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Working as a prison guard has its ups and downs like any other job. Being a little on the crooked side only makes my life more entertaining. While I don't condone anything too serious, I have no issue smuggling in some food for an inmate if they're offering something in return. Hell, on occasion, I've even done things out of the kindness of my heart. Even if they did go on to do me a favor.

The inmates all love me, or at the very least, I haven't been told any rumors that anyone was plotting on shanking me. It might sound silly, but the prison politics kept me on my toes and always alert.

"Hey Warren," an inmate called to me. I preferred my first name, Jackie, but they all used my last name.

"What's good, Stan?"

He looked around to make sure he we weren't being listened to, "You get me hooked up?"

"Yeah, the movie will play after lunch, just make sure you're in the break room. And no drama over the TV or it's not happening again. You said you had people onboard for it," I said.

Stan nodded a few times, "Yeah, thank you, you're a cool chick, you know that?"

"I know, but I also know you're setting me up with Nattie, aren't you?"

"Yeah, laundry room at eight, he'll be there," Stan said.

It might be a little demeaning for Nate that I had to go through Stan to get to him, but that's how their system worked. Stan protected Nate, someone had to after all. As far as I knew, Stan didn't ask Nate to do anything too extreme in return. I think their current deal was Nate gave Stan anything sweet that came through the chow line.

As tough as Stan looked to others and with the assumptions of what a feminine guy like Nate would be doing in return for Stan's protection, it wasn't hard to imagine that Nate was safe. You didn't fuck with someone's property, especially not an old hat like Stan.

I smiled and walked away. Nate had been the object of my fascination for a while. He never asked for anything. His sentence was a little rough. Three years for not reporting a felony. It sucked, but in here, it got him a little bit of respect and that went a long way for him.

Nate's feminine nature was obvious and he seemed a little too passive at times. There were times when people took his food right off his tray and he said nothing about it. The poor thing didn't need to skip meals, he was tiny enough as it was. From what I heard, Nate did at least have quite the stash of commissary items in his storage.

How he managed to avoid getting made into someone's bitch by now, I didn't know. Even after talking with Stan about it a few times, he seemed a little unsure as to how the femboy slid under the radar.

Something I did know was that I wanted to make him mine. The fraternization policy was clear, but who really cared about that? Both inmates and guards got away with so much more than we should have, but it also kept a maintained a certain sense of trust.

The prisoners would have probably been much more unruly if they felt they had no wiggle room whatsoever. Letting them haggle and bargain for something as simple as a bag of rice gave them some sense of freedom. On the inside, that was the difference between being a number and feeling like a person.

When the time came for me to meet up with Nate, I slipped down to the laundry room. He stood at the folding table and smiled warmly at me when he saw me, "Hello, Jackie, is everything okay?" he asked.

I didn't know how he knew my first name, but I wasn't complaining. It was better than being called Warren by a long shot. "Yeah? Why wouldn't it be?" I asked.

He continued folding his clothes as he talked, "Well when someone tells you a guard is wanting to see you alone, you can only assume the worst."

"Er, well, I was hoping to get you alone so I could talk to you. You've always been a little distant," I said.

He giggled and shook his head, "If you want to fuck me, you'll have to be a little more charming, sweetie."

I shrugged my shoulders and pulled a king-sized chocolate bar from the side of my pants, "It isn't much, but hopefully you like chocolate? It might be a little soft, sorry, I'm not cold-natured. Just, uh, let it sit it your box and it should be edible?"

He flashed his smile at me and my heart melted. His soft blue eyes met with mine and he nodded, "I definitely do like chocolate, but I'm not sure that it's enough to make me want to let a woman use my dick. But thank you, I really appreciate it."

I cleared my throat and mumbled, "Well, something that isn't exactly common knowledge, I don't exactly mingle with prisoners like this typically. But from what I hear, you're a little on the submissive side when it comes to bedroom activities."

"You're being so formal, it's okay, Jackie. I get it, you're into me. I've met a lot of guys here that are, but lucky me, I've got someone that makes sure they don't try to hurt me," he said.

I nodded, "Stan is a good guy, but he knows something about me. Something he seems to think you'll enjoy."

"And what might that be?" he brushed his long black hair over his shoulder. Regulation said guards could demand prisoners to get a haircut, but we all thought Nate looked better with long hair. Not to mention, the poor boy would probably cry if we asked him to. No one wanted that on their conscience, Nate was as good of an inmate as we could ask for.

"Well, he said the reason you don't play with others is because you're just not that into dudes."

"That's a true statement. I don't mind them, but these guys are mostly just brutes."

"And if there was a woman with a cock that you had access to?" I asked suggestively.

He smiled, "Well then, that would change how the game is played. Maybe a chocolate bar and a nice smile could convince me to hear that kind of woman out?"

I couldn't stop myself from smiling at his words. Even after hearing about how kind-hearted he was, the polite attitude caught me off guard when we were talking about sex. Nate tilted his head and asked, "So if we were to do stuff, does that mean the other guards are going to try and do the same?"

"As far as I know, they're not quite interested in you. Believe it or not, we're more concerned about you than predatory. I'm pretty fond of you, but trying to do anything with that just feels a little wrong right now. You know, if we met at a party or something like that, I would have loved to ask you out on a date. But in here? It just feels wrong. No matter how I approach it, I'm going to be a bit of a predator," I said.

He sighed and nodded his head, "Don't worry, I understand what you mean. It's not like I'll be in here much longer, another three months and I'm out. So I mean, if you really wanted to see where things went, you could always follow up with me on the outside."

"You know, I just might take you up on that offer if you're being serious. It's not like you don't understand my job, and you know, maybe you'd need a place to stay?"

"Would you really be willing to trust a convict alone in your house while you work?" he asked.

I nodded, "Why not? you've done nothing wrong in my books. Not telling on your brother for taking care of an issue? I looked into the case. I hate to hear what happened, but I understand the situation."

He sighed, "You're not going to tell anyone in here about it, are you?"

"Of course not. Nattie, you're a sweet person and you got caught up in the wrong situation. That's not your fault. If anything, I feel like you were fucked over by the system. But you're keeping your head up and making the best of a bad situation," I offered.

When I came down here, I only had thoughts of possibly getting a blowjob. Yet here we were, chatting about possibly making this into something more serious. I can't pretend that I'm not interested in him. He's sweet, he's loyal, and if I'm being real with myself, he's a sissy. That shouldn't be criteria for us talking about possible dating at some point, but it definitely stacked the deck in his favor.

"So what now? I mean, you wanted to see me for a reason. I don't want to take the candy if you're not getting something out of it. I'm not that kind of person, Jackie."

I chuckled and patted my crotch, "Well, let's be honest, we both know what was on my mind. But that's not a requirement. The chocolate was a gift. I wanted to talk to you, anything that happened after that wasn't decided. Stan doesn't own you and neither do I."

Nate stopped folding the laundry and walked closer to me, "So what if I told you that I wore a pair of lace panties when I came to meet you. Maybe Stan told me you were packing a nine down there, maybe he didn't. Maybe I've been thinking about it for a few months. Maybe I wasn't."

"Well, maybe you'd have to do some explaining about how you got a pair of lace panties in the first place. Maybe you'd have to show me them. Maybe I wouldn't even ask you to take them off," I responded in kind.

He giggled and unzipped his jumper, "What if someone comes down here?"

"They won't. Stan wanted me to get a movie played on the TV earlier, so he's watching the door while we have our little chat. That's how the system works here, Nattie."

"Mm, I like the way the system works," He slid out of the jumper and kicked off his shoes. True to his word, he wore a pair of black lace panties that covered his small bulge. While his cock wasn't large, it looked beautiful in those panties.

I let my hand drift down his naked stomach to the bulge in his panties. My fingers wrapped around his cock and he hissed out a breath of air, "I like when it works for me. And right now, I'd have to say it's working pretty damn well, wouldn't you?"

"Y-Yeah, I'd say so," he whimpered.

"That's a good boy. But I don't have any lube for your little ass. So what are we going to do about that?" I asked.

He smirked and pulled his hips away from my hand. Nate slowly sunk to his knees and started tugging at my zipper, "If I had any real choice, I'd say go get some. But I want to enjoy this, so we'll just have to make due with good old fashioned spit, won't we?"

I didn't bother responding as he pulled my girl-cock out of my panties and through the gap of my pants. His mouth wrapped around my cock and he greedily sucked in my flaccid six inches. Nate's tongue danced around my cock and it grew to its full length within his warm, wet mouth. I was never one to brag, but my nine and a half inches was more than enough to get the job done.

Nate seemed to enjoy it. He moaned as he bobbed along my thick shaft and looked up at me with half-lidded eyes.

"Such a good little girl, aren't you?" I asked. It might have been pushing things to assume he would be fine with the sissification, but then again, he seemed too comfortable in those panties and far too comfortable with my cock down his throat.

He hummed, "Mhmm!"

"That's a good girl. Get my cock nice and wet so I can stuff your cute little ass. How's that sound, baby girl?" I cooed.

He answered with wet, slurping sounds as he prepared my cock for the upcoming fun. With as good of a job as he was doing, I almost wished he wouldn't stop. Nate's tongue wrapped around my cock's head and gave it a final lick before he pulled away and stood up. He walked to the table where the clothes were folded and bent over, "Do me a favor and use a little spit, please?"

"I'll bring lube next time, I didn't know we'd be going this far tonight," I said. I walked behind him and pulled his panties to the side. His tiny bubble butt was finally mine to enjoy as I saw fit. I leaned down and spat on his pucker. He deserved better than spit, but it was all we had right now and I didn't want to stop what we were doing because of it.

"Mm, now you're telling me there is going to be a next time? Is that a promise or a threat?" he asked.

"I'd hope it would be a promise, baby girl."

He giggled and wiggled his ass at me, "Trust me, I'm looking forward to it."

The crown of my futa-cock pressed against his tight ass, "Are you sure you want to do this?"

"Oh, now you're just teasing me, that's so rude," he said.

I couldn't help but giggle. For a prisoner, he was awfully cheerful and I loved that about him. Then again, he was getting out of there soon enough.

She eased the tip of her thick cock inside him and felt him clench around her. It couldn't have felt too pleasant at first, not without proper preparation. Neither of us could be blamed for that though. This got out of hand in the best way rather quickly, and we were just making the best of the situation.

When he relaxed enough for me to keep pushing my cock deeper into him, I ended up balls deep in his tight ass. I leaned down and kissed his neck and whispered, "Let me know when you're ready, baby girl."

"I just need a second. It's the biggest I've had in a long, long time," he groaned.

I kissed my way up to his ear and purred, "Maybe it'll be the last one you'll ever need."

"A girl can hope, can't she?" he responded.

My girl-cock throbbed in his ass at that comment. I loved that he referred to himself as a woman. Hell, from behind, it was impossible to tell that he wasn't a girl. His hips were wide, his ass was round, and his waist was rather small. That was a winning combination for me.

"I'm ready, Jackie," he said.

I rested my hands on his hips and started slowly thrusting into his incredibly tight hole. My cock appreciated the death grip, but his soft groans told me that it was a little uncomfortable for him. I spit on my cock as it pushed back into him and the added slickness helped make the thrusts easier.

There was a lot on the line for me, I was offering this little sissy a place in my life. Now more than ever, I realized just how dangerous prison could be. He still had three months left on his sentence and if anything happened to him while he was in here, I would never forgive myself. This was a possible chance at a life of happiness and I didn't want to see that ruined.

The soft groans he was making turned into moans rather quickly after I added additional lubrication to my cock. He pushed against the table into my cock as often as he could. We didn't have much time before he would need to be back in his cell, but I wanted to enjoy every second of it. These constraints wouldn't be on us for too much longer, but while they were in place, we would need to abide by them. If I wanted him to ever have a chance at being my lover, I would have to just deal with the minor inconveniences.

My hips slammed into him and I didn't bother covering my moans. With Stan at the top of the stairs making sure no one came down here, there was little chance we would get caught. He looked back at me, his mouth hanging open and his eyes glazed over. Each time my hips crashed into his, he let out a feminine moan and I felt myself grow more endeared to him. Why had I waited this long to meet with him? Why would I deny myself this much pleasure?

I leaned further into him and cupped his chin with a free hand and pulled him close enough to kiss. From the position, it was barely more than a peck on the lips, but it conveyed enough of how I was feeling to get the point across. I straightened up and held his hips firmly.

"I've got to hurry up, baby girl. I don't want to, but we don't have long," I said.

He nodded his head, "I'm close, Jackie. I'm so close."

"Why don't you make those panties dirty for me, baby girl? I'll take them back to my place and you can know what I'll use them for while you're still in here," I cooed.

My futa-cock never stopped pounding his tight ass. Each time I bottomed out in him, I could feel his walls massaging my cock. The pressure on my cock coupled with his body's warmth felt better than any pussy I'd ever been in. Maybe that was just preference, but I'd like to think that it was because of who Nate was. I had a bond with him that I couldn't explain, but sometimes, life didn't need a reason.

Never one to question a good thing, I continued fucking his tight ass while his moans got louder and louder. I covered his mouth with a hand to stop him from screaming out in ecstasy. My cock must have been grinding against his prostate, something I knew quite a lot about from personal experience because he couldn't stop bucking against me.

His cock rubbed against the table and he finally let out a deep moan. Nate's cock erupted into his panties. The tightness around my cock intensified as his ass clenched with each spurt of his cum. My futa-cock drilled into him throughout his orgasm. It seemed that seconds after Nate's orgasm subsided, my balls started tightening up.

Pleasurable tingled danced through my body and I grunted as I continued to fuck his boy pussy as hard as I could. Each time our hips met, I pictured our life together after prison. Maybe it wouldn't be as glamorous as I was imagining, but it helped me reach my climax in the moment.

My girl-cock throbbed powerfully as my hot cum rushed through it. Each rope of my cum shot deep into his ass and he moaned like the sweet girl he was with every treat I gave him. By the time I finished, sweat had collected on my brow and his body glistened with perspiration. If I wouldn't have created evidence against myself, I would have taken a picture of him like that. The image would forever be in my memory, and that would have to do.

I slowly pulled out of his ass and he smiled warmly at me as he stood up. His hands hooked into the waistband of his panties and he slid them off. He neatly folded them and tucked them into my pocket, "I don't want them back until I'm out of prison, okay?"

He slid to his knees and took my cock into his mouth. Nate's tongue licked my shaft clean of the residual cum. Once he finished, he swallowed and smiled at me, "And I hope to see you again next week, same time?"

I let out a deep breath, the little minx wore me out, but that was fine. He was worth the slight exhaustion, "Of course, baby girl. I'll make sure to bring another chocolate bar."

"Mm, just bring lube and I'll be happy. Anything extra is a gift, baby."

Six months later, Nate and I were still going strong. He'd managed a job as a waitress and even went by 'Nattie' at work. At home, he kept that same name and tended to wear a skirt and a blouse for me. Every so often, I'd bring him home a candy bar and he'd smile and slide to his knees. When people asked how we met, we always went with the lie about how we met at a laundromat, but we both knew the reality of it. He was my naughty little girl, and I was his crooked prison guard.
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I write in various niches, but if you enjoyed ‘A Futa Prison Guard and her Sissy’ I think you might enjoy some of the stories below.

Futa Escort Unleashed my Inner Sissy

When my friends decide to take me on a getaway, I never dreamed I would be bent over my bed by a futa.

My wife and I haven't been having the best of times, so a vacation is just what my friends think I need. Of course, Paul and Charles aren't the kinds of guys that would do something nice without pulling something on me.

What none of us knew was that the Mistress they hired for me was hiding something under her skirt. That something would change my life forever.

Drakels Sissy Journey

Car repairs are expensive and Drake finds that out when he is slapped with a bill he can't pay for. Luckily for him, Alex is willing to work with him, with the caveat that he dresses up like a woman. It's not a stretch for the feminine male to pull that look off. The remainder of his pride is chipped away at when he gets caught with stolen panties by one of his very close housemates. Alex's demands get even more intense, but much more pleasurable when Cherry shows up and sees Drake in her clothes at the shop.

Futa Landlord Hires a Trap

Taking care of an apartment complex is harder than I imagined. Taking care of it while I had a new employee that seemed strangely familiar was much harder. Finding out my ex-wife's son was now my sexy secretary was a shock, more so when she seemed intent on becoming my new lover.
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