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One

Jessica ran a hand nervously through her long golden brown hair, squinting as she looked out over the dusty quadrangle, and the high brown stonewalls that surrounded it. It was her first day on the job at Blackwood Correctional Facility, and she wasn't entirely sure what to expect. She glanced at the two women to her left, both erect and composed.

The first, Ms Watts, was a steely slender woman in her fifties. Her tight grey dress suit oozed authority. It was buttoned to the top and had an almost military-esque formality about it. The most senior guard at the facility nobody passed in, or out, without her knowing about it, anyone arriving certainly soon new her name.

The second women a yard or two behind Ms Watts was Roberta Lopez. Decked out in black boots, grey trousers, black grey peaked cap, and a black t-shirt that was almost like a second skin, she didn't look like a woman to be crossed.

Reassured by their presence, Jessica straightened her back, picked a piece of fluff from her smart dark blazer, and looked up at the four watchtowers situated in each corner of the compound.

She was pondering how intimidating this place must seem to new arrivals when she heard the loud metallic clank of gates opening. A bare silver bus was soon rattling into the compound.

Jessica gulped, this was it; she was about to meet the twenty young men she'd be working on over the next five weeks.

"Yo-yo-yo, lets get this party started," yelled a black youth above the absurd, almost excited clamour, as the bus rolled through the gates and into the compound.

"Roll out the red carpet...Bitches!" shouted another.

Banging on windows, thumping on seats, spurred on by each other, a mindless drumming rippled down the aisle.

"Enough!" shouted the hoarse voice of a security guard, who despite repeated rebukes had been enduring such racket for the past two hours.

Contributing to the noise was Louis Rodriguez; like so many, petty crime and delinquency had brought him here. Some would have seen this as last chance saloon, one final chance to get his life back on the straight and narrow. Not Louis.

He eyed the high stonewalls of the compound contemptuously. As the bus rolled to a stop he partially glimpsed the three women waiting, the craning heads of the other youths however, soon blocked his view.

"Looks like we got pussy waiting for us boys," cried one of the delinquents.

"Hell yeah, cut me a slice of that," said another.

Outside Jessica saw their leering looks, but clenching her hands behind her back, kept her posture straight, told herself she wasn't going to be cowed. As one of the guards gave the men one last lecture, Jessica wondered what was keeping them, but finally the doors swung open, and the twenty youths began filtering off the bus.

As they formed a line in front of the three women, directed by the two stocky male guards from the bus, Jessica observed the broad sweep of ethnicities: Blacks, Hispanics and Whites were all present; each wore a lead grey jumpsuit and, at least to Jessica's eye, strutted from the bus with a brash arrogance. They met her gaze directly. But there was one in particular that held her gaze a fraction longer than the others, just as she held his.

As Louis stepped off the bus, a faint recognition had dawned on both their faces. It took a moment, and neither was a hundred percent sure, but both had that faint flicker of recollection - a memory from their youth.

Louis remembering Jessica as a straight A student and thin slip of a girl. Jessica recalling Louis as a sporty boy, who'd gotten in with the wrong crowd, quit school early, never to be seen again as his life quickly careered off the tracks as word had it.

Why the hell was she here wondered Louis, taking his place in the line up, sneaking another glance at the skinny girl he'd once known, but who was most definitely now all woman. Jessica felt his gaze, but kept her own on the other nineteen young men spread before her.

When one of them aimed a wolf whistle in her direction, her pulse quickened, her temperature rose in the already humid heat. Unfortunately for him, an attentive Ms Watts had clocked exactly who it was, though she let it go for now, content to get an early impression of each of the men.

Despite the intimidation Jessica kept her head held high, maintained her strong stance, aware just how important body language was. Her field was psychology after all, her job here at Blackwood in short to get inside the men’s heads, find weakness and apply pressure, anything as Ms Watts had made clear that could lead to reformed character.

After the men had formed a somewhat bedraggled line, one of the two male guards from the bus, handed Ms Watts a clipboard. She glanced over it for a moment, before dismissing the guard who returned to his place behind the men. As he did so, she handed the clipboard to Jessica.

"It'll help in putting a face to a name," she whispered to her.

Jessica nodded as she looked at the paper and the list of twenty names. Again one stood out more than the others. Louis Rodriguez, so it was him after all. She quickly looked up, only to see him running his eyes over her. Their direct gazes missed one another's by a fraction of a second as she turned to Ms Watts who'd taken a step forward.

"Welcome to Blackwood," she announced. "I am Ms Watts and I'll be your head warden for the duration of your stay. As you are aware we are a facility for those aged eighteen to twenty two. As such it's not too late, you are all young enough to change. Comply, do as we ask, and your chances of falling any deeper into the penal system will become more remote."

Eagle eyed Ms Watts paused as she noticed two young Latinos talking to one another, laughing leeringly as they stared at Roberta.

"Something you'd like to share?"

The two of them grinned but didn't respond.

"No, thought not," continued Ms Watts, making a mental note of the pair. "As I was saying comply and your futures need not be so...."

She stopped again, this time it was Marvin, one of the more vocal black males from the bus, who was the source of the interruption.

"Ya-da-ya-da-ya-da, shit bitch we had all this before, roll out the carpet lets get this party started."

Barely had he finished than at Ms Watts command - a small nod - one of the stocky guards stepped forward and aimed a precise boot into the black youths calf. He went down onto his knees with a grimace.

"From now on you do not speak unless spoken to," said Ms Watts as he clutched his leg in pain.

After over twenty years at the facility, she knew braggadocio when she saw it. She'd come to see it as a cry for help, knew each of these boys were here for relatively minor offences, that they weren't yet hardened criminals. As far as she was concerned it was her job to keep it that way.

"You'll abide by our rules over the next five weeks," she said, running her gaze along the entire line, returning it to the black youth who'd staggered to his feet. "Any employee at this institution asks you to do something you do it, without complaint. You successfully complete the five weeks here and you earn a reprieve. You fail and you're off to Felmont with the big boys."

Though they tried to hide it - as always - she sensed some trepidation in their faces.

"That's the deal you cut, and you'd all do well to remember it."

She paused letting the words sink in. Happy they'd been received loud and clear, she clapped her palms together.

"Right," she said, rubbing her hands ready for resistance. "The first thing I want you to do is remove any jewellery...any piercing's...to do so you will lose the jumpsuits."

Like the men, Jessica stared at Ms Watts, her heart having jumped a beat. Had she really heard correctly?"

"Come on...off," ordered Ms Watts.

"I ain't strippin' bitch," said Dwight Richards, the same youth who had wolf whistled earlier.

Ms Watts turned and nodded at Roberta.

"Oh you want a piece of this," laughed Dwight as she strode forward purposefully.

His expression quickly changed however, when she grabbed his jumpsuit and unzipped it speedily to his waist. In almost the same movement she yanked it downwards over his shoulders. With Dwight's arms now restricted in the jump suit like a straightjacket, Roberta swept a low kick, grounding him.

With all the men watching she pulled his shoes off, sat astride him and aimed a hard punch to his abdomen. He gasped for air as he raised his head, chest and legs like he was performing a crunch.

Jessica, amazed at her power, had never seen anything like it. Roberta finished by planting a boot onto the loose material that was his jump suit and, as he tried to wriggle away, the material came clear like a snake shedding its skin. Roberta threw it to one of the male guards, before retaking her place besides Ms Watts having barely broken sweat. The rest of the men were laughing as the chastened and not so talkative Dwight, got to his feet in his grey boxers.

"The rest of you, off," ordered Ms Watts, cutting their laughter short. "Or do we have to rip them from you one by one?"

The thought of such humiliation got the men moving. Louis slid off his jumpsuit to reveal a muscular chest, and a tattoo on his shoulder and upper arm of some big bird of prey gripping a snake in its talons. Soon all twenty jumpsuits were tossed to the ground behind them as the men's bodies glistened in the midday sun.

"And those," said Ms Watts, her eye directly on Dwight.

He opened his mouth as if about to argue, but seeing Roberta edge forward, did as asked. The rest of the men followed in shedding the last of their clothing, Louis amongst them.

Jessica couldn't take her eyes of him. All the men were reasonably toned and fit, but he was something else, not only incredibly handsome she now noticed, but impressively built in more ways than one. It was difficult to believe that less than ten minutes ago it had been him doing the staring. The roles were truly reversed.

Louis felt the heat of her gaze and, biting his lip, kept his own off hers. It was as he glanced up at a black and grey striped flag, mounted on a tall white pole to the left of the women, that he thought he saw a glint of sunlight from one of the watchtowers atop the high stone wall. Was someone watching them?

"Daaamn, well would you like at that," said Chloe, fixing the binoculars on Louis's sculpted body.

"Give me those," demanded Beth.

"Just a minute longer."

The two guards up on the watchtower had been watching since the men had stepped from the bus. And it went without saying they were more than enjoying the spectacle.

"That is soooo hot," said Chloe licking her lips, finally releasing her grip on the binoculars as Beth wrangled them from her.

"I can't believe they do this in front of us," said Beth, finally getting her chance to focus in on the glistening flesh. "Could you imagine?"

"What do you think's going through their heads?" asked Chloe.

"I don't know but some of them seem to be enjoying it," said Beth, extending a finger upwards.

"Give me those," demanded Chloe.

Back down on the quadrangle, Roberta was moving along the line collecting any metal jewellery and piercings from the men. Ms Watts couldn't help but find it funny how a little nudity always made them more compliant. She'd been using it in her introductions for years as a quick way to affirm their place, establish how the hierarchy worked around here.

Jessica beside her meanwhile was doing her best to remain composed. Slow deep breaths she told herself, still disbelieving this was actually happening. Not only were the men now fully naked, but some of them were also showing considerable arousal. She couldn't begin to imagine how embarrassing such a situation would be in front of the opposite sex, and of course men's bodies were so different, there really was no hiding anything.

Louis had taken off a metal chain with a cross, was holding it out for Roberta when she reached him. She paused and looked downwards, ran her eyes over his defined abs, and then lingered on his thick member. It was just a second or two at most, but it was all it took for it to grow that bit more. Only now did she lift her chocolate brown eyes to his, and take the chain from him with a flicker of a smile.

As she moved on, he continued trying to avoid looking at Jessica, certain she was enjoying this no end. But couldn't shake the thought of her in that smart sexy suit, emphasizing his own utter nudity all the more - it stirred in him an unfathomable feeling of intense unfairness and yet irresistible arousal.

He willed his body not to react, but the more he did so, the more it simply disobeyed him. Jessica had sensed his struggle, and felt a rush of adrenaline that was entirely new to her. Here she was completely clothed and covered, and they were showing her everything. It was dawning that she was really enjoying this - more than enjoying this - it was turning her on.

"Just what is it with men," said Chloe back up on the watchtower. "Can they really not control themselves?"

"It's the testosterone, they can't switch it off," said Beth.

"Maybe they just like being ordered about by a woman," replied Chloe, focusing the binoculars on Ms Watts standing arms folded in front of the men.

"It only gets worse in a place like this," said Beth. "They get no release."

"What, not even...?" Chloe turned to Beth in surprise.

"Judging by the continual boners of the last lot," giggled Beth. "I'd guess not."

"I'd give them some release," grinned Chloe, returning her gaze to the binoculars.

Unknown to the men there was another pair of eyes watching. Up on level three, in the main block of the compound was a milky redhead named Annette Brookes. She was top rank, the only person superior to Ms Watts. As she peered down at the twenty new arrivals, she couldn't help but smile, there were some very pleasing additions that would keep the staff more than entertained.

She looked down at Louis fighting his body, almost twitching such was his effort to be still. The boy beside him was the weediest of the lot, his face flushed red with humiliation and anger. Annette never tired of these introductory meets, and the chance to assess her newest playthings.

"All right," said Ms Watts, when Roberta had returned to her side with a small jar of metal. "I want each of you to step forward one by one, announce your name, date of birth, and then step back in line. Understood?"

The men nodded glumly.

"Good," said Ms Watts, "we'll start with you on the left."

"Brandon Shaw..." said a lanky youth rather shakily as he moved forward covering his manhood. "Er...tenth of the sixth..."

"We'll try that again," boomed Watts authoritatively, cutting him short. "Louder, and not covering your privates," she ordered.

And so they went through the line. The men stepping forward with none of the swagger with which they'd left the bus. When it was his turn to step up, Louis had managed to regain some control over himself. With eyes to the ground, he said what was needed and stepped back with that same opposing knot of anger and arousal.

As they continued through the line, Jessica put a tick by each of their names, though was amused at now being able to put a lot more than just a face to a name. She'd only just applied the last tick when the doors of the main block behind her opened. The men's faces dropped. Jessica wondered what on earth could cause such a reaction, but as soon as she turned, she understood.

One of the head wardens, a buxom lady in the same skirted dress suit as Ms Watts, led a group of twenty female inmates. They were dressed plainly in tight white vests, light grey tracksuit bottoms and white trainers.

Louis like the other men felt a sudden dread at seeing them. He could have sworn the female warden flashed him a tight smile as she passed. Barely had he and the other men covered themselves, than the rest of the women had gone by. There wasn't a wolf whistle, a catcall or a single derogatory comment aimed at the men, just many bewildered and amused stares.

"Damn," said Sean, one of the pretty boys Chloe and Beth had picked out from the watchtower. "They got bitches here!"

Just like Marvin, the mouthy black youth earlier, he was brought to his knees by a swift kick to the calf by one of the guards at the instruction of Ms Watts. She quickly stood over him.

"From now on the word bitches is banned, you call women, women. And as for the rest of you," she said stepping back. "Uncover yourselves, this isn't tenth grade, you're going to have to get used to baring all, as and when I ask."

Jessica swallowed hard, what did that mean, surely there wouldn't be more of this. As the female inmates reached the other end of the quadrant, they began their exercises under the supervision of the warden. She and the inmates however, made sure to position themselves so as to face the still stark naked men.

"There's one last thing before you go inside," said Ms Watts. "Jay and Diego, step forward please."

The two Latinos looked surprised as they came forward. Ms Watts hadn't forgotten about them. Her order was simple.

"Squat," she said.

They both looked at her like she couldn't be serious.

"Squat...now," she repeated. "Unless you want to stay naked the rest of your time here."

The tone in her voice told them she wasn't kidding. But still they didn't move.

"You know I can have you put straight back on that bus and shipped over to Felmont if there's a problem."

That got them moving. Begrudgingly they assumed the position.

"Arms outstretched and count back from sixty," she instructed.

As they started counting Ms Watts looked at the other male inmates.

"When I talk you're silent that's how it works here," she told them. "That applies to any member of staff, consider them all your superiors. You step out of line you disobey our instructions, there will be consequences." Spotting a scowling Dwight, she added: "The sooner you get on board the easier your stay here will be."

Roberta glanced at Jay and Diego as Ms Watts read them the riot act. She couldn't help but hold back a smirk as the men counted and strained to hold the position.

Up on level three, Annette Brookes was still watching intently. She found it all the more enjoyable when new recruits resisted, wearing them down, breaking them was a challenge she relished.

Looking down at some of the expressions of irritated angst, she could see there would be plenty more struggles ahead. But in the end, no matter how tough and rebellious they considered themselves, they always came round to the Blackwood ways.

Meanwhile across from the men, the female inmates were still getting an eyeful as they swirled their arms exercising to the warden’s instructions.

"Seems things just picked up girls," grinned Leona.

"Just look at the piece of meat on that," said Kelly, spotting Louis's thick member jutting forward.

Michelle next to her was doing just that.

"I'd ride that boy so hard he'd need oxygen when I'm through," she said.

"Slut," sniggered Kelly.

"Oh like you wouldn't."

"Girls less talk more effort," said the female warden suddenly behind them. Though peeking around the girls she had to admit, it was pretty impressive.

"All right," said Ms Watts when Jay and Diego had finished and retaken their places silently. "I want each of you to turn to your right and in a single orderly file, follow the person in front. Roberta if you'd lead them to their sleeping quarters."

She nodded and led the line of men towards thick glass doors, and the central main entrance of the building.

"Arrh," groaned Chloe and Beth up on the watchtower seeing them leaving.

The female inmates below were similarly disappointed.

"There goes donkey dick," said Kelly to the laughter of Leona and Michelle.

As the men continued inside, Ms Watts dismissed the two male security guards who clambered back aboard the bus.

"Not what you were expecting?" she asked, as it rumbled back through the high rusty gates.

"No," said Jessica, trying to find the right words. "I had no idea it would be so... visual."

Ms Watts smiled thinly.

"Get used to it, there's no male modesty here."

"No," nodded Jessica, glimpsing the last pair of male buttocks heading inside.


Two

The main body of the building at Blackwood was divided into an East and West wing. The male inmates occupied the East, the females the West. The men made there way down the central wide corridor that divided the two. At its very end were the metal doors of the cafeteria that straddled the two wings, and was shared by both sexes.

The men however, veered right, passing two standing female guards in the same grey and black outfit as Roberta. Like poker players they maintained looks of blank indifference, yet their quick glances suggested they were more than happy to assess the naked new arrivals. Lithe and toned, Louis was betting they were as capable in one on one combat as Roberta.

"What the hell is this place," he muttered as they started along a narrower corridor with smooth cement walls.

Casey, the smallest youth in the group, glanced behind with a wide-eyed look that said he had no idea. At the end of this corridor were their sleeping quarters. The tall metal doors were swung open ready, beside them yet two more female guards waiting.

"Fuck," muttered Louis, who like most of the men, despite what they'd already endured, covered himself with both hands.

The sleeping quarters consisted of a basic barrack like hall, wall and floor the same cement stone. Ten low metal beds lined two walls opposite each other.

"Stand by a bed and keep quiet," said Roberta.

Louis found himself by the second bed on the left, Casey on one side, pretty boy Sean on the other. He was tempted to pull off the sheet and finally cover himself, but barely had he reached down and touched the mattress, than he heard the clicking of heels.

"End of your beds now," ordered Ms Watts, suddenly alongside Roberta.

The two female guards behind also faced them. Louis saw no sign of Jessica and breathed a sigh of relief.

"Next time I'll expect that done a lot quicker," said Ms Watts, glancing down the aisle of naked bodies. "And I'll also expect you to keep your mouths shut when Roberta asks you to. Now as you can see these are your sleeping quarters. They will remain as spotless as you see them now."

Yeah right, thought Louis.

"You'll all be pleased to now that your clothing is waiting for you in the small metal locker by your bed. The two shorts you find will be worn and washed on alternate days. The pair you've worn will be placed in the basket by the door every evening so they can be returned clean the following evening. If you follow this system you'll save yourselves a lot of embarrassment. Now," she said glancing at Marvin. "Repeat back to the group how this system works."

Marvin let out a long sigh and remained silent.

"Get over here," said Ms Watts.

He let out another sigh as he walked slowly between the men and towards the four women.

"Assume the press up position," ordered Ms Watts, when he reached them.

He scowled, but suddenly feeling a whole lot more vulnerable within reach of Roberta, dropped to the floor.

"You're going to stay that way until you do understand," she said looking down at his firm backside. "Tell me how the system works?"

"We alternate everyday," he said flatly after a long pause.

"And the dirty pair?"

Marvin grimaced - "Put them in the basket."

"Good, that wasn't so difficult. Get up and get back to your bed."

Up on level two in one of the monitor rooms, Jessica watched on a screen as Ms Watts continued lecturing the men. She was making notes on a pad on her knee, jotting down her early impressions. Beside her was cheery blonde operator Lucy.

"Who's he?" she asked perkily.

Jessica looked up to see she'd zoomed right in on naked Louis.

"Louis...Louis Rodriguez," said Jessica, returning to her notes, but glancing back up, admittedly enjoying the view, despite how wrong it felt.

Lucy didn't seem to have any such qualms.

"Very nice," she said, hand under chin as she stared at the screen.

"Is it always like this always so, you know...embarrassing for the men?" asked Jessica.

Lucy chuckled. "Girl you ain't seen nothing yet."

Back in the dormitory, Ms Watts told the men to get their shorts and put them on. She watched amused as all twenty of them scrambled quickly to the small locker by their beds. Marvin wasn't so slow now.

Louis opened his to find the two pairs of black shorts Ms Watts had spoken of, along with a pair of black trainers. To his dismay that was all there was.

"Put the trainers on as well," ordered Ms Watts, and seeing some of the men looking into the locker like there was something more missing added: "You won't be needing anything else, it is summer after all."

"Is that all they get?" asked Jessica up in the monitor room.

"They're lucky to get anything if you ask me," smirked Lucy.

The black shorts were made from a shiny synthetic nylon. They were so short Louis stood trying to pull them down to give him that bit more modesty. When the men were all clothed, if that's what you could call it, they were led out the dormitory and towards the white shower room and toilet facilities. It was the first time Louis noticed the small white camera high in each corner recording their every move. He wondered who was watching.

"They've got cameras in the shower room?" said a flabbergasted Jessica as Lucy switched cameras.

Lucy grinned. "It's important we know what they're up to," she said in mock seriousness.

An open mouthed, astonished Jessica looked on.

"When you shower you get five minutes," said Ms Watts, "used towels, dirty towels." She patted two trolleys. "Shower gel is provided by the dispenser," she said tapping this too on her way out.

"All right," said Ms Watts, stopping outside the door to the toilets, amused to see Louis still fiddling with his shorts. "If you need to go, go now, I want you all out on the quadrant in five minutes."

Those that needed to rushed inside, Louis thought better safe than sorry.

"Jesus can you believe this place," he said to Sean at the urinal.

"Freakin' crazy," said Sean shaking his head. "What's with all the women?"

"No idea...maybe they think it softens us up. Fuck," he said spotting another of those cameras. "Even in here, is there no privacy," he yelled, staring straight down its lens.

Jessica turned away feeling a pang of guilt, having been looking and listening.

"Don't worry," said Lucy, sensing her mixed emotions. "They soon get used to it, ultimately it's for their own good."

When Louis and Sean joined the line of men back out on the quadrant, yet another woman was alongside Ms Watts and Roberta. She was a toned brunette, and wore a sports outfit of black trainers, Lycra leggings and a tight pink vest. It was the last thing the men needed in their own skimpy outfits.

Ms Watts looked at her watch and shook her head; the allotted five minutes had well passed. Finally, Dwight and Marvin appeared flanked by two of the female guards from earlier.

"Get those off," ordered Ms Watts no sooner had they joined the line.

"You're shittin' me," said Marvin.

Her stern face said otherwise.

"God damn," said Dwight, stripping yet again.

"You'll get them back when you stop wasting everyone's time and start behaving like adults," scolded Ms Watts, as Roberta took their shorts from them.

The svelte brunette held a hand to her mouth and coughed, seeing their fully naked bodies for the first time. With all the men now in line, Ms Watts introduced her as Megan, the men's new fitness instructor.

"You'd be wise not to cross her," she said moving off to the side as she handed things over.

"OK," said Megan brightly, "lets get you boys warmed up."

They were soon all following her example, stretching and lunging, not to mention eyeing her taut figure. Six-pack Louis hadn't gone unnoticed, for Megan it was always a bonus when she got a few like him. As for Marvin and Dwight, she didn't know quite where to look.

Up on the central atrium of level two, Jessica looked out at the men shaking their arms and then legs, trying not to laugh at the jiggling of the two naked males. As for the others - she still couldn't believe that's all they'd be wearing. As the men set off behind Megan on a jog around the perimeter of the quad, she heard the clicking of heels on the stairs behind.

"Settling in all right my dear?" asked Ms Brookes, her commanding presence suddenly beside her.

"I'm getting there."

"And the men," Ms Brookes glanced out the window towards naked Marvin and Dwight at the back of the line of joggers. "No trouble?"

"No, no problems as of yet," said Jessica.

"Any issues do arise you inform me immediately, disobedience will not be tolerated."

"I will," said Jessica.

"Good." Ms Brookes remained looking out at the men for a moment, before moving on with a nod of approval.

Down below the male inmates were on their fourth lap around the dusty yard of the compound, beginning to wilt under the blazing sun. Megan had dropped out after lap two, and was now cajoling them on. Another woman bossing them about came as further indignity to men who generally viewed them as bitches and hoes. Yet for all their irritation, they kept going under Ms Watts's supervision.

In the small boxy entrance block by the gate, another pair of guards were getting an eyeful. Sasha and Paige sat at their computers, eyes darting from screen to window as the men passed. The two of them were flicking between pictures of the men in their previous lead grey jumpsuits, on the Blackwood system, and less formal ones spread across the web. Paige had just enlarged a photo of Louis in a hoody, grinning and posing with his arms around two scantily clad young women, his fingers in a V shape.

"Looks a lot better today," said Sasha as he made another pass.

"He does indeed," said Paige, eyes fixed on his firm behind in those tight shorts.

As Marvin and Dwight at the rear of the group came by they broke into laughter.

"Aww poor boys," said Paige, "just look at their faces."

"I'm not looking at no face girl," laughed Sasha.

"Do you think they'll be OK," said Paige, looking all serious.

"Why?" asked Sasha.

"Well isn't it sensitive...in the sun...down there?" The two of them broke into fits of giggles again.

Two of the female guards had bottles of water waiting for the men when Megan called time. They glugged the liquid and poured it over their heads to cool themselves down. Megan had a good look at Louis as he swept his dark hair back, drops of water glistening on his firm pecs.

After a short break, Megan had the men divided into two groups of ten.

"This is a relay," she said, standing in front of the two lines. "Each of you will sprint and touch the far wall, sprint back and tag your partner. Whichever team loses will run another three laps of the compound."

"I think we can do better than that," said Ms Watts stepping forward. "I don't think the losers deserve to keep their shorts on."

All except the already naked Marvin and Dwight looked at her sourly.

"As an added incentive the winners will receive a token." Ms Watts held up a black chip like those used in poker. "These tokens can be used in the cafeteria for a few little extras." She stepped back beside Roberta, knowing all too well what they'd soon give for just a fraction of the junk they ate on the outside.

"All righty," said Megan, readying Sean and Diego who were first up. "Ready...Set...Go!"

The two men sprinted off, skidding level as they tapped the far wall and made their way back.

"Pump those legs you pretty, pretty boys," squealed Sasha in the entrance block.

Up on level two, Jessica had been joined by blonde camera operator Lucy.

"They're like little kids," she was saying. "Add a bit of competition and they can't see black from blue." She watched as Sean and Diego tapped the next men who set off.

Jessica's gaze drifted over to Louis as he waited next in line all tense and determined. What Lucy said was so true, and didn't Ms Watts know how to use it to her advantage thought Jessica.

"Lets see what you got," shouted Megan to Louis who held out an arm awaiting his teammates return.

His team had slipped behind and he was pretty sure just what Megan meant by "Lets see what you got."

"Here comes sexy," said Sasha.

"Look at that body," purred Lucy.

That's exactly what Jessica and Paige were doing from opposite ends of the compound. Tagged, Louis set off like a prized thoroughbred, muscles rippling, skin glistening with sweat, strong thighs carrying him to the far wall. He made the lag on his opposite runner on the way back, and had gotten his team in the lead when he tapped his teammate.

Panting he gave Megan a determined glare, 'she wasn't seeing anything if he had anything to do with it,' his expression told her. She turned her gaze back to the runners amused - we'll see.

The battle between the teams to'd and fro'd until the very final men - small Casey set off with a slight advantage over Dwight. Despite much flopping about which entertained the women no end, Dwight was far too quick for Casey. Louis cursed as Dwight returned well ahead.

Despite his frustration, when Jay and Diego got in Casey's face blaming him for the loss, Louis was the first to warn them to back off.

"Little pussy," cursed Jay as he bumped past Casey.

"All right you know the drill," said Ms Watts to the losers.

Megan stood hands on hips, glancing at Louis, ready for the show. Up on level two and below in the boxy entrance building, the two pairs of women had no idea about the forfeit. It therefore came as a pleasant shock, when half the group dropped their shorts and stepped out of them. Megan, who'd positioned herself to get a good view of Louis, raised an eyebrow in delight. He really was a thoroughbred. She watched his big cock swing as the men set off on their laps under the order of Ms Watts.

"Hello tiger," said Lucy playfully as she laid hers eyes upon it.

Jessica was fanning herself down suddenly a little flushed.

Sasha and Paige meanwhile had completely abandoned their computers.

"Yeah shake that thing," they said watching Louis approach.

"Oh we're so bad," said Paige.

"I can shut the blinds if you want," teased Sasha.

Paige grabbed her wrist, "Don't you dare."

"Come on, move, move, move," cajoled Megan as they passed her. 'Nice ass,' she thought as Louis went by.

Much to the merriment of their female audience, the losers completed a second and then a third lap. Upon finishing they grabbed their shorts and slid them on as quickly as they could. Fun over for now, Megan strutted off with a spring in her step, and the men followed Ms Watts and Roberta back inside.  


Three

A metal grill divided the high ceilinged cafeteria all the way from the serving hatches at one end, to the doors at the other. The men's arrival in it, overlapped with the female inmates who were just leaving. It was the first time they'd seen the men in their skimpy shorts, and it was only for the fact they'd been at the facility for over two weeks, that there weren't more catcalls. That's not to say there wasn't the odd whistle.

"Lookin' good guys," said Michelle, staring through the small holes in the metal grill like every other women as they went by.

"Move it along," ordered one of the guards as the women slowed.

"Look," said Kelly nudging Leona, "here comes donkey dick."

Giggling along with the other girls, she made sure to give Louis a wink as they passed. Their attention didn't go amiss. Louis had never felt so objectified (it was certainly the complete opposite to what he'd always known) - swallowing hard he looked away and moved forward.

At the hatch the men received a mix of pulses, rice and vegetables. Veronica the thin young woman serving them, gave those she liked the look of an extra spoonful. Why thought Louis as she smiled at him was he not surprised to see yet another woman. He hadn't seen a male member of staff yet.

Clutching his tray, he took a seat at a round table with Brandon, Sean and Casey. The men were quiet as they ate, still in shock at all that happened since they'd arrived.

"At least the foods not too bad," said Casey breaking the silence.

The other three looked at him, and one by one broke into laughter.

Up on level two in the plusher staff cafeteria, Jessica selected from a wider choice of food. With tray full, she took a seat at a rectangular table abuzz with the murmur of female voices.

"Day going well?" asked the friendly face of Beth, sat alongside Chloe, the two of them the guards from the watchtower.

"I think so," she said hesitantly.

"Don't worry," reassured Chloe, "it took us all a while to get used to things."

"Keep 'em lean, keep 'em keen," said Megan who introduced herself to Jessica.

"Keep 'em bare to scare," added Chloe.

Megan giggled, "That's terrible."

"What's with all that...?" asked Jessica.

"The nudity, you didn't know about that," said Beth.

Jessica shook her head.

"Makes 'em easier to control," said Chloe.

"And gives us something to enjoy," added Megan, hi-fiving Chloe.

"Like sexy six pack," said Beth.

"Big dick more like," laughed Chloe.

Jessica knew who they were referring to before they'd even said his name.

Louis had almost finished when some kind of petty scuffle broke out at the table opposite. The two inmates Carlos and Nathan were pulled apart and hauled outside. Ms Watts upstairs was duly informed. 

Out on the quadrant the men were lined up - Ms Watts made it clear such behavior was unacceptable.

"But if you want to fight you can fight, you just do it our way."

She nodded at two guards behind the men, who came forward with two pairs of boxing gloves and head guards. Ms Watts called Carlos and Nathan forwards.

As the two men bobbed, weaved and punched in the centre of the quadrant, the male inmates shouted and jeered on one side, the female inmates on the other. Ms Watts, Roberta and the other guards kept close watch - ready to act should need be.

Jessica up on level two chose not to watch, and headed to her office. The even bout came to an end when the two men had pummeled themselves to a standstill. They removed the gloves, shook hands and were told by Ms Watts that was the end of the matter. The female inmates returned to their side of the quad, and the men were soon running drills under the instruction of Megan.

"Come in," said Jessica, glancing up from the computer screen.

"Everything going OK?" asked Ms Watts entering.

"Yes," she replied.

For the entire afternoon, Jessica had been looking through the men's records - building up a picture of their lives. For most the choice was obvious: they either grew up, or were swallowed up by the life they'd been living.

"Feel free to leave anytime," said Ms Watts, "we want you fresh remember."

"I've just got a few things to finish up," she said, demonstrating her usual thoroughness.

"Got enough for tomorrow?"

"More than enough," said Jessica glancing at the stack of files she'd printed off.

"It's a long five weeks, you've plenty of time."

"I know, I just like to be prepared."

Ms Watts smiled, "Good." She shut the door pleased with Jessica's commitment.

When Jessica left her office a little over an hour later, she observed the empty quad below, half cast in shadow. She'd almost reached the stairwell when she heard raucous laughter coming from the camera operating room.

Jessica tentatively stepped inside to see Lucy, Beth and Chloe, along with several other female guards, all staring at the screens. Following their gaze she quickly saw the source of their enjoyment: several nude male inmates showered, completely unaware of their all female audience.

"Yeah stroke that thing baby," cried out one of the female guards.

"Girls we got a grower," squealed another.

The women's laughter filled the operating room as they leaned closer. As they did so Jessica pulled her gaze from the screen and backed out. She got that inmates needed watching, but couldn't help but feel a pang of guilt. I mean how would she feel if the situation was reversed and it was a group of men, shamelessly watching her. Laughter still echoing from the control room she descended the stairs.

Out by the entry block window she was greeted by Paige.

"That you for the day then?"

"Not quite," said Jessica, lifting the armful of files she held to her chest.

"Interesting mix?" smiled Paige. "Anyone stand out."

About to speak, Jessica's gaze dropped to the counter beneath Paige. On it was a sheet of white paper with a pornographic image of a fully naked male. It wasn't however, the ripped and muscular body that caught her eye, nor the hard cock held angled downwards, instead it was the fact that Louis's head had been stuck onto it.

"One or two," said Jessica, eyes flicking once more to the counter.

Paige followed her gaze to it.

"Oh..."she said quickly shuffling it out of sight. "Sasha's idea of a bit of fun," she said by way of explanation.

"See you tomorrow Paige," said Jessica, already striding to the exit door with a smile.

The drive home went by vast wheat fields of farmland, and was almost an hour long (Anyone thinking of making a run from Blackwood had a long trek). Jessica pulled up in the driveway behind her fathers pick up, in a friendly neighborhood of neat green lawns, white picket fences and grand trees. The sun was finally setting as she made her way to the large colonial style house, which except for her time away at uni, she'd lived in most of her life.

The pleasant smell of cooking drifted from the kitchen as she stepped inside.

"Here's our working girl," said her father, leaning against a counter, beer in hand as she entered the kitchen.

"Honey," said her mom tentatively. "How was it?"

"Tiring..." Jessica kicked off her heels and placed the files she clutched onto the table.

"Yep makin' an honest buck always is," said her father.

Her mom gave him the sort of split second look that could only pass between two people who'd known each other for over thirty years.

"Aww honey I'm proud of you," said her mom, giving her a hug.

"Thanks mom," said Jessica, "but it's only day one."

"They didn't leave you alone with any of those...."

"Dad!" said Jessica. "We've been through this a thousand times."

Her father had been against the idea of her working at Blackwood from the get go. The thought of his girl being in close proximity to such delinquents was anathema to him. But Jessica had stuck to her guns as always.

"Honey you hungry?"

Prawns and onions sizzled away invitingly in a pan on the cooker.

"Yeah just let me get changed." As Jessica picked up her files and glared at her father, the sound of the doorbell went.

Her younger sister Nikki, who'd beaten her to it, passed her in the hallway without word.

"Hello to you too," said Jessica with a smile.

"It's Luke," said Nikki flatly.

"I'm sorry about that," said Jessica, turning in the direction of her sister as Luke came towards her.

"What..." shouted Nikki from another room. "He's your boyfriend."

Jessica rolled her eyes.

"Hey Mrs Hayes...Hey Mr Hayes," said Luke, spotting them through in the kitchen.

"You wanting any food Luke?" asked Jessica's mom.

"No I'm good."

"You keep it that way," came the gruffer voice of her father.

Jessica let out a deep sigh, before pulling Luke away from the kitchen, and her father, and towards the staircase.

Luke sat in the chair by Jessica's desk, watching as she took off her blazer and shimmied out of her skirt. Her white shirt fell just above smooth bronzed thighs, though rode up as she reached to hang her clothes neatly on the hanger in her wardrobe. His eyes lingered on the firm curve of her white panties, and he felt a stirring in his shorts. She glanced to him feeling his gaze, and Luke diverted his eyes.

"So how was it?" he asked, clearing his throat.

The word 'visual' instantly came to her lips, though realising it would hardly set Luke's mind at rest, reconsidered.

"Intense," she said.

"None of those boneheads tried anything did they?" he asked shifting upwards in the chair.

Jessica, who was pulling her hair back into a ponytail, turned to him grinning.

"Why you'll come and sort them out."

"Yeah something like that."

They'd been going steady for a month now and she found his concern endearing. Jessica smiled to herself in the mirror.

"This them?" Luke's fingers flicked along the edge of the files she'd placed on the desk.

She quickly strode over and placed a hand on top of them, before he could take a closer look.

"They're confidential."

"Ha, that so," he said standing and hitching one of her legs, his crotch pressed to her as he clutched a handful of juicy butt.

"Luke it's been a long day..."

He let go of her leg. "We got that thing on Saturday."

"Yeah I remember," said Jessica untruthfully.

He gave her a kiss on the lips and edged past the desk.

"You sure you don't wanna stay for dinner?"

"Nah," he said looking down at the phone he'd already pulled from his pocket.

Jessica couldn't pretend she wasn't a little relieved, her father still treated her like his little princess, boyfriends like enemies of the state.

"Tomorrow?" said Luke.

"Tomorrow," said Jessica, kissing him on the lips.

"By the way the outfits hot," he called as he descended the stairs.

"Not what I was going for," said Jessica shaking her head, before heading back inside to finish changing.

Louis slumped backwards onto his bed, and with a forearm pressed to his forehead, stared up at the bright strip lighting of their barrack style quarters. The twenty male inmates had just returned from their final meal of the day and reality was dawning. Another five weeks of this!

Louis had again been subjected to the leering looks of the female inmates on the other side of the cafeterias divide and, frankly, it was already wearing thin. He let out a sigh and raised himself up onto his elbows. Other inmates were feeling similarly depressed - a sombre atmosphere had descended.

"Hey Casey," said Louis.

The small bunched up figure on the bed over had his knees to his chest, his head in his arms.

"You all right?"

Casey raised his head, eyes moving to Louis, before gazing beyond. Louis turned to see Jay and Diego on another bed, attention on a pack of cards, seemingly magiced from nowhere.

"You scared of them?" Casey shook his head. Louis didn't buy it.

"Come on man, toughen up."

Whatever he was here for, Louis guessed it wasn't much.

"You'll be all right," he said, falling backwards and staring up at the bright strip lighting again.

No sooner had he done so than the sound of the metal door clanked open, and the clicking of heels approached.

"End of your beds..." said Ms Watts, Roberta followed close behind. "Now!"

There were grunts of irritation as the men got up. Finally stood where asked, Ms Watts eyed them unimpressed.

"You've got a long, long way to go," she said shaking her head. "When I order you to do something, you jump to it, understand?"

A "yes" of sorts came from the uninspired mumble of male voices.

"Yes ma'am will suffice," said Ms Watts. "Now show me. I want you to take off your shorts, place them in your locker, and return to the end of your bed. Now!"

For the third time in one day at the order of a woman, Louis stripped butt naked.

He and the other inmates showing their dissatisfaction with the slowness of their movements.

"Let's move it along," shouted Ms Watts, recognizing their protest with an inner smile.

It was all part of the process - before she was done she planned to have them jumping to her every command.

"You'll sleep naked," she said, wandering the aisle provided by the two lines of ten naked bodies - glancing left then right, inspecting the men and their surrounds in turn.

She stopped dead straight in front of Marvin, who met her gaze defiantly. At both her orders he'd shown his displeasure with the loudest of groans.

"You just don't learn. Get on the floor and give me twenty."

"Me...Why?" he asked innocently.

"Because I say so," came the blunt reply.

"Fffu—" he almost cursed as he assumed the position.

They all watched him up and down, down and up - until dusting his palms he got to his feet with a glare of defiance at Ms Watts. She met his look and walked on. It was textbook stuff. Quickly single out the biggest resistor - show them and the rest of the men who is in charge - nip any outbursts in the bud before they happen.

"You," she said snapping her fingers at Carlos and pointing to a pair of shorts discarded on the floor. "Get those in the wash basket."

He quickly picked them up and jogged to the laundry basket, cock swaying.

"Some of you are going to have to listen a lot better or you'll be spending a lot of your time here in your birthday suits. And what did I say about covering yourselves," she said staring at Brandon.

He uncovered his manhood and Ms Watts walked on. When she reached the end of the aisle she spun on her heels and began retracing her steps.

"I'll only say this once...Masturbation is not permitted. While you're here you'll show discipline and self control, not behave like animals."

Louis looked to his right at Roberta, and the female guards flanking the entrance, and felt his cock twitch.

"Rodriguez, did you hear me?" asked Ms Watts, suddenly right beside him.

"Yes...ma'am," he said, slightly stupefied by his exposure.

Ms Watts wasn't stupid - she knew it was a totally unreasonable request, not to mention an impossible demand that would not be obeyed (they were twenty healthy males after all) - but her job here as she saw it, was to make the inmates time here as unpleasant and uncomfortable as possible. Anything that will make them value their freedom and make them realise how humiliating it can be when it's taken away.

"All right," said Ms Watts, returning to her starting point. "Tomorrow you wake with the siren. You have ten minutes to use the washroom facilities and make your beds, before standing, as you are now, ready for inspection. Good day gentleman."

With that Ms Watts left the room, closely followed by Roberta and the female guards - the door closing shut behind them.

"Jesus Louis," said Sean as the men got under their sheets, rather than stand around in the buff. "You're making us look bad."

It took a second to cog, but what with the whole day, the whole nudity and exposure, Louis soon cottoned on.

"Yeah," said Brandon, on the next bed over, in case he was in any doubt. "You and your big cock."

"Hey some of us are just blessed," said Louis, trying to get comfortable on the rock hard mattress as the lights blacked out. "Anyways I'm pretty sure that's not the last of it," he said wondering to himself what else they had in store.

In her loose silk negligee Jessica pulled off the duvet and slid into bed beneath a single sheet - more than enough on this hot humid night. Glancing at the file of folders on her beside table, she couldn't resist picking them up for one last look. Flicking through the mug shot like image on each, she stopped at Louis. Even here he looked hot thought Jessica - her mind drifting back to the moment he'd removed his jumpsuit on the quadrant - revealing his bronzed muscular body, his large, thick...

Jessica she said hastily shaking the image. Your job is to help these men. Understand them. Not perv over them. She looked at Louis's list of past indiscretions - what went wrong. Tomorrow she determined to begin to find out. She cleared up the folders, placed them back on the bedside table, and switched off her lamp. And laying comfortably on the fluffy pillow and soft mattress, she closed her eyes, and tried not to think of you know what.


Four

The sun was beginning to rise in the cloudless blue sky, when Jessica returned to Blackwood the following morning. Sasha and Paige greeted her with smiles at the entry block window as she arrived. But there was none of the small talk of yesterday (nor mention of that picture). Beth dutifully punched in her arrival - while Paige handed back her all access pass.

As she stepped onto the quadrant, she noticed that since yesterday monkey bars and a high laddered climbing frame had appeared at its centre. Jessica headed past them, glancing at the male inmates already being put to use.

On wooden benches by the far wall they sat under the watchful supervision of Roberta, scrubbing away - cleaning boots that belonged to the female guards. Every pair of eyes lifted towards her - their looks of irritation barely concealed. Jessica turned her head forwards and strode on purposefully.

"Good morning," said Ms Watts, greeting her cheerfully on the steps of the main block.

"Morning," replied Jessica taking a piece of paper from the file she held. "I've made a list of the order in which I'd like to see the men. If you could start sending them to me in say ten?"

"Will do," said Ms Watts taking the paper, pleased with her organisation and eagerness to get going.

In a small room on the ground floor - conveniently not far from the main entrance, Jessica put down her bag. The bare room looked like a police investigation room: a low table, two chairs and not much else. Jessica pushed the table to the far wall and angled the chairs a little less formally towards each other.

"Anything I can get you?" asked Chloe one of the two guards who'd be stationed outside the room throughout.

"This'll have to do," replied Jessica.

Arms folded she looked out the tinted window that overlooked the quad (she could see out, the men couldn't see in). Louis was there amongst them, muscles tensing as he scrubbed away. She glanced down at her notes - his name appeared in the second group of the list she'd compiled. Plenty enough time to get settled, she reasoned. As the first male was summoned, she took out pen and notepad, and readied herself.

For the whole of the morning she worked through the list - each of the inmates slumping into the chair like the last - with either a look of apathy or disdain. Jessica had expected as much and kept these first one on one, face-to-face, meets short. She introduced herself - kept questions simple. Most didn't take her seriously - offering up one word monosyllabic answers. If she could get them to speak she considered it a start. Others were more forthcoming in entirely the wrong sense.

"Damn girl you are sexy," said Jay eying her hungrily. "I would break you in two."

"Not with that little thing," she said, pointedly staring down at his shorts.

He blinked at her, broke into a nervous laugh, before falling silent. Jessica knew quickly snuffing out such talk was the only way to gain their respect. And it wasn't like she had any reason to fear for her safety. She had Chloe and Beth right outside, a panic button under her seat for emergencies and cameras monitoring everything.

When lunch came round she was relieved for the break. As she ascended the stairs with Beth and Chloe, she made eye contact with Louis heading for the cafeteria below with the other male inmates.

"So she's a psych?" asked Louis.

"Yeah says she's hear if we want to talk," said Sean. "I don't wanna talk, I wanna get the fuck outta here."

"Yeah," said Louis, eyes locked onto her elegant figure as it disappeared above.

"Move it," said Roberta, pushing him forwards in line.

Lunch over, Jessica returned to her list. It was late into the afternoon when Louis was called for. He'd been in the process of being put through his paces again by Megan out on the quadrant, and entered the room hair slicked back, a thin sheen of sweat covering his muscles. Red dust kicked up on his legs added to a kind of feralness, of a wild animal confined. Jessica's crisp smart uniform only enhanced the effect.

"Please take a seat," she said as he stood before her, his raw masculinity almost making her blush.

She crossed her legs, glancing down at her notes as she did so. She'd already read them twice over, but needed a split second to catch her breath.

"We know each other don't we?" he said, beating her to the punch.

"I...um..." stammered Jessica, further knocked out of her stride by the sight of this semi nude hunk an arms length away. "Yes, yes," she said, shaking her head. "Elmbridge High."

"Right," he said.

His legs were spread, the outline of his thick member visible through the thin material of his shorts, curved to the left.

"So..." he said, shifting upwards in his seat, moving a hand to his crotch breaking her gaze.

"Oh, yes...Right," said Jessica, re-crossing her own legs and brushing a few loose hairs behind an ear.

Despite her best attempts not to be, she was sure she was blushing.

"So that was what..." she said consulting her notes, "nine years ago now?"

"Something like that."

"What happened there?"

"Why I got kicked out you mean."

Her nipples hardened as she held his intense gaze.

"Wrong crowd, wrong people." He cleared his throat and shifted upwards in his seat again. "Same old sob story."

"You've not got the best rap sheet."

A list of prior offences ranging from noise disturbance to theft covered half the page.

"And who you to judge."

He looked her up and down and she suddenly felt small. She imagined how he saw her; the straight A student who'd never had a problem in her life. Not ones that are one step away from taking you to jail anyways. Again she realised how she sounded - the righteous white girl - with her life planned out.

"No I didn't mean to..."

"I know what you meant. Look we all got our problems."

"All I'm saying is maybe you should re-evaluate things." Jeez I sound like my father, thought Jessica.

Louis let out a grunt and with a flick of the wrist dismissed her comment as a statement of the bleedin' obvious that it was.

"OK Louis I'll let you get back to things."

"Back to things...You think we're having fun out there."

"Sorry other people to see."

"Pity." Was he flirting with her?

Louis pushed the chair back and with that same intense look as before, got to his feet.

"Bye Louis," said Jessica.

With a nod of his head he was gone. Jessica uncrossed and then re-crossed her legs, pussy tingling.

Just like yesterday the male inmates were divided into two teams and lined up for a race. This time monkey bars and climbing frame included.

"You know the drill. Losers lose the shorts," said Megan with a grin.

The female inmates exercising on their side of the quad, overhearing, immediately perked up.

"You think we'll get to see donkey dick again," said Michelle.

"I sure hope so," said Leona. "That boy is fine."

The race turned out to be just as competitive as yesterdays - none of the inmates wanting to be blamed by teammates for the forced humiliation. Today it was Louis team that got the lead early, and they didn't let it slip. Much to Casey's relief he held off his opposite man and crossed the finish first. Louis patted him on the back knowing how much it meant.

"Damn," said Sasha in the entrance block, disappointed it was Louis's team that had triumphed.

"Oh well - there's always tomorrow," said Paige.

The two guards and the twenty female inmates, had to console themselves with the swinging cocks and, bouncing balls, of the ten other inmates as they endured an extra naked lap. Jessica who'd just finished writing her daily report for Ms Watts, hearing the cheering, lifted her head to the window to see the glistening bodies of the naked men. She like the other women, couldn't help but feel a tinge of disappointment that Louis wasn't amongst them, but nonetheless picking up her papers, headed out the room with a grin.

While the men caught their breath she ascended the stairs to level two. Her final task of the day was to check in with camera operator Lucy. It wasn't strictly in the job description, but Jessica thought it wise to know of any skirmishes or issues she may have missed. Lucy was more than happy picking out bits and pieces here and there she felt might be of interest.

"Oh here's something," she said, slowing the action to normal speed.

"I don't care what qualifications she has or hasn't got, she's smokin'" said Sean.

He Brandon, Casey and Louis, were seated at a table in the cafeteria.

"I'd hit that so hard," said Brandon, nodding in agreement.

"What for all of two seconds," laughed Casey.

"Hey," said Brandon slapping him over the back of the head.

"Drop it guys," said Louis.

"All I'm saying is she's ripe to go... juicy, juicy, juicy, Jessica," said Sean.

"Drop it!" said Louis more seriously.

"Jeez what's with you?"

"She's not just some piece of meat. Not just some cheap hoe," said Louis picking up his tray and heading for the exit.

Lucy paused the film. Jessica couldn't help but feel bad, but any guilt she felt at listening into their male banter, was overridden by an inner joy at seeing Louis sticking up for her.

"I thought you'd like that," said Lucy moving onto another clip.

Jessica got so caught up in the footage that she left Blackwood later than intended. She messaged Luke to apologize.

"Great so now I have to make an appointment to see my girlfriend," he messaged back clearly upset.

Jessica felt a pang of guilt, before reminding herself how much this job meant to her. Why should she feel bad? Instead on the drive back her mind drifted from Luke to Louis. How he'd defended her. Stuck up for her completely of his own accord.

She was still thinking about him after she'd eaten, showered and changed for bed. Under sheets, she recalled that intense look, and felt that warmth between her legs. Her hand was slowly edging downwards when her phone buzzed. It was Luke.

'Sorry about earlier. Make it up Friday.'

'Perfect,' she messaged back, banishing all thought of Louis.

Louis lay looking up at the dark ceiling of their sleeping quarters, the semi hard shaft of his cock, lightly gripped in his right hand. He closed his eyes and pictured Jessica sat on that chair again before him - only now teasingly undoing her blouse - spreading her legs. "Jesus this place is driving me nuts," he whispered to himself. He wasn't the only one.

The sound of frenetic muffled shuffling came from the next bed over. Letting go of his now rock hard cock, Louis turned over onto his front, and tried to get some sleep.


Five

The next morning the loud siren pulled the men from their sleep.

"Lets go," said Roberta. "Another day in paradise."

Louis groaned blinking in the light.

"Don't make me say it again..."

He kicked off his sheet and slid his shorts on, somehow stuffing his engorged cock under the waistband and into the skimpy material - all under the watchful eye of two female guards and Roberta. After returning from the bathroom, the men made their beds (some better than others) and as instructed, within ten minutes, were stood ready for Ms Watts’s inspection.

Clicking heels alerted them to her arrival. Despite the ten minutes they'd had to make themselves presentable, four of the men had morning wood. Louis's semi was unmistakable - pushing at his shorts dead straight. Ms Watts gave it a withering glance as she moved forward. Next in her sight was Sean. His bed was a complete mess.

"Unacceptable," she said, holding tangled sheets between thumb and forefinger.

In no time her eagle eyes had spotted the white stain below.

"Oh you can't be serious."

Sean looked at her red faced.

"Rules are to be followed. Breaking them has consequences. Take him outside."

As if the punishment had already been agreed upon for such a scenario, Roberta and another guard grabbed him by an arm each, and frog marched him through the doorway. Louis and the other men had no idea where they were taking him.

"You'll all come to see it's worth your time to obey us," said Ms Watts, finishing her inspection. "A successful society is based on the following of rules. If we all ran amok, lost self control..." At this point passing Louis again, she glanced down at his unruly member. "Where would we be? It seems to me you are going to have to regain that self-control. At this facility rules are rules and as long as I'm here you'll respect those rules."

At Roberta's return, Ms Watts dismissed the men. As they were led to the cafeteria, the men couldn't but wonder what fate had befallen Sean.

Jessica clutched her briefcase bag as she strode across the quad. She had the kind of nervy butterflies you get for a first date, rather than the third day on a new job. She'd reached the mid point when she noticed it, or rather him. That can't be...it is...there's a naked man tied to that pole...and, he's well...hard.

Seconds before she'd arrived the female inmates had exited the main block for their morning workout. The sight of naked Sean bound to the pole had more than woken them up. As they went by, one by one, they'd brushed a hand against him - had a cheeky grope or feel. By the time they'd all gone by, Sean's cock was as rigid as the pole his arms were bound behind.

Having slowed, Jessica regained her composure and headed straight for Chloe by the steps, clearly giving the naked inmate her full appraisal.

"What's going on?" asked Jessica.

"Sean here got on the wrong side of Ms Watts."

"What...I mean how?"

"Word is he got caught...You know." Chloe mimicked the action.

Jessica held a hand to her mouth, she shouldn't laugh, it really wasn't funny.

"And that's what, against the rules?"

"Yep," grinned Chloe.

"Poor boy," said Jessica, noticing the female inmates having a ball at his expense.

"Guess that'll teach 'em though," said Chloe, as she followed Jessica up the steps. "Ms Watts isn't going to make it easy for them."

"No," quite the opposite thought Jessica, a little taken aback.

As the male inmates came out from the main block, the female inmates were just heading back inside. Again Sean got the touchy, feely treatment.

"Shame it wasn't donkey dick," said Leona.

"I'd like to have seen that," giggled Kelly.

When the men saw Sean their faces dropped.

"That ain't right," said Brandon.

"Fuck," murmured Louis, his balls aching at the thought of no release.

"Hey they can't tie us all up," said Casey.

"Wanna bet," said Louis.

The day’s routine was similar to yesterdays - the men either cleaning or exercising on the quad - being called for in turn for their session with Jessica. The break coming as a relief providing as it did, a chance to rest, and get out the blazing sun. Jessica felt she was beginning to make progress with each - even if that did simply mean those such as Jay had stopped verbally abusing her.

Only at lunchtime was Sean finally released from the pole. Roberta tossed him his shorts and, with legs cramping, Louis and Brandon helped him inside.

Jessica ate lunch with Chloe, Beth, Megan and other female guards. The whole non-masturbation subject was the talk of the table.

"Who do you think'll break next?" asked Beth.

"I'd say Louis judging by the size of his balls," said Chloe. "There's gotta be a lotta cum inside that boy."

The others broke into laughter.

"I'll tell you I couldn't do it," said Megan.

"Me neither not in this heat," said Chloe.

"What do you think Jess?" asked Beth.

"Oh I dunno," she said, twirling around the food on her plate. If she was honest she felt the whole thing was massively demeaning, not to mention invasive. "I guess it's pretty mean...but...that's the point I guess."

"I'll tell you something I'd be humping walls after week five," said Chloe, as the table erupted into laughter again.

Jessica glanced at the clock. Within the hour she'd have Louis seated before her.

As harsh as Louis had been to the others for their comments, regarding Jessica, he couldn't deny it - damn was she hot! A ten, hell an eleven. Black heels, crossed legs, pert breasts beneath white shirt rolled at the arms, posture upright; there was something delicious about a woman sat in such a way, thought Louis - every line leading somewhere good. A whiff of lavender scent caught his nostrils as he sat - it was enough to make him want her there and then.

Jessica tried to hold his gaze, but instinctively her eyes roamed. If there were models required for any of those ads with fit young men, representing Greek Gods, Louis was perfect. This guy was sex on legs - a hunk, a grade A hunk. Composing herself, her lips curved into a gentle friendly smile.

"So," she began, taking in a musky odor of masculinity that had her perched on her chair, leaning forward that bit closer.

"You had any issues since yesterday?"

"Didn't you see Sean?" he asked unblinking - he was the one inmate who held her gaze.

"Right...Stupid question, it's obviously hard for you guys..." Jessica bit her lip at her choice of words.

Louis smiled and tugged a hand at his crotch as if rearranging himself. Jessica glanced down at her notes - why couldn't she think straight around this guy - searching for something constructive to say.

"So your record says you had some family problems...your father..."

"Yeah," said Louis interrupting her. "I don't wanna talk about that."

Jessica sensed his unease, but nonetheless pressed on.

"The records state your father was arrested when you were thirteen - around the time your troubles started..."

"I didn't have a father all right!" There was a real anger in Louis's eyes, his muscles were tense and he'd shifted forwards in his seat. "He was a lousy bully who was never around anyways. Anyhow what would you know," he said, leaning back now. "College, uni, perfect grades...perfectly family."

Was that how he saw her? He had no idea what she'd had to do to get here. The expectation, pressure and nagging. Her father pushing and pushing until finally she got somewhere, and guess what, he still isn't happy about it. She was angry now, but hid it behind a cool exterior.

"OK," she simply said, "we'll talk about something else."

For the rest of the session she questioned Louis about the life he'd been living right up until Blackwood. She listened and took notes, but inside her blood curdled. When Louis left, she stood up pacing irritably. Why was she so upset? Was it because not one of the men seemed to take her seriously? Or was it specifically because Louis seemed to think so little of her? She had to admit it was the latter.

Jessica was sitting writing her daily reports when the jeers of the female inmates rang out. She raised her head to the window, only to see half the men stripping. She back down and then immediately stood back up - Louis wasn't amongst them.

Ascending the stairs to the camera operating room, Jessica found Lucy having thoughtfully compiled a series of clips for her. She watched them, but without the same close attention she'd given them yesterday. When her time was through - her shift over - she left the facility on the dot.


Six

"Wakey, wakey dreamers," said Roberta. "Y'all now how this goes down."

Having attended the washroom, made beds, the men were waiting when Ms Watts arrived.

"You'll not need those where we're going," she said, gesturing at their shorts. "Off!"

Several stiff cocks sprang free as they lowered them. Ms Watts glanced at Louis's, the most impressive of the lot - it looked like it belonged on a porn shoot. She knew from experience that it was always around day four the men began struggling without any release. It made it all the more important they were kept active.

"Lets go," she said, leading the way.

The men fell in between her and Roberta - Louis third in line willing his cock to soften. It felt bizarre walking butt naked and hard, and even more disorientating when they crossed the wide corridor that led to the cafeteria - crossing the threshold onto the women's side.

"Where they taking us," whispered Casey, clutching his groin as they headed along a narrower corridor, before veering sharply right, and descending stairs.

The smell of chlorine hit them before they'd reached the final rung. They passed through an open showering area, and stepped into the modern underground space that held the Olympian sized swimming pool. A track suited Megan greeted the men with a grin.

As Roberta lined them on the edge of the pool, two leggy female guards in black swimsuits pulled themselves from the water, and watched on. The men in their delicate states stared straight ahead. Megan walked the edge the pool, stopping in front of Louis - she couldn't stop herself taking a long glance downwards.

"Well," she said, when she'd stepped to one side. "Get in."

In a less than elegant way, the men splashed into the pool, grateful for cover - however little it was. The two swim-suited guards walked off laughing.

"I want you in your two teams," said Megan. "We're going to play a game this morning—"

At the far end there was a basketball like hoop hanging over the edge of the pool. Megan lined up a second opposite.

"One point for a score and two tokens each for the winners," she said recovering a luminous lime green ball - a couple sizes up from a tennis ball - from a bag. "And no foul play." She put a whistle to her mouth, held up the ball, and simultaneously, blew and threw. The game was on.

Jessica arrived at the facility having given herself a good talking to overnight. She now realised how pathetic it had been getting upset. Why did she care what they thought, what he thought anyways? From now on she wouldn't be so stupid, or so emotionally attached. A thicker skin and Ms Watts's no compromising attitude was what she needed.

Intending to adopt such an approach, she strode across the quad, ascended the steps of the main block, and stepped inside.

"Come on," said Chloe, immediately upon her. "I don't want to miss this."

"Miss what?" asked Jessica, wondering what the hurry was.

They walked the same corridor as the men moments earlier - descended the same stairs, but rather than continue to the pool, walked another corridor that led to a spacious modern gym. A number of female guards worked over the machines keeping their lean bodies in shape. Chloe, however, led Jessica past them to a wide tinted window.

"We miss anything good?" she asked Beth, standing by it with a few other guards.

"Only the sight of the men's dicks flopping about."

Jessica looked down to see a pair of muscular buttocks break the pools surface as one of the men lunged for the ball.

"What...they're naked?"

Beth didn't need to reply - her grin said it all.

The subsequent game brought out the competitive instincts in the men - there were some rough collisions and physical challenges as they fought for the ball.

"Ooh careful," said Jessica, as Louis was nudged aside by Jay.

"I didn't know we were picking sides," said Chloe.

"We're not...I..." Jessica turned back to the window feeling no need to explain herself.

Chloe and Beth exchanged knowing glances. Only when one team had hit ten scores did Megan call time.

"All right," she said, blowing her whistle loudly. "Everyone out."

Louis heaved himself out the pool with the others, unaware that as he did so, he revealed his muscular buttocks to Jessica, and the several more women now drawn to the window.

As the men were split into their teams, and lined up in single file facing the full length of the pool, there was the clank of a door opening at the opposite end. Appearing through it came the twenty female inmates led by their instructor - more than happy to be a little early for once.

"Fuck," said Sean, still scarred by yesterdays humiliation.

"Hey why do they get to wear swimsuits," said Diego.

Megan ignored the discontent explaining that she wanted two lengths of the pool, before they were to tap the side, indicating the next man go.

"Come on, this is a race," she said all bouncy enthusiasm. "A little positivity."

She'd discarded her tracksuit top and, Louis, last in the line of ten, made the mistake of glancing at her tight tank top.

"Lets go, on the whistle."

Brandon and Nathan stepped forward, diving in with a splash as she blew. There were jeers and cheers, and no doubt lewd comments from the female inmates in their standard issued navy blue swimsuits, ogling them from the far side.

"Can you see donkey dick," said Michelle.

"He's at the back...I think," said Leona, craning her head for a glimpse.

Louis' cock was hardening. Megan bouncing around in front, offering her encouragement to the swimmers - the outline of her firm ass in tight trackies, wasn't helping one bit. He glanced to his left trying to avoid it - only to see two uniformed guards - one nudging the other as they looked at him, clearly aware of his predicament.

As the swimmers did their lengths, returned tapping the side, the next man dived in, and the lined edged forward. Jessica in the gym, and the female inmates below, poolside, couldn't yet see him, though they all eagerly awaited his turn. At the moment the man before him dived, Louis gulped, and stepped forward in all his rigid glory.

There were wild cheers at the opposite end of the pool. Upstairs gym equipment had been abandoned, as every guard peered down.
"Oh my," said Jessica, covering her mouth, eyes inevitably having dropped to the large appendage standing at full mast.

"Well hello to you to..." grinned Beth.

Megan turned to see what all the noise was about. Louis felt her look, heard the loud laughter and female voices from the other side, but kept his own gaze on the swimmer in front. They couldn't return soon enough.

After what felt like an age, they tapped the side, and Louis dived for cover. Jay had already set off as the last man on the opposing team, and had a quarter length advantage. Humiliated, frustrated, primed with sexual desire, Louis cut through the water like a rocket.

"That things definitely not slowing him down," said Chloe impressed.

Louis' muscular arm tapped the far side of the pool, and he set off hot on Jay's tail. Jessica fanned herself, glancing down at his muscular bum peeking above the water, splashing around his kicking legs. He caught Jay in the final metres and tapped the wall victoriously. Chanting his name his team pulled him from the pool. He was still rock hard.

"Well," said Jessica, tugging her clingy shirt away from her sensitive nipples beneath, as the men disappeared from the pool area, and the female inmates took over, "best get to work."

"Work, I need a lie down," said Beth as Jessica left them at the window.

"I need more than that," said Chloe, fanning herself.

The day fell into the familiar pattern, except after yesterday - and despite the morning's excitement - Jessica didn't await her session with Louis, with any great enthusiasm. When he arrived at her office she had her back turned to the doorway.

"Take a seat," she said without turning, as she continued organising files on the table.

"Something up?" he asked, when she finally did turn and take her seat opposite him.

"No," she answered sprightly, giving absolutely no hint of the self-evaluation his comments had previously set in motion.

He gave her that look of his that seemed to burrow into her being.

"Look," he said leaning forward and placing a hand on her knee - his touch sending a warming shiver to all the right places. "Yesterday I was dumb...an idiot...If I disrespected you I apologise."

It was absolutely inappropriate, beyond regulation, but Jessica let his hand linger for a fraction of a second longer, until it was too much.

"That's absolutely not necessary," she said, placing a palm over his hand and guiding it away. "Your free to say anything you want. I'm here for your mental being not my own."

"Anything?" he grinned.

"Well almost anything," she smiled back.

He leant back and let out a sigh.

"You asked me about my old man...He was a drunk, a bully, the cock of the walk you know. Yep..." he said eyes now fixed on the floor. "I left school 'cos a him...someone had to be there for mom you know. And look at me...a fuck up. Like father like son I guess."

"No," said Jessica, stopping herself from reaching out and touching him.

She could see how difficult it had been for Louis talking of his father, and she felt a stab of guilt at the silly self-centred way she'd dismissed him so easily yesterday.

"You're not like your father, you're your own person." She'd seen the way he'd stuck up for Casey, the way he'd stuck up for herself. "I think there's far, far more to you than you realise Louis, and you needn't go down that road."

Louis looked at her with a grin that made whatever animosity remaining within Jessica, crumble.

"If only I had someone like you on the outside to keep me straight."

Jessica gently tugged the hem of her skirt as she crisscrossed her legs. She felt a warm moistness below - she daren't look down at her shirt - felt flustered and warm. God what is it about this guy.

"Is it just me, or is it even hotter today," she said, fanning herself with Louis's file.

"Plenty hot where I'm sittin'," he said, with another of those irresistible grins.

"OK," she said, bringing his file back to her knee - her pussy aching with a heaviness that wanted, hell cried out for touch. "Say's here that you've got no formal qualifications, but that you've worked as a mechanic?"

"Yeah...cars. All I've ever known. Good with my hands you know." He reached out and touched her knee again.

Heart racing, chest thumping, she folded her palm over his.

"I think we should end it there today Louis."

"Really?"

"Other people to see remember."

"Right," he said standing.

He stopped in the doorway, muscles glinting in the light like an Adonis, before he went on his way. Jessica let out several short pants - "Hold yourself together woman," she whispered.

Having completed her reports, Jessica clocked in with Lucy as usual. When finished viewing all footage (including the pool action several more times) she headed out the facility with a spring in her step. Barely had she changed out her work suit than she opened her chest drawer, picked up the smooth silver vibrator, and lay back on her bed and thought of Louis.


Seven

The following day Jessica was left disappointed when her sessions were cut short before she'd gotten to Louis. Ms Watts had a surprise for the male inmates. Loaded into the back of two trucks, the men were driven out into the flat farmland of the surrounding area. Most kept their heads bowed wondering what fresh humiliation awaited.

At a seemingly bizarre place to stop, being in the middle of nowhere, the men were told to get out.

"First back to Blackwood gets ten tokens," said Ms Watts, still seated in one of the trucks.

There were the expected grunts of irritation.

"Oh and I don't see why you need the shorts."

"What?" said Dwight. "This is public land...Anybody could see us!"

"Oh there's nobody around for miles...You want to get back before dark or don't you?"

The men gradually, reluctantly, stripped - tossing their shorts into the back of the truck. And so they set off in the hot sun. Chloe, Beth and Megan in the first truck keeping the leader in their sights. Ms Watts and Roberta behind the stragglers, taking up the rear.

"Prison...this place is worse than prison," said Marvin as they ran.

"Bitches are damn crazy," said Dwight, shaking his head in agreement.

"Less talking," shouted Ms Watts, hooting the horn behind them.

The men were soon spread out across the landscape. Louis was in the front pack; already horny, the motion of running - ball sack swinging, cock slapping against thighs - only made him hornier. It was quite some sight for the girls in the first truck.

"You think he could cum like that," said Chloe.

"Give it a week we'll see," said Beth, driving with eyes firmly fixed on the rear view mirror.

"Lets go," shouted Megan in the back. "Rock those cocks."

Louis grinned and let out a deep growl. Here he was at the mercy of females yet again, and he had no control over his body. Worse still, as remote as they were, the odd car went by - or rather slowed to a crawl for a good look, then went by. Even the male drivers hooted their encouragement.

By the time they'd reached the final run in, the runners had further thinned out.

"All right wind it up now," shouted Megan to Louis, who was out in front on his own now. "Big finish."

Relieved to see the high walls of Blackwood in sight, he gave one last push.

"You won't believe this," said Sasha, peering from the entry block window - at the marauding hunk heading their way.

"No way..." said Paige, wide grin etched over face as she looked out.

Rock hard cock, slapping and swaying, Louis past the entry block and entered the quad first back. His reward: a loud rapturous welcome from the female inmates out exercising.

"You lost your shorts or something," shouted Leona.

"Aww you want mommy to wipe you clean," shouted Kelly.

"Go on give us swing," said Michelle, circling her hips.

As their female instructor told them to tone it down, Louis turned his back to the women as he caught his breath. Having heard the uproar of laughter, cheering and whooping, Jessica looked up to see Louis full frontal before her. Through the tinted window he had no idea how close he was. Her eyes roamed every inch of his body for a good minute, before the truck with Chloe finally returned, and Louis turned, strode over, and grabbed his shorts from the back.

The rest of the men returned in a trickle after that. Each was given a rapturous reception from awaiting female inmates.

As Jessica finished up with her usual video run through up in the operating room, she sensed some of the other guards fidgeting in anticipation. At the same moment several other guards arrived in the room - as if this was the allotted time for some special show. In many ways it was.

"Shower time," she heard one of the girls say in delight.

Jessica tried to concentrate on her own screen, but soon found her eye drifting to the other monitor, as their giggles grew louder.

The showers were all on as the men stepped into the shower room. Louis stepped beneath a spray of lukewarm water, and closed his eyes. It came as blessed relief after an afternoon in the blazing hot sun. He squirted a dollop of body-wash onto his hands and scrubbed his chest and arms, before flicking his head back, and letting the water cascade over him. The spray soon had his cock pointing upwards. It felt good, unbelievably good.

He glanced around him and then at the camera above - but unable to resist, began stroking.

The camera room was going wild.

"I told you he'd crack, I told you," shrieked one of the women.

"That's it, stroke for us baby," said another.

These girls were insatiable - though for all her disdain, Jessica couldn't drag her eyes from the screen. She felt hot and heavy below, her aching pussy tingled with desire.

Louis was stopped mid-stroke as Roberta called out behind him.

"Lets go this isn't a hotel."

Louis turned and stepped out the spray, his red raging hard on desperate for more.

"And cover that thing up," said Roberta, tossing him a towel.

Luke was waiting for Jessica when she returned home that evening. She couldn't wait any longer. Gripping him by his polo shirt she led him upstairs. And having locked her bedroom door, kicked off her heels, and shimmied out of her skirt.

"What's this?" he asked, as she undid his jeans.

"I want to make it up to you."

"For what?"

"Missing you the other day...Well," she said, sliding off her panties and bending over the desk.

Luke pulled off his top and, needing no second invitation, went down on her. He was soon thrusting into her. Jessica circled her clit - thinking about Louis, thinking about that cock and how he'd touched her - thinking how frustrated he'd been.

"Ughhh!..." she moaned, biting her lip, trying not to alert the whole house as a wave of pleasure enveloped her - she convulsed a second, and then a third time - the aftershocks getting Luke off, he pulled out.

She turned and kissed him, as he held her in his arms.


Eight

Jessica felt a knot of irritation as she parked up on the rough patch of land that counted as a car park, on this first day of a new week. Her thoughts had drifted back to Saturday evening. They'd gone out for drinks; her, Luke, Luke's buddy Zac, and his girlfriend Alison. Talk had turned to Blackwood.

"Correction facility...How can they correct people like that?" said Zac.

"Like what?" asked Jessica.

"You know screw ups."

She was about to speak when Alison weighed in.

"They don't leave you alone with them do they?" she asked looking mortified.

Jessica found herself subsequently defending the facility and its inmates. Alone.

"Come on Luke what's your take?" asked Zac.

"I sorta think they're hopeless cases."

"And she's got her hands full enough with you," said Zac.

"Ha-ha very funny."

Jessica looked at them bantering and laughing away, unable to believe they'd dismissed her work so easily. She at least expected some support from Luke. For the rest of the evening she was withdrawn, and on the drive back she and Luke had a huge argument. The night had ended with her storming from the car - she'd not answered Luke's calls since.

Pushing the memory aside, she stepped out the car and headed to the entry block. All smiles, Paige and Sasha greeted her.

"Good weekend?" asked Paige.

"Sort of..." replied Jessica. "Anything up here?" she asked quickly moving on.

Paige and Sasha exchanged a look.

"What?" asked Jessica.

Jessica spotted Louis as she strode across the quad. He was sat on a bench scrubbing away at a boot, just like the other men. Unlike them he was stark bollock naked. According to Sasha and Paige he'd been in some kind of fight - his bruised left eye suggested as much. Neither of them knew, however, why he had no shorts on.

Jessica turned away as Louis raised his head, continuing up the steps and into the main block.

"Guess you're wondering about Louis," said Chloe inside.

Jessica's expression said as much.

"Well—"

"Upstairs...Lucy's got something to show you."

Jessica sat before a monitor watching and listening as footage from Saturday evening was replayed.

"So which chick in here you'd most like to fuck?" asked Diego.

"I'd bend over Roberta...show her who's boss," said Jay. "And I got a hard on for Megan - yeah right here," he said clutching his crotch.

"What about the psych?" asked Diego.

"Now you're talkin'. That cock-teasing gringo bitch has it coming."

"Hey watch it," said Louis on the opposing bed - it seems anyone in range could hear their little chat - and Louis had taken offence.

"Or you'll do what?" said Jay, on his feet now.

"Sit your punk ass," said Louis also rising.

Neither backing down, fists flew. As guards and the other men rushed to separate them, Jessica paused the screen.

"Seems like he's sweet for you," smiled Lucy.

Jessica left the room and stood glancing down at the quad. Her earlier knot of irritation had been replaced with a warm fuzziness - still she wondered - where were his shorts?

Louis grimaced as he looked at Jay - they were on opposing ends of the five benches - staying as far from each other as they could. They'd already been marched up to head honcho Ms Brookes and read the riot act. If they were to remain here she expected no more flying fists. 'We'll see,' thought Louis still bitter at not only the dressing down, but the fact of his nakedness.

In all Saturday evenings furore, he'd forgot to place his dirty shorts in the laundry basket - a day over, he was now paying the price. From sleeping quarters to the quad, from the quad to the cafeteria and back - every female he came across gave him that same salacious look, as their eyes dropped and they checked him out. Louis gave the boot he was holding a forceful scrub, thinking this day couldn't end soon enough.

The morning and early afternoon passed much like all the previous days - except for the added jeering of the female inmates having a ball at Louis's expense. Sasha and Paige weren't complaining about the view from the entrance block either.

"I think he should be like this every day," said Paige.

"I'm not disagreeing," said Sasha, surveying the naked stud again.

Jessica glanced up at the window at the end of every session - knowing Louis's was getting nearer - feeling her arousal grow. And then there he was, one hand clutching his crotch as he strode into the room, and plonked himself into the seat before her. For all her professionalism, she couldn't help but let out a giggle as he sat.

"I'm sorry," she said holding a hand to her mouth, trying unsuccessfully to suppress any further laughter.

"You're loving this aren't you," he said, not smiling.

"Yes...no...I'm sorry." She tugged at the hem of her skirt a little as she glanced down at her notebook.

"OK...go on," he said uncovering him. "Take a good look, everybody else has."

She lowered her eyes - his cock hung smooth and thick with a ripe fullness.

"I...I didn't mean to..." she stuttered, returning her eyes to his, regaining some composure - though her cheeks were rosy, her pussy heavy with that maddening ache. "So the fight," she said shifting in her seat, her voice an octave higher. "What was that about?"

"Some dumb crap." He glanced down at her hard nipples now poking visibly through her thin shirt. "Anyways," he said looking up. "I thought you had cameras everywhere."

"Yes but not all of us get access to everything," she said bending the truth.

"Right," he grinned.

She glanced down absent-mindedly - was it her imagination or was it thicker now, heavier.

"You have a problem controlling your aggression? Your emotion?"

"Only when some punk gets in my face, ses something I don't care for."

It was she who he'd been defending, she who he'd stuck up twice now for. Why she wanted to ask, when her own boyfriend seemed at times against her.

"It's just the way I am," he shrugged. "I'm passionate. If I want something I go after it." His eyes bore through hers, his meaning clear.

"Jesus," he said breaking eye contact, thrusting his head back.

She looked down to see his cock rigid. She'd never seen one, so, well, crying out to be fucked.

"I'm sorry," he apologised.

"No, it's not your fault." Your sitting here like pure sex - making me wet - Jessica get control of yourself. "I get it," she said. "They don't allow you to..."

"To?" he said eyes fixed on her intently.

"Well, we'll leave it there for today Louis..." she said, her mind not able to concentrate on anything much other than him and his big...

"My advice, tone the aggression down a bit. You don't get many strikes in here."

"Right," he said standing. "Again I'm sorry about..."

He needn't be - if anything Jessica took it as a compliment.

"No more fighting," she called to him as his muscular bum disappeared from sight.

Jessica glowed for the rest of the day. When she got home she immediately headed up to her room and opened her drawer.

Louis also sought release. He couldn't take anymore. To the wrapping of knuckles on the toilet cubicle door, he frantically climaxed. Legs almost buckling, the intense pleasure was short lived, but thoroughly welcomed.

"You better not be doing what I think you're doing," came Roberta's stern voice.

Louis dispensed of the evidence and stepped out the cubicle.

"What would that be," he said, passing her with a grin. 

For the rest of that week and into the next one - the days followed the same routine - the men either on the quad, in the pool, or out on one of their runs. Jessica, whose sessions were increasing in length, really felt like she was getting through to some of them. Though of course, it was those with Louis that gave her the greatest pleasure. The magnetic attraction between them instantly resurfacing with each encounter.

On the Friday following their fall out, Luke had been waiting when Jessica returned home. Horny and wet after another day of suppressed desire - she pulled him into her room.

"Where'd you get those?" he asked, as she withdrew a pair of handcuffs from her bag.

"Work," she said, pushing him onto a chair.

"What is this?"

"You want to make it up to me don't you?"

She quickly had him cuffed and hard - jeans around his ankles. Not bothering to undress, already wet, she simply slipped off her panties and hitched up her skirt. Grinding away, imaging Louis beneath, she extracted every ounce of pleasure, before Luke could take no more.

As big an affect Blackwood was having on the men's bodies, the impact on Jessica's was just as significant. Most nights she'd return home to be pleasured, one way or the other. Whatever the reason for this sudden surge in sexual desire, Luke wasn't complaining. There relationship if not entirely on the level was free of arguments and going smoothly, right up until one Sunday that was.


Nine

They were driving back through the pretty little shopping precinct of their local town, when a crowd ahead, slowed them. There was the hooting of horns, broad grins on the faces of those they passed on the sidewalk - something was going on. It soon became clear spotting the first pair of men (even here clad in just their skimpy shorts and black trainers) clutching sponges and buckets and looking for all the world, like they'd rather be anywhere else. Between them and the crowd, the black and grey uniformed guards of Blackwood watched them closely.

As Jessica well knew, every Sunday the men were sent to nearby towns to help out with whatever odd jobs were going. It was, however, as she well knew, not so much about manual labour, but public shaming.

"Oh this is just too good," said Luke, swinging his four by four into the line of other cars waiting there turn.

"What?" said Jessica nervously.

"Free car wash, who can say no to that?"

She looked across at Luke chewing his gum nonchalantly.

"I shouldn't be here Luke...These are my colleagues...These are the men I work with."

"Chillax, they won't care."

"You can be such a...." murmured Jessica, shaking her head irritated.

As the line edged forward she saw Louis, muscles tense as he scrubbed the hood of a car ahead - a dozen female onlookers enjoyed the view.

"Luke!" she Jessica exasperated.

"Come on what's the harm."

"I don't believe you," she said, sinking lower in her seat.

Carlos and Dwight were soon scrubbing away as Jessica sat clenched up - hand to the side of her face as she tried to stay out of Louis's sight of vision.

"Come on you missed a bit," said Luke, hooting the car horn.

"Luke!" said Jessica, beyond irritated.

"What...If these buffoons are gonna do this, they should do it properly."

Jessica new who the buffoon was and wasn't them.

"OK you happy now?" she asked as Dwight and Carlos stepped back.

Luke pulled away from the curb with a jerk.

"So long losers...See," he said. "No harm."

Jessica rolled her eyes, though was relieved to see that Louis hadn't noticed her. How wrong she was. As it was, the incident itself marked the beginning of the end of Luke and Jessica's relationship. A few weeks later she'd find the booty calls he'd been exchanging with a dozen other girls. It was the final straw - goodbye Luke.

In the meantime her job at Blackwood continued as normal. Her sessions with Louis in the intervening period, previously the highlight of her day, lost some of that earlier spark, and she had no idea why. Funny then that it was the same day she'd seen Luke for the immature, douche he was, that Louis presumed to have seen her for what she was - way, way out of his league.

Of course she had a boyfriend. While he'd been thinking about her day and night, she'd been out there screwing that douche. On the bus ride back to Blackwood after the car washing, he made the decision to rein it in.

As it was, other things were going on at the facility. Week four saw fixture and fittings polished - staff told to be on their game, and inmates warned of any infractions - Ms Brookes had guests.

The first the men new about it was their arrival one morning as they were running lap's. The three female prison governors, greeted warmly by Ms Watts, each nodded their approval seeing the half naked male inmates already up and active, before heading inside. They were soon being given their own personal tour of the facilities by Ms Brookes - the perfect opportunity to glean plenty of ideas for their own institutions. Reappearing at intervals as the men took to the pool or quad, they chatted away looking at the men like they were their own personal guinea pigs.

Late in the afternoon Sean, Diego and Louis, were pulled from the quad, and led by a pair of guards up to the top level of the main block. Outside the office of Ms Brookes, they slumped into chairs and waited.

Diego was the first to be called. He reappeared ten minutes later, shorts in hand as he stepped from the room. Sean was next. Same story - he emerged naked, with a shake of the head and look of frustration, he went by an apprehensive Louis.

Ms Brookes and the three prison governors sat in a semi circle facing the door as Louis entered. It seemed they had one last thing they'd like to see before they left the facility. As he stepped into the space before them, Ms Brookes didn't waste any time.

"Get those off," she ordered, red nail varnished finger pointing at his shorts.

"No," said Louis, folding his muscular arms in front of his chest defiantly.

Ms Brookes reached for a file on the desk behind her.

"Noise disturbance, criminal damage, affray..."

"Hey," said Louis. "That was..."

Ms Brookes held up a finger.

"I can put the call through to Felmont and have you bussed out there within the hour, or..."

He looked at the three senior governors, prim and proper, their pert looks of curiosity suggested they were enjoying his resistance. They wanted a show he'd give them a show. Removing his shorts, his cock sprung free, already in a sate of semi hardness.

"Face the wall," said Ms Brookes, authoritatively.

He turned as commanded displaying his firm ass to their gaze.

"Fine specimen," said one of the governors.

"Yes there's no lazing at Blackwood," said Ms Brookes, "strenuous activity is a key pillar of the inmates detention. And it shows."

"You do have them on a tight leash," said another governor.

"It's the only way," said Ms Brookes. "Give them an inch and they'll take a mile."

As the women talked, Louis's cock grew stiffer, and he actively encouraged it with thoughts of Jessica. His arousal ensured he was pointing to the ceiling when Ms Brookes had him turn back to them. The four women looked upon it, in momentary silence. Louis couldn't help but grin.

"The reason you're up here," said Ms Brookes finally. "Is because these governors want a male perspective about the Blackwood experience. You'll answer them honestly and to the best of your ability. Understood?"

"Fire away," Louis grinned.

For the next ten minutes he answered every question put to him. He remained rock hard throughout.

"Very interesting," said one of the governors, glancing down at the elephant in the room at one point. "But don't you find...how can I put this tactfully...the lack of stimulation a problem?"

"What do you think," he said, thrusting his big cock forwards.

Ms Brookes cleared her throat.

"I assure you all our rules are in the men's best interests," she said.

"Yeah right," muttered Louis.

"Something to say Rodriquez?" asked Ms Brookes. "Nothing...then the door."

"Governors." Louis tipped his head, his erection standing proud, and with a grin, strutted out the room still clutching his shorts.

In the final week, Jessica finally understood why it was like someone had flipped a cold switch on her previous red hot encounters with Louis.

"So who was the guy driving the SUV?" he asked, seemingly out the blue during one of her sessions.

"I...He..." Jessica stuttered - she had no idea Louis had even seen them. "He is, I mean he was...Look Louis I really don't think this is appropriate or any of your business."

Louis thought otherwise. He'd seen how she reacted to his gaze - her nipples hardening as she looked away - the crossing, re-crossing of legs.

"Was?" He looked back at her with an eyebrow raised.

In the very final session, Louis made his move - reaching out and touching her knee, before his fingertips edged up her thigh. Jessica had every reason to push the panic button there and then - physical contact was forbidden. Instead she let his hand linger, her wet pussy crying out for his touch. Finally, however, coming to her senses she grabbed his wrist.

Louis lent back and let out a long sigh like it had been as hard for him, as it had been for her, to let it go. When the session was over, he lent towards her and gave her a peck on the cheek. It took all her willpower not to jump him there and then. With a sense of regret, she watched him go.

On the penultimate day of the inmates stay, the ladies had one last treat. The female staff had been told to gather on the quad - a new batch of female inmates waited also. A couple of additions to the assault course included: a rope swing, circular stumps ascending in height towards a climbing wall, and various walkways above nets.

"You'll like this," said Beth, nudging Chloe, seemingly in the know.

Jessica also had no idea what she meant - but quickly understood when she saw the first male running out onto the quad, except for the trainers, as naked as the day he'd been born.

Tanned and in peak physical condition after five weeks of hard slog, the men attacked the assault course one by one. All the while, the surrounding women clapped and cheered the flopping dicks and bouncing balls. Louis got the loudest reception of the lot. He'd been naked so many times now in front of the opposing sex, it almost felt natural.

Finishing his run he gave them a bow, and aimed a grin in Jessica direction. She soaked in the sight, knowing she'd unlikely ever see him in such a state again.

The next day the bare grey bus returned for the men. They filed onto it one by one, Louis glancing around at the quad one last time, before he boarded. Jessica watched from the window of the main block on level two - knowing she couldn't have maintained her mask of professional indifference if she'd been down there.

"Another group comes and goes," said Ms Watts, suddenly beside her as the bus headed out the facility. "There'll be more though, there's always more."

'Yes,' thought Jessica, but none like Louis.


Ten

One month later...

Jessica filled in a form and took a seat in the simple waiting room of her local car repair shop. Her car had been making a rattling noise for a few days - in her ignorance she'd hoped it would go away of its own accord, it hadn't. She pulled out her phone and messaged her mom, informing her she did indeed need that pick up. She'd just got her reply when she was called through by the stubbly, round faced mechanic.

"Yep you won't be taking it anywhere," he said, her heels clicking on the concrete floor as they walked through the large garage interior. "I'll let the new boy fill you in," he said, as they reached her car.

The hood was popped open and an overalled figure lent over it. Jessica couldn't help but notice his cute backside.

"Louis!" said the stubbly mechanic.

Almost banging his head on the underside of the hood, Louis appeared from beneath it.

"Your customer," said the mechanic, holding out his palms theatrically.

"Yeah of course," replied Louis, meeting Jessica's look of astonishment with his own.

"Jesus hell Mary," said the mechanic, walking over to another car shaking his head.

"Miss Hayes," said Louis, rubbing oily hands over his overalls. "Pleasure to see you again."

"I'm sorry," said Jessica. "I mean I assumed you'd gone back out West."

"Nope," said Louis. "Staying back with mom and sis, till I get on my feet you know."

"Good for you," said Jessica.

"Yeah, thought I'd take your advice, get back on the straight and narrow."

Jessica smiled, heart racing, still gob smacked he was here before her.

"Well," said Louis, turning and leaning over the car. "Here's your problem."

Her eyes drifted over his muscular arms, back down to that cute ass of his. As he talked her through the problem, his words fell by the wayside. Jessica didn't know her engine from her alternator - this hunk was in her backyard and no longer off limits.

"Yep should take a day to get this baby purring again...You OK gettin' back."

"Yeah moms on her way."

"Right." In the second of silence there was that magnetic frisson between them. Jessica felt that need inside of her, that deep aching want.

"Well how about I swing her round tomorrow...Say noon."

"Twelve...Noon...Tomorrow," said Jessica, her body almost humming. "Yes of course...Perfect."

Louis grinned.

"Well," said the stubbly mechanic over her shoulder. "Stop standing around gawping and show the lady out."

Tomorrow, Noon

Jessica heard the car pull into the driveway, ten minutes past the agreed hour. She took one last look at herself in her summery red mini dress - any thought of it being too much, put to one side by the sound of the doorbell. Not wishing to appear too keen, she waited.

Louis stepped back and gave the house the once over. Sweet digs he was thinking to himself when the door opened.

"Hey," said Jessica with a smile to make a man melt. "You wanna come in?"

He'd been told to drop the car off and return to the repair shop immediately.

"No dawdling," had been his hairy ass bosses exact words.

"Sure," said Louis, rubbing the soles of his big boots against a welcome mat before following her inside.

"Want a drink?" she asked leading him to the kitchen. "Coke?"

It was another boiling hot day and he was parched. He watched as she returned the bottle from the fridge, and pulled out two glasses - the hem of her dress skimming tanned thighs. Louis had never seen her out of work clothes and, as good she looked in those, right now she looked sensational.

Jessica watched him glug the liquid - he looked as hot as ever, hotter in fact - and as sexy as those overalls were, she couldn't shake the image of what was beneath them.

"Thanks for that," he said, placing the empty glass back down on the counter.

He knew he should go, but couldn't bring himself to move. She saw the way he looked at her. Jessica was already wet - her pussy tingled.

"Ms Watts wouldn't think much of those overalls," she said with a smile.

He looked down at the oil stained fabric and then getting the hint, back at her with grin.

"She wouldn't...?"

"No," said Jessica, stepping back with a smile, eyes drifting down and then up (stripping him) telling him what she wanted.

"Here?"

"Here..." she said arms folded.

"You're the boss."

The fabric slid over his broad tanned shoulders, and muscular arms. Over his pecs and ripped abs. Was this really happening wondered Jessica, was this hunk in my kitchen really stripping for me. Yes it was, and Jessica was loving every second. Boots kicked aside, the overalls continued their journey downwards - over bulging boxers and strong legs - until the whole thing was crumpled in a heap beside him.

"Socks and boxers too," said Jessica, mimicking Ms Watt's tone and actions.

"Oh you're a bad girl," said Louis, but with a grin, off came socks and finally, fingers on waistband, off came boxers too.

Jessica, aching with desire, looked at him. Louis reacted stiffening to attention. Moving towards her, she evaded his grasp.

"Come on," she said pulling him by the hand. "Before the neighbour's see you."

In her bedroom she pushed him backwards onto the bed. Jessica crawled feline like over him, and they kissed.

"Hands above your head," she ordered, breaking free.

"Why?"

"My rules," said Jessica.

He reluctantly withdrew his searching hands and placed his arms as asked. She straddled his chest, as she tied his wrists to satin ribbons on either side of the beds headboard. Jessica gave him a grin as she edged downwards over his body (she had learnt one thing since she'd been at Blackwood and that was she liked to be in control).

Louis's arms tensed to the restraints as she rubbed the wet lips of her pussy, over his throbbing cock, until finally, unable to stand it, she guided him inside of her. Jessica's eyes rolled back in pleasure as that deep ache finally found succour. Louis's head fell back as she clenched around him.

Barely drawing breath, she rode him cowgirl style. Louis's hard body thrusting upwards like a bucking bronco, bringing her closer to an edge - until finally that first wave of pleasure crashed into her. Wiggling hips, she eked out every last hit of overwhelming high, until she lent forwards and undid Louis's bounds.

Free, he finally explored her body. Jessica slipping the strap of her dress, revealed her pert breasts to his touch and tongue. Louis rolled Jessica onto her back, and thrust into her. She bit her lip and arched her back, as the bed rocked to their motion. And finally, as another orgasmic wave swept over her, Louis withdrew erupting onto her belly in his own ecstasy. His eyes moved to hers and they kissed, before he collapsed to her side, as they both broke into joyous laughter.
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