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

But things had changed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Abby laughed. “Probably.”

“Good to know.”

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

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

“696, come over here,” he said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Master.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Mmm … that’s nice. Thank you.”

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

“Ooooh …”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The guard left the room, followed by Powers.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mistress?

“Mmmmm?”

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

The fingers disappeared, causing Abby to whimper in frustration.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Powers paused for a moment when Scarlet came loudly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Focus, Abby. Focus.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Just follow your instincts.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Then let go.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Continued in part 6
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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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