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

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

“Juicy, over here!”

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

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

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

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

What the hell?

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

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

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

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

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

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

One finger.

Two fingers.

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

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

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

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

Abby nodded. “I’m certain.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The hood was removed.

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

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

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

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

They just left me?

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

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

Then she disappeared.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then he looked up at Abby.

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

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

He’s … protecting us?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Strip for them. Dance.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It felt amazing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Twelve.”

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

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

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

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

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

Raven?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Abby looked at Raven, who stared at the ground.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Good morning, Juicy,” Raven said.

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

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

Continued in part 4
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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

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrc8J.jpg
JESSTCA ACKLES

VAMPIRE

(SERESNEIE S RN SONER SLAVES 3





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc8M.jpg
PART 3





