slowly moved up her thighs and waist. She closed her eyes and embraced the attention, the feeling of hungry eyes swallowing her every move. She started pulling the dress down from the top, first revealing her firm breasts before continuing the journey. Abby paused just when she was about to reveal her pussy, and she made sure to open her eyes and make eye contact with a few of the men as she finally revealed her treasure. These were not the kind of men who cheered, but the satisfied grin on their faces told her enough.

When the dress finally fell to her ankles, she instinctually bent down to remove it, but the collar chain was not long enough, causing her to choke and cough, eliciting a few chuckles from the robed men. Abby recovered fast and kicked the dress off, continuing her sensual dance of seduction and desire. The chain clattered as she moved, and she soon started using the chair as a prop for her little show. She sat astride it, letting her hands caress her breasts as the chain holding her collar tightened.

Her theatrical moans were not just for show, however. Abby was turned on.

The voice once again appeared in her mind. “Use those emotions. Touch yourself. They want to see you come.”

There was no hesitation. Abby was high on lust and attention, and though it had been unthinkable for her to touch herself in front of others before she had been sent to prison, she stared the Warden in the eye as her fingers slid inside her soaking wet pussy. She leaned back on the chair until she choked, and she could tell that the crowd was loving it.

I could get used to this, she thought as she masturbated for their entertainment. But she did not just do it for the robed men. Her eyes were drawn to the red curtain; she could feel his presence, though she could not explain how, and she stared at the curtain as she let out an exaggerated, primal scream of orgasmic pleasure.

It felt amazing.

Then the music stopped. The show was over. Abby barely had time to recover before she was handcuffed once again, the hood was pulled over her head, and she was escorted out of the room, but the walk back to her cell was at least accompanied by the delightful ripples of the orgasm as it slowly faded from her body.

After the striptease in front of the Warden and the vampire, Abby thought that she was nearing the end of her trials, and she was starting to get impatient. Again and again, she broke the rules, but all she got out of it was extended stays in isolation, and this one was the longest thus far. When she had first arrived at the prison, isolation had felt like a break away from the chaos, a welcome respite, but she found that she missed her mistress as well as Spanky and Baby. She missed officer Dylan’s cock on her tongue, and the darkness and loneliness were starting to get to her. It was only made worse by the fact that officer Trask had chosen to handcuff her behind her back, making her unable to touch herself. She had been forced to sleep on her stomach and eat and drink out of a bowl on the floor like a dog, and it frustrated her to no end. The feel of the handcuffs turned her on, as did the humiliation, but she could find no release from the lust building inside her.

Abby was half asleep when the door finally opened. The familiar silhouette of officer Trask looked imposing in the doorway as he stood there with his hands on his hips.

“I hope you’re rested, 696,” he said and pulled Abby to her feet. “You’ve been an unruly prisoner as of late. It’s time for a … proper punishment.”

Abby did not answer, but she was convinced that she was about to face the next part of her trials. She let out a sigh of relief when the handcuffs were removed, but she had a feeling that it was only a temporary relief.

“Take your clothes off,” he ordered and watched as she obeyed. Trask then pushed a large red ballgag into her mouth and tightened it behind her head before the hood was pulled over her head and her hands were restrained in front of her using heavy steel shackles.

An invigorating wind hit her body as they stepped outside, and a pleasant chill trickled down her spine. Gravel scraped against the soles of her bare feet, and Abby felt a surge of adrenaline when she realized where she was. The hidden courtyard. The place where she had watched Raven being fucked by dozens of guards, the memory of which still fueled Abby’s sessions of self-love, but it was also the place where she had seen a man being eaten and a poor girl whipped.

She was pushed against a thick wooden pole, and her hands were pulled over her head. At any moment, she expected the hood to be removed, but it did not happen. Being robbed of her sight, Abby instead tried to listen; she heard mumbling, the rustling of robes, and the sound of the wind, but she could not calm the growing sense of panic.

“Prisoner 696,” a voice sounded, one she did not recognize. “You’ve consistently broken the rules of this place and deliberately sought out punishment. Punishments which you have endured without complaint in your search for answers.”

Abby wanted to speak, but the gag held her mouth wide open and soaked the lower part of the hood in drool.

“Tonight, your endurance will be tested. Turn around.”

Abby turned around and rested her forehead against the rough wood. She grabbed hold of the thick chains connecting her wrist shackles, bracing her body for the whiplash she knew was coming.

The first lash felt like an explosion of pain. Abby screamed into her gag.

“One,” the onlookers chanted in unison. It sounded like there were dozens of men present.

A thick, one-tailed whip licked her back, and every time, the men called out the number. The stinging sensation was intense, but even though the man holding the whip poured his strength into every strike, Abby’s body was able to convert at least some of the pain into pleasure. The chains creaked as she pulled at her restraints, but she was determined to see it through, even as the pain mounted and the numbers rose. Tears streamed from her face as she endured the punishment, and though she found some pleasure in it, she could not wait for it to end.

The whip managed to hit the same spot on her upper back twice in a row, and the resulting pain made Abby pull back against the chains, arching her back as she screamed.

“Twelve.”

You can do this, Abby, she thought to herself, but she was starting to break. Three more lashes painted her back before it finally stopped.

“Her body has been cleansed,” the voice sounded. “Take her to the Inner Chamber.”

The hood was removed. Abby turned to look at the robed men who all stared at her with blank faces. A full moon shone above them, bathing the courtyard in an eerie, gray light. Officer Dylan walked up to her and unlocked her shackles from the pole before attaching a chain to her collar.

“Follow me,” he said without betraying any emotion.

Her back burned as they walked through a large gate leading to a part of the prison she did not recognize. Old paintings filled the walls, paintings of armored knights fighting monsters like the ones Abby had seen on the cliffs outside the prison, and thick carpets and heavy drapes gave the old building a sense of regal elegance. The other guards followed Abby in a procession that made Abby uneasy, especially when they started chanting the odd words that she had heard during her first trial. She was led into a large, round chamber, lit only by flickering torches and the moonlight peeking in from the massive glass dome in the ceiling. In the center were two familiar faces. One was the Warden, who wore a red robe that distinguished him from the others, the other was …

Raven?

Abby’s Mistress was kneeling next to the Warden, who held a chain connected to her collar in his hand. Raven looked meek and submissive, a far cry from the assertive, dominant woman that controlled a large part of Abby’s life, but she still managed a reassuring smile when she saw Abby. The chanting continued, and it made the air heavy with ritualistic significance. Abby felt misplaced and awkward as she was forced to kneel in front of the Warden. Though she had gotten used to being collared, the massive ballgag was humiliating, and she groaned as she watched the drool seeping from the gag onto the expensive red carpet.

The warden leaned down and unbuckled the gag. “You’ve done well, 696,” he said. “Your tenacity and curiosity are admirable qualities.” He stood up and looked at the robed guards. “These qualities should always be a priority. For all of us. The moment we stop asking questions is the moment the old ways die.”

The Warden continued to talk, but Abby had no idea what he was talking about. She looked at Raven; the naked mistress knelt with poise and elegance, her cuffed hands resting in her lap, but the ruby lips quivered and the eyes flickered as if she was afraid or nervous. Raven’s eyes looked to the side, and Abby followed her gaze. Another red curtain.

“And now ...” The Warden opened his robe to reveal a thick, flaccid cock. “… 696 will show her commitment to the cause.”

Abby could not help but smile as she stared at the cock. She had expected more pain, some sort of gruesome test of endurance, and even though she was aware of the eyes resting on her, she did not hesitate to move closer, raising her shackled hands to grab the cock.

Her hands traveled slowly up and down the shaft, and she soon felt the soft flesh harden. The Warden continued addressing his men, but Abby did not listen; she knew she had to do well, that there was a lot at stake.

She kissed the tip, taking her time as she slowly took more and more of him inside her mouth. He kept growing, and Abby smiled as a few grunts and moans snuck their way into his speech.

“Excuse me,” the Warden said to the guards. “This girl knows what she’s doing.” He grabbed hold of Abby’s long blonde hair and started fucking her face harder. His cock rammed deep down her throat, but Abby took it with stoic calm. Her chest swelled with pride knowing that she had managed to distract the Warden himself with her skill, and she continued to fondle his balls and massage his perineum as she deepthroated his hard cock. For a moment, she forgot about the many men standing all around her, she forgot about the significance of the ceremony; all that mattered was pleasing the man in front of her and the feel of the smooth, sensitive skin on her tongue.

It seemed the blowjob had a similar effect on the Warden. He stopped addressing the crowd, and Abby could tell that he was close. One of his hands grabbed the chain to her collar and pulled her closer, choking her slightly, but it did not deter Abby, quite the contrary.

He pushed deeper the moment before he spilled into her. Abby looked up at him as she swallowed all that he had to give, and she received an appreciative smile in return. She wiped a single drop of cum from her lips and placed her hands in her lap, mirroring Raven’s submissive pose.

The Warden patted Abby on the cheek and hid his saliva-soaked cock away. “You’ve now passed the trials, young one,” he said with a smile. “All that remains is the penance and the marking.”

Both words sounded unpleasant in Abby’s mind, but she had come too far to turn back now. Her body quivered anxiously, but to her surprise, the Warden turned toward Raven.

“Every time a new soul is sent down the path of enlightenment, the rule of silence has been broken. Such is the way of the Order.”

“Such is the way,” said the crowd in unison.

Abby looked at Raven, who stared at the ground.

“Prisoner 155 knew what it meant to put this girl on the path. That is commendable. To expand our ranks, sacrifices must be made.” He pulled Raven’s collar chain and forced her to look up at him. “Do you accept the penance for your transgression?”

“I do, Master.” Raven looked nervous, but her voice was calm.

“Your pain will anoint this girl and prepare her for the mark. We thank you for your sacrifice.”

Abby wanted to intervene, to prevent any harm from coming to her mistress, but Raven looked her in the eye and smiled. Two men pulled Raven to her feet and handed the Warden a cane. He swiped it through the air a few times and started circling Raven as if he was a predator circling its prey.

“Place your hands behind your head, 155,” he said. “And keep eye contact with her.”

Raven obeyed, her eyes staring into Abby’s as the Warden swung the cane with great force at her butt. The loud thwack made Abby flinch, but only a groan escaped Raven’s lips. Two more strikes landed in the same place, and Raven had to bite her lip to keep from crying out. Three strikes followed on her upper back, then three on the back of her thighs. Her body started shaking, and Abby was tempted to stand up and embrace Raven, but she did not dare interrupt.

Tears started streaming from Raven’s expressive eyes when three strikes hit her breasts and another three painted red lines across her thighs.

“Spread your legs, 155,” the Warden said, placing a comforting hand on Raven’s shoulder.

Raven still kept eye contact with Abby as three hard strikes assaulted her pussy, but she still managed not to scream, even though her entire body shook with pain.

“Very good,” the Warden said and gave the cane to one of the robed guards. “Your commitment has opened the final door for this young girl.” He turned toward Abby. “Walk behind the curtain and receive the mark, 696, and take your place among your Enlightened Sisters.”

Abby hesitantly got to her feet, her eyes still lingering on Raven. Abby knew who awaited her behind the red curtain, but she also knew what he was capable of. Adrenaline, fear, and excitement became a powerful, explosive cocktail in her body, and her hands trembled as they grabbed hold of the soft fabric and pulled it aside to allow her access to the small room behind it.

He stood before her in all his savage majesty. His upper body was bare as it had been when she had seen him fight the monster, and now that she was this close to him, she could see the terrifying fangs as he smiled at her. No sounds could be heard from the robed men outside the curtain, and it felt like she had stepped into another dimension that had no other inhabitants than her and the ancient, tall creature before her.

He did not speak. He approached her, gliding across the floor with a poise and grace that made it seem like he was floating. He placed his cold hands on her naked shoulders and slowly leaned down until his face was right in front of hers. There were no imperfections in the porcelain skin, and the dark eyes shimmered with wisdom and power.

He kissed her forehead. His lips were cold, but the kiss burned her skin, and Abby started feeling dizzy. The vampire’s face became blurry, and a moment later, all turned to blackness.

When Abby woke, she was convinced that she had been dreaming. It all seemed so surreal. She was back in her bed in cell 314, and she could hear the guards making the rounds to wake everyone up. She raised her hand to her forehead. It still burned as if she had been too long in the sun.

She looked up to see her three cellmates standing next to the bed, all smiling at her. Three dark welts were visible on Raven’s thighs just below the short dress, and Abby shuddered at the thought of how her mistress’ pussy felt.

“Good morning, Juicy,” Raven said.

“Good morning, Mistress.” Abby stared at the bruises. “How … how are you feeling?”

Raven shrugged. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” She leaned in and whispered in Abby’s ear: “But I think you’ll be working extra hard to please me for the next few days … sister.”


Part 4

It was as if Abby was walking in a haze. Everything had changed, yet everyday life in the prison remained the same. She could feel the vampire’s mark on her fading day by day, convincing her that she had not been dreaming. It was all so surreal, but the lingering glances from other prisoners and some of the high-ranking guards told her that the cult was real, that her induction had meaning.

And yet, nothing seemed to happen. Her days were still spent doing menial chores and walking in circles around the prison yard to get some exercise.

“Are you alright, Juicy?” Raven asked.

Abby looked up from her tasteless dinner and blinked. “What?”

“You’ve been stabbing at your grub for ten minutes.” Spanky leaned in over the table and smiled playfully. “Did you expect the food to get better after … you know …”

Abby shrugged. “No, of course not … well … I don’t know.” She sighed and forced a spoonful of mashed potatoes into her mouth.

Raven placed her hand on Abby’s lap. “Patience. Things will change, but it doesn’t happen right away.” Abby winced as Raven’s long nails dug into her leg. “And when it does, you better do well, sweetie. Your performance will reflect on me – in many ways.”

“My performance?” A cold shiver ran down Abby’s spine.

Baby chuckled. “You thought you were in the clear, that all the hard stuff was over?”

Abby blushed and did not answer. Yeah, I did.

Baby blew her a kiss and winked. “It’ll be rough, but trust me – it’s worth it. And I love the rough stuff.” She looked at the clock on the wall and sighed. “You better swallow your food, lockdown is in two minutes.”

Shortly after, the guard captain on duty, a dark-haired, tall man by the name of Powers, yelled for the inmates to get in line and head back to their cells. It was the same procedure as every other day, but when Abby neared the security gate leading out of the dining hall, she noticed that Powers and another guard were staring at her while whispering.

Abby felt Raven’s long, black hair tickle her shoulder as the mistress leaned in behind her. “Looks like you’ll be having a more eventful night than the rest of us,” she whispered.

“You! Prisoner 696!” Powers barked and pointed at Abby with his baton. “Get over here.”

Abby obeyed and felt a lump in her throat as she walked over to the burly guard. She had already endured so much since her arrival at the prison, and Baby’s words kept echoing in her mind. Were things about to get even harder for her?

“You’ve been chosen for a … special assignment,” Powers said and smirked. He nodded at the guard next to him. “Restrain her, take her downstairs with the other two.”

Abby watched her cellmates leave while the guard strapped a wide leather transport belt around her waist with a pair of handcuffs in front. The now familiar sound of the ratchet lock closing and the feel of cold steel against her skin sent a pleasant shiver down her spine. A pair of leg irons were added, and a short chain was attached to her collar. The guard took hold of the chain and led Abby to a nearby door. Right outside, two other girls awaited; a slender girl with striking red hair and full lips and a short-haired, platinum-blonde girl with breasts that seemed excessively large on her small frame and threatened to burst through her prison uniform. Both of them were cuffed like Abby, and both of them looked to be as anxious as Abby felt.

Captain Powers joined them shortly after. He looked at three with a gruff expression before nodding approvingly. “Very good. I don’t need to tell you why you’ve been chosen, you’ve all been through the same trials to get here.”

The three prisoners sent each other curious glances.

Powers smiled. “The Warden is having a dinner party. You’re going to be part of it. It’s an easy task, a gentle introduction to your new duties. Follow me.”

They were led past a few security gates and into a part of the prison complex that Abby had never seen. They walked past a busy kitchen, and the amazing smells emanating from the sizzling pans told Abby that the food was not meant for inmates. The three girls were pushed into a small storage room and told to wait. The door was locked, and the three were left in each other’s company.

“So …” The red-haired girl cleared her throat and smiled nervously. “You’ve … been marked, too?”

Abby nodded. “Yeah. You’ve both seen him?”

The short-haired girl fiddled with her handcuffs. “Yes. It’s all so … surreal. But I … I didn’t get the impression he wanted to hurt me.”

“I think he’s protecting us, but my cellmates won’t talk about it,” Abby said. “It’s frustrating. I’m Abby, by the way.”

“Scarlet.” The red-haired girl rolled her eyes. “You can probably guess why.”

“I’m Katy. What … what do you think they’ll do to us?”

Abby shrugged. “More trials. More tests. I don’t mind so much … it beats sitting in a cell all day.”

Scarlet bit her lower lip. “I guess we’ll find out.”

The dining room was nothing like the dining hall Abby was used to. There were no steel tables bolted to the floor or uncomfortable benches here. It was not overly extravagant, but everything oozed class and refinement, from the padded chairs to the carefully placed plates and cutlery.

Scarlet and Katy stripped naked and had their handcuffs replaced by long-chained shackles. They were told to carry trays of drinks to the guests once they arrived. Abby, on the other hand, was given a special task that did not require her to move at all.

Well, this is new, she thought as a guard restrained Abby by bolting her to the dining table using U-shaped cuffs, ankle restraints, and a belt. Even her collar was securely locked to the surface. There was not a single inch of wriggle room; her naked body was completely immobilized but comfortable – her arms were fastened alongside her body and the legs were slightly spread. Soon, the chef started covering her body with various foods, and she had to clench her jaw to keep herself from laughing when it tickled.

Who are these people?

She wanted to turn her head, to look at the people chatting all around her, but a blindfold prevented it. Soft, gentle hands grabbed pieces of food from all over her naked body. The dinner guests only seemed to notice her when the naked body shook from their ticklish touches and triggered light, reserved laughter from the people gathered.

Abby was having a wonderful time. Every touch teased her, and the conversation was intelligent and witty, and had it not been for the bit gag between the teeth, she might have been tempted to join in. The Warden was a fantastic host, but though much of the conversation seemed harmless, Abby noticed an underlying current of skepticism concerning the current system of government.

After the main course, the guests were guided into a side room for drinks while a guard released Abby from the table.

“Prisoner 712, go to the kitchen and fetch a bowl of water and some sponges,” the guard said while he handcuffed Abby’s hands behind her back. “696 needs to be cleaned.”

Scarlet nodded and disappeared into the hallway. She returned shortly after and started washing Abby clean of the various sauces and the grease from the meats that had laid strewn across her body. It was a pleasant, tender moment between the new acquaintances, and though no words were spoken, they exchanged smiles and chuckles when the guard’s attention was focused elsewhere. Abby’s body trembled whenever the heavy, cold chains from Scarlet’s restraints touched her, and she wondered what was in store for them.

Then she heard the sound of wood scraping against wood.

Her eyes widened as she saw three wooden pillories being pushed into the room. They were placed in a triangle shape at the other end, away from the large table, and bolted to the floor to ensure that they could not tip over. Abby noticed that Katy seemed nervous at the sight, while a wide, lustful smile spread on Scarlet’s ruby lips.

Soon, the three of them were locked in place, facing each other. The heavy lumber held Abby’s body fast, and she struggled to breathe as the pillory and her steel collar fought for space on her neck. The other two endured similar hardships, but Abby could feel herself getting wet as she fought against her bonds. Being this helpless and exposed turned her on.

“The dessert will be served shortly,” Powers said behind Abby. She had no way of seeing what was going on; all she could see was the floor. “It will be placed on your naked backs. While the distinguished guests enjoy the meal, you will all be caned. If any part of the dessert is spilled, you will be punished. So you better stay still.”

Abby could feel a bead of sweat trickle down her spine at the thought of the upcoming challenge. She knew that Raven would suffer as well if she failed, and she gritted her teeth when she heard movement behind her.

“Ooooh, why did it have to be ice cream,” Scarlet whispered when the dessert was placed on their bodies.

Abby had to focus to keep her body from shaking as her entire back was covered in various forms of ice cream and chilled fruit. It was devious and inventive, and she could not help but smile at the thought of three naked women in pillories acting as serving trays.

The guests started flowing back into the room right when the first strike of the cane hit the three girls. Abby did not know who handled the cane tearing into her exposed buttocks, but the person was not holding back. Whimpers and groans escaped the three girls, but none of them screamed. Abby started sweating as her body cried for release, begged her to scream to let some of the pain out, but she refused to. The stinging, burning pain was intense, but whenever there was a small break in the punishment, she felt soft hands stroking the outside of her pussy, and the resulting pleasure mixed with the lingering pain and created a potent, addictive cocktail. She could tell that Scarlet and Katy were having a similar experience, but as the caning continued, it became harder and harder to endure.

“Come on, Abby. You can do this,” a voice whispered next to her. She felt Scarlet’s hand in hers; they were just within reach of each other due to how the pillories were placed, and Abby reached out to grab Katy’s as well. The three girls held hands until the caning finally stopped.

“Well done,” Powers said. “You all did remarkably well.”

The leftovers had long since been removed from the three girls, but they were still stuck in the pillories. Though it had been a while since the last cane strike, Abby’s butt was still on fire, and her neck was sore from the uncomfortable position, but despite it all, she found herself disappointed that she was not going to receive any form of release from the pent-up arousal.

“This was just a sample of what is to come,” Powers said as the three were released from the pillories and given their prison dresses. “But I’m sure you’ll do well.”

“Thank you, Captain Powers,” Abby said, wincing as she pulled the dress up over her bruised ass. She smiled at him. “It was our pleasure.”

Powers grunted. “No need for that kind of ass-kissing, 696. You’ll be judged solely on your performance. But you did well tonight.”

The three girls were once again placed in transport restraints and escorted back to their cells. Abby was exhausted and looked forward to a good night’s sleep, but to her surprise, her three cellmates were awake and waiting for her when she returned.

Raven smiled at Abby from her top bunk when the guard had closed the cell door. “Did you have fun?”

Abby massaged her wrists; she had been restrained for hours now. “I guess so … it was … weird.”

“It sometimes is, yeah,” Spanky said and chuckled. “But you must have done well. There’s a present waiting for you on your bed. Raven even got one as well.”

Abby opened the small brown package and found a bottle of expensive perfume. Any form of deodorant or perfume was a sought-after luxury good in the prison, and she smiled as she turned the glass bottle in her hand. Raven jumped down from the bunk and pushed Abby down onto the bed.

“I think you deserve a little reward for your performance tonight,” she said with a smile. “Knowing the kind of stuff they put the new inductees through, I assume you’re a little … sexually unfulfilled right now?”

Abby nodded. “You could say that.”

Raven nodded at Baby and Spanky, who had taken up position behind her. “Your cellmates will be happy to offer you some relief.”

I think I’m going to enjoy all this, Abby thought to herself as she closed her eyes and let Baby and Spanky lift her dress. Soon, her muted moans were all that could be heard over the sound of her cellmates’ eager tongues lashing at her nipples and clit while Baby fingered Abby to a pleasant, fulfilling climax.

Nothing happened in the following days, but Abby welcomed the short break. She sent secret smiles to Scarlet and Katy when she saw them in the yard, but they did not interact with each other apart from that. Abby’s mind was filled with what she had seen and experienced so far, and she wondered what the point of it all was. She had deduced that the vampire was protecting the prison from the monsters Abby had seen and who still haunted her nightmares, but she had no idea why the creatures were even interested in the prison. The warden and several of the guards were obviously aware of what was going on, and Abby wondered why they chose to let some of the inmates in on the secret, or at least parts of it.

It felt like the parts were there, but she could not put it all together.

Maybe I’ll get a few answers today, she thought as she watched guard captain Powers approach her while she was soaking up the sun in a corner of the yard. Officer Brooke, the guard that Abby had serviced countless times, stood next to the captain and could not help but smile at Abby.

Powers gestured for Abby to get down from the bench she was sitting on. “Prisoner 696, you will follow Officer Brooke, who will lead you to a routine performance evaluation.”

Routine, you say? Abby turned around to let Officer Brooke handcuff her, and she noticed that Scarlet was being cuffed as well on the other side of the yard. She had no idea what awaited her, but she found some comfort in the fact that it did not seem like she was going to go through it alone.

The prison was eerily quiet as they walked through the empty corridors. Every inmate except for those in isolation was outside at this time of day, and the silence made the gothic architecture come off even more intimidating and otherworldly than usual. Now that Abby knew that a vampire stalked the shadows, it was as if she felt his presence at all times, and it seemed like the creepy eyes of the figures in the large glass mosaics followed her wherever she was.

“Through here,” Officer Brooke said and pointed at what looked like a bare wall. He pushed a brick, and a moment later, a secret door opened without a sound.

Abby’s heart started beating faster as she stepped into the darkness. A narrow spiral staircase led them into the depths beneath the prison, and Abby could not help but feel like she was in an old dungeon like the ones she had seen in movies.

“This part of the prison is reserved for The Initiated,” Brooke said to answer Scarlet and Abby’s quizzical stares. He guided them down a long hallway, illuminated by torches. “You’ll be spending a lot of time down here.”

Abby shuddered when she heard a piercing scream. It came from behind a closed door as they walked by.

Officer Brooke smiled. “There’ll be both pleasure and pain. If you do well in your trials, you might be assigned to be a personal servant to a guard or maybe even the warden.” He paused. “And a select few advance further than that.”

Abby and Scarlet glanced nervously at each other.

“The first item on today’s agenda is endurance,” Officer Brooke said in a tone that sounded like he was merely commenting on the weather.

I guess even escorting shackled girls through dark corridors can become routine, Abby thought and smiled to herself. Even she had gotten used to being handcuffed so much that it was just a part of everyday life now. I wonder if I can adapt to life on the outside again when my sentence is over. The thought came out of nowhere and lingered for a bit. Outside. She had not thought about life as a free woman in ages. The realization scared her, and she wondered if she would even be allowed to leave after all she had seen.

She pushed the thought away when Officer Brooke opened a heavy steel door leading into a small cell. Various restraints, whips, and canes hung from the stone walls, and  Abby could hear waves breaking against rocks through the small, steel-barred window. Occasionally, a refreshing, salty mist entered the cell when a particularly large wave hit.

Officer Brooke uncuffed the two girls and told them to strip naked. Abby and Scarlet both stared at the two chains hanging from the ceiling while they removed their gray prison uniforms. Officer Brooke stepped up behind Abby; she could feel his breath on the back of her head as he handcuffed her hands behind her back before locking a pair of leg irons onto her ankles and another pair onto her elbows. He shortened the chain connecting the elbow cuffs with a padlock, pulling Abby’s shoulders back until her elbows almost touched. It was wildly uncomfortable, and arousing, and it pushed her bosom forward. Abby had rarely felt this restrained – or this turned on. She was completely helpless and unable to use her arms. 

Why am I enjoying this so much? Abby thought to herself as she watched Scarlet being restrained in a similar way.

“The Warden and the rest of The Initiated values endurance and pain tolerance highly,” Officer Brooke said as he circled the two girls to inspect their restraints. “It takes training; this might be overwhelming now, but it should become more manageable in time.”

Abby groaned as the guard pushed her head forward and down while grabbing her handcuffs and yanking them upward. When her arms were almost vertical, he locked the cuffs to the chain, leaving her bent over in a painful strappado.

This … this might be too much. Part of Abby wanted to protest, but the image of Raven being brutally caned as part of Abby’s initiation ritual kept her quiet. It was not just her own future in the prison that was at stake.

“You’ll be standing like this for a while.” Officer Brooke tied Abby’s long hair together with a thin leather strap and pulled it back, forcing her to look forward He then tied the strap to the chain. It caused the already tight collar to press on Abby’s neck, and the resulting choking sensation made her tremble with lust.

God, this is painful. And hot. She felt exposed and weak, well aware that she had no way of escaping her predicament, and it was only made more insufferable when nipple clamps were added to her hanging breasts.

“It looks good, 696,” Officer Brooke commented and let his hands run across Abby’s ass. Every touch felt electric and intense, and she caught herself wishing that he would whip out his wonderful cock and take her right there.

It was not like she could stop him if she wanted to.

Scarlet was put in the same position, and her whimpers and groans soon joined with Abby’s.

Then the guard left.

“What, he’s just … going to leave us?” Scarlet said and let out a pitiful whimper. “My shoulders … hurt.”

“Mine too.” Abby could barely get the words out. Every breath was a struggle, but she could still feel her juices trickling down her inner thigh. The position was a major turn-on. “But … I kind of like it.”

“Heh … me too. Never was into stuff like this before I was sent here.”

Abby welcomed the conversation. It drew attention away from her discomfort. “Me neither … I …”

The door opened. Abby was facing away from it and could not see what was going on, but she cried out when a brutal cane strike hit her ass a moment later.

“No chit-chatting,” Officer Brooke said. He underlined his point by pressing large black ballgags into each of their mouths and strapping them tightly. Having her jaw forced open like that made Abby’s breathing even more labored, and when the cane strikes continued, she felt like she could pass out.

Another strike. They hit Scarlet and Abby in turn, and every hit made Abby’s body shake, causing her immense pain and discomfort.

She had lost count of the strikes, and tears flowed down her cheeks. She bit down on her gag to try and relieve some of the pain, but it was not enough. It was far worse than the caning they had endured during the dinner party. Abby was so close to giving up, so close to begging for release no matter the cost when the caning finally stopped.

“Impressive. Both of you.” Officer Brooke walked in front of them, massaging his arm. Beads of sweat were visible on his brow. “I think that is a pass on both endurance and pain tolerance.” He smiled. “Now … let us see how good your stamina is when it comes to pleasure.”

Pleasure? Abby welcomed the idea. Even throughout the caning, the fire of desire within her had been building, and she ached for some sort of release. Her body shivered in anticipation while the guard strapped a large vibrator to her thigh and placed it firmly against her clit. The legcuffs were replaced by ankle restraints attached to a spreader bar to ensure that the two girls could not escape the device.

Then it was turned on.

“Mmmmmph!” Abby moaned as the massive vibrator started sending overwhelming waves of unfiltered arousal through her body. It was not subtle or sensual, it was more like an assault on her genitals. The pleasure mixed with the pain from her burning ass and sore arms sent her into a violent orgasm that made her entire body shake. She screamed into her gag as every part of her exploded. She tore at the chains, embraced the choking sensation from her collar and the feel of the giant ball in her mouth to soak every last drop of pleasure from the climax.

But the device did not stop.

Is … is he even still in here? She could not hear Officer Brooke. All she could hear was her own rapid breathing, the sound of drool dripping onto the floor, and soon after, the deafening scream from Scarlet as she climaxed.

The vibrator continued without pause, causing Abby massive discomfort, but also pleasure. She tried to wriggle away from it to get a break, but the position she was tied in made it impossible.

Fuck, this is torture!

She started laughing. It was the only way the body could cope with the experience. But everything was stepped up another notch when the door opened again. No words were spoken, but Abby heard footsteps and the sound of belt buckles being opened.

“MMMMMMMMMMMMMPH!”

A giant, rock-hard cock slowly entered her pussy while the vibrator still pummeled her clit. Whoever it was behind her, he was massive, and he soon started thrusting into her with great force, putting further strain on her poor arms. Scarlet was given a similar treatment, and the tiny cell was soon filled with groans, moans, and cries as the two shackled girls were fucked and vibrated without an end in sight.

Abby came again and again. The orgasms became dirtier and more uncomfortable, bringing her both pleasure and pain. When the guard behind her finally pulled out and turned off the vibrator, Abby felt like her brain had turned to mush. She could hardly muster a coherent thought; her body had reverted to a primal state of pure emotion, and she collapsed to the floor sobbing when her handcuffs were released from the chain. Scarlet joined her soon after, seemingly just as overwhelmed by what they had endured.

A familiar face appeared above her. “Not too bad,” Officer Brooke said nonchalantly and made a few notes on a piece of paper. “Pain and endurance were good, but we’ll have to work a bit on the pleasure aspect. Still, not bad for a pair of rookies.”

Abby barely registered the words. She was whimpering on the floor, lying in a pool of drool and vaginal secretions, her arms still held firmly together by the elbow cuffs. The gag hurt her jaw, but opening her eyes and staring into Scarlet’s helped calm her. Scarlet smiled at her. A smile of affection and appreciation. As the pain started to fade, only the lingering remnants of the multiple orgasms remained, and Abby could not help but smile back.

For once, Abby was not escorted back to her cell. She longed to lie down on her shitty mattress and rest, but the guards had other plans for her and Scarlet. The two were escorted deeper into the dark corridors beneath the prison and placed together in a tiny, cold cell without a window. Their collars were locked to the wall with heavy chains, but apart from that, they were unrestrained. Unrestrained and naked.

“You two have earned a little rest,” Officer Brooke said. He stood in the doorway and looked down at the two tired prisoners with a smile. “There’s food and water in the corner. I’ll come to get you later.”

The thick steel door slammed shut, but Abby welcomed the silence. She could feel the heat from Scarlet’s body nearby, and the two huddled up together while they ate the surprisingly tasty bread and meat.

“That was … intense,” Scarlet said and rested her head on Abby’s shoulder after they had finished eating.

“That’s putting it mildly. We had better get some rest before the next ‘item on the agenda’.” Abby stroked Scarlet’s silky hair. “I’m glad you’re going through it with me.”

“Me too.” Scarlet let out a soft sigh. “Man, those orgasms …”

The two chuckled. Their lips met in a soft, affectionate kiss. It was not a kiss between lovers. It was merely a way to cope with the harsh surroundings. Abby was rarely alone outside of her bouts in isolation, but she never got to cuddle up with another naked woman like this; it was not the kind of intimacy that was on the menu in cell 314, and she embraced the opportunity. Both of them were too spent sexually to take it any further than tender kisses and warm hugs, but neither of them wanted more at that moment.

Abby felt refreshed and ready when Officer Brooke came to get them again. She even welcomed the feel of the handcuffs closing around her wrists. But there was something about Brooke’s demeanor that told her that the next part of her day was going to be different.

“I won’t be joining you for the next part,” he said as he led them into a medium-sized room that seemed familiar to Abby. It took her a few moments to realize that it was the same room where she had entertained the Warden and a group of robed figures. She nervously glanced at the red curtain in the back of the room, but she could feel in her stomach and chest that the vampire was not there this time.

“Why not?” Scarlet asked.

Officer Brooke smiled. “I’m not high-ranking enough. Not yet.” He removed their handcuffs and gestured for them to stand in the middle of the room. “The others will be here soon. Do as you’re told and you’ll be fine.”

The two girls moved closer together out of instinct, but they were not left alone for long. Three men entered, all of them high-ranking members of the guard staff. Abby knew Powers and Trask, but she had only seen the third man at a distance.

“Ah, 696 and 712,” Powers said with a grin and sat down in a cozy-looking chair in front of Abby and Scarlet. The two other men did the same. “This should be fun.”

The other two nodded. There was a jovial tone between them, and Abby had never seen Trask this relaxed before. He was usually grim and cruel, but his smile made him come off as downright appealing.

“Listen up,” Trask said and leaned forward in the chair. “We want to find out where your talents lie. You’ve both been admirably submissive up until this point, but today, we want to see if either of you has a dominant side that could serve us here.”

Abby nervously rubbed her arm. She had always been a meek person, and she doubted that she had a dominant bone in her body.

Trask pointed at her. “You, 696. You start. This is all about taking control and dominating 712. Use whatever tools you want from the table over there.”

Abby looked at the chains, restraints, and floggers lying ready. She had no idea what to do.

“Cuff me and lock that chain to my collar,” Scarlet whispered. “Then order me around. You can do this.”

How hard can it be? Abby found a pair of hinged handcuffs and gestured for Scarlet to reach out her hands. It felt odd to handcuff someone else, but Scarlet’s encouraging smile made it easier. Abby locked a short chain to Scarlet’s collar and took it in her hand.

“Ehm … get on your knees?”

Scarlet obeyed, but Abby could hear the guards chuckle at her feeble attempt at a commanding voice. Scarlet looked up at her, awaiting her next command, but Abby had never been one to take charge. She started leading Abby around the room by her collar, but it came off awkward and half-baked. Fuck, they’re going to punish Raven for this.

“Come on, whip her! Do something!” the third man said and laughed.

Abby grabbed a flogger from the table, but just when she was about to strike Scarlet, she froze. She could not do it.

Captain Powers got up from his chair and sighed. “Alright, I don’t think this is for you, 696.” He took the flogger from Abby’s hand and pulled Scarlet to her feet, unlocking the chain from her collar and removing her handcuffs. “It’s alright, don’t worry!” He laughed when he noticed Abby’s terrified expression. “But I hope you do better when the roles are reversed.” He nodded at Scarlet and sat back down.

Scarlet leaned in and whispered in Abby’s ear: “Do you mind if I … you know … go for it?”

Abby smiled. “Do your worst. You have my consent.”

Scarlet did not hesitate. She grabbed the handcuffs and clapped them shut around Abby’s wrists before grabbing hold of Abby’s hair, forcing her to the ground.

“Lick my feet, slave,” Scarlet said. Abby barely recognized the sweet, affectionate girl she had spent half a day in a cramped cell with. The tone was harsh, and it was as if the red-haired goddess grew taller as she towered above Abby.

“Yes … Mistress.” If Abby had no talent for domming, she was going to be the best damn submissive the three men had ever seen. She licked Scarlet’s dirty feet with enthusiasm, exaggerating the sounds and moans. She felt a welcome rush as she submitted to Scarlet, and out of the corner of her eye, she could see Trask nodding with a smile.

Scarlet bared her teeth in a wolf-like grin. “It’s a start.” She leaned down and put a finger through the ring on Abby’s collar, pulling her closer. “But I think these men need their boots shined as well, slave. Get to it.” She locked a chain to Abby’s collar and walked her over to the three men as if Abby was a dog on a leash. The taste of dust and leather assaulted Abby’s tongue as she started licking Captain Powers’ boots, but Scarlet was not going to let her off that easy.

“Deeper. Faster,” Scarlet commanded and started spanking Abby’s ass hard.

“Y… Yes, Mistress.” Abby was having a wonderful time. Taking orders was her thing, and she looked up at Powers with submissive, lustful eyes to show how much she was enjoying herself. Her asscheeks burned from the painful slaps, but the punishment only served to turn her on.

When Abby was done with her task, Scarlet ordered her to lie on her back. The red-haired woman knelt next to Abby and started caressing her pussy. “Not bad, my slave,” Scarlet said with a smile. “You deserve a little treat.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” Abby purred as Scarlet’s fingers entered her. She raised her handcuffed hands above her head and bit her lower lip.

“Tell me what you are, slave.”

Abby writhed on the floor. Scarlet’s touch was amazing. “I’m … a slave. Your slave, Mistress. I’m just a worthless submissive …”

Scarlet nodded. “Exactly.” She looked over at Trask. “You gentlemen are welcome to join in if you want.”

Trask laughed. “Now that is taking control.” He glanced at his companions. “I think we’ve found the roles that suit these two. Shall we call it a day and … enjoy ourselves?”

The other two nodded. Abby looked in with a mix of trepidation and burning desire as the three men undressed and approached her and Scarlet. The pleasing fingers disappeared from Abby’s pussy when Scarlet was pulled back and handcuffed. She had done her part now, and she slid back into the role of an obedient prisoner in an instant, taking Trask’s flaccid cock in her mouth without protest.

Meanwhile, Powers lowered his muscular body onto Abby’s. She let out a moan of pure pleasure as he entered her slowly, taking his time to let her pussy get accustomed to him.

“Yes, please!” Abby moaned and bit the inside of her arm to keep herself from crying out even more. It felt wonderful to have the powerful man inside her, and her experience was only heightened when the third man whose name she did not know sat astride her torso and made her lick the shaft of his cock.

“These two certainly know what they’re doing,” Trask said, groaning as Scarlet serviced him. “Rob, can you hand me that flogger?”

The man who now had his cock deep down Abby’s throat threw a nine-tailed flogger to Officer Trask, who proceeded to whip Scarlet’s back, but not once did she protest or stop sucking his cock.

Wow, these men have stamina, Abby thought. She had never been fucked like this before, and she had walking the edge for what felt like an eternity. Rob, the third guard, was now deep inside Scarlet, who had let go of Trask’s cock and was now kissing Abby. Trask stood to the side, stroking his cock while he watched his coworkers fuck the two prisoners, occasionally joining in with the strike of a cane.

“Please … Master Powers …” Abby whimpered. “Can … can I come?”

Powers nodded. At that moment, Trask started caning Abby’s breasts, and the intense pain coupled with Powers’ strong thrusts sent her over the edge and into a giant, violent orgasm. Scarlet’s kisses felt more intense than ever, and Abby floated in a sea of bliss for a few beautiful moments.

I don’t ever want to leave this place. She pondered the thought as her sanity returned, no longer subdued by torrents of lust, but though it frightened her that she could think that way, it also brought her an odd sense of calm.

She wanted more. More submission. More answers. More pain.

And she wanted to meet the creature behind all this again.


Part 5

For most of her life, one of Abby’s greatest fears had been to run afoul of the authoritarian system and be sent to prison. She had always loved hiking, camping, anything that dragged her away from the cramped spaces of the cities and into the woods. The thought of being confined to a tiny cell for years had been the stuff of nightmares. During her trial, if it could be called as such, it had not been the shame of being put on display in handcuffs that had driven her to tears, it was instead the knowledge that she would not taste freedom or see the beauty of nature for a long time.

But things had changed.

I still get to go outside, Abby thought to herself and smirked. She adjusted the tight handcuffs to alleviate some of the soreness; there were already deep grooves on her wrists, and her ankles were hurting even though the legcuffs were lighter than the shackles they often made her wear.

“It’s odd the kind of things you start appreciating after being here a while,” Abby said and continued to scrub the outer wall of the prison.

“What do you mean?” Scarlet took a break and massaged her shoulder, staring up at the blistering sun.

Abby rattled her handcuffs. “Stuff like wearing handcuffs instead of heavy shackles. Being allowed outside in the sun, even for menial labor like this.”

Scarlet shrugged. “I guess. Even though washing the walls seems … unnecessary.” She wiped her brow and frowned. “You think it’s another test?”

“Maybe. Doesn’t matter much, to be honest.” Abby closed her eyes for a moment and enjoyed the cool sea breeze on her naked body. “I like the sun. I like the fresh air. Hell, I even like being handcuffed.” She sighed. “I’m not a big fan of this type of work, though, I think I prefer the punishments.”

Scarlet chuckled. “I thought it was just me. I get so turned on when they whip me.”

“Have you had a chance to flex your … dominant side?”

Scarlet looked around her to see if anyone was listening, but Officer Dylan was standing near the security gate and seemed focused on a few other inmates. “I’ve been moved to a new cell and put in charge of three new arrivals. It’s a lot of fun.” Her enthusiastic smile dimmed. “I’m sorry that you don’t get to try it.”

Abby smiled. “I don’t mind. I love my Mistress. And I love being submissive.”

“So … if I twisted your nipple and ordered you to finish my part of the wall, you’d do it?”

Abby laughed. “Probably.”

“Good to know.”

The workers were allowed to drink and eat before being hosed down, dressed, and sent back to their cells. Abby was tired after hours of slaving in the scorching sun, but she also felt invigorated by the fresh air and the opportunity to spend some time with Scarlet. They had already been through a lot together, and they enjoyed each other’s company.

Abby was looking forward to lying down in her bunk bed when she noticed Officer Trask waiting at one of the security gates. The gruff face betrayed no emotion, but his eyes lingered on Abby.

“696, come over here,” he said.

Abby clenched her jaw and walked over to the tall guard. “Yes, Master Trask?”

He smiled. “No need for that out here, 696, save that title for … other occasions.”

Raven had recently been promoted to serving the Warden directly, leaving Abby to take over her spot as Trask’s slave. He was a harsh master, but Abby did not mind. She felt proud to serve one of the higher-ranking members of the cult, and Trask found her enthusiastic submissiveness appealing. If Trask had a bad day, he often took it out on Abby through grueling torture sessions in the darker parts of the lower dungeons, but Abby had grown to love the pain – and the pleasure, especially on good days when Trask would fuck her until she could barely walk back to her cell.

“I’m not the one in need of your services tonight,” Trask said. He chuckled when Abby presented a pouty response. “There’ll be plenty of time for that. Follow me.”

Since Abby’s induction into the cult, she was no longer blindfolded or hooded when taken to the lower dungeons. She knew many of the secret doors by now, but her affiliation with the cult did not change the fact that she was a prisoner; the only times Abby was unchained was in her cell, and being Trask’s slave in some ways meant less freedom than before.

Trask led her through a hidden door and down a narrow spiral staircase. There was something familiar about it, but Abby could not quite place it. The stone steps were worn smooth over the years, and the air was chilly. The chain connecting Abby’s legcuffs echoed in the narrow corridors.

“Master, have I been here before?” Abby asked. She could not shake the feeling.

“Yes, you have. But it’s been a while.”

They stopped outside a closed door. Abby could hear chanting, occasionally joined by the sound of a whimpering, moaning woman.

The first trial. Abby smiled as she remembered being surrounded by hooded figures dripping wax onto her naked body. “You want me to clean the girl, Master?”

Trask nodded and uncuffed Abby’s hands, replacing the short-chained handcuffs with a pair of steel shackles with a longer chain. “Yes. When you’re done, find me in the room at the end of the corridor.” He smiled. “And don’t talk to her, do you understand?”

“Yes, Master.”

The door opened shortly after. Abby waited until the hooded guards had left before stepping inside. The room was small and only lit by a few candles, just as she remembered it. On the steel table lay a woman, shackled to the four corners with heavy iron restraints. A tight leather hood kept her from seeing anything, and she writhed and groaned, fighting her inescapable restraints.

“Is someone there?” her muffled voice sounded from inside the hood.

Abby bit her lower lip. Seeing the shackled woman covered in wax almost made her feel jealous. She did not answer; instead, she stepped closer and placed a calming hand on the girl’s thigh.

“Please … I’m … scared.” The chains rattled as the girl tried to move. “The wax itches … I’m so confused, I don’t … I don’t know what’s going on.”

Poor girl. Abby wanted to tell her to relax, to tell her that she had a lot to look forward to, but she did not want to risk it. Abby started gently picking off the dried wax, occasionally stroking the hooded girl’s head to calm her.

“Thank you …” The girl let out a long sigh. She opened her hands and relaxed her body. “I’m Grace. I … I understand if you’re not allowed to talk. Just … do you like it here? Can you squeeze my hand once for yes and two times for no?”

I guess there’s no harm in that. Abby squeezed the girl’s hand.

“I … I think I do too. I’m not sure, it’s all so overwhelming.” Grace turned her head toward Abby even if she was unable to see anything. “Should I be scared?”

Abby squeezed the girl’s hand twice. She removed the last pieces of wax and started washing Grace’s body with warm water and a sponge that was standing next to the table. Her other hand started rubbing the girl’s clit, just like the unknown slave girl had done to Abby when she had been the one chained to the table.

“Mmm … that’s nice. Thank you.”

Abby smiled. It felt good to bring a little intimacy and comfort in the sea of uncertainty that Grace was drowning in. Grace shivered when the heavy, cold chain connecting Abby’s shackles traveled across her abdomen, but she did not protest, and her moans increased in volume when Abby finished washing her and directed all her attention to Grace’s soft, warm pussy.

“Ooooh …”

Abby slid two fingers inside Grace while her tongue started licking the clit, and it did not take long before the young girl’s toned body convulsed in the delightful spasms of orgasm.

“Thank youuu …” Grace’s voice was barely a whisper.

Abby removed her fingers and licked them with a smile. She walked up to Grace’s head and kissed her forehead on top of the hood before squeezing her hand.

Trask was sitting behind a large desk when Abby entered the room down the corridor a few minutes later, looking over huge stacks of papers. Heavy wooden shelves brimming with books and binders lined the walls. Some of the books looked to be hundreds of years old.

Trask looked up at Abby. “You showed that girl compassion and eased her troubled mind.” She saw the hint of a smile light up his chiseled face for a second, but it was soon gone. “I think you’re ready.”

Abby folded her shackled hands. “For what, Master?”

“For the veil to be pulled back.” He opened a drawer in his desk and grabbed a leash and a small flogger. “But first …”

Abby smiled as Trask locked the leash to her collar and gestured for her to bend over the desk. After servicing the shackled Grace, Abby yearned to be taken and dominated. By now, she had fully embraced her submissive side and found great joy in giving herself over to Trask’s command, just like she loved it when Raven took charge. Abby had always loved structure and order, after all.

Are they finally going to give me some answers? Abby kept thinking about Trask’s words while he rolled up her dress to expose her firm, round buttocks. His strong hand traced the ridge of her spine, sending a pleasant shiver through her body. Abby grabbed hold of the edge of the desk in anticipation of what was to come, and she felt the collar press harder on her throat when Trask tightened the leash behind her.

A finger started touching her labia. “You’re wet, slave,” Trask said. Abby could hear the smile in his voice. “A true submissive. Were you jealous of the girl back there?”

“Yes, Master,” Abby moaned, soaking up every touch. “I … I love being chained. I enjoy serving you.”

The finger slid inside her, and Abby had to bite her lower lip to keep from moaning loudly.

“You don’t serve me. You serve us. You serve him.”

The finger disappeared from Abby’s pussy, but it was soon replaced by a girthy, hard cock.

Oh, yes … This was not how Abby had imagined her life would turn out; helpless, chained, and collared in a dark dungeon beneath a prison, but at this moment, she could not wish for more. Trask fucked her hard, dominating her with his cock and his firm grip on her leash. He started flogging Abby’s butt with the flogger without breaking the violent, intoxicating rhythm. It was not too painful, not compared to some of the punishments Abby had endured at Trask’s hand before, and the stinging hits only fueled the fire within.

I serve him, she thought while Trask pushed deeper and deeper inside her with every thrust. She thought of the elusive, mysterious vampire master as her hips crashed into the edge of the desk again and again. She wanted to know more, she wanted answers – and she wanted to serve. Somehow, being a chained slave gave her more purpose than the boring job she had had before her incarceration.

Fuck, this feels good. She clenched her hands into fists and let out a drawn-out pleased moan. Trask pulled at her collar, rode her like an unruly horse – and she loved it.

The answers could wait. For now, she was content.

The next day, Abby sat on a bench in the courtyard next to Raven. Spanky had once again managed to annoy one of the guards and was dangling above the nearby security gate in a tiny cage, but the tired smile she sent Abby told her that Spanky had done it on purpose.

“I wonder why she likes the cage so much …” Raven said and sighed. “Is she just trying to get away from me?” She looked at Abby. “Am I too mean?”

“No, Mistress.” Abby did not look at Spanky. Her eyes were fixed on the large clock on the guard tower. “You’re just the right amount of mean.”

“Are you alright, Juicy? You seem distracted.”

“It’s … nothing. Well … not nothing.” Abby smiled and looked at her mistress. “I have to be outside the secret door in the corner over there in four minutes.”

Raven’s eyes widened and a warm smile lit up her face. Abby could swear that her mistress was proud. “Congratulations. I’m happy for you.”

“Thanks. I wouldn’t have reached this point if it wasn’t for you.”

Raven chuckled. “Don’t thank me yet. You’ll get answers, yes, but don’t think they’re just going to sit you down for a three-day seminar.” She nodded at the clock. “You’d better get going. Looks like you’re not the only one.”

Abby breathed a sigh of relief when she saw Katy and Scarlet walking towards the secret door. At least I won’t be going through this alone.

The three girls exchanged nervous glances when the door opened and a guard welcomed them inside. Abby had used the secret door before, but she had no idea where they were going this time.

“Hands behind your back, all three of you,” the guard said and started handcuffing them. “We’ll be walking for a while, but you’re not allowed to talk to each other along the way.” He added legcuffs to the ankles of the three girls and connected their three collars with a thick chain. “Follow me.”

Abby’s heart started racing. Every step felt significant as the guard led them through countless secret doors, away from the hidden corridors that Abby already knew. She walked behind Scarlet and could not see much more than her friend’s auburn hair in the darkness, and the silence was only broken by the sound of chains or the guard instructing them to mind the steps whenever they reached another one of the many stairs.

How deep do these dungeons go? Abby was dizzy from trying to keep track of where they were going; they had to be several stories below ground level now. Some of the corridors were nothing more than bare rock, glistening with moisture in the flickering light from the occasional torch or old lightbulb, but the three girls soon stepped through another door and into a broad, arched hallway. Their bare feet stepped onto thick carpets, and Abby could hear guards chatting from the side rooms as they walked toward a large wooden door that seemed to be hundreds of years old.

The door opened to reveal three odd devices standing next to each other in the middle of a small room. The devices were made from steel beams and shaped like chairs, but there were large holes where the seats should have been, and thick steel shackles for the ankles and wrists were welded to the bars.

Two more guards stepped inside the room and helped the guard that had escorted Abby and the other uncuff the prisoners. Abby noticed a hint of a smile on Scarlet’s lips as the red-haired girl stared at the torturous chairs, but Katy was less enthusiastic, frowning nervously. One by one they were told to strip naked before being placed on one of the chairs. Abby’s arms and ankles were locked in place, and a wide steel belt kept her torso pressed firmly against the cold, uncomfortable backrest. Finally, her collar was attached to the chair as well, leaving her unable to move. It was an intense experience, but not an unpleasant one.

Then the guards left, closing the heavy wooden door behind them.

“This’ll be interesting,” Scarlet said. She and Katy were placed on either side of Abby. “I can’t move at all.”

Abby tried to move her head to look at Scarlet, but the collar did not allow it. “It’s not too bad. But I have a sense they’ve got more in store for us.”

“I’m scared.” Katy’s voice quivered. “I don’t like this.”

“It’ll be alright, Katy,” Abby said, doing her best to hide the growing anxiety she was feeling. “We’re here with you.”

The door opened again. Captain Powers and the warden entered along with a young guard whom Abby did not recognize. The guard looked nervous; his eyes lingered on the three girls for a brief moment before he averted his gaze and stood in the corner. The warden stood in front of the three girls and smiled.

“Welcome, dear truth-seekers,” he said and spread his arms like he was about to hug them. “If you’ve come this far, it means you have proven your devotion, your submission, and your grit to your masters. I salute you for that.” He stepped closer, inspecting each of the three girls in turn. “Such beauty, such youth … you will serve the cause well. You know of our master. You know what he is. But I know you also have countless questions, questions that will be answered.”

The three guards from earlier entered carrying long steel dildos. Abby shivered as one of the thick metal cocks slid inside her, impaling her. The guard locked the dildo in place, ensuring that Abby had even less room to move.

“You’ll be staying down here in the depths for a few days,” the warden said. “You have a lot of information to process, information of vital importance for your further service. Therefore, we will give it to you in small doses, and to ensure that it sticks in your minds, we will add … stimulation.”

The three girls cried out in unison when the steel dildos delivered powerful shocks to their pussies. Abby found it oddly arousing, but she could hear Katy sobbing next to her. Ballgags were pushed into the girl’s mouths to keep them from interrupting the warden further.

“Pleasure and pain.” He smiled. “Both are very effective when you want someone to remember what they’re hearing. I’ll leave you in the capable hands of Captain Powers. I’m sure we’ll meet again.” He nodded at the captain and left the room.

Powers cleared his throat and smiled as he watched the three girls squirm in their seats. The dildos continued to send regular small shocks into their genitals, but at a lower voltage than before, and Abby found herself enjoying the experience.

“We’ll start your … education with a short history lesson.” Powers turned on a projector, starting the oddest class that Abby had ever been a part of.

I wonder if I had enjoyed school more if it had involved more dildos and shackles, Abby thought as Powers started talking.

“Some of you have seen the creatures that occasionally try to invade this island …” Powers looked at them. Abby nodded. “They’ve always been here, lurking in the shadows. And the vampires kept them at bay, protecting the humans.”

An old, yellowed picture of a dead monster like the one Abby had seen washed up on the beach appeared on the screen in front of Abby. Next to it stood a pale figure.

It can’t be … it’s him! This picture must be at least 150 years old! Somehow, the revelation that the vampire was an ancient being hit her harder than the existence of vampires and monsters had done.

“The vampires can feed off human flesh and blood, but they gain the most strength from emotions.” Powers walked back and forth in front of his captivated audience. “And the most powerful emotions are those which appear during intense moments of sexual pleasure or pain.”

“MMMMPH!” Abby screamed into her gag along with the others when Powers underlined his point with a powerful shock.

“For centuries, our society sent submissives and certain chosen dominants to the vampire castles to feed them in exchange for their protection. The vampires were powerful, but the people were kept safe. However, at some point, the people running the country discovered a relic that allowed them to stand against the might of the vampires whom they found too powerful. Many vampire castles were ravaged, the vampires went into hiding, and the government gained unfathomable power.”

Another shock. This is surreal. The information. The pain. Everything.

Powers went on to tell about how the monsters were unaffected by the relic, leaving the country unprotected, but the government refused to relinquish their newfound power and chose to live with the attacks. But at some point, someone stole the relic and hid it, removing the thing that had quelled the power of the vampires, but the ancient beings were weakened from years of being subdued by the relic.

“But the tide is turning. The Master and others of his kind are slowly rebuilding their power from the shadows. And we’re here to help them.”

He shut off the projector and nodded toward the nervous-looking guard in the corner. He must be a recruit, Abby thought. It looks like it is all new information to him too.

The guard left the room, followed by Powers.

“I’ll leave you here for a bit to ponder what you’ve heard. We’ll continue tomorrow.” Powers shut the door behind him, but not before turning up the power of the shocks.

When the three guards finally entered the room to release the three girls, Abby was exhausted. Her body had managed to convert the discomfort and pain into pleasure, resulting in multiple orgasms, but she was sore now and in need of rest. The three girls were separated; Abby was allowed to eat and drink before the gag was put back in and a black leather hood was pulled over her head and tightened, leaving her in darkness. She was then shackled and placed in a small cage.

I guess they want us to reflect, she thought with a sigh and tried to get comfortable in the tiny cage, but though she did not succeed, she eventually managed to fall into a restless sleep.

Abby woke the next morning to the muted sound of footsteps. She sat up in her cage, trying to judge where the sound was coming from. There was someone in the room with her, she was certain of it.

A hand reached in through the steel bars and started stroking her breast.

“Mmm … you look good like this, my slave.”

Mistress?

“Mmmmm?”

“Yeah, I know you can’t talk. I kinda like that too.” Raven chuckled. “I’ll be assisting the Captain today, but I got to visit you beforehand. I just want you to know I’m proud of you, Abby.” The soft hands traveled down and started rubbing Abby’s clit. “You’ve done the right thing. The cult with treat you well if you follow orders. Even if you don’t believe in the cause as I do, it is a good life. A better life than we could have hoped for. I’ll see you in a bit.”

The fingers disappeared, causing Abby to whimper in frustration.

The steel chairs were gone, replaced by wooden pillories. The nervous-looking guard once again stood in the corner, and behind each pillory stood another female inmate, with Raven being the one placed behind Abby’s. She smiled at Abby as the guard locked Abby into the device. Vibrators were placed firmly on the three girl’s pussies.

“Let’s continue,” Powers said with a smirk before starting the vibrators. “This should keep your attention, along with the caning you’ll be receiving from the experienced members of our movement.”

At that moment, Raven started whacking Abby’s butt with furious cane strikes. Abby, Scarlet, and Katy were not gagged, and their cries filled the room until the cane strikes stopped.

“That’ll do for now,” Powers said. “Now, listen up. There are four prisons like this one in this country, each specializing in a different combination of submissives and dominants. As you’ve probably guessed, you’ve been placed in the one with male dominants and female submissives. Each of these prisons is home to a vampire.” Powers stood in front of Katy. “Why did they send you here?”

Katy tried to look up at the captain, but the pillory prevented it. “I … I saw something … a monster. When I started asking questions, I was sent here.”

“Exactly.” Powers smiled. “That is how they try to keep the truth from coming out, but it also means that some of the most open-minded people are sent to the prisons. And that is why the vampires and their cults have chosen to infiltrate these facilities.

Powers paused for a moment when Scarlet came loudly.

“Very good,” he said. “Feed your master.”

He’s here? Abby had been so focused on the intense sensation of the vibrator that she had not noticed the presence in the back of her mind. He was there. Close.

Powers nodded at Raven and the other two women standing behind the restrained girls, and another flood of cane strikes hit the exposed, vulnerable buttocks.

At the same time, the vibrator pushed Abby over the top and into a maddeningly brutal orgasm. Her entire body shook, struggling to cope with the pain and pleasure, and though the caning stopped a moment later, she had a hard time focusing on Powers’ lecture while the vibrator’s stimulation turned from pleasurable to painful.

“You’re all a part of our movement now. You’ll either ‘disappear’ from society to become more … permanent members of the prison system if you so chose, or you’ll be funneled back into society to be part of our spy network.”

How … big is this … organization? Abby tried to catch her breath, but the vibrator was a constant presence.

“Submissives who choose to go back are usually assigned to a former guard as a maid or similar sort of servant. Some even marry to maintain the master and slave dynamic.”

Focus, Abby. Focus.

Power explained how the vampires would take back control when they were strong enough – not to enslave the population but to return to how things were when they did not need to hide in prisons to saturate their thirst. The cult was made to help them achieve this goal, believing that it was in the best interest of the humans as well. He finished by applauding the three prisoners for their endurance and dedication before turning off the vibrators to the relief of the three.

“I know you’ll do me proud, all four of you,” he said with a smile and nodded at the guard in the corner. “I’ll leave you now.” He looked at Raven and the other two women who had been in charge of the caning. “You three come with me. We’ll leave these four to … satiate the Master.”

Raven delivered a hard slap to Abby’s buttock as she walked past, following Captain Powers out of the room. The door was closed behind them, leaving Abby, Katy, and Scarlet in the company of the rookie guard. He stood in front of them, staring at the three with a mix of lust and anxiety. He was a handsome young man, with deep blue eyes and thick brown hair, and there was an endearing innocence to his hesitation. He had three beautiful slaves restrained and willing in front of him, but he seemed intimidated, at least at first.

“Young master, why don’t you release me from the pillory and I’ll help you get things started?” Scarlet said in a warm, sultry voice.

The man blinked a few times and nodded as if he woke from a trance and proceeded to unlock Scarlet’s pillory. She massaged her sore wrists and smiled at the man when she got out.

“We’re all your slaves right now, Master,” she said and knelt in front of him. She opened his pants and pulled out a massive, semi-erect cock. “I will gladly aid you in dominating and fucking these two submissives, but I still think you should restrain me.” She stroked his cock slowly while looking up at him. “Don’t you?”

The guard nodded. “Y… Yes. Sorry, I’m still new to this.”

“Just follow your instincts.”

The guard wrestled himself away from Scarlet’s arousing touch and found a set of shackles in the corner. He locked them onto her wrists. “Release the blonde from her pillory and handcuff her behind her back,” he ordered; his confidence seemed to grow along with his erection. He looked at Abby. “Let us feed the Master with pain and pleasure.”

The guard positioned himself behind Abby. He had no problem entering her; she was dripping wet with anticipation. Abby did not know if the vampire had been there the whole time or had entered through a secret door along the way, but she felt his presence in her mind and soul. Knowing that every lash of the whip, every torture session, every blissful orgasm she had experienced since arriving made the Master stronger gave her purpose and brought a smile to her face.

For you, Master, she thought as the guard started thrusting into her. The pillory creaked under the strain, and torrents of desire and lust started tearing through Abby. Her body ached from standing in the uncomfortable position for so long, but the discomfort was soon pushed into the background.

Meanwhile, Scarlet released Katy from her pillory and handcuffed her. The two girls smiled at each other and Abby. Scarlet grabbed Katy by her short blonde hair and pushed her onto her knees in front of Abby.

“I’m not scared anymore,” Katy whispered and started kissing Abby. The tender, loving kiss was a stark contrast to the furious fucking Abby was experiencing, an oasis of affection in a sea of lust. The two continued to kiss while Scarlet found a flogger and began to whip Katy’s back. The kissing became wilder and more passionate as their tongues intertwined. Abby could feel Katy wincing with every hit; she knew that Katy was not a fan of pain like Abby and Scarlet, but she endured it to please the Master.

“Welcome to the cult, Slave Abby,” a voice sounded in Abby’s mind, accompanied by the odd tingling sensation she had only experienced once before. The vampire’s presence grew inside her.“Give in. Embrace it. Submit.”

Abby closed her eyes and immersed herself in the moment. The feel of Katy’s soft lips against hers, the playful tongue exploring her mouth, the sound of the lashes against Katy’s skin. The creaking wood. The massive cock growing with every thrust, sliding in and out of her pussy, pushing deeper and deeper. Pain joined the pleasure when Scarlet moved her whip onto Abby’s back, occasionally hitting her hanging breasts as well.

“Yes. Like that. I’ve been watching your progress, young Abby. The taste of your emotions is … intoxicating.”

A swell of pride warmed her body. She wanted to please the vampire, she wanted to show him that his faith in her was not misplaced. But it was hard to stem the tide of arousal – her entire body was tense as she edged, forcing herself to extend the experience for as long as possible to make the inevitable orgasm as big as possible. Katy’s kissing continued, as did the guard’s relentless thrusts. Scarlet had put the flogger away and moved in under Abby; she took one of Abby’s breasts in her mouth, playfully teasing the nipple with her tongue while her fingers started massaging Abby’s clit.

Fuck, this is intense. I can’t take much more.

“Then let go.”

The orgasm was so overwhelming that Abby almost bit off Katy’s tongue. Her entire body shook as she climaxed, squirting wildly onto the guard. She tore at the pillory, but the feeling of helplessness only pushed her further. The release of energy was immense, and it only seemed to grow as the guard continued to fuck her.

The guard pulled out. Abby let out an exhausted, pleased sigh. She had delivered a generous serving of intense emotions to the vampire, but they were not done. The pillory was opened. Abby collapsed to her knees with a smile but soon found herself handcuffed with her hands in front and pushed toward Scarlet, who lay down on the floor and spread her legs.

Time to return the favor. Abby’s pussy was still throbbing when her tongue started tracing the outside of Scarlet’s vagina. Katy got on her knees and lowered her pussy down toward Scarlet’s mouth, and the three girls were soon embroiled in a loud threeway of moans and licking sounds. The guard stood to the side for a bit, stroking his cock that glistened in the muted light, saturated by Abby’s juices. He stared at the decadent display with a smile before joining in, standing astride Scarlet’s writhing body to get in position in front of Katy, who took his cock in her mouth without hesitation.

Abby loved hearing Scarlet moan into Katy’s pussy, hearing the results of her efforts. Her body still trembled from the massive orgasm, and though her pussy was sensitive and sore, it did not prevent her from getting caught up in the moment and touching herself while licking Scarlet. The vampire’s presence lingered, driving her forward, motivating her to push past the discomfort to fuel him with her pain and pleasure.

Scarlet held onto Abby’s hair, pushing her face into her pussy. The chain from her shackles scraped against Abby’s head, but she did not mind it. Her mind was elsewhere, deep in subspace, and the sounds, sights, and smells of the room seemed distant and muted.

The guard was the first to come. He let out a primal roar as he came inside Katy’s mouth. The poor girl could not contain it all, causing the cum to spill onto Scarlet’s naked chest, but it seemed fitting. Katy joined him soon after; the orgasm was so intense that Katy fell off of Scarlet’s face and twitched on the floor with a huge smile on her face and cum trickling down her chin. When she recovered, she crawled over to Scarlet and licked her nipples until the fiery redhead’s body exploded with a loud, liberating scream.

When Scarlet finally let go of Abby’s hair, Abby laid herself down next to her, resting her head on Scarlet’s chest. Katy did the same. The guard soon left, having done his part, and the three girls were left in each other’s company.

They looked at each other. Smiling. Then they started laughing. It was a liberating release of energy as they lay close together on the floor that was wet with cum, sweat, juices, and saliva. They did not know when someone would come to release them from their restraints, nor did they know what the future held for them. But in a brief moment, they had no worries and embraced the absurdity of their situation. Abby could still feel the vampire’s presence, and she wondered for a moment if he could feed off their happiness as well.

“I enjoyed that,” Scarlet said, wiping a tear from her cheek. “We should do this more often.”

“If they let us.” Katy was still trying to catch her breath and struggled to get into a sitting position since her hands were still cuffed behind her back.

Abby smiled. She understood what was at stake now, and the stakes were overwhelming, but at least she was not alone.


Part 6

It was odd to think about how much things had changed since she had first arrived at the prison. It felt like a lifetime ago, and the fear and distress that she had felt upon arrival was all but gone. This was her home now, this was where she belonged, and Abby had no desire to return to her mundane, gray life. There was no going back now. The veil had been lifted, and she now saw society for what it was, a rotten, corrupt cesspool of misinformation and subjugation.

If I’m going to be a slave to a higher power, I might as well be here, she thought to herself and smiled. At least this way has lots of sex and bondage. Now that she had been fully inducted into the cult, she noticed all the knowing winks between guards and inmates, the flushed cheeks of girls who returned after being dragged away in chains, and the wincing faces of prisoners who struggled to find a comfortable sitting position after a thorough caning.

She leaned against the prison’s outer wall and closed her eyes. The summer sun warmed her body, and the tight prison dress felt restrictive in the heat. It was not a bad life, though most of her days did not contain much excitement. She was still in prison, after all. Abby had not seen her master Trask in a few days, and she was aching for something to happen. Even a chained work detail would be a welcome break from the monotony.

Better enjoy it all while it lasts, Abby, she told herself. Now that she knew what the end goal of the vampire and warden was, a sense of anxiousness had crept into her thoughts. What would happen if the vampires struck too soon? What would happen to all the members of their cults? For a moment, the steel collar around her neck felt tighter, and Abby struggled to breathe. By being a part of the cult, even if she was just a slave, she was essentially part of a resistance movement. Any form of rebellion could lead to a death sentence.

“Are you okay, Juicy?” Raven asked. She was sitting on the bench next to Abby while Baby braided her long, black hair.

Abby nodded. “I’m fine, Mistress. I was just wondering … how this will all end. You know … if he … they … fail.”

Raven scoffed. “There’s no use in thinking like that. All we can do is feed him and make him stronger. In the end, you’re still a prisoner.”

“And a slave,” Abby added.

“That too. Look, there’s nothing else you can do until they release you and give you the task you’ll have to perform back in the ‘real world’.”

Her task. Abby had not thought about what lay after. Her sentence was fairly short compared to the others, after all. She knew that she would be a slave in some form when she came out, which did bring her some consolation, but she had no idea where or in what form. She pushed the dark thoughts aside and tried to focus on the sun warming her body.

Later that day, the four women from cell 314 were leaving the dining hall when a guard gestured for Abby to approach him.

“Looks like you might get a distraction from your thoughts,” Spanky said with a smile and squeezed Abby’s hand before they went their separate ways.

“Prisoner 696?” the young guard asked as if the number was not written on Abby’s uniform.

Abby nodded. A tingle of excitement began spreading through her body from her loins. Attention from a guard usually meant handcuffs. Handcuffs meant either chores or tasks from the cult. And she was in the mood for both.

“Officer Trask wants his apartment cleaned.”

“Excuse me?”

He smiled. “You heard me. And you better do it well, he’s in a bit of a mood these days.”

Abby frowned as the guard cuffed her hands behind her back. Though the feeling of the narrow steel snapping shut around her wrist was welcome, the thought of spending her afternoon cleaning was not the kind of thing she had had in mind. Maybe Trask will be standing behind me, swinging a whip? The thought turned her on as the guard escorted her away from the wings of the prison reserved for prisoners and toward the opposite end, through countless security gates, toward the wing housing the guards. All of the guards lived on the island, it was a bothersome commute otherwise, but Abby had never stepped foot in their wing before.

The guard wing was just as old as the prison wings, with ornate stone carvings on the wall and tall, arched ceilings, but there were no cells. Instead, countless small rooms lay next to each other. It reminded Abby of a college dorm, but there were hardly any guards there. Still, it felt odd to see Officer Dylan in a T-shirt and jeans as he walked past.

Trask’s apartment was unassuming and small. A bed that did not look much more comfortable than the bunk Abby slept in was placed in the corner, a bookshelf containing thick volumes on the country’s history, warfare, and strategy stood against the wall, and a desk with a computer and a few framed pictures completed the spartan ensemble along with a closet. Trask was a man of dedication and purpose, and it did not look like he was one to be held back by earthly possessions. 

It's not even remotely dirty, Abby thought to herself, but she smiled when she saw the items waiting for her on the floor. Various cleaning utensils – and a full set of shackles and a large ballgag. The guard unlocked her handcuffs before clamping the massive, heavy steel restraints onto her wrists and ankles. He connected both sets of restraints to her collar with a chain. She loved being chained like this; every movement tugged on the chain connecting it all, a constant reminder of her predicament, her position, and her submission. The guard pushed the gag into her mouth, fastening it with the thick leather strap behind her head and another strap going under her chin.

“Get started,” he said and stood in the corner.

He’s not leaving? There goes my chance to touch myself. At this point, Abby was conditioned to get wet from the sound of chains and the feel of metal against her skin. She started cleaning the small room, but it took longer than she had expected. Every time she finished cleaning a shelf, she had to do it again because of the drool that kept dripping from her gag. It was also more enjoyable than expected. The constant presence of the restraints resulted in drops of pure arousal trickling down her thigh.

Cleaning was never this fun before.

Abby only had the desk left to clean, but the cumbersome shackles made it difficult to reach the back of it. She was cleaning a picture that seemed to show Trask in an army uniform with a few other men when the door opened.

“You’re not done yet?” Trask’s gruff voice sounded behind Abby.

Abby turned to look at her master, but the edge of her shackles caught the picture frame, sending it onto the floor with a horrifying crack.

Fuck.

She looked apologetically up at her master. His jaw was tense, and his eyes shot lightning.

“You … useless …” he mumbled, and even the guard behind him cowered before Trask’s rage. The room seemed even smaller with Trask in it, pulsating with anger and rage.

Abby knew she had messed up. She knew that she was going to be punished. But after days without attention from her master, part of her looked forward to it. Trask grabbed the chain connected to her collar and other restraints and dragged her out of the room, past the mortified guard. Her shackled feet struggled to keep up with the tall, furious man, and she tripped several times, but Trask just pulled her to her feet again. Adrenaline, fear, and excitement hammered her body, and she did not know if she should feel aroused or scared, so her body ended up giving her a mix of both.

After going through a secret door near Trask’s apartment and down a lot of slippery, narrow stairs, Abby once again found herself in the deep dungeons beneath the prison. She did not recognize this part; the cold stone walls were familiar, but there was more humidity in the air, and it looked to be even older than the other dungeons she had visited. She heard no moans or cries from other prisoners, and no guards walked the corridors.

Trask pushed her inside a small cell. The flickering light from the corridor outside illuminated rusty chains hanging from the walls and ceiling and a grate on the floor. Water dripped from the ceiling, creating a tiny stream that ended at the grate.

“They used to subject prisoners to water torture in here,” Trask said in a dark voice. “The water would slowly drip onto the prisoner …” He poked Abby’s forehead with his finger while making dripping sounds. “… until the prisoner went insane.”

An unpleasant shiver traveled down Abby’s spine.

“But we won’t be doing that today.”

Trask removed the chain connecting the various restraints and pulled Abby’s hands above her head. He fastened her shackles to a chain hanging from the ceiling, leaving Abby standing on her toes. It was one of her favorite positions, even if her arms started to hurt after a while. But Trask was not about to let her enjoy the predicament for long. He pulled her dress down, revealing her cold-hardened nipples to the frigid air, and before Abby had time to adjust to the cold, he had found a knotted whip and began to pummel her breasts.

Abby screamed into her gag with every lash of the torturous instrument.

Shit, that hurts!

Her body trembled and writhed from the pain, and she often lost her footing, leaving her dangling from her wrists as the whip continued its merciless torture. The pain overwhelmed her, but so did the lust. Even though she was being punished, she preferred this to the boredom of everyday prison life.

More. I want more.

The thought scared her, and she was torn between her desire and her instinct to avoid pain when Trask stopped the flogging and found a pair of mean-looking nipple clamps.

“Mmmmph!” she groaned when he fastened them to her breasts.

“Oh, it gets worse,” he said with a sadistic smile. The anger was gone, replaced with the menacing enthusiasm she knew and appreciated. Trask fastened a small pulley to the ceiling in front of Abby and put a rope through it. He tied one end to the chain connecting the nipple clamps and the other end to a bucket.

Abby winced when her breasts suddenly held the weight of the bucket. It yanked them upward, causing her to stand on the very tips of her toes, but Trask’s diabolical brilliance was only made clear to her a moment later when she realized, that he had placed the bucket beneath the dripping water. The rhythmic, dull sound of water hitting the wooden bucket filled the room.

Trask took a step back and stared at the quivering slave for a bit. He seemed to be in a better mood, which only helped Abby enjoy the brutal punishment more.

Then he left.

“Mmmph?”

The steel door slammed shut, leaving Abby in complete darkness. Alone. Shackled. With only the hypnotizing sound of the water to keep her company. She knew that her first reaction should be to scream in terror and fear for her life, but she remained oddly calm despite the pain in her nipples and the shackles holding her in place. Might as well try to enjoy yourself, she thought. She focused on the steel holding her wrists and ankles, on the collar pressing against her neck. The pain in her breasts increased with every drip, but it also sent a gentle pulse of pleasure through her body.

I can do this … but for how long?

It had been hours when a guard finally came to release her. The bucket was half full at this point, causing Abby untold agony. She screamed when he yanked the nipple clamps off, and she screamed again when her shackles were unlocked from the ceiling chain, causing the blood to stream back into her arms. It felt like she was being pierced by thousands of needles, but it also caused a rush of lust to tear through her body. The guard looked down at her with a goofy grin as her hands massaged the sore breasts.

“Do you need a few minutes before going back to your cell?” he asked and winked.

Abby managed to smile, despite the gag, and nodded.

The guard closed the door behind her, allowing Abby the chance to finally slide two fingers inside her soaking wet pussy. Pain pulsated from her aching nipples as she fingered herself to a delightful orgasm, and the scream that accompanied it was filled with relief and pleasure rather than pain.

***

Abby’s breasts were still sore the next day when she found herself being escorted into an old, unused part of the prison by one of the guards. When she recognized where she was, a smile spread on her face, and it only increased when she saw Scarlet waiting for her at the end of a corridor together with another girl that Abby knew was part of the cult. The three girls were all told to strip naked before being handcuffed in front. Leg irons were added as well, and the moment the guard left to ‘take care of something’, they all knew what to do. It had been one of the first signs of cult activity that Abby had witnessed, and she had often longed to return to this place. They found the secret entrance to the hidden passages without issue, and the three soon stood together in front of the glory holes leading to the guard shower room.

This will be fun, Abby thought and licked her lips. The girls did not talk to each other, they merely exchanged knowing smiles. Abby knelt in front of one of the holes and flicked a switch to open it. She did not have to wait long before the first cock was shoved through one of the holes, right in front of Abby’s face. It was a nice size, despite its flaccid state. She could not help but feel a certain obligation towards the guard on the other side, but even though Abby had sucked her fair share of cocks since arriving at the prison, it still felt odd as she grabbed it, not knowing who was on the other side. 

Next to her, she could hear the sound of Scarlet moaning as she sucked the cock of another guard. Abby looked at the cock in front of her, illuminated by the dim light behind her. The soft skin felt nice in her hand, and she could not help but smile as it hardened. Abby felt in control; this man’s pleasure was literally in her hands.

It did not take long before she closed her lips around the now erect cock, letting her tongue dance merrily up and down the shaft. Muted moans could be heard from the other side of the wall. Abby wondered if it was a guard she knew, and she let her lips explore every inch of the girthy cock. She enjoyed not knowing, and her mind started imagining every guard she had ever passed in the corridor or seen in the yard.

A few minutes later, the guard came. It caught Abby by surprise, and the massive load made her gag and pull back, causing the ejaculate to hit her breasts. Seconds later, the cock was gone, and Abby was left with cum dripping from her mouth and breasts. At first, she was taken aback, but she soon started laughing – it was oddly liberating. She could hear muted laughter and conversation from the other side of the wall, but she did not pay any attention to it.

She wanted more.

Shortly after, another cock peeked through the same hole. Abby attacked it with renewed appetite – it was not a large specimen, but she did not let that affect her performance. While her mouth serviced the cock, her hands found their way down between her legs. Arousal flooded her veins as she fingered herself, feeling the handcuffs dig into her thighs as the cock grew in her mouth. She got up from her kneeling position, smiling at a surprised Scarlet as she rubbed her genitals against the cock, whose owner rewarded her with a rock-hard erection. She teased him, allowed it to peek inside her pussy, only for her to pull away.

After teasing the guard for a bit, she finished him off with her mouth, smiling as the cum spilled from her lips and onto her chest.

Every time Abby finished off one cock, another appeared. She felt powerful and wanted, and every time another guard blew his load in her mouth or on her body, she smiled. After the hours spent in the dungeon the day before, it felt good to pleasure someone, to allow them a break from their hard work.

When Abby exited the small room two hours later, she was covered from head to toe in cum. Her hair was matted, and she pitied the slave who had to clean up the room after them. Scarlet and the third girl were in a similar state, and they all laughed together as they walked out to meet the guard, who looked at them with a mixture of surprise and disgust. A small table had been put out with items for the girls to take. Abby grabbed a few boxes of delicious chocolate, knowing that her cellmates would appreciate them.

A little later, Abby was sitting on her bunk bed with a mouthful of chocolate. She was still naked, but the handcuffs had been removed, and Baby was busy washing cum out of Abby’s hair with a washcloth.

“Damn, you gotta learn to swallow more at a time, girl,” Baby said. “I’m not sure I can get it all out. You need a shower.”

“I know.” Abby chuckled and looked over at Raven, who was lying down in the opposite bunk with a satisfied grin on her face. She was eating chocolate while Spanky had her face buried between Raven’s legs. Raven’s moans mixed with Baby’s frustrated grunts of exhaustion from trying to clean Abby’s hair.

“Trask must’ve been pretty upset with you,” Raven said, looking over at Abby while Spanky was still busy pleasuring Raven.

Abby nodded. “It was a harsh punishment, but I think it satisfied him.”

Raven chuckled. “Oh, sweet, naïve Juicy. He was my master for a long time.” She grabbed hold of Spanky’s hair and pushed the submissive girl’s face deeper into her pussy. “He’s not done yet.”

As if he had been waiting outside for his cue, a guard appeared a moment later in front of the steel bars of cell 314.

“Get up, 696,” he said and looked at Abby. “Put your clothes on.”

Baby let go of Abby’s hair and smiled at her. Abby felt a little nervous as she stood up and put on a clean prison dress before she approached the guard. He opened the cell door and did not even bother commenting on Raven and Spanky’s acts of debauchery. Abby could not help but stare at the device in the guard’s hand. It was essentially a mobile pillory made of steel, and the sight filled her with both dread and excitement.

“Put your hands out,” he said with a smile. “Trask is still a bit upset with you, so he’s decided that you’ll be wearing this for the next 24 hours.”

“24 hours?” Abby could not believe what she was hearing. The guard closed the device around her neck and wrists; it was incredibly restrictive, forcing her hands to the sides of her head just like in a pillory, and her neck was already occupied by the collar all slaves wore. It did not leave much room for the collar part of the device, causing her to choke slightly.

“24 hours,” the guard repeated with a grin. “Enjoy. I hope your cellmates are willing to feed you, or tomorrow’s meals are going to be … undignified.”

Abby could hear her cellmates laughing behind her. She turned and looked at them with a frown. Raven wrestled herself away from Spanky’s enthusiastic tongue work and approached Abby.

“See? I told you.” She grabbed the metal bar connecting Abby’s wrists to her neck. “Mmm … I like this one. It looks good on you. Not much you can do to prevent us from having a little fun with you.”

Baby and Spanky approached as well. Soon, Abby was being poked and prodded from all sides. They tickled her, causing her to whine and beg for them to stop, but Abby was having fun. They pinched her nipples, but the fun did not truly start until fingers started sliding into her every orifice. They teased her, edged her, but Raven stopped Baby and Spanky before they could grant Abby an orgasm.

“Don’t stop the fun so soon,” Raven said. She kissed Abby. “She still has 24 hours to go.”

Abby had barely slept. She preferred sleeping on her side, but the yoke did not allow it, and when the guards called for all prisoners to get up, she felt exhausted and not ready for a full day of humiliation. When the four cellmates headed for the dining hall to eat breakfast, Abby had to endure countless comments and joking prods from the other inmates, and the guards only laughed as they watched.

Though they enjoyed teasing Abby, Baby and Spanky made sure to get a tray of food for her and help her eat. It was humiliating to be spoonfed oatmeal, and Spanky made a point of making airplane noises as if Abby were a helpless toddler. Officer Trask stood near the entrance to the large hall, laughing with the other guards as they watched Abby’s awkward meal.

He's enjoying himself, Abby thought, but she could not get herself to be mad at her master. Though it was humiliating and every laugh stung, she wanted to get back on Trask’s good side, so she endured the punishment.

That night, Abby was sore all over. Walking around in the yard for hours while other prisoners fingered and tickled her was both madly arousing, frustrating, and humiliating. The whole time, Raven had stood nearby, permitting the amused inmates to use her slave, but she never allowed Abby to come. Abby was like a torrent of sexual frustration when the four returned to their cell that night, and she ached to have the yoke off.

“Oh, that was a fun day,” Raven said with a smile. “I think I need a good night’s sleep after all that.”

“Glad you had fun,” Abby groaned.

“Is that a way to speak to your mistress?”

Abby shook her head. “No. I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“I had a little chat with Trask earlier today,” Raven said and ate the last piece of chocolate from Abby’s haul. “The three of you got a job to do tonight.”

Baby raised an eyebrow. “Tonight? What is it?”

“I’m not going to reveal that!” Raven paused. “But I hear footsteps. I think they’re coming to pick you up now.”

At least they took the yoke off, Abby thought to herself as she was escorted into the hidden dungeons beneath the prison. As always, she was handcuffed and had her ankles shackled, but it was the first time she had been dragged down there with Baby and Spanky, who had been part of the cult for longer than Abby. Both of them seemed relaxed as they were all pushed into a large dining room. Abby had seen similar rooms down there before, but this one was even more luxuriously decorated and lavish. Golden chandeliers hung from the ceiling, thick, plush carpets lay on the floor, and gorgeous paintings lined the walls. In the middle of the room was a long, sturdy dining table. The table was set with plates and glasses for at least two dozen people, but it was the three steel poles bolted to the top of the table that caught Abby’s eye.

It looks like we’re tonight’s entertainment.

“It’s the Warden’s birthday,” the guard said. “He’ll be here shortly, along with the head guards and wardens visiting from other prisons.” He looked at the three with a serious frown. “They’re expecting a show when they’re done with dinner. Give them one. No touching, only stripping and dancing.”

Abby had to ask. “Will … will he be there as well?”

The guard did not answer, he just nodded at a thick, red curtain in the corner, obscured by shadows.

The three of them had to wait in a small room next to the dining room. They did not dare speak; they could not hear what was being said on the other side of the thick door, only laughter and cheers. Baby and Spanky looked more nervous than before, and Abby felt the same way. They were all still cuffed, but they huddled up together, resting their heads on each other’s shoulders. Abby was not scared. She was excited. Nervous. Tense. She had stripped in front of guards before and put on even more of a raucous show than what was expected of her now.

The door opened.

Their restraints were removed.

Music started playing.

Abby’s heart pounded in her chest as she followed Baby and Spanky into the opulent dining room. More than twenty people turned to look at them as they used a stool to step onto the table. Baby placed herself at the far end, Spanky was in the middle, and Abby grabbed hold of the last pole.

Right in front of the Warden himself.

You can do this, Abby, she thought and mustered a confident smile in the Warden’s direction before she started slowly gyrating, sliding her body up and down the cold steel pole. She closed her eyes and allowed herself to be immersed in the music, the experience, and the feel of the cold metal against her skin. Knowing the dozens of eyes stared at her and her friends was a massive turn-on, and the experience caused her to reflect on how far she had come. Upon her arrival, the thought of undressing in front of strangers would have caused her to panic, maybe even pass out. Abby had always tried to fly under the radar.

But not anymore.

She started rolling up the tight prison dress.

She smiled when the reveal of her pussy elicited cheers. Her hips swayed with an unbroken rhythm as her bosom was revealed, and when the dress finally disappeared above her head and onto the head of a blushing, older man, likely one of the other wardens, she felt free. Liberated. The Warden clapped and laughed at her audacity, and even Trask, who was sitting at the other end of the table, looked past Baby and Spanky’s sensual display at his slave with a smile.

The attention fueled Abby and drove her to put even more energy into her movements. She spun around the pole, drawing on her years as a gymnast when she was younger. The room was alive with energy and sexual tension, and Abby could feel the vampire, the Master, feeding off it all from his spot in the shadows. She smiled toward where she knew he was.

“Excellent!” the Warden said with a smile when the music finally stopped. He turned toward his guests while the sweating and panting slaves were helped down from the table. “I hope you all have devoted submissives of this quality in your prisons.”

Abby swelled with pride as a guard cuffed her hands behind her back and escorted her outside. Baby and Spanky also seemed pleased with themselves, but to their surprise, none of them were escorted back to their cell.

“You got them all fired up,” the guard said as he locked each of their collars to anchor points on the wall in the corridor. “Your masters will probably want a … word with you.”

Abby hoped it was true. Her pussy ached for Trask’s massive cock. She tried to get comfortable, but having her neck locked to a fixed point on the wall made it nearly impossible to move. The party ended soon after, and the three girls had no choice but to stand there as the men walked by.

“Such a wonderful body,” the man who had been on the receiving end of Abby’s flying dress said. His eyes swallowed every inch of her glistening body.

Abby did not answer. She had no idea if she was allowed to.

The man licked his lips. “Such … a wonderful body.”

“Hands of the goods, Bronson,” a familiar voice sounded. Officer Trask walked out of the room and smiled at the man. “This one belongs to me. Normally, I wouldn’t mind sharing, but not tonight.”

Mr. Bronson nodded and laughed. “Of course, I wouldn’t want to assume. You’re a lucky man, Trask.” He turned and left.

Trask looked at Abby for a bit. His eyes shimmered with lust, and Abby could not ignore the bulge in his pants. Without saying another word, he unlocked her collar from the wall, grabbed her by the arm, and pushed her down the corridor. Abby looked over her shoulder and saw that Baby and Spanky were being picked up by their masters as well.

Finally …

Trask pushed Abby into his office. It was decorated much the same way as his apartment, but Abby was not interested in that now. Her pussy pulsated with lust. Trask pushed her against the desk with a grin before he unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants. Her task had been completed, but now it was time for her to handle the other part of her duties. It was just the way she liked it; a horny master, a wet pussy, and a pair of handcuffs holding her hands firmly in place behind her back. She got onto her knees and took the thick cock in her mouth and let her tongue massage the underside with experienced efficiency. She knew what he liked by now, knew how he wanted it.

Trask liked teeth. Abby gently scraped them against his sensitive skin and felt him grow in her mouth. There was no disgust, no reluctance, only pure enjoyment. With every thrust into her mouth, with every jab of his cock, Abby felt her own arousal increase. Juices trickled down her inner thigh as she sucked her master’s cock with furious determination.

Fuck, I do love being a slave.

Trask seemed to enjoy her enthusiasm as well, and without a word, he grabbed hold of Abby’s long hair and pulled her to her feet. A giant, black ballgag was pressed into her mouth, telling her that it was time for the final act and that any comments or sounds from her were unwelcome. He bent Abby over the desk and let his hands run across her ass.

Abby was going crazy with lust, and she kept seeking his cock with her pussy, which seemed to amuse him. He responded by spanking her, but the hits were far from as severe as she knew he was capable of. There was a playfulness to it all that she appreciated, though she did not mind his sadistic tendencies. Abby was exposed and restrained, and nothing prevented Trask’s hard cock from entering her, and she squirmed as he filled her. Abby bit down on the gag; a drop of drool escaped her and landed on one of the countless papers on the desk, but Trask did not seem to notice. Instead, he started violently thrusting into her, causing Abby’s hips to crash into the heavy desk.

It hurt wonderfully. Being fucked by Trask was always a masochistic pleasure – his cock was huge, his thrusts brutal, and the pain and pleasure mixed into a potent cocktail. Abby was helpless to resist his power, and when he pushed deep inside her a few moments later to deliver his load, her hips were already bruised and battered. Abby felt horny as hell and somehow satisfied, despite being in the throes of frustration.

Trask pulled out with a grunt and put his pants back on. “You’d better get going, slave,” he said in his gruff voice. He yanked her to her feet by the long hair. “You’ve done fairly well to compensate for your unacceptable behavior yesterday, but I still think you need a little … encouragement. Just to ensure that it doesn’t happen again.” He opened the door and called for a guard who arrived a moment later. “Take her to her cell. But the gag and cuffs stay on until tomorrow.”

Abby groaned into her gag, but she was happy to be back on Trask’s good side. The guard used a small padlock on the gag’s buckle to ensure that Abby’s cellmates could not remove it before he escorted her back to the cell.

Raven was the only one there when Abby got back. Spanky and Baby must be … busy.

Abby’s mistress got up from one of the bunks with a smile. “Welcome back. Did you have fun?”

“Mmmph …”

“He locked the gag on, huh?” Raven shook her head. “I guess that’ll teach you.” She walked closer and slid a finger into Abby’s pussy. “Mmm … so wet. All mine. ‘Juicy’ is the right nickname for you. Are you horny, my slave?”

Abby nodded. She soaked up all the attention from the lone finger inside her, but it was not enough. She wanted to come so bad it was driving her crazy. Just the sensation of Raven’s warm breath on her neck lit a fire in her, and it got worse when Raven pushed her against the wall, pressing her fit body against Abby’s. She kissed Abby on top of her gag and slid another finger inside the quivering girl.

“Do you want to come, Juicy?”

Abby nodded. “Pwweeash …”

“Mmm … I love it when you beg.” Raven pressed her palm against Abby’s clit while she continued to finger her, and Abby’s muffled whimpers soon filled the tiny cell. The handcuffs scraped against the wall behind Abby, and her body soon exploded in a firework of relief and pleasure. Her legs buckled beneath her, and only Raven’s fingers inside her helped keep her upright. It was violent and intense, a welcome release after edging for so long, and when Raven finally pulled her fingers out and hugged Abby, Abby was close to passing out. Her body still trembled as the pleasurable waves shot through her, and a smile was firmly etched onto her lips.

But she was still gagged.

And she was still handcuffed.

She stared at her bunkbed and groaned.

“Yeah, you probably won’t sleep too well tonight either,” Raven laughed and patted Abby on the head.


Part 7

The relentless wind pummeled Abby’s naked body, and the spray from the waves crashing against the sharp rocks regularly showered her with salty seawater. She welcomed the opportunity to be cooled down a bit; this was one of the hardest work details she had ever been sent on, and sweat poured off her with every step. The legcuffs dug into her ankles as she tried to find her footing on the wet rocks, and she could not help but wonder if taking the dangerous journey back and forth between the prison wall and the rocks was truly important or just a task dreamt up by a sadistic guard. Abby and two other girls had been charged with collecting large rocks that could be jammed into some of the large cracks in the old prison wall before mortar or cement would be applied to fill the final gaps.

“Just a few more,” the young guard said with a sadistic grin when Abby jammed another rock into the large crack.

Abby groaned and trudged back. At least they’ve ensured that we won’t fall into the sea. A long chain was locked to a steel belt around her waist, but it just felt like more weight to her. She was used to the long-chained handcuffs, at least, and she appreciated the fresh air. Trask, her master, had been on a sadistic streak lately which often happened when he was stressed, and Abby had just gotten out of three days in a cramped cage in the darkest part of the lower dungeons.

She paused for a moment and looked out over the crashing waves. She allowed herself to soak in the water spray and the simplicity of nature – Abby felt like she had lost control of everything. The cult moved in mysterious ways, and though she accepted her place as a slave, being a pawn meant that the larger plan was obscured to her. She just followed orders, torn forward by the torrents of fate. Abby sighed and fiddled with her handcuffs. Nothing to do but obey and move forward.

When the guard finally ordered the three women to assemble and unlocked the chains from their belts, Abby was exhausted. Her naked, quivering body was dirty and filled with tiny scratches from the rocks she had carried, and she emptied the water bottle handed to her by the guard in seconds. The sun was beginning to set, and now that they were no longer working, the chilly wind made them all shiver. The guard connected the prisoners’ collars with a long chain and dragged them inside through the nearby security gate, and the hallways soon echoed with the sound of their chains.

The guard led them to one of the shower rooms. The shower heads were old and a little rusty, and a few tiles were missing from the walls, but Abby did not care; she looked forward to having the warm water wash away the soreness and dirt. The guard unlocked the chain from their collars and removed their belts, but he left the handcuffs and legcuffs in place.

“Wash up, girls.” The guard smiled and leaned against the wall near the door. “We can’t have you walking around the prison smelling like this.”

Abby turned the faucet and welcomed the hot water as it trickled onto her face and body. The chain from her handcuffs traveled across her naked skin together with the soap in her hand, and she let out a sigh of relief. It felt good, and she looked forward to returning to her cell and lying down on her hard mattress for an hour before dinner. She did not know the other girls in the room with her by name, though some had been there at least as long as she had.

“Fuck, that was rough,” one of the other girls said. She had long blonde hair and a slender, gorgeous body. She looked at Abby. “I’m not used to the work details being this hard.”

Abby shrugged. “I don’t mind. It’s good to get out.”

“I agree.” The second girl, a dark-skinned goddess with expressive brown eyes, massaged her shoulder while standing under the shower. “The fresh air was nice.”

“Less talking,” the guard said and leaned his head back against the wall, closing his eyes.

There was a knock on the door. The guard opened it and exchanged a few mumbled sentences with a guard outside before turning toward the prisoners.

“I have to leave for a bit. Finish up, and I’ll return to get you soon.” He left the room and locked the door.

Abby did not think anything of it. The guards were not worried about prisoners trying to escape since the island was surrounded by rough seas for miles, and since Abby knew that all the prisoners had been hand-picked to be sent there due to their submissive nature, there were never any fights or other examples of violence between inmates.

“Could you wash my back?” Abby asked the dark-skinned girl. “I’m Abby, by the way.”

“I know,” the girl said and began soaping up Abby’s sore back. “You’re one of Raven’s girls, right?”

Abby nodded. “Yeah. You know her?”

The other girl chuckled. “We all do. I like her, though. I’m Brooke, this is Tracy.” Brooke walked over to Abby and smiled. “You missed a spot.” She used a washcloth to wash beneath Abby’s breasts, lifting them to get access. The soft hands soon started massaging Abby’s nipples, and the two girls locked eyes and smiled.

“That feels good,” Abby said and bit her lower lip. She was tired and sore, but the trickle of pleasure was welcome. “Don’t stop.”

Behind her, Tracy’s hands moved down, away from Abby’s back and onto her buttcheeks. Soon, she was lovingly fondled and groped by the two gorgeous women, who both began to press their warm, naked bodies against hers in an erotic shower sandwich. Fuck, I love prison. Abby and Brooke kissed each other; it was gentle at first but closed lips soon gave way to passionate tongue work just as Tracy slipped a finger inside Abby’s pussy. Abby whimpered with pleasure and winced as Tracy’s handcuffs scraped against the inside of her thighs. The sound of splashing water and longing moans filled the room along with the sound of chains, and Abby reciprocated by rubbing Brooke’s clit.

“Deeper,” Brooke muttered when Abby slid two fingers inside the blushing blonde. Abby relished in watching the effect it had on the shackled girl; she closed her eyes and threw her head back while biting her lower lip. “Fuuuck … that feels good.”

The door opened. “What are you girls doing?” The guard stepped inside, followed by another. “Someone’s being naughty …”

Had this been her first week, Abby would have been terrified and immediately stopped what she was doing, but she was no longer a timid, easily intimidated prisoner. Instead, she smiled at the two men. “You’re free to join us,” she said and winked. “You can punish us afterward.”

Abby was not sure if Tracy, Brooke, or the two guards were part of the cult, but in either case, the two guards exchanged glances before shrugging and removing their clothes. No protests sounded from Brooke or Tracy; broad smiles spread on their full lips, and when the two guards approached, the three girls switched their focus to the new arrivals.

This is like a bad porno, Abby thought to himself while she kneeled in front of one of the guards and took his massive cock in her mouth. It did not take many seconds before he was fully erect, aided by Tracy kissing him passionately. The other guard was already balls deep inside Brooke’s pussy. She supported herself against the wall and moaned loudly as he thrust into her.

“I’m going to punish you for this,” the guard inside Abby’s mouth said and looked down at her with a menacing grin.

Please do. She took all of him in her mouth as a response, feeling him push down her throat. Her hands cupped his balls and gently massaged his perineum, causing the muscular man to groan with satisfaction. He was not intimidating in the same way that Trask was, and she wondered what her master would say to her sucking another man’s cock without his permission, but she was swept up in the moment, not least of all when the man ordered her to get on all fours before ramming his rock-hard cock inside her pussy.

“You!” He pointed at Tracy. “Get down in front of her and let her lick your pussy.”

Tracy did not have to be told twice. The ebony angel shivered when the cold floor tiles touched her back, but she forgot about the moment Abby’s tongue started lashing against her pussy and clit. She raised her cuffed hands above her head as a sign of complete submission and closed her eyes.

The room was filled with moans. The harder the guard pounded her pussy, the more furiously Abby licked Tracy. She felt Tracy’s hands in her hair, pulling her closer, and Abby responded by pushing her tongue firmly against Tracy’s clit while her fingers explored Tracy’s pussy. The guard groaned behind Abby as the massive cock found its way deeper and deeper inside her.

It felt good.

Is this really my new normal? For a short moment, she gained an unwelcome sense of clarity. Life at the prison and as part of the cult had become part of everyday life, a chaotic storm of lust, pleasure, pain, and submission. Abby’s memories of the world outside seemed distant, even unreal, and she soon let go of the annoyingly rational thoughts and returned to the moment.

Tracy came first. She arched her back and let out a primal scream that soon turned into a whimper. The guard ordered Abby to continue licking, and though Abby slowed down to allow Tracy to recover, it was obvious that the experience was quickly turning from joyous to unpleasant. Luckily for Tracy, the two guards soon deposited their loads inside their chosen prisoner. Abby’s pussy was sore from the fucking, and she stayed on all fours after the man had pulled out. She could feel his cum at the edge of her pussy, and as the lust gripping her dissipated, the tiredness returned.

“I love prison sluts,” one of the guards said to the other as they got dressed. The three girls were uncuffed and allowed to put on their prison dresses while one of the guards left the room, only to return a moment later carrying some of the heaviest restraints that Abby had ever seen.

“That was fun,” the guard said with a sadistic grin. “But you still went against protocol. This is your punishment.”

Abby felt a surge of intense arousal as the massive shackles were locked onto her wrists and ankles. The chain connecting the wrist shackles was short, the steel was wide and thick, and she struggled to lift her arms. She noticed that Brooke and Tracy did not seem to have the same sensual reaction to heavy restraints as Abby did, but they did not protest.

“The restraints will come off tomorrow. Or the day after that.” The guard shrugged. “Who cares?”

Abby’s ankles screamed at her when she finally reached cell 314 and was let inside.

Raven looked up at her from one of the bottom bunks with a smile. “Looks like my little slave got herself in trouble. What happened?”

Abby collapsed onto the opposite bed and placed her hands over her head; the shackles were too heavy to rest on her stomach. “Work detail. Turned into a shower orgy.”

“Sounds like a good day,” Baby said, looking up from between Raven’s legs.

“Did I say you could take a break?” Raven stared at Baby, but her voice was playful. Raven never got truly mad, she loved her three slaves too much.

“No, Mistress,” Baby said and returned to licking her mistress’ pussy.

Raven looked over at Abby again. “The shackles look good on you, Juicy. You don’t seem to mind them.”

“I don’t.” Abby let her fingers run across the smooth steel. “But it hurts to walk. And I am still recovering from my stint in isolation.”

“Yeah, Trask has been in a mean mood,” Raven said. “But all the officers seem on edge, I think something is going on.”

“Have you heard anything?”

Raven shook her head. “No. Which is weird, I usually pick something up. We’ll just have to wait and see.”

It was like a silent covenant existed between all prisoners in the courtyard whenever someone was being punished. No one pointed, no one laughed; if anything, Abby felt nothing but love from her fellow inmates as she walked across the dusty ground to the sound of the ludicrously heavy chains connecting her ankles. She winced with every step, and she found herself wishing that the guard had connected her wrist restraints to her ankles with a chain. That way, she would have at least been able to take some of the weight off her ankles, even if it meant restricting her movement.

“Mmm … I get horny watching you helpless like this,” Raven said. They were headed for the benches and tables at the far end of the courtyard so Abby could sit down. “I’m tempted to take you right here.”

“You’ll likely end up in a similar situation if you try,” Abby said with a tired smile.

“Even better.”

They reached the benches. Baby and Spanky were on work detail that day, leaving the other two in each other’s company. Abby sat down and let out a frustrated groan. “Damn, this is tough.” She locked eyes with Brooke, who was dealing with a similar predicament nearby. The blonde winked and smiled at Abby.

“Handcuffs are a lot easier to manage,” Abby said and inspected the scary-looking marks on her wrists.

“It could be worse.” Raven sat on the bench and leaned back against the table, closing her eyes in the sharp sun. “A guard captain once got so mad at one of the girls that she was forced to wear similar restraints to yours behind her back for a full week. He even locked her elbows together, rammed a giant steel dildo inside her pussy, locked it in place with a chastity belt, and locked a metal cage around her head. The girl struggled to even eat.” She met Abby’s terrified gaze. “He isn’t here anymore, neither is she. But I wouldn’t hold it beneath Trask to do something similar if you piss him off.”

“Speaking of …”

Above the courtyard, on one of the walkways used by the guards to keep an eye on the prisoners, a group of men appeared. Abby recognized the Warden and Officer Trask, but the two serious-looking men in suits were new to her. The Warden seemed to be giving them a tour, briefly pausing for questions from the two men.

“Foreign dignitaries,” Raven said.

“Here? Why?”

“Who knows?” Raven shrugged. “But it will have something to do with the cult. I know that our masters have dealings with other countries, but I’ve never been able to get Trask to tell me what it’s all about.”

Abby had been so focused on the two men in suits that she had not discovered a third man hiding in the shadows behind them. He was a head taller than even Trask and wore a dark robe. His hair was long and white as snow, his face pale and hard like it had been cut from marble. He seemed otherworldly, not unlike the Master himself.

“Who’s that?”

Raven stared at the man for a while. “I … I have no idea. I’ve never seen anyone like him.” Raven seemed to swallow a lump and nodded toward Trask. “But I think we might be about to find out.”

Trask looked down at the two women and signaled for them to head towards the corner of the yard before he disappeared from the walkway. Raven helped Abby get up, and the two walked towards one of the secret doors that were hidden in the dark corners of the courtyard. The door opened as soon as they arrived, and Trask pulled them inside.

“What’s going on, Master?” Raven said. Abby always found it amusing how quickly her mistress fell into her submissive role when Trask was nearby, even though she mostly serviced the Warden now. Her voice got brighter and her eyes shimmered with affection when she was in the presence of the harsh man.

“You saw our visitors, I assume?” Trask’s voice was dark and cold.

The two girls nodded.

“All you need to know is that they’re powerful men in their country, that their aid is invaluable to our cause, and that the robed man following them wants to fuck someone.”

“Fuck … us?” Abby glanced at Raven, who did not seem to be affected by the prospect.

“You’re quick, 696,” Trask snorted. “Yes, I believe the two of you will be best suited for the task. There’s a lot at stake. You are to do whatever he wants, indulge any desire he might have. For the Master.”

“For the Master,” the two repeated in unison. Abby could feel her heart pounding in her chest; the man scared her, but she would never back out of an important task such as this one.

Trask nodded with a satisfied grunt. “Good. We’re going to get you washed up before you’re taken to the tower.” He looked at Abby’s restraints. “And we’ll have to take those off you.”

They were led away from the courtyard and into one of the many hidden passages in the prison. Abby could not see a thing, there was no light, and she stumbled again and again, but Trask walked as if he could see in the dark. He had made sure to handcuff Raven before they entered the corridors, but she was far from as encumbered as Abby was, and the pain of walking in the massive restraints made it all worse.

“In here,” Trask said and opened the door to a remarkably clean and well-lit washroom. He unlocked their restraints and gestured for them to enter. “I’ll come get you in an hour. Make sure to clean up properly.” He clenched his jaw. “There’s a lot at stake.”

The sun had set when Raven and Abby were escorted up the winding stairs to one of the prison’s old towers. Abby had never been inside one of them before, and all she knew was that the vampire seemed to reside in one of them. Worn paintings adorned the walls, and the moonlight bathed the stone walls in an eerie glow. Abby could glimpse the ocean far below them through the small windows, but she tried to focus on the slippery steps. Even though she had gotten rid of the heavy shackles, it was still tricky to walk in the standard legcuffs. The two girls had their hands cuffed in front and were both gagged with large ballgags. Trask had not been able to tell them more about their mysterious client, only that he suspected that the ominous man could be cruel.

Trask opened the door to a room at the top of the tower and gestured for the two girls to enter. Abby was hesitant, but a rare, comforting smile from her Master accompanied by his assuring hand on her shoulder gave her the courage to step inside. The moment she had stepped onto the soft carpet inside the large room, the door was closed and locked behind her. The room was round and had countless chains of all thicknesses and lengths hanging from the ceiling. Restraints, whips, floggers, and other instruments of torture hung on the walls and were placed on tables and shelves along the wall, and a few cages and pillories were stowed in the corner.

Some guestroom, Abby thought and felt an unpleasant shiver down her spine. There were only a few things in here that she had not endured before, but it still felt like she was treading new ground. She exchanged nervous glances with Raven who seemed to be unable to maintain the cool façade that was her trademark.

Abby felt a presence behind her. The door was locked … right? A cold bead of sweat trickled down her neck, and she got a sudden urge to kneel. Both she and Raven fell to their knees without hearing any order to do so. She looked up and saw the mysterious robed man standing in front of her. He was massive, a giant of a man, but his face seemed untouched by time. Nothing creased the porcelain skin, but it was the eyes that drew her attention. They were white, without pupils, and when they looked down at her, she could not help but feel like he was staring through her as if he barely noticed her. Judging by the sound of rattling chains, Abby assumed that Raven was just as intimidated as she was.

The man unbuttoned his robe; his movements were meticulous and fluid, smooth like a dancer’s. The robe fell to the ground and revealed a muscular body covered in tattoos. Abby could not decipher the writings, they seemed to be written in an ancient script, and the eldritch symbols adorning his body looked to have a ritualistic purpose. The milky white skin created a stark contrast to the black markings, but they were not nearly as impressive as his cock.

That thing is gigantic!

It was thick and long, bigger than any Abby had ever seen, even in its flaccid state. Just the thought of having it inside her made her stomach churn, but the thought also triggered a more primal part of her and caused the juices to begin flowing from her pussy, trickling down her legs. The man’s presence overwhelmed her, not unlike the first time she had met the vampire master, but this was different. His presence did not soothe her – it felt violent, primal, even sadistic, and her heart was gripped by both fear and lust.

The man removed both their gags, but he did not speak. He did not have to. His will moved their bodies and minds, and both started licking his cock from either side without thinking.

It grew.

And grew.

Raven’s eyes widened, and so did Abby’s, as they watched the massive cock enlarge. The soft skin felt electric against their tongues as if the whole body was brimming with an otherworldly power. It’s like licking a battery. Just touching the massive cock with her tongue caused Abby’s body to hum with energy, all of it flowing to her loins, turning her on like nothing else. She wanted the mysterious man inside her, she wanted to please him, to serve him.

Raven moved to the man’s front and tried to take his cock in her mouth while Abby continued to lick the root of it. Abby could tell that Raven struggled to fit it in her mouth, and tears welled up in the dark eyes from the strain. The man did not flinch despite the two trained slaves doing all they could to please him.

Abby knew why. Somehow, she knew. It was like a feeling in the back of her mind, as if he projected his will and desires into her mind. He wanted to hurt them. He wanted to see them suffer.

She looked up at him, into the cold, empty eyes to show him that she was ready. This was an important task, and she wanted to see it through.

Kiss her? She looked at Raven. Their eyes met. They both felt the same urge, but it did not come from them. Raven gasped for air when the man’s cock pulled out of her mouth, and she seemed relieved to feel Abby’s lips on hers. They had kissed countless times, usually with Raven in charge, but this was a passionate meeting of two slaves. Their tongues intertwined and explored while shackled hands groped tender breasts. Out of the corner of her eye, Abby could see the man take a step back and observe them; his cock was still fully erect, but there was no other sign that he was enjoying the display.

The anticipation was killing Abby. She knew that something unpleasant was coming, that the tender, arousing kiss was just an intermission.

Then he stepped forward again. Without exerting himself, he grabbed the chains to their handcuffs and lifted them both clean off the ground. They both screamed in pain and shock as the sharp steel dug into their wrists, but he did not let go. Instead, he raised them further and used two hooks hanging from chains in the ceiling to suspend them.

“Oh God, that hurts!” Abby cried. She kicked with her legs, but she could not reach the floor. Her hands grabbed hold of the large hook, but it was slippery, and again and again, she had to let go and hang from her wrists. Raven was not faring any better, and her panicked whimpers joined Abby’s in a choir of pain and fear.

A tiny crease appeared in the corner of the man’s mouth. A hint of a smile. He grabbed a nine-tailed whip with small knots at the end of the leather strings and began to whip them. Abby had endured whippings before, but the man’s strength was terrifying. He knew exactly where to hit, but also how – the skin never broke, but the burning sensation threatened to overwhelm Abby’s senses.

And yet, arousal crept in. The lust built within her with every scream, amplified by the intense pain coming from her arms and wrists.

I … I can’t go on, she thought. Who is this man? Or what?

“He’s a chrysalis.” The vampire’s voice appeared in her mind like a light in the darkness, a beacon of serenity and power. “He is human, and yet not. He is gathering energy for the ritual that will bring him to his next stage of evolution, where he will turn into what you might think of as an angel. A being of extreme power.”

Master … Abby closed her eyes and fed off his presence. What do you wish of me?

It was as if the voice smiled. “Endure. Both of you. The powers he represents will be a great ally in the struggles to come.”

The voice disappeared. Abby opened her eyes and looked at Raven who smiled back at her. She had heard it too. They could not keep from screaming as the whip tore into them, but they had found a new source of strength and determination. The panic began to dissipate, leaving only pain and pleasure behind. They endured as the hits became harder and the torturous position more unbearable.

When the man finally threw the whip aside, their skin was like a painting of red lines. He walked up to Raven and snapped the chain connecting her ankles like it was a piece of string. He then grabbed hold of her legs, forcing them apart before penetrating her. The scream that escaped her lips was filled with surprise, pleasure, and pain. His thrusts were violent, and due to the size of his massive cock, it was only half hidden when he was in as deep as he could. For a moment, Abby wondered if he would end up killing Raven with his godlike strength, seeing how brutal the thrusts were, but quite the opposite happened.

She came.

Violently.

Her entire body shook as her eyes rolled back into her skull. The man stayed inside her for a bit, smiling as he seemed to feed off her orgasmic energy, but the moment her body calmed, he pulled out and walked over to Abby.

In the Master’s name, she told herself and clenched her jaw. After snapping her ankle chain, he spread her legs, resting them on his arms. She was exposed, spread wide, and she could do nothing to prevent the massive, rock-hard cock from entering her. It was like an explosion of pain and lust; it felt like she was about to split in half, every nerve ending inside her pussy lit on fire, and the power she had felt while licking the cock now surged through her pussy. The pain moved into the background, and only pure, unfiltered pleasure remained. She screamed, but no part of her wanted it to stop. It was as if he was vibrating and shocking her as he moved in and out with increasing force and speed. His stamina was infinite, and every thrust made the chain holding her creak. She barely registered the numbness in her arms, all her attention was swallowed by the torrent of lust emanating from her nether regions.

How … how can he keep going deeper?

He found new spots of pleasure deep inside her that she did not even know existed, but she never got the sense that her pleasure was a priority for him, or that he even registered her as a person. Instead, he became more violent in his fucking, and his fingers dug into her buttcheeks as he neared the climax.

But Abby beat him to it. She saw stars when her body erupted in a volcanic orgasm of epic proportions. The buzzing cock filled her, stretched her, and continued to drive her further and further into the blissful darkness. Her vision blurred, and just when she thought it could not get more intense, he came inside her. His eyes began to glow as his lips separated and let out a growl that did not sound human. The walls shook, and the sheer volume hurt Abby’s ears.

Then he stopped. His face returned to being emotionless and cold. He pulled out of Abby, leaving her dangling like a slaughtered pig. He put on his robe and opened the door, splintering the lock in the process.

“Did … did he just leave?” Raven had had time to recover, and the blissful expression began to turn into one of panic. She tore at her restraints, but it was hopeless. “Fuck … FUCK!”

Abby was still swimming in the sea of pleasure, but the pain began to bring her back to reality. The mysterious man did not seem like the type who was going to inform the guards that he was done, and she did not have the impression that anyone ever checked the tower. She looked up at the handcuffs, but they were locked tight and she had no way of getting them off the large hook. The pain in her wrists and arms was no longer numbed by lust, and the panic started creeping in.

“Should we … should we cry for help?” Abby found it hard to breathe.

Raven’s lips quivered. “I doubt it’ll do us any good. We are far away from the prison wings and the guard quarters. Fuck … there has to be a way!”

Abby registered movement out of the corner of her eye. It was fast, a blur, but suddenly, the chain she hung from loosened, and she fell to the ground, followed shortly after by Raven. The two squirmed on the floor, screaming as the blood rushed back into their arms. Abby tried to push past the pain and get her bearings; who had taken them down?

Him. She felt his presence. In the corner, covered in shadow, two eyes shimmered. He smiled at her. Then he disappeared.

“Man, this cult business can be a real pain,” Raven complained and got onto her knees. Her fingers ran across some of the bruises on her firm breasts. “The orgasms are great, but I’m hurting all over.” She looked toward the shadows and smiled. “At least we have someone watching over us.”

Abby nodded. “What now?” She sat on the floor and took a deep breath. Her entire body was hurting. “We’re still restrained, after all.”

“Our mysterious new friend was kind enough to unlock the door for us.” Raven staggered to her feet and helped Abby get up.

“So … we just walk down the stairs and walk around aimlessly, naked and handcuffed, until we stumble upon a guard?”

“We could do that,” Raven said and looked around her at the vast collection of restraints and tools of torture. “Or … we take a short break and I begin to explore what kind of fun I can have with you in this place?”

Abby smiled and approached her mistress. “That doesn’t sound too bad.”

The two kissed.


Part 8

The distant sound of yelling inmates and gruff commands from impatient guards could not fight their way through the haze brought on by the many hands and tongues focused on her body. Her cellmates had tied her to her bed, not for the first time, but this was the last. Abby kept pulling at the strips of cloth they had tied her with just to nourish the building arousal with the sense of intoxicating helplessness as her three friends ravaged her naked body.

I’m going to miss this, she thought to herself and kissed Raven, who was leaning in over her. Baby was busy licking Abby’s pussy and clit while fingering her, and Spanky’s cunning tongue caressed Abby’s perky nipple. Abby moaned and writhed on the thin, itchy mattress as she edged ever closer to orgasm. Raven’s tongue explored her mouth while the dark-haired inmate’s hand grabbed hold of the breast not occupied by Baby and twisted Abby’s nipple to add a bit of pain to the proceedings.

“Faster, Spanky,” Raven commanded before she dove into Abby’s mouth again.

“Mmmm …” Abby’s body began to tense up. She wanted to postpone the orgasm as much as possible, wanted to prolong               the experience. She knew what awaited when they were done, and she did not want to face it.

She was going to be released. She had served her time. But the world outside no longer appealed to her.

“I think you’re close, my slave,” Raven whispered in her ear and playfully bit Abby’s earlobe. “You may come.”

“Th… thank you, Mistress.” Abby let go. Her body exploded as she let herself come, and the primal scream that escaped her led to applause from the adjacent cells. Baby slowed down her licking, leaving her fingers inside Abby until the orgasm had subsided, and the flood of orgasmic pleasure turned into a pleasant trickle that caused Abby’s body to tremble. Her three cellmates kissed her in turn before untying her and helping her to sit up on the creaky bed.

“We’re going to miss you,” Spanky said with a smile. “Won’t be the same without you.”

“You’ll get a new cellmate within a few days.” Abby put on her prison dress for the last time. “I’m sure she’ll feel very welcome.”

Raven walked over to the steel bars. “Maybe we’ll see you on the other side, when and if we are ever let out.” She banged on the bars. “Guard? She’s ready to go now.”

Abby sighed. “What happens now?” She lowered her voice when Raven approached her. “You know … how do I … serve him?”

Raven shrugged. “I honestly don’t know, Juicy. I know what happens inside, not outside. I’m sure you’ll be given instructions before you leave.” She kissed Abby one final time and hugged her; it was a kinder and more warm embrace than Abby was used to from her mistress. “Keep your head down when the revolution comes, sweetie.” Raven let go of Abby before she walked over to the steel bars of the cell and banged them a few times. “Prisoner 696 is ready for release!”

Her shout resulted in loud cheers and banging sounds from the other cells. Abby could feel the blood rush from her genitals to her cheeks and chest; her arrival had been somber, depressing, and scary. Many inmates at the prison had long, unfair sentences, and someone getting out was always celebrated.

“Get over here, 696” a familiar voice sounded. Officer Trask appeared outside the cell and stared at Abby with an uncharacteristically warm smile.

Abby obeyed her master and moved toward the cell door. Trask opened it and began fastening the transport restraints onto Abby; her hands were handcuffed in front and locked to a chain belt around her waist. A pair of legcuffs completed the ensemble, and Abby could not help but feel a little sad that she was not going to be restrained regularly anymore. There was something comfortable and sexy about handcuffs that she had grown to appreciate during her incarceration. She looked over her shoulder at her cellmates one last time and smiled. Spanky and Juicy both had tears in their eyes, and even Raven seemed affected.

Trask attached a chain to Abby’s collar and led her out of the cell and through the cell block. The cheers continued, but they were all positive.

“A shame you didn’t misbehave more so we could’ve added a few years to your sentence,” Trask remarked. “Took a while to turn you into a decent slave.”

Abby smiled to herself. It was the closest to a compliment one was going to get from Trask. “Yes, Master. I have appreciated your … methods.”

“Good. You’re going to need your training for whatever awaits you.”

They left the cell block and moved past a few checkpoints before walking down a dark corridor that Abby had not been in before. This part of the prison did not seem like it was in use, and Abby was not surprised when Trask opened a secret door leading to a staircase – she had seen dozens of hidden passages at this point.

“I’m not being released, Master?” The words echoed in the narrow, dark passageway, and Abby felt a knot form in her stomach.

“Don’t worry, you are.” He paused. “Eventually.” He opened a narrow door to a room lit with candles. Shadows danced on the walls, and the flickering lights made the dark corners come off even more threatening. There was an unsettling atmosphere in the small, sparsely furnished room, and Abby did not need help guessing who the large, padded table with shackles attached to each corner was meant for.

“This is where we part ways,” Trask said before removing the chain from Abby’s collar. “Best of luck wherever you end up.”

Abby did not get a chance to reply before Trask closed the door behind him. She had expected a final blowjob, a whipping, anything to mark the end of their long relationship as master and slave, but now he was gone. An eerie silence surrounded her, only interrupted by the sound of her chains.

No need to panic, she thought to herself and took a deep breath.

“The Master’s little baby bird, almost ready to leave the nest,” a woman’s dark voice sounded behind her. Abby felt a cold chill run down her spine as she turned toward the voice. “Chained and helpless just like us.”

Four naked women appeared out of the darkness and were illuminated by the flickering candlelight. All of them were fully collared and shackled, but not like Abby. Their restraints were made from heavy, black steel and looked downright medieval, and the sound of the thick chains echoed between the stone walls.

Who are these women? Abby had never seen them before. Their naked bodies were decorated with ominous, ritualistic tattoos, and they all had a slightly deranged look in their eyes as they smiled at Abby. One of them, a pale woman with raven hair that reached her lower back, walked forward.

“You’ve served our Master well, baby bird,” she said, her voice trembling with excitement. “And you will be rewarded.” The woman circled Abby; she seemed unburdened by her restraints, even if they looked to be at least twice as heavy as anything Abby had ever worn. “When you leave this place, when the boat takes you away from this paradise and back to your hellish reality, someone will be waiting for you. Someone you can serve in the Master’s name.”

Her task. Abby’s heart swelled with joy that she could continue serving their mysterious vampire master even after her release.

“But first … we must prepare you for him.”

“For him?” Her heart began pounding.

The woman nodded and unlocked Abby’s handcuffs. “Yes. He must anoint you before you can be set free, and we will prepare your body and mind for his glorious entrance.” She smiled at Abby. “We are his harem. His personal slaves. We will never leave his side, we will never taste freedom, nor do we want to.”

Abby had no words. The thought of meeting the vampire again made her tense with anticipation, and she did not object when the four women began to chant while they removed her restraints and undressed her. His harem. The words echoed in her mind, and only now did she notice that their heavy restraints had no keyholes, no locks. They were welded on, a permanent reminder of their position.

“Parate vas, parate adventum eius,” they chanted, using their chains as weird instruments. They helped Abby onto the table and locked her arms and legs to the four corners with old, rusty shackles. Abby was spread-eagled and helpless, but for some reason, she felt no fear.              

The chanting made Abby feel dizzy, and a growing sense of unease began creeping in when the women began slathering her naked, quivering body in fragrant oils. Their soft hands explored every part of her body, and she shivered when their cold chains traveled across her skin. It was not unlike the experience she had just had with her cellmates, but this was far more intense, more of a ritual. The woman took their time, never pausing in their chanting. Their fingers slid in and out of both her pussy and asshole, and Abby’s moans soon joined in.

“Purga vas, libera eam per dolorem.”

Wait, what is this about liberating me through pain? Latin had not been her strongest subject, but Abby knew enough to decipher the meaning. The answer to her unspoken question came a moment later when two of the women appeared on either side of Abby with floggers in their hands. The many tails had small knots at the end, and they soon started raining down pain onto Abby’s helpless body.

“Pinge corpus eius, purifica illud domino,” they chanted as their voices reached a shattering crescendo, joined by Abby’s desperate screams. They moved meticulously across her body, painting every inch of her skin red with their hard, precise strikes. With every strike, the women’s shackles sang, and when they reached Abby’s breasts and pussy, her screams became desperate.

Not that she wanted it to stop.

The pain surged through her, adding to her building lust and desire. Her skin was on fire, as were her genitals; the whip kept visiting her most sensitive areas, and whenever the lashes moved on to other parts of her body, one of the other women made sure to soothe Abby with tongue and fingers.

Then she felt it. His presence. It was subtle at first, a sort of arousing tickle at the edge of her mind, a slight buzzing in her fingers and toes, barely noticeable in the frantic chaos of pain and pleasure being inflicted by the chained slavegirls. The presence grew, nestling in her loins, causing a spike in arousal that made Abby scream with sensual joy as every cell in her body began to vibrate and sing. The women’s chanting reached a deafening crescendo while they violently rattled their chains.

Then silence.

The whipping stopped.

The hands and fingers disappeared.

The sound of chains vanished into the darkness. Abby’s skin still burned from the flogging; red lines crisscrossed her body that glistened with sweat and oil in the flickering candlelight. She was shaking, both from anticipation and arousal, and the tight shackles were impossible to escape. Her heartbeat reverberated through her body like a war drum, but she felt no fear. She knew he was there, that she was alone in a small room with an apex predator, a bloodthirsty vampire whom she had no chance of escaping, but his presence calmed her like it had done before on numerous occasions.

Then he appeared at the foot of the table. She could not tell if he materialized out of thin air or simply walked out of the shadows, but the air seemed to sparkle and sizzle around him. He was naked, his pale body reflecting much of the light. He was muscular and slim, a vision of perfection. There were no imperfections on his skin, and the fiery eyes seemed to stare into her soul. She had no way of seeing what he had between his legs, but she could feel the heat coming from it.

He smiled. “You’ve served me well, slave,” he said. It was the first time she had heard his voice outside her head. It was dark and powerful; it felt like every word was a magic spell. “Pleasuring the chrysalis was an especially noteworthy performance. You’ve endured much to reach this point, and you have shown your commitment and devotion again and again. Though your sentence here has been short, I fully trust that you will continue to serve my cause on the outside.”

“I … I will, Master.” Abby felt like her genitals were trying to wrestle themselves away from her body to assault the beautiful vampire. “I live to serve you.” The words flowed from her like liquid truth; Abby had never seen herself as submissive, and the thought of being a slave would have caused her to laugh before her incarceration, but she loved the sense of purpose she had found. And the sexual gratification that often came with it.

“My cult is almost ready for the final push along with our allies.” The vampire let his slim fingers run up Abby’s leg. His touch was cold but highly effective and caused Abby to shiver with delight. “You may not be on the frontlines, little one, but you will serve some of our most senior, important members well before and after. If you accept your posting, of course.”

It was not a choice. Abby had a suspicion that there was no way out of the cult once one had been initiated, and being shackled to a table did not leave her with many options. But she did want to serve. “I submit fully to your will and the will of your people, Master,” she said.

The vampire smiled again. “Good. Very good. Are you ready to receive my blessing, then?” He put his arms out to the side and levitated off the floor without effort. His eyes burned her skin, but she did not look at them; Abby’s eyes were focused elsewhere.

It’s … gigantic! A surge of adrenaline and lust tore through her when she saw the thick, hard cock between the vampire’s legs. It was as white as his skin and no hair marred the crotch that was framed by his strong legs and hips. She had never seen anything like it, not even from the chrysalis, and a frail, desperate voice in the back of her mind began to scream, yelling that she was going to split in half if he entered her.

“I’m ready, Master,” Abby’s body said, ignoring the warnings in her mind. All she wanted was him.

He did not answer. Instead, he slowly flew in above her, his body hanging in mid-air. It was a marvelous sight, and Abby wetted her lips in anticipation as the gigantic cock came closer and closer to her mouth. She opened wide, but even then, she struggled to accommodate him when the hard, soft-skinned cock touched her lips.

“Worship it with your tongue and your lips, slave,” the vampire said.

Little by little, the gigantic cock traveled deeper into her mouth. It was warm and felt like a lit furnace. Abby’s jaw hurt, and she found it harder to breathe. The steel collar around her neck, the one she had gotten so used to that she rarely noticed, suddenly felt uncomfortably tight. She pressed her tongue against the underside of his member as the cock went even deeper, and her gag reflex kicked in well before the cock touched the back of her throat.

I … I can’t breathe. Silent tears flowed from Abby’s eyes, yet she did not feel any panic. Her trust in her master was infinite and unwavering, and just when she was about to lose consciousness, the vampire pulled his cock back just enough for Abby to fill her lungs with air before ramming it back in.

Her pussy throbbed with lust from the breath play; it turned her on like few things ever had, and though she welcomed the relief when he finally pulled his cock out of her mouth, part of her wanted him to continue. She stared at the cock glistening with her saliva as the vampire flowed down and rested the cock between her firm, large breasts. His body was still suspended above her without touching the table when his cold hands grabbed hold of Abby’s breasts and pushed them together on top of his cock. Slowly, he began fucking her breasts while his cunning fingers groped and teased her sensitive nipples. His touch was electric, and Abby’s submissive moans soon filled the room.

She had no idea if the godlike creature was enjoying it as well. He did not sweat, he did not groan, he showed no sign of exhaustion or arousal. But he was hard. Extremely hard.

This is surreal, a voice whispered in her mind, barely audible in the haze of lust. A supernatural creature was floating above her while it fucked her tits, and her naked, oiled-up body was held fast by thick, ancient steel. Cold emanated from his body, except from his cock. His warm, sizzling, throbbing cock.

“Receive my seed, my blessing. Open your mind and your mouth.”

She obeyed, but Abby could not help but feel a tinge of disappointment. Was this it? Was she not going to feel him inside her? Her concerns were washed aside a moment later when he came violently onto her chest and face. The cum washed over her face and filled her mouth. It kept coming; it was warm and tasted odd, like a taste that was not meant for humans, something her taste buds could not fathom.

It was deliciously humiliating.

And he was still hard.

“Anointed by my seed,” he said, but there was a smile in his voice, a sparkle of humor that gave a whole new edge to the enigmatic vampire. Abby could not open her eyes, her face was covered in cum, but she could feel him letting go of her breasts and floating downward, the tip of his cock creating a narrow trail of cum down across her stomach.

Closer.

Closer.

Yes. Please … I beg you, Master.

She knew he could read her thoughts. The heat from his cock came nearer to her genitals, and it was like fuel on the fire that was already burning within her. She tried pulling at her restraints to inch closer to the cock she knew was there. The steel dug into her wrists and the chains moaned, but it was no use. She was trapped.

“Patience, little one.” The voice rang in the room and her mind.

Then she felt it. The tip. Touching her labia, teasing her with promises of what awaited. It was odd to not feel the weight of the vampire’s body on top of her; she was used to Trask’s massive, muscular, sweaty body squeezing the air from her lungs.

He entered her. Slowly. The pace was almost glacial, a confident entrance by an immortal creature with nothing to prove. Abby’s pussy opened itself up like a flower to welcome him, and the heat emanating from his bestial member filled her entire body.

“Mmmm …. Fuuuuuck …” Words turned to groans and whimpers as she writhed on the table, completely at his mercy. Pleasure and pain mixed into a potent cocktail as he stretched her. It felt like he was pushing her insides apart to make room, and it felt like an eternity before he could go no further.

He rested there. Dominated her body and mind with his presence. Every slight movement sent a wave of arousal through her. He began sliding in and out of her, but the pace was so slow that it threatened to drive her insane. This was not only about pleasure; it was about power, domination, and control. He was the prison’s master – and her body’s.

This … this is torture! During her stay at the prison, Abby had been flogged, caned, caged, and subjected to humiliation and various forms of sexual torture, but this was on a whole new level. A thousand lashes of a whip was nothing compared to the torture of feeling his giant cock slide slowly in and out of her.

“Please … please, my Master. I’ll do anything,” she whimpered. She was reduced to a begging, sobbing mess that only lived to be fucked. “I’m not worthy of your glory, of your presence, but please …”

He started going faster. And it felt like he grew even more as he did. He lowered his body onto hers, cooling her body, and his thrusts became more violent. There was immense power and strength in them, and every thrust sent a shockwave of lust through her. She screamed, she cried – pleasure overwhelmed her and threatened to turn her brain into porridge from ecstatic overload.

“Close … may I, Master? May I … may I come?”

Silence. He fucked her harder.

“MASTER! PLEASE!”

“Yes. Embrace my gift. And good luck on the outside.”

“AAAAAAAAAAAAAH!” Her lungs emptied into a primal scream as her entire body shook. She swam in a river of pure ecstasy and pleasure. Tears streamed from her eyes, juices squirted from her pussy, and it felt like the skin was about to peel off her body and vanish into thin air.

Then it all went black.

Something felt off when Abby woke up. She opened her eyes and stared at the ceiling of an unfamiliar room. Her mind was hazy and her head throbbed as she tried to figure out what was wrong. Being fucked by the vampire seemed like a surreal dream, but she knew it had happened; her pussy was still sore and tingled slightly.

Was it the bed? It was too soft, her body had gotten used to the uncomfortable mattress in her cell. No. That’s not it. Out of habit, her hand reached for the collar around her neck, she often fiddled with the O-ring on it when she was distracted, but it was gone.

The collar was gone.

Her neck felt naked and exposed, it was an unpleasant sensation, and the clothes she wore felt off as well. Sunlight washed in through a half-open window and illuminated a white button-down shirt, black skirt, pantyhose, and pumps, just like the clothes she had worn to court on the day that she was sent to prison. It felt like a part of a life she had left behind. Physically, the clothes fit her body, but she found herself yearning for the prison dress she had gotten accustomed to.

Abby sat on the edge of the bed when the door opened. A woman entered; she wore the uniform of the prison guards, but her warm smile and bubbly demeanor were a far cry from the other guards.

“I hope you’re feeling well?” the woman said and looked at her clipboard. “Name? Just to be sure.”

“Prisoner 69… Abby Sinclair.”

The woman nodded. “Great. The boat is done loading off the new arrivals, it’ll take you back to the mainland where you’ll meet the Harper family – you’ll be serving them from now on.” She chuckled when Abby got up and put her hands behind her back. “No need for that anymore, Ms. Sinclair. You did your time.”

Abby blushed and smiled, but she could not help but feel a tinge of disappointment.

It was a crisp spring morning, and she received polite nods from the guards assigned to the boat when she walked onboard. Abby stared at the empty benches, remembering how scared and confused she had been when she had been the one sitting on them in chains, terrified of what awaited her. The prison slowly disappeared into the morning fog, and Abby swallowed a lump when it finally vanished from view. The prison had become a safe place, a known entity, and the world outside seemed daunting and chaotic, not least because she knew there were troubling times ahead. A polite guard handed her a newspaper and half of his sandwich, and she spent most of the journey updating herself on the events of the world, something she had not been able to do for a long time. Hints of the cult’s machinations could be deciphered in the mysterious vanishings of government officials and the accidents taking place in military-related factories, but even though Abby knew she had a small part to play in what lay ahead, it all seemed so distant and surreal.

The ship docked in the harbor in an area that was separated from the rest by chain-link fences, and apart from a young couple standing at the end of the gangplank when Abby disembarked, the dock was eerily quiet and empty. Something about the two made Abby instantly aware that they were part of the cult. There was a sparkle in their eyes, a quiet confidence that calmed Abby – it reminded her of the same look of devotion and conviction she had seen in men like the Warden and Officer Trask.

“Welcome back to society,” the man said with a grin when Abby reached them. He shook her hand. “I’m John Harper, this is my wife, Elise.”

Elise smiled and surprised Abby with a warm embrace. “We’re so happy that you’ll be staying with us. Come, the car is this way.”

Abby was dumbstruck and simply nodded. She did not know what she had expected, but it had not been this. As they walked, she quietly observed the two; John was a handsome man in his early thirties with broad shoulders and thick, brown hair, while Elise carried herself with impeccable grace and poise. The elegant black dress fit her body like a glove, and the breeze played with her long blonde hair. They were beautiful people, and Abby’s mind struggled to accept that they inhabited the same world as the one she came from.

A black SUV with tinted windows was parked nearby. John got into the driver’s seat while Elise joined Abby in the back. As they left the dock, Abby finally drove herself to ask the question that had weighed on her mind.

“What … what do you … need me to do?”

Elise smiled. “What you’ve been trained to do. Obey every command, submit to every whim.”

Abby let out a sigh of relief. “Good.”

“There’ll be pain.” Elise’s voice kept its gentle, warm tone. “You’ll be collared and shackled at all times. You’ll be humiliated and used for whatever form of sexual gratification we might desire. Does that scare you?”

“No. Not at all.” Abby smiled. “I can’t wait.”


Epilogue

The revolution came. The plan had been set up for years and was executed flawlessly. Within hours, the people in charge had been deposed and imprisoned, the cult’s members had been placed in positions of power, and they had been greeted with joy by the oppressed and tired masses. Thousand gathered in the streets whenever one of the old politicians was put on trial and publicly executed, and prosperity soon returned to the nation.

But Abby’s life did not change much, not that she wanted it to. It was a simple life, one of servitude, and she did not want it any other way, especially not now that Scarlet and Raven had joined her at the Harper family residence.

Abby squinted her eyes when the door to the tiny, cold cell opened and light flooded in, revealing a shadowy, backlit figure in the doorway. Abby’s arms were numb from standing with her hands shackled over her head for hours, and her back still burned from the severe whipping, even if her master had left a while ago. The rubber bit gag between her teeth caused her to drool uncontrollably, and now that the cell was illuminated, she could see the shiny river of saliva running down her naked body.

“Ready to be let out?” a familiar voice sounded.

Abby nodded. “Mmmh …”

The sound of rattling chains filled the small room as the figure approached. “A shame that I don’t have time to take advantage of your vulnerability … you look good like this, Juicy.”

Abby smiled when the gag was removed. “I’m sure we can squeeze a little session in tonight if you’ve got a craving,” she said.

Raven laughed and unlocked Abby’s restraints from the ceiling chain. “I might just take you up on that. How was it?”

“Rough, but I loved it.” Abby winced as the blood flowed into her arms. “I always look forward to my turn in the dungeon.”

Raven removed the chains connecting Abby’s wrist restraints to allow her to get dressed in the black, short-sleeved button-down dress all slaves in the household wore. Abby put on her black pumps which were also part of her uniform and put forth her hands to allow Raven to lock the chain back on. As a mark of their submission, all Harper slaves wore wide, heavy collars made from shiny stainless steel and matching wrist shackles. The chain connecting the shackles could be removed, but the shackles and collar stayed on at all times. They could not be removed – ever. Abby always felt a pleasant shiver run down her spine whenever she remembered her collaring ceremony, the sound of that fateful click as the collar had been locked onto her neck, never to be removed again.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“I might be higher in the hierarchy here, Juicy, but I’m not really your mistress anymore,” Raven said with a smile.

“Still feels right to say.”

The two women walked out of the cell, through the dark dungeons beneath the opulent mansion. Pillories, cages, and other means of torture and pleasure filled the rooms. All slaves were sent to the dungeons regularly to be whipped, caned, or locked in small cages for extended periods, but they all loved it and looked forward to it. During their daily chores, they were expected to carry themselves with a certain grace and quiet dignity, but in the dungeons – and the bedrooms – they could scream from pain and pleasure without inhibition.

There were nine slaves in the Harper household. Raven was the most experienced of them and thus in charge of the others, with Abby and Scarlet beneath her, each in charge of three slaves. The hierarchy did not amount to much more than assigning tasks and having the occasional fun with the ones lower in the food chain, but Abby never took advantage of her position; she did not have a dominant side like Scarlet and Raven did.

“Are we just about ready for the dinner party this weekend?” Raven asked as the two emerged from the dungeons and stepped into one of the large living rooms.

Abby nodded. “We are. Grace and Iona are both chained to the wall in the servant quarters and won’t be released until they’re done polishing the silverware. Scarlet and I will run the last few errands in the city tomorrow morning.”

“The Warden and Trask are among the guests.”

“Really?” Abby smiled. “Then we’ll have to make sure there’s plenty of entertainment.”

The two slaves entered the foyer where one of the girls, a tall, voluptuous brunette called Silvia, was crawling on all fours while scrubbing the floor. Her ankles were chained together, and she had to work twice as hard to ensure that none of the drool hanging from her gigantic ballgag was left behind on the hardwood surface. Silvia moaned a greeting when they passed her, and Abby noticed that she had plugs in both her pussy and anus, kept in place by a chain and visible under the short dress. I guess Mistress Elise is having fun today.

“One of the girls should be suspended in the corner throughout the dinner party,” Raven suggested. “In case anyone wants to let off some steam.”

“I’ll put together a selection of canes and floggers,” Abby said. “Iona would be good for it.”

Raven nodded. “She is, but you’d be better.”

“You think?”

“They know you, you take pain like a champion, and you get off on it as well.”

“So do you.”

“I sure do,” Raven said with a smile. “Maybe we’ll all have to line up and have Trask and the Warden choose.”

Abby was about to answer when they heard a voice calling to them from the upstairs balcony. “Abby, Raven, there you are!” Elise Harper strode down the wide staircase with a smile. The two slaves folded their hands in front and lowered their gaze as was expected. “How’s your back, Abby?”

Abby smiled. “It’s fine, Mistress, thank you.” God, I love that woman. Elise was not above swinging the whip herself, she did enjoy participating as much as her husband did, but Abby suspected that the graceful woman would feel terrible if she ever had the feeling that the slaves did not enjoy every minute of it. Abby was devoted to the vampire and the cult, but she had grown even more devoted to her owners.

“Glad to hear it.” Elise looked at her watch. “My dear husband would like a good fuck before we leave. Scarlet is already up there, he wants the two of you to join him.”

“Where are you going, Mistress?” Raven asked.

“Where are we going, you mean?” Elise smiled. “The Great One has requested our presence in Revolution Park this afternoon. You two and Scarlet will be joining us.”

Do we get to see him? A warm sensation spread from Abby’s chest and into her loins. She and Raven both nodded and began walking up the stairs to the Master’s bedroom while exchanging excited glances.

“Oh, one more thing!” Elise said, causing them both to turn around. “Raven, when we get back tonight, I want you to gag Abby and shackle her firmly to my bed. I have a few things I want to try out.”

Raven smiled. “Of course, Mistress. It’ll be my pleasure.”

The mansion was large with several bedrooms, but only one of them was used for when the Master wanted to fuck his slaves. Scarlet was already naked and waited for them when they entered. She smiled at her friends; her hands were shackled behind her back and connected to her collar by a short chain, keeping her elbows out and pressure on her throat.

She looked amazing.

“Great, you’re here!” John Harper stood next to his shackled slave in all his glory, slowly stroking his massive cock with a confident smile. “Let’s have some fun.”

Abby and Raven knelt in front of their master and placed their shackled hands behind their heads. “Yes, Master Harper.”

He first removed the chain to their shackles before telling them to strip naked. Both of them made sure to do it slowly; they knew what their master liked. The dresses fell to the floor, and Harper continued to chain Abby the same way as Scarlet. Abby could feel herself getting wet when the lock clicked shut and her hands were forced to the middle of her back. She pulled down on the chain for a bit, allowing herself to enjoy the choking.

“Raven, my dear, I want you to put this on,” Mr. Harper said and handed Raven a huge strapon with a dildo on the inside.

“With pleasure, Master.” She inserted it into her pussy with a satisfied moan and tightened the buckles. She was still shackled and naked, but her posture was confident and her smile playful.

“Come suck my cock, slave,” Mr. Harper said to Abby and laid down on the bed. “And do it well.”

Don’t mind if I do. Abby licked her lips and crawled onto the bed.

Abby let her tongue run gently back and forth along the shaft. Each lick sent a shiver through Mr. Harper’s body, and he could not help but smile. She took her time, but it did not prevent his cock from hardening more each second. This was her role, this was her purpose, and she loved every second of it. Behind her, Scarlet knelt and took Raven’s strapon in her mouth.

“Very good,” Mr. Harper said. He looked down at Abby, watching as her tongue danced hypnotically back and forth along the thickening shaft. She kissed the tip of his cock, barely touching it with her lips, and she could tell that he tried to resist the urge to press it inside her mouth.

“You’re teasing me,” he said. There was a hint of respect in his dark voice. “Brave.”

“Pleasure is not to be rushed, Master,” Abby said with a sultry smile. She could hear a bottle being opened behind her, and soon she felt the cold, slimy lube run down her asshole and pussy. Scarlet crawled onto the bed and began kissing their master while Abby prepared herself for what Raven had in store for her.

Raven started rubbing the tip of the dildo against Abby’s asshole. The rubber cock drew long lines from the asshole down between her labia, occasionally venturing as far as the clit before moving back up.

Abby let out a frustrated groan and tried to focus on the task at hand. Her tongue grazed her master’s balls before moving past them, focusing on the perineum. Her chains rattled and the shackles scraped against her back, but she did not mind. A few times, she let her tongue slide inside onto the edge of his asshole, but only for a brief moment.

When she finally opened her mouth and let him inside, he was hard as a rock and filled her mouth. He was not the biggest man Abby had ever experienced, not after being fucked by otherworldly creatures, but he was her Master. She loved him, loved being his slave.

At the same time, the tip of Raven’s strapon entered Abby’s asshole like a hesitant explorer, only to move out immediately after. Raven repeated the move a dozen times, playing with Abby’s opening. Abby’s body moved and writhed in frustration as whimpering moans begged for more.

Raven gave her another half inch. Then she slid out.

Again.

Again.

Over and over, taking her time. Raven was just as much a slave as Abby was, but the black-haired goddess enjoyed torturing Abby from time to time. Slowly, Raven went in deeper and deeper with every movement, and it took several minutes before she finally buried the dildo in Abby’s asshole. At that point, Abby was ready to explode.

Meanwhile, Abby kept pleasuring Mr. Harper while his tongue was busy inside Scarlet’s mouth. Abby deepthroated him, massaging his cock with her tongue, receiving satisfied moans in return. He grabbed her hair and pulled her in closer, but she did not protest, even if his massive cock made it nearly impossible for her to breathe. She could not help but pull at the chain to her collar to make it even more difficult, to increase the building lust inside her.

His cock was deep inside Abby’s mouth when he shot his load, and the resulting tidal wave of cum made her cough. Warm, sticky ejaculate dribbled from her mouth onto the sheets, and when she pulled back to catch her breath, the rest of it landed in her hair and on her face as it sprayed from his cock.

But Abby did not care. Her mind and body were occupied as Raven continued to fuck her ass. Mr. Harper leaned back with a smile as he watched.

“Fuuuuuuuuuck …” Abby’s voice was raspy and distant. Her asshole tightened around the base of the dildo like a cock ring as she embraced it.

Raven started picking up the pace. It was like a well-oiled machine increasing its speed as she fucked Abby harder. It was intense and violent, but Raven was not done with Abby.

Abby whimpered as Raven pulled out, just as Abby was nearing the edge.

“That was fun,” Raven said, her face flushed from the strapon’s inner dildo’s movements.

She walked over to Abby with a grin on her face and licked some of the cum off her friend’s cheek. Abby’s ass was from the intense fucking, but she wanted more.

“She’s ready for you, Master,” Raven said and looked at Mr. Harper.

He nodded. “It looks like it.” He gently pushed Scarlet aside and grabbed a double dildo gag with a girthy dildo on the inside and a massive one on the front from the bedside table. He pushed the inner dildo inside Abby’s mouth with a smile and tightened the buckles. The rubber cock pressed down on Abby’s tongue and triggered her gag reflex, but she had no way of removing it. “Let’s see if you can give as well as you can receive, my slave.” It was not a threat, not a taunt; it was a loving encouragement. He nodded at Raven, who lay down on the bed, and gestured for Abby to approach.

Mr. Harper got up from the bed and watched with a smile as Abby crawled onto the bed. She struggled to steady herself on the soft bed with her hands shackled behind her back and the collar constantly choking her. Behind her, Abby could hear the satisfied smirks from Scarlet as she got her master ready for another round.

Raven grabbed the dildo strapped to Abby’s face and pulled her closer, directing it into her pussy. “Mmm … that feels pretty good.”

Abby started fucking Raven, but it was difficult. Her restraints made the back-and-forth movement choke her even more, and she feared that she might pass out. It was an intense sensation, and she found herself getting even more turned on than she already was.

The fear of passing out was quelled a moment later as she felt Mr. Harper’s cock rub against her pussy. He entered her slowly, taking control of the situation with his massive erection. He touched every nerve ending inside her, and her body started squirming and writhing as she was flooded with lust.

Fuck, that cock is magic, she thought when he was fully inside her. It filled her, stretched her, drove her insane. She was momentarily distracted from her own task, but Raven was not a patient woman, and she soon grabbed Abby’s hair and started directing her head.

“Such wonderful slaves,” Mr. Harper said as he fucked Abby.

It went on for a while. Mr. Harper had incredible stamina, and Abby was soon turned into a pleading, moaning mess.

“Get her on her back,” Mr. Harper said, directed at Raven.

Abby whimpered as Mr. Harper pulled out of her. She struggled to breathe, and she welcomed the relief when Raven unlocked her shackles from her collar and placed her on the bed, chaining her hands above her head to the frame. Seconds later, Mr. Harper entered Abby again, lifting her lower body off the mattress with his impressive strength, spreading her legs to allow himself full access to her soaking wet pussy. Raven sat astride Abby’s head and started riding the dildo.

“Raven, Scarlet is being neglected a bit,” Mr. Harper said with a smile. “Scarlet, lay down next to Abby, Raven will finger you.”

Moans and whimpers filled the room. All four of them were caught in a flood of ecstasy. Abby could not move, nor did she want to. Mr. Harper’s strong fingers dug into her skin, Scarlet writhed with joy next to her, and she could feel Raven’s juices flow down her face.

She came.

Hard.

Harder than she had in months.

She screamed. Her entire body spasmed and shook, and the added vibration sent Raven over the edge.

“FUUUUCK!” Raven screamed, squirting violently onto Abby’s face. It soaked her hair and the sheets, but she was too far gone herself to even care. Scarlet joined in with a loud cry.

Mr. Harper delivered the final salute and pushed deep into Abby, shooting his load inside her, emptying himself. He stayed there for a bit, deep inside Abby, while catching his breath.

“Marvellous,” he said when he finally pulled out. He walked over to a nearby table and emptied a glass of water before he put on a robe. “This was just what I needed, thank you, girls. Get yourselves cleaned up quickly, we leave for the park in twenty minutes.”

Abby’s body was still buzzing twenty minutes later when the three slaves stood ready at the front door. They wore their black dresses, and Raven had made sure they all wore heavy ankle shackles. It made walking in heels painful and difficult, but it was customary for slaves to wear them when walking in public. Iona and Grace were done cleaning the silverware and had helped the three get ready; they locked Scarlet, Abby, and Raven’s hands behind their back and locked their collars to one long chain just as the Harper couple came downstairs.

“Are we ready to go?” Mr. Harper asked.

“Yes, Master,” all the slaves replied in unison.

The mansion was placed in the middle of the city, surrounded by lush gardens that offered a lot of privacy, but the moment they stepped into the busy streets, the noise of the city overwhelmed Abby. She would not mind if she had to spend the rest of her life in a jail cell to avoid the bustling city-life, she had gotten used to some degree of isolation, and though she was proud to serve as a slave to the Harpers, she was not fond of the attention she got whenever she had to leave the mansion, either with her owners or with the other slavegirls. Mr. Harper walked hand-in-hand with his wife, greeting the people they passed, while his other hand held the chain connected to the collars. People stopped to thank the Harpers for their generosity and their help in freeing the country, and they even nodded politely and smiled at the slaves.

“I hope I can become a slave like them someday,” Abby heard a young girl tell her friends as they walked by.

It’s not for everyone, girl.

The city looked like it always had, but Abby noticed that people seemed happier and more outgoing than under the old regime. The future was bright, both for free people and slaves, and Abby felt proud to have been a part of it, even if all she had done was to make the Harpers’ life a little easier. The five of them walked into Revolution Park, the place where it had all begun. The park was a beautiful, serene place in the middle of the busy city, and it was often used for gatherings when the cult members wanted to meet up. The closer they got to the center of the park, the more chained slavegirls could be seen, as well as some male slaves. All of them seemed content, and many smiled at Abby. She saw Spanky and Baby with their owners, the Rooks, as well as many other women she knew from prison.

Then she heard his voice in her mind. She heard it before she even saw him.

“Welcome, my dear followers,” the vampire said.

Abby saw him standing in the middle of a circle of trees. He wore a dark robe that covered his head, but he seemed to be naked underneath; the robe was open from the waist down, revealing his impressive cock. Abby felt herself yearning for it for a brief moment. Behind him stood the four women who had slathered Abby’s body in oil.

His harem.

But a fifth girl knelt in front of him. She had the same tattoos as the girls in his harem and wore the same shackles, but Abby did not recognize her.

“I brought you here today to witness the inauguration of a new slave into my harem.”

People clapped and cheered. The girl stood up and leaned in over a stone slab in the middle of the circle, spreading her legs in anticipation. Abby had never witnessed a ceremony like this one before, but she could guess what it entailed.

The future is bright, she thought and smiled as she watched the vampire fuck his new slave in the middle of the crowded park as his followers watched. Maybe that will be me someday.

THE END


Other Works

Descent into Slavery

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

The Master’s Prisoner Slaves

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

Taming the Tormentor

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

There are a lot more stories to be found here
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From the Author

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

[image: Et billede, der indeholder tekst, Ansigt, person, kvinde  Indhold genereret af kunstig intelligens kan være forkert.]

OEBPS/image_rsrc1BX.jpg
THE
DUNGEC HARD TIME

VOLUME: M
. Y HUSBAND'S PRISON

JESSICA ACKLES

INSPIRED

& WRITER'S
NDAGE

ASPIRIN
JOURNEY INTO BO

7






OEBPS/image_rsrc1BV.jpg
-
-
t ‘\4
&
»
. 4

.'l
PRIS

PLEASURE






cover.jpeg
JESSICA ACKLES

THE MASTER’S

PRISONER
SLAVES

THE COMPLETE SERIES






OEBPS/image_rsrc1BW.jpg
SIS BLES
-

-

f &"‘
FRO({ BULLV
SLAVEGIRL






OEBPS/image_rsrc1BU.jpg
JESSICA ACKLES

'y

/ h

o
SLAVERY

HER NISTRESS OF LOYFE AND 20N






