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It was odd to think about how much things had changed since she had first arrived at the prison. It felt like a lifetime ago, and the fear and distress that she had felt upon arrival was all but gone. This was her home now, this was where she belonged, and Abby had no desire to return to her mundane, gray life. There was no going back now. The veil had been lifted, and she now saw society for what it was, a rotten, corrupt cesspool of misinformation and subjugation.

If I’m going to be a slave to a higher power, I might as well be here, she thought to herself and smiled. At least this way has lots of sex and bondage. Now that she had been fully inducted into the cult, she noticed all the knowing winks between guards and inmates, the flushed cheeks of girls who returned after being dragged away in chains, and the wincing faces of prisoners who struggled to find a comfortable sitting position after a thorough caning.

She leaned against the prison’s outer wall and closed her eyes. The summer sun warmed her body, and the tight prison dress felt restrictive in the heat. It was not a bad life, though most of her days did not contain much excitement. She was still in prison, after all. Abby had not seen her master Trask in a few days, and she was aching for something to happen. Even a chained work detail would be a welcome break from the monotony.

Better enjoy it all while it lasts, Abby, she told herself. Now that she knew what the end goal of the vampire and warden was, a sense of anxiousness had crept into her thoughts. What would happen if the vampires struck too soon? What would happen to all the members of their cults? For a moment, the steel collar around her neck felt tighter, and Abby struggled to breathe. By being a part of the cult, even if she was just a slave, she was essentially part of a resistance movement. Any form of rebellion could lead to a death sentence.

“Are you okay, Juicy?” Raven asked. She was sitting on the bench next to Abby while Baby braided her long, black hair.

Abby nodded. “I’m fine, Mistress. I was just wondering … how this will all end. You know … if he … they … fail.”

Raven scoffed. “There’s no use in thinking like that. All we can do is feed him and make him stronger. In the end, you’re still a prisoner.”

“And a slave,” Abby added.

“That too. Look, there’s nothing else you can do until they release you and give you the task you’ll have to perform back in the ‘real world’.”

Her task. Abby had not thought about what lay after. Her sentence was fairly short compared to the others, after all. She knew that she would be a slave in some form when she came out, which did bring her some consolation, but she had no idea where or in what form. She pushed the dark thoughts aside and tried to focus on the sun warming her body.

Later that day, the four women from cell 314 were leaving the dining hall when a guard gestured for Abby to approach him.

“Looks like you might get a distraction from your thoughts,” Spanky said with a smile and squeezed Abby’s hand before they went their separate ways.

“Prisoner 696?” the young guard asked as if the number was not written on Abby’s uniform.

Abby nodded. A tingle of excitement began spreading through her body from her loins. Attention from a guard usually meant handcuffs. Handcuffs meant either chores or tasks from the cult. And she was in the mood for both.

“Officer Trask wants his apartment cleaned.”

“Excuse me?”

He smiled. “You heard me. And you better do it well, he’s in a bit of a mood these days.”

Abby frowned as the guard cuffed her hands behind her back. Though the feeling of the narrow steel snapping shut around her wrist was welcome, the thought of spending her afternoon cleaning was not the kind of thing she had had in mind. Maybe Trask will be standing behind me, swinging a whip? The thought turned her on as the guard escorted her away from the wings of the prison reserved for prisoners and toward the opposite end, through countless security gates, toward the wing housing the guards. All of the guards lived on the island, it was a bothersome commute otherwise, but Abby had never stepped foot in their wing before.

The guard wing was just as old as the prison wings, with ornate stone carvings on the wall and tall, arched ceilings, but there were no cells. Instead, countless small rooms lay next to each other. It reminded Abby of a college dorm, but there were hardly any guards there. Still, it felt odd to see Officer Dylan in a T-shirt and jeans as he walked past.

Trask’s apartment was unassuming and small. A bed that did not look much more comfortable than the bunk Abby slept in was placed in the corner, a bookshelf containing thick volumes on the country’s history, warfare, and strategy stood against the wall, and a desk with a computer and a few framed pictures completed the spartan ensemble along with a closet. Trask was a man of dedication and purpose, and it did not look like he was one to be held back by earthly possessions. 

It's not even remotely dirty, Abby thought to herself, but she smiled when she saw the items waiting for her on the floor. Various cleaning utensils – and a full set of shackles and a large ballgag. The guard unlocked her handcuffs before clamping the massive, heavy steel restraints onto her wrists and ankles. He connected both sets of restraints to her collar with a chain. She loved being chained like this; every movement tugged on the chain connecting it all, a constant reminder of her predicament, her position, and her submission. The guard pushed the gag into her mouth, fastening it with the thick leather strap behind her head and another strap going under her chin.

“Get started,” he said and stood in the corner.

He’s not leaving? There goes my chance to touch myself. At this point, Abby was conditioned to get wet from the sound of chains and the feel of metal against her skin. She started cleaning the small room, but it took longer than she had expected. Every time she finished cleaning a shelf, she had to do it again because of the drool that kept dripping from her gag. It was also more enjoyable than expected. The constant presence of the restraints resulted in drops of pure arousal trickling down her thigh.

Cleaning was never this fun before.

Abby only had the desk left to clean, but the cumbersome shackles made it difficult to reach the back of it. She was cleaning a picture that seemed to show Trask in an army uniform with a few other men when the door opened.

“You’re not done yet?” Trask’s gruff voice sounded behind Abby.

Abby turned to look at her master, but the edge of her shackles caught the picture frame, sending it onto the floor with a horrifying crack.

Fuck.

She looked apologetically up at her master. His jaw was tense, and his eyes shot lightning.

“You … useless …” he mumbled, and even the guard behind him cowered before Trask’s rage. The room seemed even smaller with Trask in it, pulsating with anger and rage.

Abby knew she had messed up. She knew that she was going to be punished. But after days without attention from her master, part of her looked forward to it. Trask grabbed the chain connected to her collar and other restraints and dragged her out of the room, past the mortified guard. Her shackled feet struggled to keep up with the tall, furious man, and she tripped several times, but Trask just pulled her to her feet again. Adrenaline, fear, and excitement hammered her body, and she did not know if she should feel aroused or scared, so her body ended up giving her a mix of both.

After going through a secret door near Trask’s apartment and down a lot of slippery, narrow stairs, Abby once again found herself in the deep dungeons beneath the prison. She did not recognize this part; the cold stone walls were familiar, but there was more humidity in the air, and it looked to be even older than the other dungeons she had visited. She heard no moans or cries from other prisoners, and no guards walked the corridors.

Trask pushed her inside a small cell. The flickering light from the corridor outside illuminated rusty chains hanging from the walls and ceiling and a grate on the floor. Water dripped from the ceiling, creating a tiny stream that ended at the grate.

“They used to subject prisoners to water torture in here,” Trask said in a dark voice. “The water would slowly drip onto the prisoner …” He poked Abby’s forehead with his finger while making dripping sounds. “… until the prisoner went insane.”

An unpleasant shiver traveled down Abby’s spine.

“But we won’t be doing that today.”

Trask removed the chain connecting the various restraints and pulled Abby’s hands above her head. He fastened her shackles to a chain hanging from the ceiling, leaving Abby standing on her toes. It was one of her favorite positions, even if her arms started to hurt after a while. But Trask was not about to let her enjoy the predicament for long. He pulled her dress down, revealing her cold-hardened nipples to the frigid air, and before Abby had time to adjust to the cold, he had found a knotted whip and began to pummel her breasts.

Abby screamed into her gag with every lash of the torturous instrument.

Shit, that hurts!

Her body trembled and writhed from the pain, and she often lost her footing, leaving her dangling from her wrists as the whip continued its merciless torture. The pain overwhelmed her, but so did the lust. Even though she was being punished, she preferred this to the boredom of everyday prison life.

More. I want more.

The thought scared her, and she was torn between her desire and her instinct to avoid pain when Trask stopped the flogging and found a pair of mean-looking nipple clamps.

“Mmmmph!” she groaned when he fastened them to her breasts.

“Oh, it gets worse,” he said with a sadistic smile. The anger was gone, replaced with the menacing enthusiasm she knew and appreciated. Trask fastened a small pulley to the ceiling in front of Abby and put a rope through it. He tied one end to the chain connecting the nipple clamps and the other end to a bucket.

Abby winced when her breasts suddenly held the weight of the bucket. It yanked them upward, causing her to stand on the very tips of her toes, but Trask’s diabolical brilliance was only made clear to her a moment later when she realized, that he had placed the bucket beneath the dripping water. The rhythmic, dull sound of water hitting the wooden bucket filled the room.

Trask took a step back and stared at the quivering slave for a bit. He seemed to be in a better mood, which only helped Abby enjoy the brutal punishment more.

Then he left.

“Mmmph?”

The steel door slammed shut, leaving Abby in complete darkness. Alone. Shackled. With only the hypnotizing sound of the water to keep her company. She knew that her first reaction should be to scream in terror and fear for her life, but she remained oddly calm despite the pain in her nipples and the shackles holding her in place. Might as well try to enjoy yourself, she thought. She focused on the steel holding her wrists and ankles, on the collar pressing against her neck. The pain in her breasts increased with every drip, but it also sent a gentle pulse of pleasure through her body.

I can do this … but for how long?

It had been hours when a guard finally came to release her. The bucket was half full at this point, causing Abby untold agony. She screamed when he yanked the nipple clamps off, and she screamed again when her shackles were unlocked from the ceiling chain, causing the blood to stream back into her arms. It felt like she was being pierced by thousands of needles, but it also caused a rush of lust to tear through her body. The guard looked down at her with a goofy grin as her hands massaged the sore breasts.

“Do you need a few minutes before going back to your cell?” he asked and winked.

Abby managed to smile, despite the gag, and nodded.

The guard closed the door behind her, allowing Abby the chance to finally slide two fingers inside her soaking wet pussy. Pain pulsated from her aching nipples as she fingered herself to a delightful orgasm, and the scream that accompanied it was filled with relief and pleasure rather than pain.

***

Abby’s breasts were still sore the next day when she found herself being escorted into an old, unused part of the prison by one of the guards. When she recognized where she was, a smile spread on her face, and it only increased when she saw Scarlet waiting for her at the end of a corridor together with another girl that Abby knew was part of the cult. The three girls were all told to strip naked before being handcuffed in front. Leg irons were added as well, and the moment the guard left to ‘take care of something’, they all knew what to do. It had been one of the first signs of cult activity that Abby had witnessed, and she had often longed to return to this place. They found the secret entrance to the hidden passages without issue, and the three soon stood together in front of the glory holes leading to the guard shower room.

This will be fun, Abby thought and licked her lips. The girls did not talk to each other, they merely exchanged knowing smiles. Abby knelt in front of one of the holes and flicked a switch to open it. She did not have to wait long before the first cock was shoved through one of the holes, right in front of Abby’s face. It was a nice size, despite its flaccid state. She could not help but feel a certain obligation towards the guard on the other side, but even though Abby had sucked her fair share of cocks since arriving at the prison, it still felt odd as she grabbed it, not knowing who was on the other side. 

Next to her, she could hear the sound of Scarlet moaning as she sucked the cock of another guard. Abby looked at the cock in front of her, illuminated by the dim light behind her. The soft skin felt nice in her hand, and she could not help but smile as it hardened. Abby felt in control; this man’s pleasure was literally in her hands.

It did not take long before she closed her lips around the now erect cock, letting her tongue dance merrily up and down the shaft. Muted moans could be heard from the other side of the wall. Abby wondered if it was a guard she knew, and she let her lips explore every inch of the girthy cock. She enjoyed not knowing, and her mind started imagining every guard she had ever passed in the corridor or seen in the yard.

A few minutes later, the guard came. It caught Abby by surprise, and the massive load made her gag and pull back, causing the ejaculate to hit her breasts. Seconds later, the cock was gone, and Abby was left with cum dripping from her mouth and breasts. At first, she was taken aback, but she soon started laughing – it was oddly liberating. She could hear muted laughter and conversation from the other side of the wall, but she did not pay any attention to it.

She wanted more.

Shortly after, another cock peeked through the same hole. Abby attacked it with renewed appetite – it was not a large specimen, but she did not let that affect her performance. While her mouth serviced the cock, her hands found their way down between her legs. Arousal flooded her veins as she fingered herself, feeling the handcuffs dig into her thighs as the cock grew in her mouth. She got up from her kneeling position, smiling at a surprised Scarlet as she rubbed her genitals against the cock, whose owner rewarded her with a rock-hard erection. She teased him, allowed it to peek inside her pussy, only for her to pull away.

After teasing the guard for a bit, she finished him off with her mouth, smiling as the cum spilled from her lips and onto her chest.

Every time Abby finished off one cock, another appeared. She felt powerful and wanted, and every time another guard blew his load in her mouth or on her body, she smiled. After the hours spent in the dungeon the day before, it felt good to pleasure someone, to allow them a break from their hard work.

When Abby exited the small room two hours later, she was covered from head to toe in cum. Her hair was matted, and she pitied the slave who had to clean up the room after them. Scarlet and the third girl were in a similar state, and they all laughed together as they walked out to meet the guard, who looked at them with a mixture of surprise and disgust. A small table had been put out with items for the girls to take. Abby grabbed a few boxes of delicious chocolate, knowing that her cellmates would appreciate them.

A little later, Abby was sitting on her bunk bed with a mouthful of chocolate. She was still naked, but the handcuffs had been removed, and Baby was busy washing cum out of Abby’s hair with a washcloth.

“Damn, you gotta learn to swallow more at a time, girl,” Baby said. “I’m not sure I can get it all out. You need a shower.”

“I know.” Abby chuckled and looked over at Raven, who was lying down in the opposite bunk with a satisfied grin on her face. She was eating chocolate while Spanky had her face buried between Raven’s legs. Raven’s moans mixed with Baby’s frustrated grunts of exhaustion from trying to clean Abby’s hair.

“Trask must’ve been pretty upset with you,” Raven said, looking over at Abby while Spanky was still busy pleasuring Raven.

Abby nodded. “It was a harsh punishment, but I think it satisfied him.”

Raven chuckled. “Oh, sweet, naïve Juicy. He was my master for a long time.” She grabbed hold of Spanky’s hair and pushed the submissive girl’s face deeper into her pussy. “He’s not done yet.”

As if he had been waiting outside for his cue, a guard appeared a moment later in front of the steel bars of cell 314.

“Get up, 696,” he said and looked at Abby. “Put your clothes on.”

Baby let go of Abby’s hair and smiled at her. Abby felt a little nervous as she stood up and put on a clean prison dress before she approached the guard. He opened the cell door and did not even bother commenting on Raven and Spanky’s acts of debauchery. Abby could not help but stare at the device in the guard’s hand. It was essentially a mobile pillory made of steel, and the sight filled her with both dread and excitement.

“Put your hands out,” he said with a smile. “Trask is still a bit upset with you, so he’s decided that you’ll be wearing this for the next 24 hours.”

“24 hours?” Abby could not believe what she was hearing. The guard closed the device around her neck and wrists; it was incredibly restrictive, forcing her hands to the sides of her head just like in a pillory, and her neck was already occupied by the collar all slaves wore. It did not leave much room for the collar part of the device, causing her to choke slightly.

“24 hours,” the guard repeated with a grin. “Enjoy. I hope your cellmates are willing to feed you, or tomorrow’s meals are going to be … undignified.”

Abby could hear her cellmates laughing behind her. She turned and looked at them with a frown. Raven wrestled herself away from Spanky’s enthusiastic tongue work and approached Abby.

“See? I told you.” She grabbed the metal bar connecting Abby’s wrists to her neck. “Mmm … I like this one. It looks good on you. Not much you can do to prevent us from having a little fun with you.”

Baby and Spanky approached as well. Soon, Abby was being poked and prodded from all sides. They tickled her, causing her to whine and beg for them to stop, but Abby was having fun. They pinched her nipples, but the fun did not truly start until fingers started sliding into her every orifice. They teased her, edged her, but Raven stopped Baby and Spanky before they could grant Abby an orgasm.

“Don’t stop the fun so soon,” Raven said. She kissed Abby. “She still has 24 hours to go.”

Abby had barely slept. She preferred sleeping on her side, but the yoke did not allow it, and when the guards called for all prisoners to get up, she felt exhausted and not ready for a full day of humiliation. When the four cellmates headed for the dining hall to eat breakfast, Abby had to endure countless comments and joking prods from the other inmates, and the guards only laughed as they watched.

Though they enjoyed teasing Abby, Baby and Spanky made sure to get a tray of food for her and help her eat. It was humiliating to be spoonfed oatmeal, and Spanky made a point of making airplane noises as if Abby were a helpless toddler. Officer Trask stood near the entrance to the large hall, laughing with the other guards as they watched Abby’s awkward meal.

He's enjoying himself, Abby thought, but she could not get herself to be mad at her master. Though it was humiliating and every laugh stung, she wanted to get back on Trask’s good side, so she endured the punishment.

That night, Abby was sore all over. Walking around in the yard for hours while other prisoners fingered and tickled her was both madly arousing, frustrating, and humiliating. The whole time, Raven had stood nearby, permitting the amused inmates to use her slave, but she never allowed Abby to come. Abby was like a torrent of sexual frustration when the four returned to their cell that night, and she ached to have the yoke off.

“Oh, that was a fun day,” Raven said with a smile. “I think I need a good night’s sleep after all that.”

“Glad you had fun,” Abby groaned.

“Is that a way to speak to your mistress?”

Abby shook her head. “No. I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“I had a little chat with Trask earlier today,” Raven said and ate the last piece of chocolate from Abby’s haul. “The three of you got a job to do tonight.”

Baby raised an eyebrow. “Tonight? What is it?”

“I’m not going to reveal that!” Raven paused. “But I hear footsteps. I think they’re coming to pick you up now.”

At least they took the yoke off, Abby thought to herself as she was escorted into the hidden dungeons beneath the prison. As always, she was handcuffed and had her ankles shackled, but it was the first time she had been dragged down there with Baby and Spanky, who had been part of the cult for longer than Abby. Both of them seemed relaxed as they were all pushed into a large dining room. Abby had seen similar rooms down there before, but this one was even more luxuriously decorated and lavish. Golden chandeliers hung from the ceiling, thick, plush carpets lay on the floor, and gorgeous paintings lined the walls. In the middle of the room was a long, sturdy dining table. The table was set with plates and glasses for at least two dozen people, but it was the three steel poles bolted to the top of the table that caught Abby’s eye.

It looks like we’re tonight’s entertainment.

“It’s the Warden’s birthday,” the guard said. “He’ll be here shortly, along with the head guards and wardens visiting from other prisons.” He looked at the three with a serious frown. “They’re expecting a show when they’re done with dinner. Give them one. No touching, only stripping and dancing.”

Abby had to ask. “Will … will he be there as well?”

The guard did not answer, he just nodded at a thick, red curtain in the corner, obscured by shadows.

The three of them had to wait in a small room next to the dining room. They did not dare speak; they could not hear what was being said on the other side of the thick door, only laughter and cheers. Baby and Spanky looked more nervous than before, and Abby felt the same way. They were all still cuffed, but they huddled up together, resting their heads on each other’s shoulders. Abby was not scared. She was excited. Nervous. Tense. She had stripped in front of guards before and put on even more of a raucous show than what was expected of her now.

The door opened.

Their restraints were removed.

Music started playing.

Abby’s heart pounded in her chest as she followed Baby and Spanky into the opulent dining room. More than twenty people turned to look at them as they used a stool to step onto the table. Baby placed herself at the far end, Spanky was in the middle, and Abby grabbed hold of the last pole.

Right in front of the Warden himself.

You can do this, Abby, she thought and mustered a confident smile in the Warden’s direction before she started slowly gyrating, sliding her body up and down the cold steel pole. She closed her eyes and allowed herself to be immersed in the music, the experience, and the feel of the cold metal against her skin. Knowing the dozens of eyes stared at her and her friends was a massive turn-on, and the experience caused her to reflect on how far she had come. Upon her arrival, the thought of undressing in front of strangers would have caused her to panic, maybe even pass out. Abby had always tried to fly under the radar.

But not anymore.

She started rolling up the tight prison dress.

She smiled when the reveal of her pussy elicited cheers. Her hips swayed with an unbroken rhythm as her bosom was revealed, and when the dress finally disappeared above her head and onto the head of a blushing, older man, likely one of the other wardens, she felt free. Liberated. The Warden clapped and laughed at her audacity, and even Trask, who was sitting at the other end of the table, looked past Baby and Spanky’s sensual display at his slave with a smile.

The attention fueled Abby and drove her to put even more energy into her movements. She spun around the pole, drawing on her years as a gymnast when she was younger. The room was alive with energy and sexual tension, and Abby could feel the vampire, the Master, feeding off it all from his spot in the shadows. She smiled toward where she knew he was.

“Excellent!” the Warden said with a smile when the music finally stopped. He turned toward his guests while the sweating and panting slaves were helped down from the table. “I hope you all have devoted submissives of this quality in your prisons.”

Abby swelled with pride as a guard cuffed her hands behind her back and escorted her outside. Baby and Spanky also seemed pleased with themselves, but to their surprise, none of them were escorted back to their cell.

“You got them all fired up,” the guard said as he locked each of their collars to anchor points on the wall in the corridor. “Your masters will probably want a … word with you.”

Abby hoped it was true. Her pussy ached for Trask’s massive cock. She tried to get comfortable, but having her neck locked to a fixed point on the wall made it nearly impossible to move. The party ended soon after, and the three girls had no choice but to stand there as the men walked by.

“Such a wonderful body,” the man who had been on the receiving end of Abby’s flying dress said. His eyes swallowed every inch of her glistening body.

Abby did not answer. She had no idea if she was allowed to.

The man licked his lips. “Such … a wonderful body.”

“Hands of the goods, Bronson,” a familiar voice sounded. Officer Trask walked out of the room and smiled at the man. “This one belongs to me. Normally, I wouldn’t mind sharing, but not tonight.”

Mr. Bronson nodded and laughed. “Of course, I wouldn’t want to assume. You’re a lucky man, Trask.” He turned and left.

Trask looked at Abby for a bit. His eyes shimmered with lust, and Abby could not ignore the bulge in his pants. Without saying another word, he unlocked her collar from the wall, grabbed her by the arm, and pushed her down the corridor. Abby looked over her shoulder and saw that Baby and Spanky were being picked up by their masters as well.

Finally …

Trask pushed Abby into his office. It was decorated much the same way as his apartment, but Abby was not interested in that now. Her pussy pulsated with lust. Trask pushed her against the desk with a grin before he unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants. Her task had been completed, but now it was time for her to handle the other part of her duties. It was just the way she liked it; a horny master, a wet pussy, and a pair of handcuffs holding her hands firmly in place behind her back. She got onto her knees and took the thick cock in her mouth and let her tongue massage the underside with experienced efficiency. She knew what he liked by now, knew how he wanted it.

Trask liked teeth. Abby gently scraped them against his sensitive skin and felt him grow in her mouth. There was no disgust, no reluctance, only pure enjoyment. With every thrust into her mouth, with every jab of his cock, Abby felt her own arousal increase. Juices trickled down her inner thigh as she sucked her master’s cock with furious determination.

Fuck, I do love being a slave.

Trask seemed to enjoy her enthusiasm as well, and without a word, he grabbed hold of Abby’s long hair and pulled her to her feet. A giant, black ballgag was pressed into her mouth, telling her that it was time for the final act and that any comments or sounds from her were unwelcome. He bent Abby over the desk and let his hands run across her ass.

Abby was going crazy with lust, and she kept seeking his cock with her pussy, which seemed to amuse him. He responded by spanking her, but the hits were far from as severe as she knew he was capable of. There was a playfulness to it all that she appreciated, though she did not mind his sadistic tendencies. Abby was exposed and restrained, and nothing prevented Trask’s hard cock from entering her, and she squirmed as he filled her. Abby bit down on the gag; a drop of drool escaped her and landed on one of the countless papers on the desk, but Trask did not seem to notice. Instead, he started violently thrusting into her, causing Abby’s hips to crash into the heavy desk.

It hurt wonderfully. Being fucked by Trask was always a masochistic pleasure – his cock was huge, his thrusts brutal, and the pain and pleasure mixed into a potent cocktail. Abby was helpless to resist his power, and when he pushed deep inside her a few moments later to deliver his load, her hips were already bruised and battered. Abby felt horny as hell and somehow satisfied, despite being in the throes of frustration.

Trask pulled out with a grunt and put his pants back on. “You’d better get going, slave,” he said in his gruff voice. He yanked her to her feet by the long hair. “You’ve done fairly well to compensate for your unacceptable behavior yesterday, but I still think you need a little … encouragement. Just to ensure that it doesn’t happen again.” He opened the door and called for a guard who arrived a moment later. “Take her to her cell. But the gag and cuffs stay on until tomorrow.”

Abby groaned into her gag, but she was happy to be back on Trask’s good side. The guard used a small padlock on the gag’s buckle to ensure that Abby’s cellmates could not remove it before he escorted her back to the cell.

Raven was the only one there when Abby got back. Spanky and Baby must be … busy.

Abby’s mistress got up from one of the bunks with a smile. “Welcome back. Did you have fun?”

“Mmmph …”

“He locked the gag on, huh?” Raven shook her head. “I guess that’ll teach you.” She walked closer and slid a finger into Abby’s pussy. “Mmm … so wet. All mine. ‘Juicy’ is the right nickname for you. Are you horny, my slave?”

Abby nodded. She soaked up all the attention from the lone finger inside her, but it was not enough. She wanted to come so bad it was driving her crazy. Just the sensation of Raven’s warm breath on her neck lit a fire in her, and it got worse when Raven pushed her against the wall, pressing her fit body against Abby’s. She kissed Abby on top of her gag and slid another finger inside the quivering girl.

“Do you want to come, Juicy?”

Abby nodded. “Pwweeash …”

“Mmm … I love it when you beg.” Raven pressed her palm against Abby’s clit while she continued to finger her, and Abby’s muffled whimpers soon filled the tiny cell. The handcuffs scraped against the wall behind Abby, and her body soon exploded in a firework of relief and pleasure. Her legs buckled beneath her, and only Raven’s fingers inside her helped keep her upright. It was violent and intense, a welcome release after edging for so long, and when Raven finally pulled her fingers out and hugged Abby, Abby was close to passing out. Her body still trembled as the pleasurable waves shot through her, and a smile was firmly etched onto her lips.

But she was still gagged.

And she was still handcuffed.

She stared at her bunkbed and groaned.

“Yeah, you probably won’t sleep too well tonight either,” Raven laughed and patted Abby on the head.

CONTINUED IN PART 7
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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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