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The distant sound of yelling inmates and gruff commands from impatient guards could not fight their way through the haze brought on by the many hands and tongues focused on her body. Her cellmates had tied her to her bed, not for the first time, but this was the last. Abby kept pulling at the strips of cloth they had tied her with just to nourish the building arousal with the sense of intoxicating helplessness as her three friends ravaged her naked body.

I’m going to miss this, she thought to herself and kissed Raven, who was leaning in over her. Baby was busy licking Abby’s pussy and clit while fingering her, and Spanky’s cunning tongue caressed Abby’s perky nipple. Abby moaned and writhed on the thin, itchy mattress as she edged ever closer to orgasm. Raven’s tongue explored her mouth while the dark-haired inmate’s hand grabbed hold of the breast not occupied by Baby and twisted Abby’s nipple to add a bit of pain to the proceedings.

“Faster, Spanky,” Raven commanded before she dove into Abby’s mouth again.

“Mmmm …” Abby’s body began to tense up. She wanted to postpone the orgasm as much as possible, wanted to prolong               the experience. She knew what awaited when they were done, and she did not want to face it.

She was going to be released. She had served her time. But the world outside no longer appealed to her.

“I think you’re close, my slave,” Raven whispered in her ear and playfully bit Abby’s earlobe. “You may come.”

“Th… thank you, Mistress.” Abby let go. Her body exploded as she let herself come, and the primal scream that escaped her led to applause from the adjacent cells. Baby slowed down her licking, leaving her fingers inside Abby until the orgasm had subsided, and the flood of orgasmic pleasure turned into a pleasant trickle that caused Abby’s body to tremble. Her three cellmates kissed her in turn before untying her and helping her to sit up on the creaky bed.

“We’re going to miss you,” Spanky said with a smile. “Won’t be the same without you.”

“You’ll get a new cellmate within a few days.” Abby put on her prison dress for the last time. “I’m sure she’ll feel very welcome.”

Raven walked over to the steel bars. “Maybe we’ll see you on the other side, when and if we are ever let out.” She banged on the bars. “Guard? She’s ready to go now.”

Abby sighed. “What happens now?” She lowered her voice when Raven approached her. “You know … how do I … serve him?”

Raven shrugged. “I honestly don’t know, Juicy. I know what happens inside, not outside. I’m sure you’ll be given instructions before you leave.” She kissed Abby one final time and hugged her; it was a kinder and more warm embrace than Abby was used to from her mistress. “Keep your head down when the revolution comes, sweetie.” Raven let go of Abby before she walked over to the steel bars of the cell and banged them a few times. “Prisoner 696 is ready for release!”

Her shout resulted in loud cheers and banging sounds from the other cells. Abby could feel the blood rush from her genitals to her cheeks and chest; her arrival had been somber, depressing, and scary. Many inmates at the prison had long, unfair sentences, and someone getting out was always celebrated.

“Get over here, 696” a familiar voice sounded. Officer Trask appeared outside the cell and stared at Abby with an uncharacteristically warm smile.

Abby obeyed her master and moved toward the cell door. Trask opened it and began fastening the transport restraints onto Abby; her hands were handcuffed in front and locked to a chain belt around her waist. A pair of legcuffs completed the ensemble, and Abby could not help but feel a little sad that she was not going to be restrained regularly anymore. There was something comfortable and sexy about handcuffs that she had grown to appreciate during her incarceration. She looked over her shoulder at her cellmates one last time and smiled. Spanky and Juicy both had tears in their eyes, and even Raven seemed affected.

Trask attached a chain to Abby’s collar and led her out of the cell and through the cell block. The cheers continued, but they were all positive.

“A shame you didn’t misbehave more so we could’ve added a few years to your sentence,” Trask remarked. “Took a while to turn you into a decent slave.”

Abby smiled to herself. It was the closest to a compliment one was going to get from Trask. “Yes, Master. I have appreciated your … methods.”

“Good. You’re going to need your training for whatever awaits you.”

They left the cell block and moved past a few checkpoints before walking down a dark corridor that Abby had not been in before. This part of the prison did not seem like it was in use, and Abby was not surprised when Trask opened a secret door leading to a staircase – she had seen dozens of hidden passages at this point.

“I’m not being released, Master?” The words echoed in the narrow, dark passageway, and Abby felt a knot form in her stomach.

“Don’t worry, you are.” He paused. “Eventually.” He opened a narrow door to a room lit with candles. Shadows danced on the walls, and the flickering lights made the dark corners come off even more threatening. There was an unsettling atmosphere in the small, sparsely furnished room, and Abby did not need help guessing who the large, padded table with shackles attached to each corner was meant for.

“This is where we part ways,” Trask said before removing the chain from Abby’s collar. “Best of luck wherever you end up.”

Abby did not get a chance to reply before Trask closed the door behind him. She had expected a final blowjob, a whipping, anything to mark the end of their long relationship as master and slave, but now he was gone. An eerie silence surrounded her, only interrupted by the sound of her chains.

No need to panic, she thought to herself and took a deep breath.

“The Master’s little baby bird, almost ready to leave the nest,” a woman’s dark voice sounded behind her. Abby felt a cold chill run down her spine as she turned toward the voice. “Chained and helpless just like us.”

Four naked women appeared out of the darkness and were illuminated by the flickering candlelight. All of them were fully collared and shackled, but not like Abby. Their restraints were made from heavy, black steel and looked downright medieval, and the sound of the thick chains echoed between the stone walls.

Who are these women? Abby had never seen them before. Their naked bodies were decorated with ominous, ritualistic tattoos, and they all had a slightly deranged look in their eyes as they smiled at Abby. One of them, a pale woman with raven hair that reached her lower back, walked forward.

“You’ve served our Master well, baby bird,” she said, her voice trembling with excitement. “And you will be rewarded.” The woman circled Abby; she seemed unburdened by her restraints, even if they looked to be at least twice as heavy as anything Abby had ever worn. “When you leave this place, when the boat takes you away from this paradise and back to your hellish reality, someone will be waiting for you. Someone you can serve in the Master’s name.”

Her task. Abby’s heart swelled with joy that she could continue serving their mysterious vampire master even after her release.

“But first … we must prepare you for him.”

“For him?” Her heart began pounding.

The woman nodded and unlocked Abby’s handcuffs. “Yes. He must anoint you before you can be set free, and we will prepare your body and mind for his glorious entrance.” She smiled at Abby. “We are his harem. His personal slaves. We will never leave his side, we will never taste freedom, nor do we want to.”

Abby had no words. The thought of meeting the vampire again made her tense with anticipation, and she did not object when the four women began to chant while they removed her restraints and undressed her. His harem. The words echoed in her mind, and only now did she notice that their heavy restraints had no keyholes, no locks. They were welded on, a permanent reminder of their position.

“Parate vas, parate adventum eius,” they chanted, using their chains as weird instruments. They helped Abby onto the table and locked her arms and legs to the four corners with old, rusty shackles. Abby was spread-eagled and helpless, but for some reason, she felt no fear.              

The chanting made Abby feel dizzy, and a growing sense of unease began creeping in when the women began slathering her naked, quivering body in fragrant oils. Their soft hands explored every part of her body, and she shivered when their cold chains traveled across her skin. It was not unlike the experience she had just had with her cellmates, but this was far more intense, more of a ritual. The woman took their time, never pausing in their chanting. Their fingers slid in and out of both her pussy and asshole, and Abby’s moans soon joined in.

“Purga vas, libera eam per dolorem.”

Wait, what is this about liberating me through pain? Latin had not been her strongest subject, but Abby knew enough to decipher the meaning. The answer to her unspoken question came a moment later when two of the women appeared on either side of Abby with floggers in their hands. The many tails had small knots at the end, and they soon started raining down pain onto Abby’s helpless body.

“Pinge corpus eius, purifica illud domino,” they chanted as their voices reached a shattering crescendo, joined by Abby’s desperate screams. They moved meticulously across her body, painting every inch of her skin red with their hard, precise strikes. With every strike, the women’s shackles sang, and when they reached Abby’s breasts and pussy, her screams became desperate.

Not that she wanted it to stop.

The pain surged through her, adding to her building lust and desire. Her skin was on fire, as were her genitals; the whip kept visiting her most sensitive areas, and whenever the lashes moved on to other parts of her body, one of the other women made sure to soothe Abby with tongue and fingers.

Then she felt it. His presence. It was subtle at first, a sort of arousing tickle at the edge of her mind, a slight buzzing in her fingers and toes, barely noticeable in the frantic chaos of pain and pleasure being inflicted by the chained slavegirls. The presence grew, nestling in her loins, causing a spike in arousal that made Abby scream with sensual joy as every cell in her body began to vibrate and sing. The women’s chanting reached a deafening crescendo while they violently rattled their chains.

Then silence.

The whipping stopped.

The hands and fingers disappeared.

The sound of chains vanished into the darkness. Abby’s skin still burned from the flogging; red lines crisscrossed her body that glistened with sweat and oil in the flickering candlelight. She was shaking, both from anticipation and arousal, and the tight shackles were impossible to escape. Her heartbeat reverberated through her body like a war drum, but she felt no fear. She knew he was there, that she was alone in a small room with an apex predator, a bloodthirsty vampire whom she had no chance of escaping, but his presence calmed her like it had done before on numerous occasions.

Then he appeared at the foot of the table. She could not tell if he materialized out of thin air or simply walked out of the shadows, but the air seemed to sparkle and sizzle around him. He was naked, his pale body reflecting much of the light. He was muscular and slim, a vision of perfection. There were no imperfections on his skin, and the fiery eyes seemed to stare into her soul. She had no way of seeing what he had between his legs, but she could feel the heat coming from it.

He smiled. “You’ve served me well, slave,” he said. It was the first time she had heard his voice outside her head. It was dark and powerful; it felt like every word was a magic spell. “Pleasuring the chrysalis was an especially noteworthy performance. You’ve endured much to reach this point, and you have shown your commitment and devotion again and again. Though your sentence here has been short, I fully trust that you will continue to serve my cause on the outside.”

“I … I will, Master.” Abby felt like her genitals were trying to wrestle themselves away from her body to assault the beautiful vampire. “I live to serve you.” The words flowed from her like liquid truth; Abby had never seen herself as submissive, and the thought of being a slave would have caused her to laugh before her incarceration, but she loved the sense of purpose she had found. And the sexual gratification that often came with it.

“My cult is almost ready for the final push along with our allies.” The vampire let his slim fingers run up Abby’s leg. His touch was cold but highly effective and caused Abby to shiver with delight. “You may not be on the frontlines, little one, but you will serve some of our most senior, important members well before and after. If you accept your posting, of course.”

It was not a choice. Abby had a suspicion that there was no way out of the cult once one had been initiated, and being shackled to a table did not leave her with many options. But she did want to serve. “I submit fully to your will and the will of your people, Master,” she said.

The vampire smiled again. “Good. Very good. Are you ready to receive my blessing, then?” He put his arms out to the side and levitated off the floor without effort. His eyes burned her skin, but she did not look at them; Abby’s eyes were focused elsewhere.

It’s … gigantic! A surge of adrenaline and lust tore through her when she saw the thick, hard cock between the vampire’s legs. It was as white as his skin and no hair marred the crotch that was framed by his strong legs and hips. She had never seen anything like it, not even from the chrysalis, and a frail, desperate voice in the back of her mind began to scream, yelling that she was going to split in half if he entered her.

“I’m ready, Master,” Abby’s body said, ignoring the warnings in her mind. All she wanted was him.

He did not answer. Instead, he slowly flew in above her, his body hanging in mid-air. It was a marvelous sight, and Abby wetted her lips in anticipation as the gigantic cock came closer and closer to her mouth. She opened wide, but even then, she struggled to accommodate him when the hard, soft-skinned cock touched her lips.

“Worship it with your tongue and your lips, slave,” the vampire said.

Little by little, the gigantic cock traveled deeper into her mouth. It was warm and felt like a lit furnace. Abby’s jaw hurt, and she found it harder to breathe. The steel collar around her neck, the one she had gotten so used to that she rarely noticed, suddenly felt uncomfortably tight. She pressed her tongue against the underside of his member as the cock went even deeper, and her gag reflex kicked in well before the cock touched the back of her throat.

I … I can’t breathe. Silent tears flowed from Abby’s eyes, yet she did not feel any panic. Her trust in her master was infinite and unwavering, and just when she was about to lose consciousness, the vampire pulled his cock back just enough for Abby to fill her lungs with air before ramming it back in.

Her pussy throbbed with lust from the breath play; it turned her on like few things ever had, and though she welcomed the relief when he finally pulled his cock out of her mouth, part of her wanted him to continue. She stared at the cock glistening with her saliva as the vampire flowed down and rested the cock between her firm, large breasts. His body was still suspended above her without touching the table when his cold hands grabbed hold of Abby’s breasts and pushed them together on top of his cock. Slowly, he began fucking her breasts while his cunning fingers groped and teased her sensitive nipples. His touch was electric, and Abby’s submissive moans soon filled the room.

She had no idea if the godlike creature was enjoying it as well. He did not sweat, he did not groan, he showed no sign of exhaustion or arousal. But he was hard. Extremely hard.

This is surreal, a voice whispered in her mind, barely audible in the haze of lust. A supernatural creature was floating above her while it fucked her tits, and her naked, oiled-up body was held fast by thick, ancient steel. Cold emanated from his body, except from his cock. His warm, sizzling, throbbing cock.

“Receive my seed, my blessing. Open your mind and your mouth.”

She obeyed, but Abby could not help but feel a tinge of disappointment. Was this it? Was she not going to feel him inside her? Her concerns were washed aside a moment later when he came violently onto her chest and face. The cum washed over her face and filled her mouth. It kept coming; it was warm and tasted odd, like a taste that was not meant for humans, something her taste buds could not fathom.

It was deliciously humiliating.

And he was still hard.

“Anointed by my seed,” he said, but there was a smile in his voice, a sparkle of humor that gave a whole new edge to the enigmatic vampire. Abby could not open her eyes, her face was covered in cum, but she could feel him letting go of her breasts and floating downward, the tip of his cock creating a narrow trail of cum down across her stomach.

Closer.

Closer.

Yes. Please … I beg you, Master.

She knew he could read her thoughts. The heat from his cock came nearer to her genitals, and it was like fuel on the fire that was already burning within her. She tried pulling at her restraints to inch closer to the cock she knew was there. The steel dug into her wrists and the chains moaned, but it was no use. She was trapped.

“Patience, little one.” The voice rang in the room and her mind.

Then she felt it. The tip. Touching her labia, teasing her with promises of what awaited. It was odd to not feel the weight of the vampire’s body on top of her; she was used to Trask’s massive, muscular, sweaty body squeezing the air from her lungs.

He entered her. Slowly. The pace was almost glacial, a confident entrance by an immortal creature with nothing to prove. Abby’s pussy opened itself up like a flower to welcome him, and the heat emanating from his bestial member filled her entire body.

“Mmmm …. Fuuuuuck …” Words turned to groans and whimpers as she writhed on the table, completely at his mercy. Pleasure and pain mixed into a potent cocktail as he stretched her. It felt like he was pushing her insides apart to make room, and it felt like an eternity before he could go no further.

He rested there. Dominated her body and mind with his presence. Every slight movement sent a wave of arousal through her. He began sliding in and out of her, but the pace was so slow that it threatened to drive her insane. This was not only about pleasure; it was about power, domination, and control. He was the prison’s master – and her body’s.

This … this is torture! During her stay at the prison, Abby had been flogged, caned, caged, and subjected to humiliation and various forms of sexual torture, but this was on a whole new level. A thousand lashes of a whip was nothing compared to the torture of feeling his giant cock slide slowly in and out of her.

“Please … please, my Master. I’ll do anything,” she whimpered. She was reduced to a begging, sobbing mess that only lived to be fucked. “I’m not worthy of your glory, of your presence, but please …”

He started going faster. And it felt like he grew even more as he did. He lowered his body onto hers, cooling her body, and his thrusts became more violent. There was immense power and strength in them, and every thrust sent a shockwave of lust through her. She screamed, she cried – pleasure overwhelmed her and threatened to turn her brain into porridge from ecstatic overload.

“Close … may I, Master? May I … may I come?”

Silence. He fucked her harder.

“MASTER! PLEASE!”

“Yes. Embrace my gift. And good luck on the outside.”

“AAAAAAAAAAAAAH!” Her lungs emptied into a primal scream as her entire body shook. She swam in a river of pure ecstasy and pleasure. Tears streamed from her eyes, juices squirted from her pussy, and it felt like the skin was about to peel off her body and vanish into thin air.

Then it all went black.

Something felt off when Abby woke up. She opened her eyes and stared at the ceiling of an unfamiliar room. Her mind was hazy and her head throbbed as she tried to figure out what was wrong. Being fucked by the vampire seemed like a surreal dream, but she knew it had happened; her pussy was still sore and tingled slightly.

Was it the bed? It was too soft, her body had gotten used to the uncomfortable mattress in her cell. No. That’s not it. Out of habit, her hand reached for the collar around her neck, she often fiddled with the O-ring on it when she was distracted, but it was gone.

The collar was gone.

Her neck felt naked and exposed, it was an unpleasant sensation, and the clothes she wore felt off as well. Sunlight washed in through a half-open window and illuminated a white button-down shirt, black skirt, pantyhose, and pumps, just like the clothes she had worn to court on the day that she was sent to prison. It felt like a part of a life she had left behind. Physically, the clothes fit her body, but she found herself yearning for the prison dress she had gotten accustomed to.

Abby sat on the edge of the bed when the door opened. A woman entered; she wore the uniform of the prison guards, but her warm smile and bubbly demeanor were a far cry from the other guards.

“I hope you’re feeling well?” the woman said and looked at her clipboard. “Name? Just to be sure.”

“Prisoner 69… Abby Sinclair.”

The woman nodded. “Great. The boat is done loading off the new arrivals, it’ll take you back to the mainland where you’ll meet the Harper family – you’ll be serving them from now on.” She chuckled when Abby got up and put her hands behind her back. “No need for that anymore, Ms. Sinclair. You did your time.”

Abby blushed and smiled, but she could not help but feel a tinge of disappointment.

It was a crisp spring morning, and she received polite nods from the guards assigned to the boat when she walked onboard. Abby stared at the empty benches, remembering how scared and confused she had been when she had been the one sitting on them in chains, terrified of what awaited her. The prison slowly disappeared into the morning fog, and Abby swallowed a lump when it finally vanished from view. The prison had become a safe place, a known entity, and the world outside seemed daunting and chaotic, not least because she knew there were troubling times ahead. A polite guard handed her a newspaper and half of his sandwich, and she spent most of the journey updating herself on the events of the world, something she had not been able to do for a long time. Hints of the cult’s machinations could be deciphered in the mysterious vanishings of government officials and the accidents taking place in military-related factories, but even though Abby knew she had a small part to play in what lay ahead, it all seemed so distant and surreal.

The ship docked in the harbor in an area that was separated from the rest by chain-link fences, and apart from a young couple standing at the end of the gangplank when Abby disembarked, the dock was eerily quiet and empty. Something about the two made Abby instantly aware that they were part of the cult. There was a sparkle in their eyes, a quiet confidence that calmed Abby – it reminded her of the same look of devotion and conviction she had seen in men like the Warden and Officer Trask.

“Welcome back to society,” the man said with a grin when Abby reached them. He shook her hand. “I’m John Harper, this is my wife, Elise.”

Elise smiled and surprised Abby with a warm embrace. “We’re so happy that you’ll be staying with us. Come, the car is this way.”

Abby was dumbstruck and simply nodded. She did not know what she had expected, but it had not been this. As they walked, she quietly observed the two; John was a handsome man in his early thirties with broad shoulders and thick, brown hair, while Elise carried herself with impeccable grace and poise. The elegant black dress fit her body like a glove, and the breeze played with her long blonde hair. They were beautiful people, and Abby’s mind struggled to accept that they inhabited the same world as the one she came from.

A black SUV with tinted windows was parked nearby. John got into the driver’s seat while Elise joined Abby in the back. As they left the dock, Abby finally drove herself to ask the question that had weighed on her mind.

“What … what do you … need me to do?”

Elise smiled. “What you’ve been trained to do. Obey every command, submit to every whim.”

Abby let out a sigh of relief. “Good.”

“There’ll be pain.” Elise’s voice kept its gentle, warm tone. “You’ll be collared and shackled at all times. You’ll be humiliated and used for whatever form of sexual gratification we might desire. Does that scare you?”

“No. Not at all.” Abby smiled. “I can’t wait.”
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The revolution came. The plan had been set up for years and was executed flawlessly. Within hours, the people in charge had been deposed and imprisoned, the cult’s members had been placed in positions of power, and they had been greeted with joy by the oppressed and tired masses. Thousand gathered in the streets whenever one of the old politicians was put on trial and publicly executed, and prosperity soon returned to the nation.

But Abby’s life did not change much, not that she wanted it to. It was a simple life, one of servitude, and she did not want it any other way, especially not now that Scarlet and Raven had joined her at the Harper family residence.

Abby squinted her eyes when the door to the tiny, cold cell opened and light flooded in, revealing a shadowy, backlit figure in the doorway. Abby’s arms were numb from standing with her hands shackled over her head for hours, and her back still burned from the severe whipping, even if her master had left a while ago. The rubber bit gag between her teeth caused her to drool uncontrollably, and now that the cell was illuminated, she could see the shiny river of saliva running down her naked body.

“Ready to be let out?” a familiar voice sounded.

Abby nodded. “Mmmh …”

The sound of rattling chains filled the small room as the figure approached. “A shame that I don’t have time to take advantage of your vulnerability … you look good like this, Juicy.”

Abby smiled when the gag was removed. “I’m sure we can squeeze a little session in tonight if you’ve got a craving,” she said.

Raven laughed and unlocked Abby’s restraints from the ceiling chain. “I might just take you up on that. How was it?”

“Rough, but I loved it.” Abby winced as the blood flowed into her arms. “I always look forward to my turn in the dungeon.”

Raven removed the chains connecting Abby’s wrist restraints to allow her to get dressed in the black, short-sleeved button-down dress all slaves in the household wore. Abby put on her black pumps which were also part of her uniform and put forth her hands to allow Raven to lock the chain back on. As a mark of their submission, all Harper slaves wore wide, heavy collars made from shiny stainless steel and matching wrist shackles. The chain connecting the shackles could be removed, but the shackles and collar stayed on at all times. They could not be removed – ever. Abby always felt a pleasant shiver run down her spine whenever she remembered her collaring ceremony, the sound of that fateful click as the collar had been locked onto her neck, never to be removed again.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“I might be higher in the hierarchy here, Juicy, but I’m not really your mistress anymore,” Raven said with a smile.

“Still feels right to say.”

The two women walked out of the cell, through the dark dungeons beneath the opulent mansion. Pillories, cages, and other means of torture and pleasure filled the rooms. All slaves were sent to the dungeons regularly to be whipped, caned, or locked in small cages for extended periods, but they all loved it and looked forward to it. During their daily chores, they were expected to carry themselves with a certain grace and quiet dignity, but in the dungeons – and the bedrooms – they could scream from pain and pleasure without inhibition.

There were nine slaves in the Harper household. Raven was the most experienced of them and thus in charge of the others, with Abby and Scarlet beneath her, each in charge of three slaves. The hierarchy did not amount to much more than assigning tasks and having the occasional fun with the ones lower in the food chain, but Abby never took advantage of her position; she did not have a dominant side like Scarlet and Raven did.

“Are we just about ready for the dinner party this weekend?” Raven asked as the two emerged from the dungeons and stepped into one of the large living rooms.

Abby nodded. “We are. Grace and Iona are both chained to the wall in the servant quarters and won’t be released until they’re done polishing the silverware. Scarlet and I will run the last few errands in the city tomorrow morning.”

“The Warden and Trask are among the guests.”

“Really?” Abby smiled. “Then we’ll have to make sure there’s plenty of entertainment.”

The two slaves entered the foyer where one of the girls, a tall, voluptuous brunette called Silvia, was crawling on all fours while scrubbing the floor. Her ankles were chained together, and she had to work twice as hard to ensure that none of the drool hanging from her gigantic ballgag was left behind on the hardwood surface. Silvia moaned a greeting when they passed her, and Abby noticed that she had plugs in both her pussy and anus, kept in place by a chain and visible under the short dress. I guess Mistress Elise is having fun today.

“One of the girls should be suspended in the corner throughout the dinner party,” Raven suggested. “In case anyone wants to let off some steam.”

“I’ll put together a selection of canes and floggers,” Abby said. “Iona would be good for it.”

Raven nodded. “She is, but you’d be better.”

“You think?”

“They know you, you take pain like a champion, and you get off on it as well.”

“So do you.”

“I sure do,” Raven said with a smile. “Maybe we’ll all have to line up and have Trask and the Warden choose.”

Abby was about to answer when they heard a voice calling to them from the upstairs balcony. “Abby, Raven, there you are!” Elise Harper strode down the wide staircase with a smile. The two slaves folded their hands in front and lowered their gaze as was expected. “How’s your back, Abby?”

Abby smiled. “It’s fine, Mistress, thank you.” God, I love that woman. Elise was not above swinging the whip herself, she did enjoy participating as much as her husband did, but Abby suspected that the graceful woman would feel terrible if she ever had the feeling that the slaves did not enjoy every minute of it. Abby was devoted to the vampire and the cult, but she had grown even more devoted to her owners.

“Glad to hear it.” Elise looked at her watch. “My dear husband would like a good fuck before we leave. Scarlet is already up there, he wants the two of you to join him.”

“Where are you going, Mistress?” Raven asked.

“Where are we going, you mean?” Elise smiled. “The Great One has requested our presence in Revolution Park this afternoon. You two and Scarlet will be joining us.”

Do we get to see him? A warm sensation spread from Abby’s chest and into her loins. She and Raven both nodded and began walking up the stairs to the Master’s bedroom while exchanging excited glances.

“Oh, one more thing!” Elise said, causing them both to turn around. “Raven, when we get back tonight, I want you to gag Abby and shackle her firmly to my bed. I have a few things I want to try out.”

Raven smiled. “Of course, Mistress. It’ll be my pleasure.”

The mansion was large with several bedrooms, but only one of them was used for when the Master wanted to fuck his slaves. Scarlet was already naked and waited for them when they entered. She smiled at her friends; her hands were shackled behind her back and connected to her collar by a short chain, keeping her elbows out and pressure on her throat.

She looked amazing.

“Great, you’re here!” John Harper stood next to his shackled slave in all his glory, slowly stroking his massive cock with a confident smile. “Let’s have some fun.”

Abby and Raven knelt in front of their master and placed their shackled hands behind their heads. “Yes, Master Harper.”

He first removed the chain to their shackles before telling them to strip naked. Both of them made sure to do it slowly; they knew what their master liked. The dresses fell to the floor, and Harper continued to chain Abby the same way as Scarlet. Abby could feel herself getting wet when the lock clicked shut and her hands were forced to the middle of her back. She pulled down on the chain for a bit, allowing herself to enjoy the choking.

“Raven, my dear, I want you to put this on,” Mr. Harper said and handed Raven a huge strapon with a dildo on the inside.

“With pleasure, Master.” She inserted it into her pussy with a satisfied moan and tightened the buckles. She was still shackled and naked, but her posture was confident and her smile playful.

“Come suck my cock, slave,” Mr. Harper said to Abby and laid down on the bed. “And do it well.”

Don’t mind if I do. Abby licked her lips and crawled onto the bed.

Abby let her tongue run gently back and forth along the shaft. Each lick sent a shiver through Mr. Harper’s body, and he could not help but smile. She took her time, but it did not prevent his cock from hardening more each second. This was her role, this was her purpose, and she loved every second of it. Behind her, Scarlet knelt and took Raven’s strapon in her mouth.

“Very good,” Mr. Harper said. He looked down at Abby, watching as her tongue danced hypnotically back and forth along the thickening shaft. She kissed the tip of his cock, barely touching it with her lips, and she could tell that he tried to resist the urge to press it inside her mouth.

“You’re teasing me,” he said. There was a hint of respect in his dark voice. “Brave.”

“Pleasure is not to be rushed, Master,” Abby said with a sultry smile. She could hear a bottle being opened behind her, and soon she felt the cold, slimy lube run down her asshole and pussy. Scarlet crawled onto the bed and began kissing their master while Abby prepared herself for what Raven had in store for her.

Raven started rubbing the tip of the dildo against Abby’s asshole. The rubber cock drew long lines from the asshole down between her labia, occasionally venturing as far as the clit before moving back up.

Abby let out a frustrated groan and tried to focus on the task at hand. Her tongue grazed her master’s balls before moving past them, focusing on the perineum. Her chains rattled and the shackles scraped against her back, but she did not mind. A few times, she let her tongue slide inside onto the edge of his asshole, but only for a brief moment.

When she finally opened her mouth and let him inside, he was hard as a rock and filled her mouth. He was not the biggest man Abby had ever experienced, not after being fucked by otherworldly creatures, but he was her Master. She loved him, loved being his slave.

At the same time, the tip of Raven’s strapon entered Abby’s asshole like a hesitant explorer, only to move out immediately after. Raven repeated the move a dozen times, playing with Abby’s opening. Abby’s body moved and writhed in frustration as whimpering moans begged for more.

Raven gave her another half inch. Then she slid out.

Again.

Again.

Over and over, taking her time. Raven was just as much a slave as Abby was, but the black-haired goddess enjoyed torturing Abby from time to time. Slowly, Raven went in deeper and deeper with every movement, and it took several minutes before she finally buried the dildo in Abby’s asshole. At that point, Abby was ready to explode.

Meanwhile, Abby kept pleasuring Mr. Harper while his tongue was busy inside Scarlet’s mouth. Abby deepthroated him, massaging his cock with her tongue, receiving satisfied moans in return. He grabbed her hair and pulled her in closer, but she did not protest, even if his massive cock made it nearly impossible for her to breathe. She could not help but pull at the chain to her collar to make it even more difficult, to increase the building lust inside her.

His cock was deep inside Abby’s mouth when he shot his load, and the resulting tidal wave of cum made her cough. Warm, sticky ejaculate dribbled from her mouth onto the sheets, and when she pulled back to catch her breath, the rest of it landed in her hair and on her face as it sprayed from his cock.

But Abby did not care. Her mind and body were occupied as Raven continued to fuck her ass. Mr. Harper leaned back with a smile as he watched.

“Fuuuuuuuuuck …” Abby’s voice was raspy and distant. Her asshole tightened around the base of the dildo like a cock ring as she embraced it.

Raven started picking up the pace. It was like a well-oiled machine increasing its speed as she fucked Abby harder. It was intense and violent, but Raven was not done with Abby.

Abby whimpered as Raven pulled out, just as Abby was nearing the edge.

“That was fun,” Raven said, her face flushed from the strapon’s inner dildo’s movements.

She walked over to Abby with a grin on her face and licked some of the cum off her friend’s cheek. Abby’s ass was from the intense fucking, but she wanted more.

“She’s ready for you, Master,” Raven said and looked at Mr. Harper.

He nodded. “It looks like it.” He gently pushed Scarlet aside and grabbed a double dildo gag with a girthy dildo on the inside and a massive one on the front from the bedside table. He pushed the inner dildo inside Abby’s mouth with a smile and tightened the buckles. The rubber cock pressed down on Abby’s tongue and triggered her gag reflex, but she had no way of removing it. “Let’s see if you can give as well as you can receive, my slave.” It was not a threat, not a taunt; it was a loving encouragement. He nodded at Raven, who lay down on the bed, and gestured for Abby to approach.

Mr. Harper got up from the bed and watched with a smile as Abby crawled onto the bed. She struggled to steady herself on the soft bed with her hands shackled behind her back and the collar constantly choking her. Behind her, Abby could hear the satisfied smirks from Scarlet as she got her master ready for another round.

Raven grabbed the dildo strapped to Abby’s face and pulled her closer, directing it into her pussy. “Mmm … that feels pretty good.”

Abby started fucking Raven, but it was difficult. Her restraints made the back-and-forth movement choke her even more, and she feared that she might pass out. It was an intense sensation, and she found herself getting even more turned on than she already was.

The fear of passing out was quelled a moment later as she felt Mr. Harper’s cock rub against her pussy. He entered her slowly, taking control of the situation with his massive erection. He touched every nerve ending inside her, and her body started squirming and writhing as she was flooded with lust.

Fuck, that cock is magic, she thought when he was fully inside her. It filled her, stretched her, drove her insane. She was momentarily distracted from her own task, but Raven was not a patient woman, and she soon grabbed Abby’s hair and started directing her head.

“Such wonderful slaves,” Mr. Harper said as he fucked Abby.

It went on for a while. Mr. Harper had incredible stamina, and Abby was soon turned into a pleading, moaning mess.

“Get her on her back,” Mr. Harper said, directed at Raven.

Abby whimpered as Mr. Harper pulled out of her. She struggled to breathe, and she welcomed the relief when Raven unlocked her shackles from her collar and placed her on the bed, chaining her hands above her head to the frame. Seconds later, Mr. Harper entered Abby again, lifting her lower body off the mattress with his impressive strength, spreading her legs to allow himself full access to her soaking wet pussy. Raven sat astride Abby’s head and started riding the dildo.

“Raven, Scarlet is being neglected a bit,” Mr. Harper said with a smile. “Scarlet, lay down next to Abby, Raven will finger you.”

Moans and whimpers filled the room. All four of them were caught in a flood of ecstasy. Abby could not move, nor did she want to. Mr. Harper’s strong fingers dug into her skin, Scarlet writhed with joy next to her, and she could feel Raven’s juices flow down her face.

She came.

Hard.

Harder than she had in months.

She screamed. Her entire body spasmed and shook, and the added vibration sent Raven over the edge.

“FUUUUCK!” Raven screamed, squirting violently onto Abby’s face. It soaked her hair and the sheets, but she was too far gone herself to even care. Scarlet joined in with a loud cry.

Mr. Harper delivered the final salute and pushed deep into Abby, shooting his load inside her, emptying himself. He stayed there for a bit, deep inside Abby, while catching his breath.

“Marvellous,” he said when he finally pulled out. He walked over to a nearby table and emptied a glass of water before he put on a robe. “This was just what I needed, thank you, girls. Get yourselves cleaned up quickly, we leave for the park in twenty minutes.”

Abby’s body was still buzzing twenty minutes later when the three slaves stood ready at the front door. They wore their black dresses, and Raven had made sure they all wore heavy ankle shackles. It made walking in heels painful and difficult, but it was customary for slaves to wear them when walking in public. Iona and Grace were done cleaning the silverware and had helped the three get ready; they locked Scarlet, Abby, and Raven’s hands behind their back and locked their collars to one long chain just as the Harper couple came downstairs.

“Are we ready to go?” Mr. Harper asked.

“Yes, Master,” all the slaves replied in unison.

The mansion was placed in the middle of the city, surrounded by lush gardens that offered a lot of privacy, but the moment they stepped into the busy streets, the noise of the city overwhelmed Abby. She would not mind if she had to spend the rest of her life in a jail cell to avoid the bustling city-life, she had gotten used to some degree of isolation, and though she was proud to serve as a slave to the Harpers, she was not fond of the attention she got whenever she had to leave the mansion, either with her owners or with the other slavegirls. Mr. Harper walked hand-in-hand with his wife, greeting the people they passed, while his other hand held the chain connected to the collars. People stopped to thank the Harpers for their generosity and their help in freeing the country, and they even nodded politely and smiled at the slaves.

“I hope I can become a slave like them someday,” Abby heard a young girl tell her friends as they walked by.

It’s not for everyone, girl.

The city looked like it always had, but Abby noticed that people seemed happier and more outgoing than under the old regime. The future was bright, both for free people and slaves, and Abby felt proud to have been a part of it, even if all she had done was to make the Harpers’ life a little easier. The five of them walked into Revolution Park, the place where it had all begun. The park was a beautiful, serene place in the middle of the busy city, and it was often used for gatherings when the cult members wanted to meet up. The closer they got to the center of the park, the more chained slavegirls could be seen, as well as some male slaves. All of them seemed content, and many smiled at Abby. She saw Spanky and Baby with their owners, the Rooks, as well as many other women she knew from prison.

Then she heard his voice in her mind. She heard it before she even saw him.

“Welcome, my dear followers,” the vampire said.

Abby saw him standing in the middle of a circle of trees. He wore a dark robe that covered his head, but he seemed to be naked underneath; the robe was open from the waist down, revealing his impressive cock. Abby felt herself yearning for it for a brief moment. Behind him stood the four women who had slathered Abby’s body in oil.

His harem.

But a fifth girl knelt in front of him. She had the same tattoos as the girls in his harem and wore the same shackles, but Abby did not recognize her.

“I brought you here today to witness the inauguration of a new slave into my harem.”

People clapped and cheered. The girl stood up and leaned in over a stone slab in the middle of the circle, spreading her legs in anticipation. Abby had never witnessed a ceremony like this one before, but she could guess what it entailed.

The future is bright, she thought and smiled as she watched the vampire fuck his new slave in the middle of the crowded park as his followers watched. Maybe that will be me someday.

THE END
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Descent into Slavery

A shy young girl is introduced to a world of pain, submission, and unbelievable pleasure by an older, dominant woman

His Slave for the Summer

Sasha was just looking for a little fun over the summer break from college. Now, she is shackled and gagged in a cabin with two young men.

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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