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~ Tales from the Jungle Prison ~

Tracy Smith’s Initiation

––––––––

Stories from Oliver Wilson’s ‘Top-Secret Women’s Prison’.

––––––––

Marian Wilder

~*~
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~ Introduction ~
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Concealed beyond the reach of any map, Oliver Wilson's vision has materialized: a penitentiary plucked straight from the celluloid fantasies of exploitation cinema's golden age. The compound rises from the jungle floor, rusted wire fences encircling a yard where women, who could easily grace magazine covers, line up in chains.

Affluent patrons pay lavish sums to watch from concealed vantage points, relishing scenes that evoke the ‘Women-in-Prison’ midnight movies of their youth, with each inmate chosen for her cinematic allure rather than any actual crime.

New arrival Tracy Smith surrenders herself willingly to this elaborate stage set, drawn by desires she barely understands. As the gate's hinges groan shut, she becomes a fantasy inmate, subject to a warden's cold assessment, the whims of overzealous guards, and the frequent crack of the whip.

Now trapped within Wilson's ‘Top-Secret Women's Prison’, Tracy must discover if her yearning for submission will save her or destroy her.
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~ Tracy Smith’s Initiation ~
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Tracy Smith gazed at the menacing wooden-framed, wire-mesh, gate of the jungle prison compound, her heart racing. The scene before her was like a chilling tableau from an old 1960s or 70s Women-In-Prison movie, where rusting barbed wire coiled ominously atop stark fences, and watchtowers loomed like sentinels against the vibrant green canopy. Wooden structures, weathered and worn, emerged from the encroaching underbrush, their shadows stretching long in the early morning light. She inhaled deeply, the crisp air mingling with the earthy scent of damp foliage, and let herself be manhandled from the bed of the open-back truck and toward the formidable gate.

She shivered despite the growing heat. Was this really the adventure she had signed up for?

The gate creaked ominously as it swung wide, unveiling a rough courtyard alive with the presence of women, each radiating a fierce, youthful beauty. Their worn grey dresses hugged their figures, the frayed edges dancing against sun-kissed thighs, while the low-cut necklines hinted at the fullness beneath. Their faces were painted with expertly applied makeup, accentuating high cheekbones and sultry lips, while their hair shone, meticulously styled despite the prison's oppressive atmosphere. Yet beneath the layers of beauty, a palpable tension hung in the air—a blend of fear in their eyes, defiance curling their lips, and exhaustion etched into their delicate features. Each woman radiated an undeniable magnetism, yet this allure stood in stark contrast to the grim backdrop of the prison yard and the oppressive shadows of captivity.

Tracy swallowed. She had braced herself for this moment, felt a thrill at the thought of it, but standing there, the reality slammed into her like a freight train. The air crackled with a jarring energy that sent shivers down her spine, igniting every nerve ending and quickening the beat of her heart.

“Welcome to paradise, right?” one of the young women said, flipping her hair over her shoulder like a model on a runway. The sunlight caught a glint of mischief dancing in her eyes, but Tracy noticed the tremor in her fingers as they brushed through her locks, a telltale sign of the fear lurking just beneath the surface. The laughter that followed felt forced, echoing around the courtyard, where the morning shadows seemed to creep closer with every heartbeat. The tension in the air thickened, wrapping around Tracy like a suffocating shroud, suggesting that this vibrant facade masked a world of desperation and survival. 

“Yeah, if paradise comes with barbed wire,” she muttered, half-joking, but the words felt empty and heavy. She couldn’t shake the feeling that every woman here was a survivor of something far worse than mere imprisonment. Yes, she thought, this was definitely no ordinary adventure; it was a plunge into the unknown, and she was already beginning to feel as if she was in over her head.

A guard, a brutal-looking woman with a severe bun, approached her. "New meat," she barked, a cruel smile playing on her lips. "Name?”

"Tracy Smith," she replied, her voice steady despite the nervous churning in her stomach.

The guard consulted a clipboard, then nodded. "Yes, you're on the list. Strip.”

Tracy hesitated for a moment, then complied. She had been told what to expect, had signed countless waivers and releases. This was all part of the experience, the twisted game played by Oliver Wilson—the owner of the B-Movie themed prison—and his associates. She handed her discarded clothes to the guard, who tossed them into a nearby bin. In exchange, she was handed a grey uniform, little more than rags, and a pair of rough shoes. "Get dressed," the guard ordered. "The warden will want to see you.”

She pulled on the uniform, the rough fabric scratching her skin. A shiver of exhilaration coursed through her veins, intertwining with a nagging sense of dread, as the guard guided her across the sun-baked courtyard. Each step on the cracked ground sounded like a drumbeat in her chest, amplifying her awareness of the women watching her with a blend of curiosity and caution. Or was it pity? The air felt charged, electric with the unspoken stories, and she couldn’t help but glance back at their faces, each one a canvas of defiance painted against the grimness of their surroundings. As they approached the looming entrance of the main building, its cracked wood and peeling paint seemed to breathe an ominous welcome. The sub-bleached door creaked open, revealing a dimly lit interior, and she was shoved inside, her heart racing with the fear of the unknown.

The walls of the entrance corridor were stark, the air filled with the scent of harsh soap and the imagined echoes of screams, but the warden's office, by comparison, was quite a surprise. Richly furnished, it reeked of old money and cigar smoke. 

And there he was: Oliver Wilson, the mastermind of the entire place, sat behind a vast desk, his eyes cold as he looked Tracy over.

"Welcome to my little enterprise, Miss Smith," he said, his voice smooth as velvet. "You know why you're here, don't you?”

Tracy nodded. "Yes, sir. I'm here for the entertainment of your clients.”

Wilson smiled, a cold, cruel expression. “Yes, and to satisfy that filthy masochistic streak within you, isn’t that right, girl? You may see this as some kind of kinky game, but it is also very real. Be aware of that. Here, you will be subject to hard labour, to punishment, to... humiliation. Just like a real prisoner. No mercy shown. But that is what you signed up for, isn’t it?”

Tracy took a deep breath. "Yes, sir. I understand.”

Wilson sneered. “Once the process begins, there is no turning back. Your signature is your guarantee of acceptance,” he said, producing and holding up a signed document. “Understood?”

Tracy nodded. The sudden urge to back out was almost overpowering, but she knew it was already too late. She bit her lip, trembling, but nodded. “Yes, sir. I understand.” A tumultuous swirl of arousal and fear churned within her belly, each sensation intertwining and amplifying the other. Her heart raced, a wild drumbeat echoing in her chest as she grappled with the conflicting emotions. The thrill of the unknown sent shivers racing along her spine, while the weight of her decision pressed heavily on her mind, making her feel both alive and terrified at the same time.

Wilson’s gaze flicked to the guard, a curt, expectant gesture of command. “Excellent. Then let’s begin. Guard, take our new inmate to the processing room.” 

Tracy’s skin prickled with the words. She felt herself shepherded away, the grip on her upper arm as unyielding as iron bands. Her shoes slapped against the wooden floorboards, echoing down the corridor as they passed rows of heavy doors and muffled shouts from within. The further they went from Wilson’s office, the colder it became, the sunlight fading to a sickly yellow through rickety barred windows. The guard’s pace was brisk, impersonal, punctuated by the crackle of a radio and the distant cacophony of the prison’s morning routine. 

They turned into a side hallway with scuffed walls and garish old bulbs, the air tinged with a harsh, chemical sterility. A battered sign stencilled over a green door read ‘Processing,’ its letters chipped and faded, as if decades and the jungle environment had gnawed at its authority. The guard yanked open the door and shoved Tracy inside. 

The room was a refrigerated
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