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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.”

Continued in part 2
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Corporate Punishment

Emily is shocked when she finds that her workplace has a dungeon beneath the marble floors. She is just as shocked to fall in love with the beautiful woman charged with punishing her.

Tales from the Dungeon

Erica loves her job as a warden and torturer, punishing the gorgeous women and men sent through the facility. Collection of six connected short stories.

My Husband’s Prisoner

Hannah is sent to the prison where her husband works.

There are a lot more stories to be found here
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Thank you for reading. I hope you will follow the links above to read some of my other stories – most are BDSM-themed. If you want to know about new releases, follow me on Twitter or Instagram. Check out my Patreon if you like handcuffs, shackles, and/or wristwatches(!). I also offer custom short stories on Fiverr.

Love, Jessica
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