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A few stray rays of sunlight peeked through the blinds of the bedroom window and found their way into Jessica’s cell, waking her. She rolled onto her back to the familiar sound of rattling chains and stared at the white ceiling; the days blurred together, and she barely noticed the wide steel shackles on her ankles and wrists anymore, nor the collar around her neck, connected to the wall by a thick chain.
At this point, Jessica had helped Josh inspect several hucow facilities, enduring humiliation, punishment, and painful milkings as part of her long sentence, yet she did not feel like she was getting closer to him, despite her efforts. Josh rarely talked to her, and some days, her only interaction with him was when he came to drop off her food and empty the toilet bucket. If she was lucky, he would whip her or leave her in a strenuous position for a while – it was painful and humiliating, but it broke the monotony.
Being a slave to a hucow inspector was a lonely existence, and Jessica found herself longing for the next assignment. Some of her farm stays had been uneventful, even boring, but it was not uncommon for guards to have sex with the hucows – which Jessica loved. She felt starved and perched, ignored by Josh, yet she still wanted him, his attention, his body, his cock. Every time they had finished an inspection, he commended her and dangled the prospect of a more physical relationship in front of her as an incentive, but it never came to be.
Another five and a half years of this, she thought and sighed while milking her breasts into a bowl to relieve the strained mammaries. She was usually not restrained while locked in her cell, but she had managed to annoy Josh the day before. Once in a while, he chained her in the backyard to allow her some fresh air, but this time, Jessica had gotten bored and had started tossing rocks into the neighbors garden, which had angered Josh.
Jessica did not mind. She was used to being restrained at this point and even enjoyed it sometimes. She allowed her fingers to wander; the feel of steel against skin turned her on, but it was also a way to pass the time. Cold steel dug into her flesh as she started massaging her clit while the other hand found its way inside her. The shackles made it cumbersome and uncomfortable, heavy as they were, but the constant reminder of her predicament only served to enhance the flood of arousal that grabbed hold of her body.
“Stop that,” a familiar voice sounded.
Jessica was close and had not heard Josh enter the room. She forced her hands away with a groan, her body still tingling, thirsting for release. It only made Josh look even hotter as she looked up at him as he observed her.
Josh handed her a bowl of oatmeal through the bars of the cell door. “How did you sleep?”
Jessica was surprised; both at the fresh fruit in the oatmeal and the question. Josh never asked about stuff like that, and he certainly never bothered to spice up her meals. “Fine, despite the jewelry.” She grabbed the collar chain and shook it.
“A fitting punishment,” Josh said and left the room.
He returned a while later, but this time – he was naked. Jessica’s eyes widened as she was finally allowed to see her master unburdened by clothes. His chiseled, ripped body looked godlike in the morning light. Jessica’s heart started racing as he unlocked the door to her cell and entered.
“Get on your knees.”
Jessica obeyed, unable to take her eyes off of the huge cock hanging between Josh’s legs.
“You have been my slave for nearly half a year now,” he said in a calm, confident voice. “Despite your inability to keep your mouth shut, you have done well. As a reward, I will allow you to suck my cock.”
“Really?”
“Is this not what you want?” Josh raised an eyebrow.
Jessica nodded. “It is. Thank you.”
In Jessica’s old life, before her incarceration and sentence, a blowjob had been a favor, a gift, but she had never been the recipient, only the giver. Ever since she had been forced into Josh’s service, she had wanted this – she had hoped that it could lead to a physical relationship, something that could ease the burden of her long sentence, maybe more. She could feel the pressure as she closed her shackled hands around his massive member and started stroking it.
The faint smell of Josh’s cologne was intoxicating, and the heat from his body was like a furnace in the tiny, cold cell. Jessica took the cock in her mouth with a mix of reverence and excitement. Josh was already partially erect, and he soon hardened further as her tongue danced up and down his shaft. The chains rattled as she moved her head back and forth, and Jessica could feel herself getting turned on by blowing Josh – for the first time since they had met, she felt truly submissive. She was a slave, pleasing her master, and it brought her great satisfaction.
Jessica enjoyed the feel of Josh’s smooth-skinned cock on her tongue. She looked up at him with submissive eyes and found great joy in seeing the satisfied grin on his face – it made her feel desired, wanted, appreciated. Part of her knew that this did not have to mean anything, that it could just be a one-time thing, and she made sure to soak up every part of the experience.
He started pushing his cock further into her mouth, causing her to gag, but nothing could prevent her from bringing him to climax. Not even when Josh grabbed the chain to her collar and started pulling it, causing her to choke and struggle to breathe.
This feels amazing, she thought, fighting the urge to touch herself.
The heavy shackles strained her arms as she cupped his balls, but she soon felt his body starting to tense up. He was close. Josh pulled the chain, forcing his cock deep inside her mouth. Jessica looked up at him as he came with a groan, releasing his warm ejaculate into her mouth. She swallowed it with a smile and did not remove her mouth from his cock until he pushed her away.
He looked at her for a few seconds before nodding. “Not bad.”
Jessica knew that it was a compliment coming from her. She felt a warm mix of pride and affection in her chest. “Thank you … Master.”
“Are you sure?”
Josh had told her that she was not to call him ‘Master’ until it felt right. And it did.
“Yes, Master. And thank you for this generous gift.”
“Hmm.” Josh scratched the perfectly groomed beard, locked the cell door, and left.
Jessica should have been disappointed, but this was the first sign of true progress in their relationship, and she soon collapsed on the thin mattress with a smile on her face. She wondered what had caused the change, but the thoughts did not prevent her from bringing herself to a loud, powerful climax shortly after, fueled by the experience with Josh.
Josh returned an hour later and escorted Jessica to the bathroom, where she was allowed to shower. As always, he stayed in the room to ensure that she would not try to escape, even though the heavy restraints would make such an attempt an awkward failure.
“We have a new assignment,” Josh said. His voice was dark. “Probably the hardest one yet.”
“What is it, Master?” Jessica tried to stay calm, but she knew that this new assignment likely had something to do with the morning’s pleasant surprise.
“They want us to inspect one of the prison farms.”
The blood froze in Jessica’s veins. The prison farms were rumored to be the worst places imaginable for hucows; only convicts were sent there.
“You are deep undercover for this one,” Josh continued. “Noone at the facility will know that you are an inspector’s slave. Which means that I cannot protect you.”
Jessica let out a snort of derision. “Is that what you have been doing so far?”
“I hear your newfound submission hasn’t put a damper on your snarkiness.” To Jessica’s surprise, she did not hear the expected annoyance in Josh’s voice. “But yes. The farms have kept the worst punishments from you because you belonged to me. You need to be careful inside the prison farm.”
“Are you worried about me, Master?” Jessica exited the shower and started drying herself.
Josh sighed. “I still have a lot of work to do before you can be called a half-decent slave, and I don’t want to start from scratch.” He checked his watch. “Don’t forget that you’re a means to an end, prisoner 899.”
Hearing her number instead of her name stung Jessica, but she was still convinced that she was getting under Josh’s skin whether he liked it or not.
***
“Shouldn’t you take my collar off if I’m supposed to be undercover?” Jessica asked. She was wearing a gray prison uniform, a dress, as well as handcuffs and leg irons, but Josh had left the collar in place.
Josh shook his head and turned off the highway. “Your collar is standard issue for all hucow convicts, it’ll be fine.”
Jessica shrugged and fiddled with her handcuffs. “Alright. Can you tell me more about why this secrecy is needed?”
“The prison is privately run; the owner essentially rents the convicts from the state on the condition that they are treated according to the established rulesets and that none of the milk is exported. The last few inspections have come back with perfect marks.”
“From what I’ve experienced, no facility has perfect marks.” Jessica winced at the thought of the things she had seen. “Especially not when it comes to the treatment of hucows.”
Josh nodded. “Then you see the problem. The facility is owned by one of the most powerful men in the country; my boss suspects that he has paid off inspectors, hence the secrecy. My boss is the only one who knows of this inspection.” Josh pulled up behind a police car parked at the side of the road. “Him and an old friend who will take you the last few miles.”
They both got out of the car and approached the female police officer leaning against the parked car. Her black hair was tied in a tight ponytail, and she looked at Jessica with a concerned frown.
w“So this is the unfortunate soul you picked to be your slave, Josh?”
“Nice to see you too, Amber,” Josh said with a forced smile. “It’s part of the job, you know that.”
Amber snorted. “Sure. She does look good in cuffs.”
“So did you.” Josh pushed Jessica towards Amber. “Thanks for doing this.”
“This makes us even, Josh.” Amber opened the back door. “Get in. We’re leaving immediately.”
Jessica could not hear the words being exchanged after the door was slammed, but Amber’s face was dark when she entered the car moments later.
“How do you know Josh?” Jessica asked, curious to find out more about her master who was still a mystery to her.
“Let’s just say that Josh’s job is not the first experience Josh has had that involves tying up women.” She sighed. “No more small-talk. I’m just here to drop you off at the facility and get the hell out.”
Jessica’s heart was ready to jump out of her body and escape as the car drove past the security checkpoint and into the prison. The lifeless, concrete buildings waited ominously to swallow their newest victim. They reminded Jessica of Facility 41, the prison where Josh had found her.
The police car parked next to a row of busses, and Jessica was brutally yanked out of the backseat by Amber, who dragged her towards an innocent-looking door on the side of the gray building. Inside, they were greeted by a female guard in a dark blue shirt and gray pants.
“Whos’ this?” the guard asked with a raised eyebrow as she flipped through the pages on her clipboard.
“Jessica Beaumont,” Amber said and yawned. “She was originally assigned as an inspector’s slave, but he dumped her.”
“Ah, there she is.” The guard put the clipboard aside and cocked her head. “Dumped by an inspector, huh? Not willing to give him his morning blowjob?”
Jessica had to suppress a smile at the irony.
“Can you take her from here?” Amber pushed Jessica forward. “And don’t be too nice to her.”
Jessica looked back at Amber who just stared at her with remarkable indifference.
“Don’t worry, no one enjoys their stay here.” The guard grabbed Jessica by the arm and dragged her inside the dark hucow prison.
Jessica had never imagined that she would see a more dreary place than Facility 41, but this was worse. Far worse. Paint peeled off the walls, half the lights did not work, and the few flickering ones that did illuminated ominous shackles hanging from the walls – some of them occupied. A tattooed, dark-haired woman was kneeling on the floor, her arms shackled to the wall. A mobile milking machine was hooked up to her large breasts. Quiet tears streamed down her cheeks as she looked up at Jessica with an expression of intense sadness.
“That can be you if you do not obey orders,” the guard said as they walked by. “And that is one of the milder punishments.”
Jessica felt a cold shiver down her spine. She had taken a liking to being restrained and dominated, but the sight of the poor woman made her nauseous. Perfect marks, my ass.
“Milkings are every three hours, except for one six-hour stretch at night for sleep.”
7 times a day? Jessica’s nausea increased.
They passed other shackled women, all with the same empty stare. Something felt off about the place, a sense of displacement, of something being terribly wrong.
“You get one hour in the yard every day, the rest of the time you’ll be in your cell.” The guard’s voice was monotone and disinterested, and she barely reacted to the whimpers from the shackled women.
They entered the main part of the prison; tiny jail cells, hundreds of them, lined each side of the giant hallway, going up three stories. Guards armed with tasers and clubs patrolled the premises. Jessica knew she risked being sent here to serve the rest of her sentence if Josh ever grew tired of her, even if her milk flow was insufficient, and the thought lingered as the guard pushed her inside a small, miserable cell. Two narrow bunk beds filled most of the room, and a stainless steel toilet and sink were the only amenities. Two pairs of thick rubber hoses hung from the ceiling, ending in the familiar vacuum tubes that Jessica dreaded.
“Aren’t you going to remove my restraints?” she asked when the guard closed the steel-barred door behind her.
The guard rolled her eyes and left.
“They never come off, Jessica,” a voice sounded from the bottom bunk.
Jessica turned around to see a familiar face. “Vicki?”
The round, pleasant face of her old cellmate appeared from the shadows. She smiled, but the smile did not reach the hazel eyes. She wore the same dress as Jessica and was handcuffed, leg-cuffed, and collared as well. “Hadn’t expected to see you here,” she said with a sigh. “What happened?”
Jessica decided to tell the truth; she figured that Vicki had nothing to gain from ratting her out. She sat down next to the black-haired girl. “I’m here on inspection. Undercover. Some people are wondering how this place keeps getting perfect marks when the production is so low.”
Vicki scoffed. “They pay off the inspector’s, as you have probably guessed. This place is hell, to put it mildly. We are restrained 24/7, the punishments are medieval, and they milk us constantly. Not to mention the guards … they just … take what they want.” She looked at Jessica. “But you might enjoy that, I guess.”
“Maybe. But how can production be so low if all the inmates are constantly milked?”
Vicki shrugged. “I don’t know. And I don’t care, to be honest – every day is a fight for survival in here. I’ve been beaten up in the yard more times than I can count, just because some of the other inmates were bored.” She shook her head. “Enough about this hellhole. How is being a sex slave treating you?”
“A lot less sex involved than I thought, except when I’m on ‘assignment’. He did allow me to give him a blowjob this morning.”
“What, you wanted to do it?”
Jessica fiddled with her handcuffs. “Yeah. I can’t explain it, he just has this … magnetism. I want him, badly, but so far, this is all I’ve gotten.” She smiled. “But my problems seem insignificant compared to life in here.”
At that moment, a siren blared from outside the cell.
“Milking time,” Vicki said with a sigh and got up from the bed. “The right one is yours.”
“Does it matter?”
“There are sensors that register if the machine is attached or not – they also register output.” Vicki lifted her dress and attached the two vacuum tubes to her large breasts. “They’ll notice your low production soon and likely punish you for it.”
Jessica attached the machines and groaned as the familiar, stinging pain appeared as the machined whirred to life. “How … how is punishing me going to increase my production?”
“It won’t. They don’t care.”
It did not take more than a day before Jessica’s insufficient milk flow was noticed. As the prisoners were escorted to the yard for their one hour of fresh air, a male guard pulled Jessica out of the line and inside an open cell. He was tall and broad, with a bald head and beard. The gray eyes were intense and stared at Jessica as he pushed her up against the wall.
“What is a cow with such poor milk doing here?” he said with a dark voice dripping with menace.
Jessica could feel the heat emanating from the muscular man and was surprised to find herself being turned on by the rough treatment. “I was dumped by the inspector I was assigned to.”
“An inspector slave?” The man raised an eyebrow. “So you’re used to being fucked?” He used his truncheon to lift Jessica’s dress as he licked his lips.
“Yes, every day,” she lied. “He said I was too distracting to keep.”
“I see what he meant.” A hand moved up Jessica’s inner thigh. “I may have to sample you myself.”
Why not?
“Please … don’t …” Jessica put on a scared expression and tried pushing the man away, knowing that men like this likely preferred a reluctant victim.
“I can do whatever I want, little cow,” the guard said and grabbed Jessica’s handcuffs, forcing her hands above her head. The other hand lifted her dress and snuck two fingers up her pussy.
“Please! I beg you! Stop!” she cried out. Keep going, you brute.
Jessica had only been in the prison for a day and was already looking at a handsome guard unzipping his pants. At this point, she was well trained in shutting off the part of her brain that thought about the consequences, the punishments, and the horrible conditions; the guard did not know that she had been in this situation countless times already and had grown to love the primal, animalistic sex that often followed.
“Looks like you’re brimming with milk,” the guard said as he placed his lips on her breast and started sucking while his fingers kept fucking her.
“Stop, this is humiliating!” Despite the pain from breastfeeding, Jessica was enjoying herself; the discomfort was not as bad as it had been half a year earlier, when she had been deemed unfit for farm service, and it no longer detracted from her ability to get aroused. “Get off me, you pig!”
The fingers were pulled out. A hard slap landed on Jessica’s cheek. She could smell her vaginal juices on his fingers.
“Shut your mouth, cow! I’ll punish you for that!”
As long as you fuck me, you idiot.
He threw Jessica onto the lower bunk bed in the tiny cell and locked her handcuffs to the frame. She screamed to stay in character as she felt his massive cock ram into her wet pussy from behind. All the tenseness and frustration Jessica had felt since Josh had interrupted her personal time the day before, which had skyrocketed during the blowjob, poured into her genitals as if they grabbed hold of the rigid cock to soak every scrap of pleasure from it as possible. He was brutal and unforgiving; his hands had a firm grip on her hips, pulling and pushing her until the handcuffs dug into her flesh, hurting her, but she ignored it.
In her mind, Josh was standing behind her, fucking her hard.
The guard grabbed her hair and yanked her head back, causing the tight collar to press against her throat. Her lust exploded, causing every part of her body to tingle.
But it was a short-lived pleasure. Shortly after, she felt his seed on her lower back as he let out a satisfied groan.
Pathetic …
“I might have to visit you again. And again,” the guard said with a smirk as he put his trousers back on.
Jessica tried to ignore the lust still gripping her body, to quell the mix of frustration and arousal.
“And now, it’s time for your punishment.”
“What, being fucked by your pitiful, smelly cock wasn’t it?” She bit her lip, regretting the snide remark the moment it had escaped her lips.
The guard’s face darkened. “You have some nerve …” He unlocked her cuffs from the bed frame and pushed her outside the cell. “You’ll regret that.”
He escorted her through a security gate and down into the prison basement until they reached a heavy, wide steel door and opened it to reveal a small, windowless room. Another guard was sitting inside at a table and looked bored, but it was the other people in the room that drew Jessica’s attention and sent a chill down her spine.
Three other inmates were kneeling on the floor. Their leg irons were locked to steel rings in the floor, their hands were cuffed behind their backs, and their collars connected to the ceiling by a tight chain. Large ballgags filled their mouths.
“Move, cow,” the guard behind her said and pushed her towards a vacant spot next to the other women. “You were originally going to just be here for an hour, but I think it’s just turned into three.”
Three hours? Jessica locked eyes with one of the other women; tears streamed down her face and she looked like she was in pain. Her entire body was shaking.
“If you piss on the floor, your time is doubled.”
He forced Jessica to her knees and locked the leg irons to the ring in the floor, shortening the chain so she could not move her feet. The handcuffs were locked behind Jessica’s back, and a chain was used to attach them to the floor-ring as well. Jessica felt tears well up in her eyes as the ballgag was pushed inside her mouth, forcing it wide open.
The guard smiled at her as he locked a heavy chain to the collar and moved it so the collar’s O-ring and chain were behind her head. “We can’t have you get too comfortable.”
The chain was connected to a winch in the ceiling and tightened when the guard pressed a button on the nearby wall. Pure, unfiltered fear and anxiety washed over Jessica as she felt the collar pressing harder and harder on her neck, forcing her body upwards until she could not move a muscle; her body was stretched between the collar holding her neck and the handcuffs connected to the floor. Jessica struggled to breathe, and the sharp edges of the handcuffs dug into her wrists. She had been restrained in numerous creative ways before and often enjoyed it, but this was different. For the first time in ages, she was genuinely afraid, and it was only made worse when a pair of nipple clamps were attached to her nipples and weights were added.
The guard stood in front of her with his hands on his hips. “You just tell me it if is too tight, and I’ll loosen it.”
“Mmmhmmm!” The gag muffled Jessica’s reply.
“It’s fine, you say?” He laughed. “Enjoy your stay.” He nodded at the guard sitting at the table. “This one is a piece of work. Make sure to cane her breasts regularly.”
Oh no!
Minutes felt like hours in the strenuous, unpleasant position. Rattling chains and muffled whimpers echoed between the cold, concrete walls as the women all tried to find any sort of relief for their aching muscles, but it was hopeless. One of the others was released shortly after Jessica had been locked in place, and she could barely walk as the guard pulled her outside.
The thought of being restrained like this would likely have turned her on if she had known about it beforehand, and even though Jessica did manage to squeeze a few drops of arousal from the feel of the ballgag in her mouth, the sound of chains, and the collar pressing on her neck, the position was simply too uncomfortable to sustain it, and the screams of pain from the muscles soon drowned out any pleasure, along with the intense, stinging pain from the clamps and the regular canings that the guard administered. Every twenty minutes or so, he would land a series of sharp, hard strokes on her breasts, leaving red, burning marks. Drool kept pouring from Jessica’s mouth, mixing with dripping milk on the floor; she was helpless to stop it, and she felt exposed and humiliated. For the first time in ages, she longed to be released from her restraints.
Jessica did not know how much time had passed; her body was a wreck, and she struggled to fight the urge to pee. The thought of extending the torment scared her, and it was only made worse when the guard got up and knelt in front of the woman next to her.
“My, my, looks like you could not keep it in.” The guard smiled. “And you only had fifteen minutes left. Three hours more for you.”
The woman screamed into her gag in frustration and struggled against her restraints, but there was no give, no escape, and her screams soon turned to pitiful whimpers as she gave up.
When a guard finally came to release her, Jessica was ready to curl up on the floor in the fetal position and cry. She needed to pee, badly, and every part of her body was either in pain or incredibly sore. The tiny cell, with its toilet and hard bed, was the most beautiful thing she had ever seen.
***
A few days later, Jessica was once again pulled out of the line as she was heading towards the yard, but it was not the same guard. The man wore a black cap and sunglasses, but it was the cologne that gave him away first.
“Josh???” Jessica’s eyes widened as she realized who the guard was.
Josh placed a finger on his lips and shushed her. “Might want to keep your voice down.”
Jessica felt the familiar warmth in her chest at the sight of her master. “The sunglasses are a bit much, don’t you think?”
“Have you made any progress?”
Jessica frowned. “Not the least bit happy to see me?”
He sighed. “Progress report?”
“I think you were worried about me. You never check on me during assignments.”
Josh started massaging his temples. “Do you want to be left in here for the next five years or so?”
Jessica pouted. “Fine! It’s not a five-star resort if that is what you’re asking. Milkings are frequent, much more than any other place I’ve been, so they must be sending some of the milk elsewhere. I have no way of figuring out how.”
“Leave that to me. The conditions?”
“Horrible. Like a bad piece of prison BDSM erotica. I’ve seen prisoners beaten, everyone is cuffed the whole time, and the guards don’t hesitate to have their way with the inmates.”
“You included?” There was a tinge of concern in Josh’s voice, despite his attempt to hide it.
“Yes, I’ve caught the eye of a lovely specimen of a sadistic and horny prison guard. I suspect he’ll only make it worse from here on in.”
Josh rubbed a finger along his lower lip. “I’m going to keep you in here a while longer, maybe that guard will reveal something.”
Jessica did not mind, but she had hoped that Josh would react differently. “So I get a few more rounds with Officer Quick-shot? Gee, talk about an early birthday present.”
Josh gave her a stern look over the rim of the sunglasses. “Sarcasm? Really?”
Jessica looked down. “Sorry, Master. I … I just miss you, that’s all.”
“Remember that you’re serving a sentence; this was never supposed to be six years of fun and mindless sex.”
At least there’s sex.
He paused. “But I guess I can allow you a short respite to keep you going.” He unbuttoned his pants and pulled Jessica closer, leading her cuffed hands down into his underpants.
Jessica could not help but smile as she felt the warm, smooth cock in her hands. Josh’s magnificent cock was a regular visitor in her dreams and had been ever since the blowjob he had allowed her to give him. She wanted to make him miss her too, and she did her best to deliver a stellar handjob despite the handcuffs. He could not prevent a moan from riding along on his breath as he hardened in her hands. If someone had walked by the cell, it would just look like another prisoner satisfying a power-hungry guard, not a slave being given a gracious present by her master.
A strange feeling rushed through her body. It was not the submissiveness she had felt when she had had his cock in her mouth. This was a sensation that she had rarely felt over the last six months, but it was familiar to her.
Jessica felt in control.
At that moment, with Josh’s erection in her hands, she had the power, and she relished it. She knew it was short-lived, but it caused her to take a daring, and risky, decision.
As she felt him tense up, she pushed the erection back into his pants.
He looked at her with a mix of frustration and arousal painted on the rugged face. “What are you doing?”
“Forgive me, Master, but … I want you to think of me while I’m in here.”
“You’re playing a dangerous game,” he said, but he did not sound angry. “You know I’ll punish you for that.”
“I hope you do.” Jessica smiled. “When I’m out of here.”
***
Despite Josh’s surprise visit and being fucked by the guard, Jessica was not enjoying her stay at the milking prison. The food was terrible, the milkings painful, and there were not many smiles to be seen in the yard when she got to see other inmates than Vicki. Almost every day, some poor woman was being whipped or caned as a warning to the rest of the prisoners; Vicki told Jessica that the guards would simply pick an inmate at random if no one had managed to break the rules.
At least she had Vicki. The two had gotten to know each other well during their stay at Facility 41, but the mundane prison life soon stopped feeding them more topics for conversation.
Instead, they found other ways to pass the time.
One night, as Jessica was getting ready to do the awkward climb into the top bunk, made difficult by the handcuffs and leg irons, Vicki pulled her in and placed a warm, affectionate kiss on Jessica’s lips. She pushed her up against the wall, holding Jessica’s hands above her head as she kissed the part of her neck not covered by the steel collar. She smelled of prison soap, but in this situation, it was intoxicating. Any thoughts of the consequences evaporated from Jessica’s mind as she felt Vicki’s tongue inside her mouth. Her heart started pounding.
Vicki lifted Jessica’s dress and grabbed hold of the firm breasts while she licked and sucked Jessica’s nipples, playfully flicking them with her tongue. Jessica could feel the edge of Vicki’s cuffs dig into her delicate skin as she moaned with delight. When Vicki started sucking milk from Jessica’s strained breasts, it was not painful or stinging as she was used to; Vicki was gentle and careful, and for the first time, the feeling of breastfeeding was pleasurable to Jessica.
After a while, Vicki pulled Jessica by the collar, away from the wall, and pushed her onto the bottom bunk-bed. She stood above her, towering like a shackled goddess. Her beaming, hazel eyes glowed with anticipation as she moistened her lips. The steel collar glistened in the sparse light from the corridor outside; it looked big and dominating on her small neck. She knelt between Jessica’s legs and pulled down her panties; Jessica quivered as Vicki’s fingers started tracing the outer lips of her pussy. It was a masterful display of teasing and reward. Her fingers were a herd of lions, circling the wildebeests, occasionally attacking, only to retreat again. Waves of pleasure washed through Jessica’s body with increasing intensity, magnified when she felt Vicki’s tongue inside her.
There was no rush, no awkwardness, only sensual pleasure, moaning, and skilled tongue work. Vicki pulled up her dress, and their hands and mouths started exploring each other, occasionally interrupted when their chains got tangled. Their bodies kept finding new positions of pleasure as the fog of desire and lust became denser.
The worries of the prison and their predicament melted aways as Vicki sat on top of Jessica’s face while Jessica licked Vicki’s clit
“That feels so good!” Vicki whispered as she pulled Jessica’s hair and moaned. She turned around and started fingering Jessica. “Don’t stop!”
Jessica her harder and deeper, occasionally leaving the clitoris to send her long tongue inside Vicki. One of Vicki’s hands had three fingers inside Jessica while the other furiously massaged Jessica’s clitoris, and it was not long before Jessica’s body was rocked by a long overdue, mind-blowing orgasm. She screamed into her friend’s pussy, not caring if a guard could hear them or not. All the pent-up arousal and frustration she had felt left her body. Vicki eased the pressure on Jessica’s clitoris, but she did not stop fingering her. It was not uncomfortable; instead of pummeling Jessica’s pussy, her fingers now moved slowly and sensually.
A few minutes later, Vicki’s body tensed up, but at the same moment, they heard footsteps outside. Jessica’s tongue was deeply embedded in Vicki’s pussy when a harsh, commanding voice interrupted them.
“Someone is being naughty, I see.”
They both looked up in horror to see the guard that had cornered Jessica a few days earlier standing outside their cell.
“I think I might have to join in.”
TO BE CONTINUED
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Make sure to read my other series “The Hucow Slaves” as well.
Find the complete series here
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