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~ Tales from the Jungle Prison ~

Book 2: Tracy Smith On Show

––––––––

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. She has become 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 or destroy her.
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~ Tracy Smith On Show ~
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Tracy Smith awoke to the din of a tin plate banging against the bars of a cell, the noise rattling down the corridor, and forcing its way into her drowsy head. The air was thick with the scents of the surrounding jungle, as well as the smell of half-burning food. Her eyelids fluttered open, revealing the dim confines of her cell, where shadows danced across the walls, taunting her with their flickering movements. She lay still for a moment, her body almost sticking to the unforgiving plastic mattress, its surface clammy against her skin. 

Outside, the muffled sounds of the awakening prison reminded her of her predicament—her chosen predicament—and she felt a shiver of fear race through her body. Yes, she had chosen to come here of her free will, to explore her submissive side and indulge her inner prison-girl fantasies, but had she bitten off more than she could chew? 

She shifted slightly, feeling the coarse fabric of her short prison dress scratch against her skin. The tightness around her wrists reminded her of the steel shackles she now wore, a sharp reminder of the power dynamics at play. As she sat up, the fading sting in her jaw flared slightly, a souvenir from an altercation just before lights-out with overseer Madam Rose, that had spiralled from mere words into something more intense in the blink of an eye. She winced, but the pain only ignited a spark of exhilaration deep within her, a bizarrely thrilling reminder of her own submission in this twisted sanctuary. 

With a deep breath, she steeled herself for the day ahead, her heart racing as she contemplated the tantalizing uncertainty that lay beyond her cell door.

“Up, you harlots!” Madam Rose’s voice rolled through the barracks with the husky charge of a drill sergeant. “Standing count, five minutes!”

Tracy’s eyes flew open. In the bunk above her, her cellmate Marcy had already unfurled, sandals laced and hair pulled back into a tight ponytail. Tracy, always a slow riser, levered herself upright, ignoring the groaning ache in her back, and tugged at her grey, scandalously short, uniform. She stood, blinking away the memory of last night’s dreams: something about a failed escape, hot asphalt under her feet, and the far-off sounds of some city.

There was a commotion as the cell doors clanked open in unison. A ripple of air carried the tang of soap and deodorant from the adjoining showers and preparation room.

Marcy frowned, lips thin. “Better hurry. I hear Diaz could be watching the count this morning.”

Tracy nodded reluctantly, but hustled, snagging her own regulation sandals (open-toe, four inch heels, buckled ankle-strap) and tripping slightly as she made her way out.

In the hall, a line had already formed: stunning girls in various states of alertness and undress, shoulders back, each with the same haunted look that Tracy had come to think of as the house brand. Further down, two guards with mirrored sunglasses surveyed the line with the patience of men who’d seen everything, twice.

At the front, Madam Rose paced with her riding crop, a withering smirk on her lips. Without doubt, she was a full caricature of a 1960s prison movie dominatrix: six feet in her boots, jet black hair, and a bust so improbably buoyant it seemed false ... and maybe it was. She swished the crop as Tracy joined the end of the line, then swept her gaze down the ranks.

“Smith, are you limping?”

“Just stiff, Ma’am. Sorry.” Tracy snapped her knees together and tried to look invisible.

“Very well then. Stand up straight and quit your theatrics, or bend over and touch your toes: your choice, slut.”

From somewhere behind shrouded viewing panels, Tracy could hear the delighted whispers of the paying guests: an audience of sadists who had forked out obscene amounts of money to witness the trials and suffering of the female inmates in Olver Wilson’s perverse theme park; his ‘Top-Secret Women’s Prison’ She swallowed, instantly straightening and complying with the woman’s order. 

“That’s better, girl.” 

Madam Rose’s eyes flicked to the next inmate. “Lopez, your hemline is indecent even by our standards. Fix it before you’re put in stocks again.”

Lopez, a copper-haired beauty the voice of a Vegas croupier, tugged her skirt down a fraction of an inch. 

The line shuffled. Somewhere, a clock ticked. Then, with a single word ‘March’, the overseer spun on her heel and led the procession toward the showers.

The walk was both a parade and a punishment. The corridor’s dirty lights pulsed, stinging Tracy’s eyes, and the echo of stiletto sandals on the bare wooden floor made her ears ring. The guards trailed behind, truncheons loosely holstered, all swagger and stubble. Tracy kept her head down, but couldn’t help peeking into an admin office they passed: the silhouette of a man in a dark suit, a bored blonde secretary in a guard’s uniform filing her nails, and the glossy portrait of Oliver Wilson hanging on the wall.

The shower block was already fogged with steam. The guards split them into two ranks and ordered them to strip, not even panties allowed. Tracy peeled off her uniform, conscious of the camera globes lurking overhead, and waited her turn under the spray. The water was frigid. She gasped as it sluiced over her skin, puckering every inch, then caught Marcy’s glare from across the aisle.

“Don’t shiver,” the girl hissed. “Makes you look weak.”

Tracy nodded, at the same time wondering why the hell it would matter.

Nonetheless, she tried to relax, but the guard at the valve, a square-jawed man with tobacco-stained fingers, chose that moment to ratchet up the pressure. The icy spray hammered against her naked skin like a thousand tiny needles, each droplet a cold shock that pummelled her breasts and stomach, forcing the air from her lungs in a visible gasp. She braced her legs against the slick concrete floor, toes curling, eyes slitting against the punishing force as water streamed down her face and plastered her hair to her head. Then, accompanied by lewd laughter that echoed off the tiled walls, the water cut out, abrupt as a slap, leaving her dripping and exposed under the harsh lights.

“Dry and dress!” Madam Rose barked. “Makeup and hair. Move your arses.”

The preparation room, as mentioned before, was an astonishing spectacle; a jarring contrast to the grimness of the rest of the prison. Each stall was outfitted with gleaming mirrors that reflected the faces of the girls, their expressions a mix of determination and fearful anticipation. Makeup stands overflowing with an array of vibrant lipsticks, shimmering eye shadows, and blushers stood like sentinels, ready to transform the inmates into something titillatingly glamorous. Hair dryers hummed, their warm air contrasting sharply with the perceived coldness of the walls, while curling irons and straighteners lay in wait, promising to tame wild locks into polished styles. The scent of hairspray mingled with cheap perfume, creating a heady cloud that felt almost intoxicating in its artificiality. It was a surreal oasis of beauty, making the space feel utterly out of place within the twisted establishment.

Tracy took her place before one of the mirrors and set to work. 

“You’re good at this,” Marcy whispered, nodding at Tracy’s lips. “I have a feeling you’re gonna become centre stage here pretty soon, babe.”

Presently, a buzzer
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