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The relentless wind pummeled Abby’s naked body, and the spray from the waves crashing against the sharp rocks regularly showered her with salty seawater. She welcomed the opportunity to be cooled down a bit; this was one of the hardest work details she had ever been sent on, and sweat poured off her with every step. The legcuffs dug into her ankles as she tried to find her footing on the wet rocks, and she could not help but wonder if taking the dangerous journey back and forth between the prison wall and the rocks was truly important or just a task dreamt up by a sadistic guard. Abby and two other girls had been charged with collecting large rocks that could be jammed into some of the large cracks in the old prison wall before mortar or cement would be applied to fill the final gaps.

“Just a few more,” the young guard said with a sadistic grin when Abby jammed another rock into the large crack.

Abby groaned and trudged back. At least they’ve ensured that we won’t fall into the sea. A long chain was locked to a steel belt around her waist, but it just felt like more weight to her. She was used to the long-chained handcuffs, at least, and she appreciated the fresh air. Trask, her master, had been on a sadistic streak lately which often happened when he was stressed, and Abby had just gotten out of three days in a cramped cage in the darkest part of the lower dungeons.

She paused for a moment and looked out over the crashing waves. She allowed herself to soak in the water spray and the simplicity of nature – Abby felt like she had lost control of everything. The cult moved in mysterious ways, and though she accepted her place as a slave, being a pawn meant that the larger plan was obscured to her. She just followed orders, torn forward by the torrents of fate. Abby sighed and fiddled with her handcuffs. Nothing to do but obey and move forward.

When the guard finally ordered the three women to assemble and unlocked the chains from their belts, Abby was exhausted. Her naked, quivering body was dirty and filled with tiny scratches from the rocks she had carried, and she emptied the water bottle handed to her by the guard in seconds. The sun was beginning to set, and now that they were no longer working, the chilly wind made them all shiver. The guard connected the prisoners’ collars with a long chain and dragged them inside through the nearby security gate, and the hallways soon echoed with the sound of their chains.

The guard led them to one of the shower rooms. The shower heads were old and a little rusty, and a few tiles were missing from the walls, but Abby did not care; she looked forward to having the warm water wash away the soreness and dirt. The guard unlocked the chain from their collars and removed their belts, but he left the handcuffs and legcuffs in place.

“Wash up, girls.” The guard smiled and leaned against the wall near the door. “We can’t have you walking around the prison smelling like this.”

Abby turned the faucet and welcomed the hot water as it trickled onto her face and body. The chain from her handcuffs traveled across her naked skin together with the soap in her hand, and she let out a sigh of relief. It felt good, and she looked forward to returning to her cell and lying down on her hard mattress for an hour before dinner. She did not know the other girls in the room with her by name, though some had been there at least as long as she had.

“Fuck, that was rough,” one of the other girls said. She had long blonde hair and a slender, gorgeous body. She looked at Abby. “I’m not used to the work details being this hard.”

Abby shrugged. “I don’t mind. It’s good to get out.”

“I agree.” The second girl, a dark-skinned goddess with expressive brown eyes, massaged her shoulder while standing under the shower. “The fresh air was nice.”

“Less talking,” the guard said and leaned his head back against the wall, closing his eyes.

There was a knock on the door. The guard opened it and exchanged a few mumbled sentences with a guard outside before turning toward the prisoners.

“I have to leave for a bit. Finish up, and I’ll return to get you soon.” He left the room and locked the door.

Abby did not think anything of it. The guards were not worried about prisoners trying to escape since the island was surrounded by rough seas for miles, and since Abby knew that all the prisoners had been hand-picked to be sent there due to their submissive nature, there were never any fights or other examples of violence between inmates.

“Could you wash my back?” Abby asked the dark-skinned girl. “I’m Abby, by the way.”

“I know,” the girl said and began soaping up Abby’s sore back. “You’re one of Raven’s girls, right?”

Abby nodded. “Yeah. You know her?”

The other girl chuckled. “We all do. I like her, though. I’m Brooke, this is Tracy.” Brooke walked over to Abby and smiled. “You missed a spot.” She used a washcloth to wash beneath Abby’s breasts, lifting them to get access. The soft hands soon started massaging Abby’s nipples, and the two girls locked eyes and smiled.

“That feels good,” Abby said and bit her lower lip. She was tired and sore, but the trickle of pleasure was welcome. “Don’t stop.”

Behind her, Tracy’s hands moved down, away from Abby’s back and onto her buttcheeks. Soon, she was lovingly fondled and groped by the two gorgeous women, who both began to press their warm, naked bodies against hers in an erotic shower sandwich. Fuck, I love prison. Abby and Brooke kissed each other; it was gentle at first but closed lips soon gave way to passionate tongue work just as Tracy slipped a finger inside Abby’s pussy. Abby whimpered with pleasure and winced as Tracy’s handcuffs scraped against the inside of her thighs. The sound of splashing water and longing moans filled the room along with the sound of chains, and Abby reciprocated by rubbing Brooke’s clit.

“Deeper,” Brooke muttered when Abby slid two fingers inside the blushing blonde. Abby relished in watching the effect it had on the shackled girl; she closed her eyes and threw her head back while biting her lower lip. “Fuuuck … that feels good.”

The door opened. “What are you girls doing?” The guard stepped inside, followed by another. “Someone’s being naughty …”

Had this been her first week, Abby would have been terrified and immediately stopped what she was doing, but she was no longer a timid, easily intimidated prisoner. Instead, she smiled at the two men. “You’re free to join us,” she said and winked. “You can punish us afterward.”

Abby was not sure if Tracy, Brooke, or the two guards were part of the cult, but in either case, the two guards exchanged glances before shrugging and removing their clothes. No protests sounded from Brooke or Tracy; broad smiles spread on their full lips, and when the two guards approached, the three girls switched their focus to the new arrivals.

This is like a bad porno, Abby thought to himself while she kneeled in front of one of the guards and took his massive cock in her mouth. It did not take many seconds before he was fully erect, aided by Tracy kissing him passionately. The other guard was already balls deep inside Brooke’s pussy. She supported herself against the wall and moaned loudly as he thrust into her.

“I’m going to punish you for this,” the guard inside Abby’s mouth said and looked down at her with a menacing grin.

Please do. She took all of him in her mouth as a response, feeling him push down her throat. Her hands cupped his balls and gently massaged his perineum, causing the muscular man to groan with satisfaction. He was not intimidating in the same way that Trask was, and she wondered what her master would say to her sucking another man’s cock without his permission, but she was swept up in the moment, not least of all when the man ordered her to get on all fours before ramming his rock-hard cock inside her pussy.

“You!” He pointed at Tracy. “Get down in front of her and let her lick your pussy.”

Tracy did not have to be told twice. The ebony angel shivered when the cold floor tiles touched her back, but she forgot about the moment Abby’s tongue started lashing against her pussy and clit. She raised her cuffed hands above her head as a sign of complete submission and closed her eyes.

The room was filled with moans. The harder the guard pounded her pussy, the more furiously Abby licked Tracy. She felt Tracy’s hands in her hair, pulling her closer, and Abby responded by pushing her tongue firmly against Tracy’s clit while her fingers explored Tracy’s pussy. The guard groaned behind Abby as the massive cock found its way deeper and deeper inside her.

It felt good.

Is this really my new normal? For a short moment, she gained an unwelcome sense of clarity. Life at the prison and as part of the cult had become part of everyday life, a chaotic storm of lust, pleasure, pain, and submission. Abby’s memories of the world outside seemed distant, even unreal, and she soon let go of the annoyingly rational thoughts and returned to the moment.

Tracy came first. She arched her back and let out a primal scream that soon turned into a whimper. The guard ordered Abby to continue licking, and though Abby slowed down to allow Tracy to recover, it was obvious that the experience was quickly turning from joyous to unpleasant. Luckily for Tracy, the two guards soon deposited their loads inside their chosen prisoner. Abby’s pussy was sore from the fucking, and she stayed on all fours after the man had pulled out. She could feel his cum at the edge of her pussy, and as the lust gripping her dissipated, the tiredness returned.

“I love prison sluts,” one of the guards said to the other as they got dressed. The three girls were uncuffed and allowed to put on their prison dresses while one of the guards left the room, only to return a moment later carrying some of the heaviest restraints that Abby had ever seen.

“That was fun,” the guard said with a sadistic grin. “But you still went against protocol. This is your punishment.”

Abby felt a surge of intense arousal as the massive shackles were locked onto her wrists and ankles. The chain connecting the wrist shackles was short, the steel was wide and thick, and she struggled to lift her arms. She noticed that Brooke and Tracy did not seem to have the same sensual reaction to heavy restraints as Abby did, but they did not protest.

“The restraints will come off tomorrow. Or the day after that.” The guard shrugged. “Who cares?”

Abby’s ankles screamed at her when she finally reached cell 314 and was let inside.

Raven looked up at her from one of the bottom bunks with a smile. “Looks like my little slave got herself in trouble. What happened?”

Abby collapsed onto the opposite bed and placed her hands over her head; the shackles were too heavy to rest on her stomach. “Work detail. Turned into a shower orgy.”

“Sounds like a good day,” Baby said, looking up from between Raven’s legs.

“Did I say you could take a break?” Raven stared at Baby, but her voice was playful. Raven never got truly mad, she loved her three slaves too much.

“No, Mistress,” Baby said and returned to licking her mistress’ pussy.

Raven looked over at Abby again. “The shackles look good on you, Juicy. You don’t seem to mind them.”

“I don’t.” Abby let her fingers run across the smooth steel. “But it hurts to walk. And I am still recovering from my stint in isolation.”

“Yeah, Trask has been in a mean mood,” Raven said. “But all the officers seem on edge, I think something is going on.”

“Have you heard anything?”

Raven shook her head. “No. Which is weird, I usually pick something up. We’ll just have to wait and see.”

It was like a silent covenant existed between all prisoners in the courtyard whenever someone was being punished. No one pointed, no one laughed; if anything, Abby felt nothing but love from her fellow inmates as she walked across the dusty ground to the sound of the ludicrously heavy chains connecting her ankles. She winced with every step, and she found herself wishing that the guard had connected her wrist restraints to her ankles with a chain. That way, she would have at least been able to take some of the weight off her ankles, even if it meant restricting her movement.

“Mmm … I get horny watching you helpless like this,” Raven said. They were headed for the benches and tables at the far end of the courtyard so Abby could sit down. “I’m tempted to take you right here.”

“You’ll likely end up in a similar situation if you try,” Abby said with a tired smile.

“Even better.”

They reached the benches. Baby and Spanky were on work detail that day, leaving the other two in each other’s company. Abby sat down and let out a frustrated groan. “Damn, this is tough.” She locked eyes with Brooke, who was dealing with a similar predicament nearby. The blonde winked and smiled at Abby.

“Handcuffs are a lot easier to manage,” Abby said and inspected the scary-looking marks on her wrists.

“It could be worse.” Raven sat on the bench and leaned back against the table, closing her eyes in the sharp sun. “A guard captain once got so mad at one of the girls that she was forced to wear similar restraints to yours behind her back for a full week. He even locked her elbows together, rammed a giant steel dildo inside her pussy, locked it in place with a chastity belt, and locked a metal cage around her head. The girl struggled to even eat.” She met Abby’s terrified gaze. “He isn’t here anymore, neither is she. But I wouldn’t hold it beneath Trask to do something similar if you piss him off.”

“Speaking of …”

Above the courtyard, on one of the walkways used by the guards to keep an eye on the prisoners, a group of men appeared. Abby recognized the Warden and Officer Trask, but the two serious-looking men in suits were new to her. The Warden seemed to be giving them a tour, briefly pausing for questions from the two men.

“Foreign dignitaries,” Raven said.

“Here? Why?”

“Who knows?” Raven shrugged. “But it will have something to do with the cult. I know that our masters have dealings with other countries, but I’ve never been able to get Trask to tell me what it’s all about.”

Abby had been so focused on the two men in suits that she had not discovered a third man hiding in the shadows behind them. He was a head taller than even Trask and wore a dark robe. His hair was long and white as snow, his face pale and hard like it had been cut from marble. He seemed otherworldly, not unlike the Master himself.

“Who’s that?”

Raven stared at the man for a while. “I … I have no idea. I’ve never seen anyone like him.” Raven seemed to swallow a lump and nodded toward Trask. “But I think we might be about to find out.”

Trask looked down at the two women and signaled for them to head towards the corner of the yard before he disappeared from the walkway. Raven helped Abby get up, and the two walked towards one of the secret doors that were hidden in the dark corners of the courtyard. The door opened as soon as they arrived, and Trask pulled them inside.

“What’s going on, Master?” Raven said. Abby always found it amusing how quickly her mistress fell into her submissive role when Trask was nearby, even though she mostly serviced the Warden now. Her voice got brighter and her eyes shimmered with affection when she was in the presence of the harsh man.

“You saw our visitors, I assume?” Trask’s voice was dark and cold.

The two girls nodded.

“All you need to know is that they’re powerful men in their country, that their aid is invaluable to our cause, and that the robed man following them wants to fuck someone.”

“Fuck … us?” Abby glanced at Raven, who did not seem to be affected by the prospect.

“You’re quick, 696,” Trask snorted. “Yes, I believe the two of you will be best suited for the task. There’s a lot at stake. You are to do whatever he wants, indulge any desire he might have. For the Master.”

“For the Master,” the two repeated in unison. Abby could feel her heart pounding in her chest; the man scared her, but she would never back out of an important task such as this one.

Trask nodded with a satisfied grunt. “Good. We’re going to get you washed up before you’re taken to the tower.” He looked at Abby’s restraints. “And we’ll have to take those off you.”

They were led away from the courtyard and into one of the many hidden passages in the prison. Abby could not see a thing, there was no light, and she stumbled again and again, but Trask walked as if he could see in the dark. He had made sure to handcuff Raven before they entered the corridors, but she was far from as encumbered as Abby was, and the pain of walking in the massive restraints made it all worse.

“In here,” Trask said and opened the door to a remarkably clean and well-lit washroom. He unlocked their restraints and gestured for them to enter. “I’ll come get you in an hour. Make sure to clean up properly.” He clenched his jaw. “There’s a lot at stake.”

The sun had set when Raven and Abby were escorted up the winding stairs to one of the prison’s old towers. Abby had never been inside one of them before, and all she knew was that the vampire seemed to reside in one of them. Worn paintings adorned the walls, and the moonlight bathed the stone walls in an eerie glow. Abby could glimpse the ocean far below them through the small windows, but she tried to focus on the slippery steps. Even though she had gotten rid of the heavy shackles, it was still tricky to walk in the standard legcuffs. The two girls had their hands cuffed in front and were both gagged with large ballgags. Trask had not been able to tell them more about their mysterious client, only that he suspected that the ominous man could be cruel.

Trask opened the door to a room at the top of the tower and gestured for the two girls to enter. Abby was hesitant, but a rare, comforting smile from her Master accompanied by his assuring hand on her shoulder gave her the courage to step inside. The moment she had stepped onto the soft carpet inside the large room, the door was closed and locked behind her. The room was round and had countless chains of all thicknesses and lengths hanging from the ceiling. Restraints, whips, floggers, and other instruments of torture hung on the walls and were placed on tables and shelves along the wall, and a few cages and pillories were stowed in the corner.

Some guestroom, Abby thought and felt an unpleasant shiver down her spine. There were only a few things in here that she had not endured before, but it still felt like she was treading new ground. She exchanged nervous glances with Raven who seemed to be unable to maintain the cool façade that was her trademark.

Abby felt a presence behind her. The door was locked … right? A cold bead of sweat trickled down her neck, and she got a sudden urge to kneel. Both she and Raven fell to their knees without hearing any order to do so. She looked up and saw the mysterious robed man standing in front of her. He was massive, a giant of a man, but his face seemed untouched by time. Nothing creased the porcelain skin, but it was the eyes that drew her attention. They were white, without pupils, and when they looked down at her, she could not help but feel like he was staring through her as if he barely noticed her. Judging by the sound of rattling chains, Abby assumed that Raven was just as intimidated as she was.

The man unbuttoned his robe; his movements were meticulous and fluid, smooth like a dancer’s. The robe fell to the ground and revealed a muscular body covered in tattoos. Abby could not decipher the writings, they seemed to be written in an ancient script, and the eldritch symbols adorning his body looked to have a ritualistic purpose. The milky white skin created a stark contrast to the black markings, but they were not nearly as impressive as his cock.

That thing is gigantic!

It was thick and long, bigger than any Abby had ever seen, even in its flaccid state. Just the thought of having it inside her made her stomach churn, but the thought also triggered a more primal part of her and caused the juices to begin flowing from her pussy, trickling down her legs. The man’s presence overwhelmed her, not unlike the first time she had met the vampire master, but this was different. His presence did not soothe her – it felt violent, primal, even sadistic, and her heart was gripped by both fear and lust.

The man removed both their gags, but he did not speak. He did not have to. His will moved their bodies and minds, and both started licking his cock from either side without thinking.

It grew.

And grew.

Raven’s eyes widened, and so did Abby’s, as they watched the massive cock enlarge. The soft skin felt electric against their tongues as if the whole body was brimming with an otherworldly power. It’s like licking a battery. Just touching the massive cock with her tongue caused Abby’s body to hum with energy, all of it flowing to her loins, turning her on like nothing else. She wanted the mysterious man inside her, she wanted to please him, to serve him.

Raven moved to the man’s front and tried to take his cock in her mouth while Abby continued to lick the root of it. Abby could tell that Raven struggled to fit it in her mouth, and tears welled up in the dark eyes from the strain. The man did not flinch despite the two trained slaves doing all they could to please him.

Abby knew why. Somehow, she knew. It was like a feeling in the back of her mind, as if he projected his will and desires into her mind. He wanted to hurt them. He wanted to see them suffer.

She looked up at him, into the cold, empty eyes to show him that she was ready. This was an important task, and she wanted to see it through.

Kiss her? She looked at Raven. Their eyes met. They both felt the same urge, but it did not come from them. Raven gasped for air when the man’s cock pulled out of her mouth, and she seemed relieved to feel Abby’s lips on hers. They had kissed countless times, usually with Raven in charge, but this was a passionate meeting of two slaves. Their tongues intertwined and explored while shackled hands groped tender breasts. Out of the corner of her eye, Abby could see the man take a step back and observe them; his cock was still fully erect, but there was no other sign that he was enjoying the display.

The anticipation was killing Abby. She knew that something unpleasant was coming, that the tender, arousing kiss was just an intermission.

Then he stepped forward again. Without exerting himself, he grabbed the chains to their handcuffs and lifted them both clean off the ground. They both screamed in pain and shock as the sharp steel dug into their wrists, but he did not let go. Instead, he raised them further and used two hooks hanging from chains in the ceiling to suspend them.

“Oh God, that hurts!” Abby cried. She kicked with her legs, but she could not reach the floor. Her hands grabbed hold of the large hook, but it was slippery, and again and again, she had to let go and hang from her wrists. Raven was not faring any better, and her panicked whimpers joined Abby’s in a choir of pain and fear.

A tiny crease appeared in the corner of the man’s mouth. A hint of a smile. He grabbed a nine-tailed whip with small knots at the end of the leather strings and began to whip them. Abby had endured whippings before, but the man’s strength was terrifying. He knew exactly where to hit, but also how – the skin never broke, but the burning sensation threatened to overwhelm Abby’s senses.

And yet, arousal crept in. The lust built within her with every scream, amplified by the intense pain coming from her arms and wrists.

I … I can’t go on, she thought. Who is this man? Or what?

“He’s a chrysalis.” The vampire’s voice appeared in her mind like a light in the darkness, a beacon of serenity and power. “He is human, and yet not. He is gathering energy for the ritual that will bring him to his next stage of evolution, where he will turn into what you might think of as an angel. A being of extreme power.”

Master … Abby closed her eyes and fed off his presence. What do you wish of me?

It was as if the voice smiled. “Endure. Both of you. The powers he represents will be a great ally in the struggles to come.”

The voice disappeared. Abby opened her eyes and looked at Raven who smiled back at her. She had heard it too. They could not keep from screaming as the whip tore into them, but they had found a new source of strength and determination. The panic began to dissipate, leaving only pain and pleasure behind. They endured as the hits became harder and the torturous position more unbearable.

When the man finally threw the whip aside, their skin was like a painting of red lines. He walked up to Raven and snapped the chain connecting her ankles like it was a piece of string. He then grabbed hold of her legs, forcing them apart before penetrating her. The scream that escaped her lips was filled with surprise, pleasure, and pain. His thrusts were violent, and due to the size of his massive cock, it was only half hidden when he was in as deep as he could. For a moment, Abby wondered if he would end up killing Raven with his godlike strength, seeing how brutal the thrusts were, but quite the opposite happened.

She came.

Violently.

Her entire body shook as her eyes rolled back into her skull. The man stayed inside her for a bit, smiling as he seemed to feed off her orgasmic energy, but the moment her body calmed, he pulled out and walked over to Abby.

In the Master’s name, she told herself and clenched her jaw. After snapping her ankle chain, he spread her legs, resting them on his arms. She was exposed, spread wide, and she could do nothing to prevent the massive, rock-hard cock from entering her. It was like an explosion of pain and lust; it felt like she was about to split in half, every nerve ending inside her pussy lit on fire, and the power she had felt while licking the cock now surged through her pussy. The pain moved into the background, and only pure, unfiltered pleasure remained. She screamed, but no part of her wanted it to stop. It was as if he was vibrating and shocking her as he moved in and out with increasing force and speed. His stamina was infinite, and every thrust made the chain holding her creak. She barely registered the numbness in her arms, all her attention was swallowed by the torrent of lust emanating from her nether regions.

How … how can he keep going deeper?

He found new spots of pleasure deep inside her that she did not even know existed, but she never got the sense that her pleasure was a priority for him, or that he even registered her as a person. Instead, he became more violent in his fucking, and his fingers dug into her buttcheeks as he neared the climax.

But Abby beat him to it. She saw stars when her body erupted in a volcanic orgasm of epic proportions. The buzzing cock filled her, stretched her, and continued to drive her further and further into the blissful darkness. Her vision blurred, and just when she thought it could not get more intense, he came inside her. His eyes began to glow as his lips separated and let out a growl that did not sound human. The walls shook, and the sheer volume hurt Abby’s ears.

Then he stopped. His face returned to being emotionless and cold. He pulled out of Abby, leaving her dangling like a slaughtered pig. He put on his robe and opened the door, splintering the lock in the process.

“Did … did he just leave?” Raven had had time to recover, and the blissful expression began to turn into one of panic. She tore at her restraints, but it was hopeless. “Fuck … FUCK!”

Abby was still swimming in the sea of pleasure, but the pain began to bring her back to reality. The mysterious man did not seem like the type who was going to inform the guards that he was done, and she did not have the impression that anyone ever checked the tower. She looked up at the handcuffs, but they were locked tight and she had no way of getting them off the large hook. The pain in her wrists and arms was no longer numbed by lust, and the panic started creeping in.

“Should we … should we cry for help?” Abby found it hard to breathe.

Raven’s lips quivered. “I doubt it’ll do us any good. We are far away from the prison wings and the guard quarters. Fuck … there has to be a way!”

Abby registered movement out of the corner of her eye. It was fast, a blur, but suddenly, the chain she hung from loosened, and she fell to the ground, followed shortly after by Raven. The two squirmed on the floor, screaming as the blood rushed back into their arms. Abby tried to push past the pain and get her bearings; who had taken them down?

Him. She felt his presence. In the corner, covered in shadow, two eyes shimmered. He smiled at her. Then he disappeared.

“Man, this cult business can be a real pain,” Raven complained and got onto her knees. Her fingers ran across some of the bruises on her firm breasts. “The orgasms are great, but I’m hurting all over.” She looked toward the shadows and smiled. “At least we have someone watching over us.”

Abby nodded. “What now?” She sat on the floor and took a deep breath. Her entire body was hurting. “We’re still restrained, after all.”

“Our mysterious new friend was kind enough to unlock the door for us.” Raven staggered to her feet and helped Abby get up.

“So … we just walk down the stairs and walk around aimlessly, naked and handcuffed, until we stumble upon a guard?”

“We could do that,” Raven said and looked around her at the vast collection of restraints and tools of torture. “Or … we take a short break and I begin to explore what kind of fun I can have with you in this place?”

Abby smiled and approached her mistress. “That doesn’t sound too bad.”

The two kissed.

READ THE FINAL PART OF ABBY’S STORY HERE
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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_rsrc82.jpg
JESSICA ACKLFES

THE MAST E R " S®PRIFESRONNF NSO S S





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc84.jpg
PART 7





