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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.

Continued in part 3
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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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