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ZAYNE’S DANGEROUS REQUEST

MF / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Anal

Sunlight hadn’t even found its way through the blackout curtains yet. I was floating in that warm, hazy space between sleep and waking when I felt the cool silk of my nightgown sliding up my thighs.

His hands.

Large, warm, possessive. Zayne’s scent—expensive cologne and something sharper, like ozone—wrapped around me before I even opened my eyes.

I sighed, a soft smile touching my lips as the silk gathered at my waist, then was pulled over my head completely. The morning air was cool on my bare skin. I kept my eyes closed, letting the sensations take over.

A calloused thumb brushed over my nipple, and it hardened instantly, a sharp point of pure need. I gasped.

“Good morning, baby,” his voice was a low rumble against my ear.

Then his mouth was on me. Hot, wet, insistent. He sucked one nipple deep into his mouth, his tongue circling the stiff peak. The pleasure was a direct line to my core, a deep, aching pull that made my back arch off the mattress. My fingers tangled in his short, dark hair, holding him to me. He moved to the other breast, giving it the same lavish attention, biting down just enough to make me cry out, a sound that was pure surrender.

His mouth was a brand, marking me as his. Always his.

He kissed a blazing trail down the center of my body, his stubble scraping deliciously against my stomach. I was trembling already, my hips making small, involuntary circles, seeking friction. He hooked his hands under my knees, pushing my legs apart, and I was completely exposed to him in the dim room.

His breath ghosted over my slick heat. I whimpered.

And then his tongue was on me. A long, slow, flat stroke from my entrance all the way up to my clit. My entire body jolted. “Zayne!”

He didn’t answer. He just ate. His mouth was relentless, his tongue delving inside me, then flicking over my clit in tight, rapid circles. The sounds were obscene, wet and desperate, and they filled the quiet room along with my broken moans. He added a finger, then two, curling them inside me, finding that spot that made my vision spark white. I was clawing at the sheets, my heels digging into his muscular back, riding his face as he drove me higher and higher.

“I’m… I’m gonna…” My warning was a choked sob.

He pulled back just as I was about to tip over the edge. I cried out in frustration, my body screaming for release.

Before I could protest, he was kneeling over my chest, one hand fisting in my blonde hair. His other hand held his cock, already thick and hard, the tip nudging against my lips.

“Open,” he commanded, his voice dark.

I did. Immediately. The first taste of him, salt and skin, was familiar and intoxicating. He pushed past my lips, not slowly, but with a firm pressure that made my jaw ache. He filled my mouth, then my throat. I relaxed, letting him in, the way he’d taught me.

He started to move. Short, shallow thrusts at first, then deeper. My eyes watered as he hit the back of my throat. He watched me, his dark eyes glazed with lust, his jaw tight. “That’s it. Take it. All of it.”

He fucked my mouth in a steady, punishing rhythm. My gag reflex triggered, a harsh sound tearing from me, but I didn’t push him away. The submission, the sheer helplessness of it, sent a fresh flood of heat between my legs. I loved it. Loved the tears on my cheeks, the drool sliding down my chin, the complete control he had over my body.

He pulled out with a wet pop, my lips swollen and bruised. Before I could catch my breath, he flipped me onto my stomach, then onto my hands and knees. His hand came down hard on my ass cheek, once, twice, the sharp sting making me gasp and push back against him.

He positioned himself behind me, the broad head of his cock pressing against my wet entrance. He pushed inside with one powerful thrust, seating himself to the hilt. I cried out, my arms buckling as he filled me, stretched me, owned me completely.

His pace was brutal from the start. Each snap of his hips drove him deeper, the sound of skin slapping against skin echoing in the room. One hand gripped my hip, the other twisted in my hair, pulling my head back. He bent over me, his hot breath on my neck.

“You’re mine,” he growled against my skin, each word punctuated by a thrust. “Say it.”

“I’m yours,” I moaned, the words ripped from me. “All yours, Zayne.”

He fucked me like that, hard and fast, until my thighs were shaking and my cries were continuous. Just as I felt that familiar coil of pleasure tightening beyond bearing, he pulled out.

The cool air on my exposed, aching flesh was a shock. Before I could process the loss, I felt the blunt, insistent pressure of him, now slick with my wetness, pressing against my other hole.

My breath caught. He knew I loved this. Craved it.

“Please,” I begged, pushing back against him.

He pushed. Just the tip, a burning, impossible stretch. I whimpered, the pain sharp and bright. He paused, letting me adjust, his hand soothing over the curve of my hip.

Then he pushed deeper. An inch. Two. A slow, devastating invasion that stole the air from my lungs. When he was fully seated, a feeling of utter fullness, of being taken in the most forbidden way, overwhelmed me. He began to move, shallow thrusts that quickly grew longer, harder.

The pain melted, transformed into a pleasure so intense it bordered on agony. Each thrust rubbed against that spot inside me, the one connected to everything. My clit was throbbing, untouched. The combined sensations—the deep, internal friction, the burning stretch, the sheer taboo of it—pushed me to the edge in seconds.

“Zayne, I’m gonna cum,” I sobbed, the words barely recognizable.

“Do it,” he grunted, his rhythm becoming frantic, erratic.

I shattered. My orgasm ripped through me, violent and all-consuming. My muscles clamped around him, milking his length as waves of electric pleasure rolled through my body. The intensity made me see stars, made my cries sound like someone else’s.

Feeling me convulse around him pushed him over. With a final, deep grind, he buried himself as far as he could go. A hot, wet rush flooded me as he came, his own groan raw and guttural against my back. He held himself there, pulsing inside me, until we both collapsed onto the soaked sheets, a tangle of spent limbs.

—

The shower steam was thick, his hands gentle as he washed the sweat and evidence of our morning from my skin. I leaned against his chest, boneless and content.

He kissed the top of my head. “I need a favor, Willow.”

“Hmm?” I murmured, tilting my head back to look at him. Water droplets clung to his dark lashes.

“A customer. Downtown. He needs a package today. I’m tied up with something else.”

A cold trickle, completely separate from the shower spray, went down my spine. I knew what he meant. Dope.

I straightened up, turning to face him. “Zayne… you want me to deliver it?”

“It’s simple. In and out. You’ve seen me do it a hundred times.”

My stomach twisted. “But what if I get caught? I’m not… I don’t know the rules.”

He cupped my face, his thumb stroking my cheek. His expression was soft, but his eyes were hard. “You won’t get caught. I wouldn’t ask if it wasn’t safe.” He paused, his gaze sweeping over the marble bathroom, the gold fixtures, the stack of designer shopping bags in the corner from our trip yesterday. “You like this life, right? The apartment? The clothes? The way I take care of you?”

He didn’t say it like a threat. He said it like a fact. A reminder.

The guilt was a physical weight. He gave me everything. The least I could do was this one thing.

My shoulders slumped. I nodded, a tiny, reluctant movement.

He smiled, that dangerous, beautiful smile that always made my knees weak. He kissed me, deep and promising. “Good girl.”

Later, dressed in a simple black dress, I stood by the front door. He pressed a small, tightly wrapped bundle into my hand. It felt heavier than it looked.

“Hide it inside your bra. No one will ever know it’s there,” he said, his voice casual.

I looked down at the package, then up at his expectant face. My heart hammered against my ribs. I took a shaky breath, my fingers trembling as I tucked the package into my bra.

ARRESTED AND SEARCHED

FF / Stripsearch / Body Cavity Search / Fingering / Anal

The drive should have been easy. Tree-lined streets, big houses set back from the road, the kind of neighborhood where you’d expect to see kids playing in sprinklers, not a drug deal. My hands were slick on the steering wheel, the small, hard packet tucked into my bra a constant, accusing pressure against my skin.

The address Zayne had texted was just two blocks away. I was gripping the wheel, my knuckles white, when the red and blue lights flashed in my rearview mirror.

No. No, no, no.

My heart slammed into my throat. I pulled over, the tires bumping against the curb. A cruiser parked behind me. Two officers. A tall, broad-shouldered man and a shorter woman. They got out, moving with a calm, practiced purpose that made my stomach turn to ice.

The male officer, his name tag reading ‘DONOVAN’, approached my window. I rolled it down, forcing a smile that felt like plastic.

“Afternoon, ma’am,” he said, his voice flat. His eyes, a pale blue, scanned my face, then the interior of my car. “You were weaving a bit back there. License and registration.”

“I’m sorry, Officer,” I breathed, fumbling in my purse. My fingers shook as I handed him the cards.

He took them, studying my face a beat too long. “Step out of the vehicle, please.”

The command hit me like a physical blow. “Is… is something wrong?”

“Just step out, ma’am.” His tone left no room for argument.

I opened the door, my legs feeling like water. The pavement was hot under my thin sandals. The female officer, ‘GOMEZ’, stood by the trunk of their cruiser, watching.

“Place your hands on the roof of the car, feet apart.”

Tears pricked my eyes. I did as I was told, leaning forward, the sun beating down on my back. I heard him step closer.

His hands were on me immediately. Not a standard pat-down. Rough, intrusive. One big hand palmed my breast, his fingers digging in, squeezing. A shocked gasp escaped me.

“What are you—” I started.

“Stay still,” he grunted. His hand moved to my other breast, the same brutal pressure. I could feel the hard edge of the package through my bra, right under his searching fingers. He knows. He has to feel it.

He did. His hand stopped. He squeezed again, deliberately now, pinching the small bundle between his thumb and forefinger. A cold, sick dread poured through me.

“What’s this?” he asked, his voice low in my ear.

Before I could form a lie, his hand was dipping into the neckline of my dress, his fingers hooking into my bra. He yanked the package free, holding it up in the sunlight. The tight plastic wrap gleamed.

“Looks like we’ve got something here, Nina,” he called to his partner.

—

The next minutes were a blur of harsh voices, cold metal cuffs clicking around my wrists, the backseat of the cruiser smelling of stale coffee and despair. I was booked, processed, my belongings taken, my fingerprints a dark smear on a digital pad. They led me down a sterile, echoing hallway to a small, tiled room.

Officer Gomez followed me in. She was all sharp angles and quiet confidence. “Strip.”

The word was a slap. “W-what?”

“You heard me. Everything off.” She leaned against the closed door, her arms crossed. “Standard search.”

My breath came in short, panicked hitches. With trembling fingers, I unzipped the side of my dress. It pooled at my feet. My bra came next, then my panties. I stood there, naked, covering myself with my hands, my skin prickling with goosebumps in the cold air.

Gomez’s dark eyes traveled over me. Slowly. From my bare feet, up my legs, over the curve of my hips, my stomach, my breasts. A small, almost imperceptible smile touched her lips. She’s enjoying this.

“Hands at your sides,” she said, her voice softer now.

I let my arms fall, feeling utterly exposed. Her gaze felt like a physical touch, lingering on my nipples, the blonde triangle of hair between my legs. A flush of shame heated my skin, but beneath it, to my horror, a treacherous flicker of something else stirred. The intensity of her look, the complete power she had over me… it was twisted, but it felt familiar. It felt like Zayne.

“Turn around. Slowly.”

I turned, presenting my back, my ass to her. I could feel her eyes on me, studying every inch.

“Over to the table,” she instructed, pointing to a padded exam table in the center of the room. “On your back.”

I climbed onto the cold vinyl, lying back, staring at the fluorescent lights buzzing overhead. She pulled on a pair of blue latex gloves. The snap of the elastic against her wrists was the loudest sound in the room.

She stood between my spread legs. “Relax,” she said, though her tone held no comfort.

I tried. I failed. Her gloved fingers brushed my outer lips, and I flinched.

“I said, relax.” Her fingers parted me. One, then two, slipped inside my pussy without ceremony.

I bit my lip, a strangled sound caught in my throat. It was clinical, invasive. But her fingers were skilled, curling, probing. They found a spot inside me, a sensitive spot, and pressed. A jolt of unwelcome, undeniable pleasure shot through me. My hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk.

Gomez noticed. Her eyes flicked up to my face. “Hmm.”

She moved her fingers, a slow, thorough exploration. In, out, curling. The wet sound was mortifying. And despite the fear, the shame, my body was responding. A warmth spread through my lower belly. I was getting wet. For her. In this sterile, awful room.

“If you’re hiding anything inside you, I’m gonna find it,” she murmured, almost to herself. She withdrew her fingers, glistening with my wetness.

Before I could process the loss, she squeezed a clear gel onto her other hand. Lubricant. She spread it over two fingers.

“Roll over. On your knees. Head down.”

The command brooked no argument. I moved, turning onto my stomach, then pushing up onto my hands and knees, my face pressed to the cold vinyl. The position was one of complete submission. I heard her move behind me.

The cool, slick touch of her lubricated fingers against my back entrance made me tense violently.

“Easy,” she said, but her voice held no patience. One finger pressed, then pushed past the tight ring of muscle.

I cried out, the intrusion sharp, foreign. She worked her finger in deeper, then added a second. The stretch burned, but the lubricant made it a smooth, relentless invasion. She scissored her fingers, searching. Her other hand came around my hip, her fingers finding my clit.

The dual sensation was overwhelming. The deep, probing fullness in my ass, the quick circles on my clit. My body arched, a traitorous moan slipping from my lips. The fear was still there, a cold knot in my chest, but it was being drowned out by a rising tide of raw, physical sensation. My mind went blank, white noise filling my ears. This was wrong. So wrong. But my body didn’t care.

Her fingers in my ass pressed harder, deeper, hitting a place that made stars burst behind my eyelids. The pleasure coiled, tight and hot, deep in my core. I was panting, my fingers clawing at the table.

“That’s it,” Gomez whispered, her voice husky now. “You like this, don’t you?”

It crashed over me without warning. An orgasm ripped through me, violent and shuddering. I screamed, my body convulsing around her invading fingers. A gush of wetness, more than I’d ever felt, spilled from me, soaking the table beneath me, dripping down my inner thighs. I collapsed forward, my arms giving out, sobbing from the sheer, overwhelming force of it.

Gomez pulled her fingers out slowly. I heard the gloves snap off, tossed into a bin.

“Get cleaned up,” she said, her voice back to its official coolness. She tossed a coarse orange uniform onto the table next to me. “Then get dressed. Cell block B.”

She left, the door clicking shut behind her. I lay there for a long time, trembling, the smell of sex and disinfectant filling my nose. Eventually, I pushed myself up, my legs shaky. I used the uniform to wipe myself, my skin hypersensitive and ashamed.

I pulled on the scratchy, shapeless fabric. It smelled of bleach and strangers. An officer I hadn’t seen before opened the door and gestured for me to follow. We walked down another hallway, through a heavy door that clanged shut behind us, into a row of cells.

He stopped in front of an empty one, the bars sliding open with a metallic screech. “In.”

I stepped inside. The bars closed with a final, echoing clang. I was alone.

I sank onto the hard, thin bunk, pulling my knees to my chest. The reality of the cold cell, the rough uniform, the memory of Gomez’s fingers inside me—it all crashed down. I started to shake, silent tears finally tracking through the grime on my cheeks. I was in jail. Zayne’s package had been found. And a female officer had just made me cum on an exam table.

A NEW CELLMATE

FF / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Fingering

The metal phone was cold and heavy in my hand. The line clicked, then rang. Once. Twice.

“Yeah?” Zayne’s voice was smooth, untroubled.

“It’s me,” I whispered, turning my back to the bored guard. “Zayne, they… they pulled me over. They found it.”

A beat of silence followed. Then, a low, comforting sound. “Shit. Okay. Don’t panic. You’re in county?”

“Yes. They processed me. I’m in a cell.”

“Listen to me,” he said, his voice dropping into that calm, commanding tone that always settled me. “You say nothing. Not a word. I’ll have my guy there by morning. The best. This is a minor bump, Willow. I’ll get you out.”

Tears of relief blurred my vision. “You promise?”

“I promise. You trust me, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Good girl. Just sit tight. I’ll fix this.”

The line went dead. I clung to the receiver for a second longer, the echo of his promise warming the ice in my veins. He would fix it. He always did.

—

Back in the cell, I wasn't alone anymore.

A woman was sitting on the lower bunk, her back against the concrete wall. She looked me over with dark, assessing eyes. Her hair was in neat, precise cornrows, and a glint of gold winked from one of her front teeth when her lips curved into a not-quite smile. She was muscular, her arms defined even in the baggy orange uniform.

“Fresh meat,” she said, her voice a rasp of gravel and smoke. “Name’s Eva. You look like you just saw a ghost.”

“Willow,” I managed, sitting cautiously on the edge of the opposite bunk.

She scoffed. “Willow. Fitting. You bend easy?” She studied my face, my trembling hands. “Let me guess. Pretty boy on the outside promised you the moon, got you holding his shit, and now you’re taking the fall.”

“He’s hiring a lawyer. He’s getting me out.”

Eva barked a short, humorless laugh. “Yeah. Heard that one before. They all say that.” She leaned forward, her gaze sharp. “How long you been with him?”

“A year.”

“And he’s got you running packages already.” She shook her head. “He’s testing your loyalty, seeing how far you’ll bend. And you, little Willow, you broke.”

Her words were needles, pricking the fragile bubble of hope Zayne’s call had created. “You don’t know him.”

“I know the type.” She leaned back, crossing her arms. “But fine. Be hopeful. You’ll learn.”

Days blurred into weeks. The expensive lawyer never came. Zayne’s calls became shorter, less frequent. His promises started to sound like recordings. Eventually, he stopped answering the phone.

The hope curdled into a hard, anxious knot in my stomach. Eva watched it happen, saying little, but her presence became a strange anchor. She taught me the unspoken rules of the place—when to look, when to turn away, how to make the tasteless food almost palatable. Her toughness wasn't cruel; it was a survival suit she wore so easily.

When I finally broke down and called my sister, Marie, the last of that warmth died.

“Willow… God, I didn’t know how to reach you,” Marie’s voice was thick with pity. “I saw him, at that new club downtown. He was with someone. A redhead. They were all over each other. He’s… he’s not coming for you, honey.”

The phone slipped from my fingers, clattering against the booth. The world tilted. The sterile hallway sounds faded into a hollow roar. I stumbled back to the cell, my vision swimming.

Eva took one look at me and stood up from her bunk. “What happened?”

I couldn't speak. I just shook my head, a ragged sob tearing loose from my chest. All of it—the blind trust, the stupid risks, the memory of his hands on me that morning—it crashed down. I had been an idiot. A luxury he enjoyed until it became inconvenient.

“Ah, shit,” Eva murmured. Her tough-girl mask slipped, just for a second, revealing something softer. “C’mere.”

She didn't wait. She pulled me into her, and I collapsed against her solid frame, weeping into the rough orange fabric of her uniform. Her arms were strong around me. She smelled like cheap soap and stubborn resilience.

“He was supposed to fix it,” I choked out.

“Men like that only fix things for themselves,” she said, her voice a low rumble near my ear. Her hand stroked my hair, a rough but gentle motion. “But you’re not alone in here.”

I looked up at her, my face wet and splotchy. Her gold tooth glinted. Her dark eyes held mine, and the look in them shifted. The pity was gone, replaced by a heat that was unmistakable. A question.

My breath stilled. The grief was a raw, open wound, but beneath it, a desperate need for connection—for a feeling that wasn't pain—thrummed to life. I was starved for it. I gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod.

That was all she needed.

Her mouth found mine. It wasn't soft. It was demanding, hungry. Her tongue pushed past my lips, tasting of salt and resolve. A shock of pure sensation cut through the numbness. My hands fisted in her uniform as I kissed her back, pouring all my confusion and hurt into it.

She broke the kiss, her eyes burning. “You want this?” she asked, her voice thick.

“Yes.” The word was a plea.

Her fingers went to the buttons of my uniform top. She undid them, one by one, pushing the rough fabric off my shoulders. The cool air hit my skin. She stripped the top away, then her hands were at the waist of my pants, pushing them down my hips. I stepped out of them, standing bare before her in the dim cell light.

“Beautiful,” she rasped, her gaze scalding as it traveled over my curves. Then, with a quick, efficient motion, she pulled her own uniform over her head, tossing it aside.

Her body was a revelation. Lean, corded muscle, small, pert breasts, dark nipples already hard. A trail of dark hair led down her flat stomach. She was strength personified, and the sight of her sent a fresh, liquid heat between my legs.

She guided me back onto her lower bunk, its thin mattress the only island in that concrete sea. She kneeled between my legs, her hands spreading my thighs wide. She looked at me, at the blonde hair glistening with my own wetness, and a slow smile touched her lips.

Then she lowered her head.

Her mouth was fire. She didn't tease. Her tongue laid a broad, wet stripe from my entrance to my clit, and my back arched off the bunk, a sharp cry escaping me. She groaned against me, the vibration traveling straight to my core.

She ate me like she was starving. Her tongue delved inside, fucking me with slow, deep strokes that made me whimper. Then it circled my clit, fast and focused. She added a finger, sliding it in alongside her tongue, curling it perfectly. A second finger joined, stretching me, filling me in a way that was different from Zayne—not about ownership, but about giving.

“Eva…” I moaned, my hips rising to meet her mouth.

She sucked my clit into her mouth, applying a steady, rhythmic pressure. Her fingers pumped, her palm grinding against me with each thrust. The pleasure built, a tight, screaming coil. The grief, the betrayal, the fear—it all got burned away in that furnace of sensation. There was only her mouth, her fingers, and the raw, animal need to come.

It broke over me like a wave. My orgasm was a silent, shuddering explosion. My body locked, every muscle pulled taut, as pure, electric ecstasy flooded my nervous system. I saw flashes of light behind my eyelids. A broken sob of release was torn from my throat as I pulsed around her fingers.

She gentled her mouth, licking me through the tremors until I was a boneless, gasping heap.

Before I could recover, she was moving, turning, straddling my face. The scent of her, musky and intimate, filled my senses. Her wetness glistened just above my mouth. “My turn,” she breathed.

I didn't hesitate. I lifted my head, my tongue finding her. She was tangy, potent. I mimicked what she had done, licking a slow path before circling her swollen clit. Her hips jerked. A low, guttural groan echoed in the cell.

I licked and sucked, finding a rhythm. I slid a finger inside her, feeling her inner muscles clamp down. She was so tight, so hot. I added another, curling them, as my mouth worked her clit.

“Right there… fuck, Willow, just like that,” she gasped, her hands tangling in my hair, not guiding, just holding on.

I could feel her tension coiling, her thighs trembling against my cheeks. I pressed deeper, sucked harder. Her breath came in sharp pants.

She shattered with a force that surprised me. A ragged cry ripped from her throat, half-muffled by the cell block. Her hips ground against my face as her climax hit. A hot rush of her cum flooded my mouth, more than I had expected, salty and rich. I drank her down, licking her clean as she rode out the waves, her body shuddering above me.

She collapsed beside me, both of us slick with sweat and spent. We lay tangled on the narrow cot, her skin hot against mine. The silence stretched, filled only with our slowing breaths.

In the quiet, the reality seeped back in. The cold walls. The bars. The crushing weight of my mistake. Zayne’s face, his new girlfriend, his betrayal. The tears came again, silent this time.

Eva wrapped an arm around me, pulling me closer. She didn't offer empty words; she just held me. I clung to her solid warmth, the only real thing in that nightmare.

—

A week later, they called Eva’s name for a court appearance. She gave my hand a quick, hard squeeze. “Keep your head down,” she said.

She didn't come back.

Hours passed. Then a day. The cell felt cavernous, empty. The guard just shrugged when I asked. I assumed she had been released. The thought should have made me happy for her, but it only carved a deeper hollow inside me. I was truly alone then.

I lay on my bunk, staring at the stains on the ceiling, the memory of Eva’s taste still a ghost on my tongue, the echo of Zayne’s lies a cold stone in my chest.

A DAY IN COURT

MF / Spanking / PIV Sex

The guard’s grip on my elbow was firm as he led me down the stark hallway. The orange uniform scratched my skin, a constant reminder of the last few weeks. My heart hammered against my ribs, a frantic bird trapped in a cage. Court. The word echoed in my hollow chest. Zayne had betrayed me. Eva was gone. I was utterly alone.

The courtroom was smaller than I’d imagined. The judge, an older woman with stern eyes behind wire-framed glasses, looked over my file. The charges were read. Possession with intent to distribute. My public defender, a tired-looking man, mumbled something about mitigating circumstances.

Then the judge spoke. “Given your lack of prior record and your apparent… malleability, the state is offering an alternative to a five-year prison sentence.”

I froze. Five years.

“A new pilot program,” she continued. “The Female Rehabilitation and Empowerment Utilization Program. A three-month residential commitment with intensive behavioral restructuring.”

I didn’t understand the words, but I understood three months versus five years. My voice was a dry rasp. “I’ll take the program.”

There were no more questions. Paperwork was signed. I was escorted out a different door, down more halls, to a section of the jail that looked almost like a dormitory. The heavy door clicked shut behind the guard, and I was standing in a common area. A worn sofa, a kitchenette with a Formica table, a hallway that presumably led to bedrooms and a bathroom. It was quiet. Eerily so.

Then he walked in.

My stomach dropped. Officer Donovan. The cop who arrested me. His pale blue eyes pinned me in place before he even spoke. He wasn’t in full uniform now, just dark tactical pants and a tight gray t-shirt that strained over his broad shoulders and chest. He looked even bigger, more powerful, without the bulk of his duty jacket.

“Willow,” he said, my name a flat statement on his tongue. “Welcome to The Free Use Program.”

He gestured for me to follow him into the kitchen area. He leaned back against the counter, crossing his arms. His gaze swept over me, from my messy blonde hair down to my scuffed jail-issue shoes. It was the same assessing look he’d given me during the pat-down, but now it felt… proprietorial.

“The rules are simple,” he began, his voice low and even. “This is a structured environment designed to correct wayward behavior. The male staff are here to guide you. That guidance can take many forms.” A slow, deliberate smile touched his lips. “We have free use of you. For sex. For discipline. Any time. Any place in this unit. Your body is no longer your own. It’s a tool for your rehabilitation.”

A cold shockwave hit me first. Free use. The words were so crude, so blatant. This was sanctioned rape. I should have been terrified. Revolted.

But a treacherous heat bloomed low in my belly. A flush crept up my neck. My nipples tightened against the rough fabric of my top. The memory of Zayne’s dominance, of Gomez’s invasive search, of Eva’s claiming mouth—they all collided in my mind. This was wrong. It was crazy. But the darkest, most secret part of me, the part Zayne had cultivated and Eva had awakened, stirred with a sharp, undeniable want.

Donovan saw it. His eyes narrowed, tracking the blush on my skin, the slight catch in my breath. “I see you understand,” he murmured. “Good. Makes this easier.”

He pushed off the counter. “Uniform off. Now.”

My fingers trembled as I reached for the buttons. The silence was heavy, broken only by the rustle of fabric. I let the top fall. Shimmied out of the pants. I stood naked before him in the fluorescent light of the kitchen, my arms crossed instinctively over my chest.

“Hands at your sides,” he commanded, echoing Gomez in that tiled room.

I forced my arms down, exposing myself completely. His gaze was a physical weight, heating my skin everywhere it touched. He didn’t speak for a long moment, just looked his fill.

“Turn around. Bend over the table. Grip the far edge.”

I moved on autopilot, the cold laminate biting into my thighs and stomach as I leaned forward. The position arched my back, presenting my ass to him. I was utterly exposed, vulnerable. My heart pounded so hard I could feel it in my throat.

I heard him step closer. Then his hand, large and heavy, came down on my right ass cheek.

Smack!

The sound was shockingly loud in the quiet room. A sharp, stinging pain exploded, followed instantly by a deep, radiating heat. I yelped, my fingers curling around the table edge.

Smack! The other cheek. The twin sting made my knees buckle. A moan slipped out, mixed with the pain was a bolt of pure, shocking pleasure that shot straight to my core. I was wet. I could feel the slickness between my legs.

He spanked me again, and again. Not a rapid barrage, but slow, measured strikes that let the fire of each one build before the next landed. The pain was bright and sharp, but it melted almost instantly into a throbbing, needy warmth. Each smack made me jerk, made a little gasp or cry escape my lips. I was ashamed. I was aroused. I was completely under his control.

He stopped. The air cooled the heated skin of my ass. I heard the rustle of clothing, the unmistakable sound of a zipper. My breath came in short, shallow pants.

I felt the broad, blunt head of his cock press against my wet entrance. He didn’t ask. He didn’t tease. He just pushed forward, burying himself inside me in one hard, deep thrust.

I cried out, my back arching. He was big, stretching me, filling me in a way that was instantly overwhelming. He didn’t wait for me to adjust. He pulled back and slammed home again.

“This is what you need,” he grunted, his hands gripping my hips, holding me in place for his pounding rhythm. “This is what your kind understands.”

Each thrust was a punishment and a promise. The table rattled with the force of him. The slick, wet sounds of our joining filled the kitchen. The pain in my ass from the spanking merged with the deep, driving pleasure of his cock inside me. It was too much. It was everything.

He fucked me hard and fast, his hips pistoning, his breathing growing ragged near my ear. The coil in my belly, wound tight by the spanking, by the humiliation, by the sheer force of his possession, began to unravel.

“That’s it,” he growled, sensing my tension. “Cum for me. Show me you accept your place.”

His words were the final trigger. My orgasm crashed over me, violent and consuming. My muscles clamped around his length, milking him as waves of intense pleasure radiated out from my core, making my legs shake and my cries echo off the cabinets. I saw white behind my eyelids, my body convulsing against the table.

Feeling me pulse around him drove him over the edge. With a final, deep grind, he buried himself to the hilt. A hot rush flooded my pussy as he came, a low, guttural groan tearing from his chest. He stayed there, pulsing inside me, for several long seconds before pulling out slowly.

I heard him zip his pants. I stayed bent over the table, spent and trembling, his cum already beginning to trickle down my inner thigh.

A warm, wet cloth dabbed roughly at my back. He was wiping his release from my skin. The gesture was oddly clinical.

“Get dressed,” he said, his voice back to that cool, detached tone. “Behave yourself. I’ll be back soon.”

His boots echoed on the linoleum, then the main door opened and shut. Silence rushed back in.

I pushed myself up, my legs unsteady. I looked at the crumpled orange uniform on the floor. The reality of what just happened settled over me, cold and heavy. I had chosen this. I had liked it. A confusing mix of shame, fear, and a lingering, throbbing arousal churned inside me. I pulled the scratchy fabric back on, the material feeling alien against my sensitized skin.

I was in the program now. And Officer Donovan would be back.

PRISON WINE AND FORBIDDEN PLEASURE

FFFFFF / Group Sex / Orgy / Kissing / Nipple Play / Sixty-nine / Cunnilingus / Rimming / Dildo

The heavy dormitory door clicked shut behind Officer Donovan, leaving me alone in the common area. The silence felt thicker now, charged with what had just happened and the lingering ache between my legs. I was still standing there, trying to process it all, when a voice called from down the hallway.

“Willow! Get in here!”

It was a woman’s voice, warm and inviting. I followed it, my footsteps quiet on the linoleum. The hallway opened into a larger room lined with bunk beds. Five women looked up as I entered.

My heart leaped. Eva.

She was sitting on the edge of a lower bunk, that familiar gold tooth flashing in a wide, genuine smile. “Well, look what the cat dragged in,” she said, her gravelly voice like a balm.

“Eva,” I breathed, a rush of relief making my eyes sting. I wasn’t alone.

The other women smiled. One, a slender woman with soft features and flowing brown hair, patted the bunk beside her. “I’m Marie,” she said, her voice gentle. “This is Charlotte.” She gestured to a curvy woman with sharp eyes and a confident smirk. “That’s Jacqueline and Beverly, over there.” A taller, athletic woman with dark hair sat beside a beautiful woman with cascading curls and big breasts. They gave me a nod.

“We heard you got the tour from Donovan,” Charlotte said, her smirk deepening. “Rough initiation.”

My cheeks flushed. I sat next to Marie, the thin mattress dipping under my weight.

“Don’t let it spook you,” Jacqueline said, her voice calm. “The program… it’s not so bad. You get used to the rules. You might even start to like it.” Her gaze held mine, and there was a knowing look there that sent a shiver down my spine.

“She’s right,” Eva said, leaning forward. Her eyes traveled over me, and that old heat was back in her gaze. “It’s about control, but it’s also about letting go. About feeling everything they make you feel, and taking your own pleasure from it.”

Charlotte hopped off her bunk and rummaged under it, pulling out a plastic bottle filled with a cloudy orange liquid. “Enough serious talk. Time for the real welcome.” She unscrewed the cap, and a sweet, fermented smell filled the space. “Hooch. Made it myself from oranges and bread.”

She poured the liquid into five plastic cups and passed them around. The first sip was sharp, almost bitter, but it warmed my throat. We drank, and the women started talking, laughing about small rebellions, about annoying guards. The hooch spread a soft, fuzzy heat through my limbs, melting the last of my tension.

As I laughed at a story Jacqueline told, I began to really see them. Marie’s gentle curves, the way her hair fell over her shoulder. Charlotte’s full lips and the mischievous glint in her eye. Jacqueline’s strong, toned arms and the graceful line of her neck. Beverly’s large tits and shimmering hair. And Eva… Eva’s muscular frame, the powerful set of her shoulders, that magnetic confidence.

The air in the room changed. It grew warmer, thicker. The laughter took on a lower, richer tone.

Charlotte set her cup down. She looked at Jacqueline, and without a word, Jacqueline met her halfway. Their lips crashed together in a hungry, open-mouthed kiss. A soft moan escaped Charlotte as Jacqueline’s hands tangled in her hair.

I watched, mesmerized, the hooch buzzing in my veins. Then Eva’s hand was on my chin, turning my face to hers. Her eyes were dark pools of intent. “Missed you,” she murmured, and then her mouth was on mine.

It wasn’t gentle. It was a claiming. Her tongue swept into my mouth, tasting of citrus and defiance. I kissed her back just as fiercely, my hands coming up to grip her shoulders. The world narrowed to the heat of her lips, the scratch of her cornrows against my fingers.

Her hands went to the buttons of my orange top. She made quick work of them, pushing the fabric off my shoulders. The cool air hit my skin, but then her mouth was on my neck, biting and sucking. Marie and Beverly moved closer.

“She’s gorgeous,” Beverly breathed, her voice husky. She leaned in, her mouth finding my other breast. Her tongue swirled around my nipple, then sucked it deep. On the other side, Eva did the same, her teeth grazing the sensitive peak.

A twin bolt of pleasure speared through me, making me cry out into Eva’s mouth. My head fell back. I saw Charlotte and Jacqueline had shed their uniforms. Jacqueline was on her back on a lower bunk, and Charlotte was straddling her face, lowering her pussy onto Jacqueline’s mouth while she bent forward to return the favor. The wet, rhythmic sounds of their sixty-nine filled the room.

Eva pulled back, standing up. She peeled her own uniform off, revealing her incredible body—the sculpted muscles of her stomach, her small, perfect breasts, the dark thatch of hair between her legs. Beverly did the same, her full breasts swaying as she moved.

Eva climbed onto the empty bunk, lying back with her legs spread. “Lick me, Willow,” she commanded, her voice leaving no room for question.

I positioned myself between her legs, one strong thigh on either side of my head. The intimate scent of her, musky and sweet, enveloped me. “Make me cum,” she said, looking down at me, her eyes burning.

I didn’t need telling twice. I lowered my head, my tongue finding her folds. She was already wet, swollen. I licked a broad stripe from her entrance to her clit, and her whole body shuddered. A low groan rumbled in her chest. I focused on her clit, circling it, then sucking it gently into my mouth.

As I worshipped Eva, I felt Beverly get onto the bed behind me. Her hands spread my ass cheeks. Then her warm, wet tongue touched my back entrance. I jerked, a gasp muffled against Eva’s pussy. Beverly’s tongue pressed insistently, licking and probing, sending shocking, electric jolts of pleasure straight through my core.

Eva ground herself against my mouth, her hips moving in a slow, demanding rhythm. “Right there… don’t stop,” she panted. I redoubled my efforts, licking and sucking, sliding a finger inside her hot, tight channel. She clenched around me.

The dual sensations were overwhelming. Beverly’s tongue working my ass, Eva’s taste in my mouth, the sounds of Charlotte and Jacqueline’s mutual pleasure across the room. The coil in my belly wound tighter and tighter.

Eva’s thighs began to tremble. Her moans grew louder, more ragged. “I’m gonna… fuck, Willow, now!” Her climax hit. A flood of her juices gushed into my mouth, hot and salty. I drank her down as her body convulsed above me, her cries echoing off the walls.

I was panting, my own need a desperate throb. Beverly was still behind me, her finger now pressing against my soaked pussy from behind.

I watched, dazed, as Eva moved to Jacqueline. She nudged Charlotte aside and positioned herself between Jacqueline’s spread legs. She slid two fingers into Jacqueline, then lowered her mouth, eating her out with the same focused intensity she’d just enjoyed.

Charlotte, her lips glistening, reached under her bunk again. She pulled out a strange object—a homemade dildo, shaped from what looked like hardened foam or plastic, wrapped securely in a clean latex glove.

She came to me, her eyes locked on mine. “You’re gonna love this,” she whispered, positioning me on my back.

Beverly shifted, moving to straddle my face, her wet pussy hovering above my mouth. “Eat me while she fucks you,” Beverly moaned.

I lifted my head, my tongue finding Beverly’s clit as Charlotte positioned herself between my legs. I felt the broad, cool tip of the makeshift dildo press against my entrance. Then Charlotte pushed, and it slid inside me in one smooth, filling stroke.

I cried out, the sound vibrating against Beverly. The dildo was thick, stretching me perfectly. Charlotte began to fuck me with it, a steady, deep rhythm that matched the motion of my tongue on Beverly’s clit.

Beverly rocked against my mouth, her hands clutching my hair. “Yes… just like that…” she chanted. I could feel her tension building, her thighs squeezing my head.

The pleasure was a crescendo, building from my mouth, from the deep thrusts inside me, from the knowledge that I was surrounded by these beautiful, powerful women all lost in sensation. I felt Beverly’s orgasm first. She shuddered, a sharp cry torn from her lips as she ground her clit against my tongue, her release sweet and tangy.

That pushed me over the edge. My own climax exploded, a white-hot wave that melted my bones. I convulsed around the dildo, my back arching off the bed, a broken, endless moan ripped from my throat as pleasure detonated every nerve ending.

Charlotte slowed, then gently pulled the dildo free. I collapsed, spent. Beverly rolled off me, lying panting on the bunk beside me. Across the room, Eva and Jacqueline were curled together, spent and smiling.

The hooch and the sex left us in a drowsy, sated heap. Limbs intertwined, we found spaces on the bunks. Eva pulled a thin blanket over us both, her strong arm slung over my waist. The last thing I heard was Charlotte’s soft snore and the distant echo of a guard’s footsteps in the hall before the deep, grateful darkness of sleep pulled me under.

PUNISHED AND PADDLED

MMFFFFFF / Paddling / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Anal

The harsh buzz of the overhead lights jolted me awake. My head throbbed from last night’s hooch, and the warm, comfortable tangle of limbs around me suddenly felt like a trap. Eva’s arm was still heavy across my waist, Charlotte’s leg thrown over mine.

Boots echoed on the linoleum, a sharp, angry rhythm. I opened my eyes.

Officer Donovan stood at the foot of the bunks, his pale blue eyes like chips of ice. In his hand, he held the empty plastic hooch bottle, dangling it by the neck. His jaw was set, a muscle ticking in his cheek. The air in the room went cold.

“Up,” he barked.

We scrambled, the drowsy peace shattered. Sheets rustled as we all sat up, blinking in the cruel light. Eva was instantly alert, her body tense beside me. Marie looked terrified. Charlotte wore a defiant smirk that didn’t reach her eyes. Jacqueline and Beverly just looked resigned.

“You think the rules don’t apply to you?” Donovan’s voice was low, dangerous. He shook the bottle. “You think this is a fucking sleepaway camp?”

He pulled his radio from his belt. “Clark. I need you in Dorm Three. Now.”

A crackle of static, then a male voice. “Copy.”

A minute later, another officer filled the doorway. Officer Clark was younger, with a buzz cut and a similar build to Donovan, though leaner. His eyes swept over us with cold appraisal.

“I found contraband,” Donovan said, not taking his eyes off us. “Time for a lesson in consequences. On your feet. All of you. Strip.”

My heart hammered against my ribs. The order was so blunt, so public. I looked at Eva. Her face was a stone mask, but I saw the fury burning in her dark eyes. Slowly, we all stood beside our bunks. Fingers fumbled with buttons. The rustle of cheap fabric filled the silence as orange uniforms pooled on the floor. I stepped out of mine, crossing my arms over my chest, my skin prickling with goosebumps under their twin gazes.

Donovan and Clark each pulled a long, flat leather paddle from their duty belts. The dark leather looked worn, supple. Dangerous.

“Bend over. Grip the footboard of your bunk,” Donovan commanded. “Ass out. You don’t move until I say.”

Eva was first. She didn’t hesitate. She turned, bent smoothly at the waist, and grabbed the metal rail of her bunk, presenting her muscular, rounded ass. Donovan stepped behind her.

The first swing of the paddle cracked through the room like a gunshot. Eva’s body jerked, a sharp gasp hissing through her teeth. A bright red rectangle bloomed on her tan skin.

Smack! Another, on the other cheek. Her knuckles turned white on the rail. She took each blow in rigid silence, but her body trembled with the impact.

Clark moved to Charlotte. The smirk was gone from her face now, replaced by pale fear. She bent over. Clark’s swing was just as hard, just as precise. Charlotte cried out, a short, sharp sound she bit off halfway through. Red welts rose quickly on her fair skin.

The rhythmic, brutal sounds filled the dorm—the sharp crack of leather on flesh, strained breathing, muffled cries. Jacqueline took her punishment from Clark with quiet whimpers, tears streaming down her face. Beverly, from Donovan, with low moans that sounded almost like sobs.

Then it was my turn.

“Willow,” Donovan said, his voice directly behind me.

I was trembling so hard my knees felt weak. I turned, mimicking the others, bending over the cold metal rail. The position was utterly exposing, humiliating. I felt the cool air on my most intimate parts. I closed my eyes, bracing.

The first strike was a sunburst of pure, shocking pain. I yelped, my whole body seizing. The sting was immediate and intense, a line of fire across my left cheek. Before it could fade, the second landed on the right. I cried out again, tears springing to my eyes.

But as the sharp pain ebbed, something else rushed in to fill the space. A deep, throbbing heat. A spreading warmth that curled low in my belly. With the third smack, the fourth, the pain and the pleasure began to blur. Each impact jolted through me, and the heat between my legs grew, a slick, undeniable arousal. I was wet. I could feel it. A soft, shameful moan escaped my lips on the sixth strike.

He stopped. The air cooled the burning skin of my ass. I was panting, my face wet with tears, my core aching with need.

I heard a zipper. Then another.

“Eva. Willow. On your knees. Now.”

We moved, awkward, sore. We knelt on the hard floor between the bunks, facing Donovan. He’d freed his cock, already thick and hard. Clark had done the same, and he’d pulled Charlotte to her feet, turning her to face the wall, his hands on her hips.

“Suck,” Donovan ordered, his gaze boring into me.

Eva went first. She leaned forward, taking the broad head into her mouth, her lips stretching. She sucked hard, her tongue swirling. Donovan’s eyes slid shut for a second, a low grunt in his throat. After a moment, he gripped her cornrows and gently pulled her off. “Switch.”

I moved in. The taste of him, salt and skin and a faint hint of Eva, filled my mouth. I took him as deep as I could, my own arousal spiking at the feel of him on my tongue, the sound of Clark grunting as he pushed into Charlotte from behind. Charlotte’s muffled cries mixed with the wet slap of skin.

We switched back and forth, a rhythm established. Eva, then me, then Eva again. Donovan’s hand fisted in my hair, guiding my pace, pushing a little deeper each time. I gagged, tears welling again, but the humiliation fed the fire inside me. I loved the feel of his control, the sheer force of his desire.

Across the room, Clark was fucking Charlotte hard, her body pressed against the cinderblock wall. His hands gripped her hips, slamming her back onto him with each thrust.

Donovan pulled me off him, a string of saliva connecting my lip to his glistening shaft. “Bed. Hands and knees.”

I crawled onto the nearest bunk, the rough blanket scratchy under my knees and palms. My heart was a wild drum. I felt him position himself behind me, the head of his cock nudging my soaked entrance. He pushed in, not slowly, filling me in one relentless stroke.

I cried out, my back arching. He was so big, stretching me, owning me. He set a punishing pace immediately, each deep drive sending shocks of pleasure-pain through my sore, sensitized body. The sounds were obscene—the wet slap of our joining, his ragged breaths, my own choked moans.

I saw Clark pull out of Charlotte, who slumped against the wall. He turned to Eva, who was still on her knees. He gestured, and Eva stood, turning to bend over the bunk. Clark entered her from behind, and Eva’s head dropped, a long, guttural groan tearing from her throat as he started to move.

Donovan’s thrusts grew more urgent. One of his hands left my hip. I felt a slick, cool finger circle my other entrance. He pressed, and the pressure was intense, overwhelming. My body resisted for a second, then yielded as he pushed the tip of his finger inside.

The dual sensation was incredible—his cock pounding my pussy, his finger breaching my ass. I felt full, stretched, completely possessed. The coil in my belly wound impossibly tight.

He removed his finger. I felt the blunt, wider pressure of his cockhead replace it. “Relax,” he grunted, his voice strained.

He pushed. There was a sharp, burning stretch, a moment of shocking fullness that stole my breath. Then he was in, deeper than I thought possible, buried in my ass. He held still for a heartbeat, letting me adjust to the incredible, invasive feeling. Then he moved.

It was a different kind of friction, tighter, hotter. Each thrust sent bolts of white-hot pleasure straight to my core. The initial burn faded, replaced by a building, urgent need. I was panting, begging wordlessly, my fingers clawing at the blanket.

“That’s it,” Donovan growled, his pace relentless. “Take it.”

My orgasm ripped through me without warning. It wasn’t a wave; it was an explosion. My vision whited out. My ass clenched rhythmically around his invading length, milking him, and a raw, broken scream tore from my throat as pleasure detonated every nerve.

Feeling me convulse around him drove him over. With a final, deep grind, he buried himself to the hilt. A hot flood filled my ass as he came, his own groan harsh and satisfied against my back.

He stayed there for a long moment, both of us trembling, before slowly pulling out. I collapsed onto my side, boneless and wrecked.

I heard Clark finish with Eva, his own release punctuated by a low shout. Then, silence, broken only by our heavy, ragged breathing.

Boots moved across the floor. Zippers. Without a word, Officers Donovan and Clark left. The door clicked shut.

For a minute, no one moved. Then, slowly, we all began to stir, wincing as we sat up, touched our sore, marked skin. We gathered our uniforms and dressed in silence.

Beverly was the first to speak, her husky voice quiet. “You know… I don’t hate it,” she admitted, smoothing her orange top. “The program. There’s a… freedom in it. In not having to think.”

Eva stared at her as if she’d grown a second head. “You’re crazy. This is a cage. I can’t wait to be out of here. I miss my life. My phone. Real food. A cigarette.” She looked at me. “Right, Willow?”

I nodded quickly, forcing my voice to work. “Yeah. Of course. It’s… it’s awful.”

But inside, a secret, shameful warmth still glowed. The memory of the paddle’s bite, the feel of being so completely used, the shocking climax he’d wrung from my body… my skin still hummed with it. I agreed with Eva out loud, but in the quiet of my own mind, I knew the truth. A part of me was starting to crave the awful, wonderful punishment.

A VISIT TO THE DOCTOR

MF / Medical Exam / Fingering / Speculum / Enema / Anal / Dildo

The next morning, the door buzzed before I was fully awake. Officer Donovan stood there, his expression unreadable.

“New intake protocol,” he said. “Full medical. Let’s go.”

My stomach twisted. I glanced at Eva, but she just gave me a tight, reassuring nod. I followed Donovan’s broad back down the sterile hallways to a part of the facility I hadn’t seen. A sign on a heavy door read INFIRMARY.

Inside, the air smelled of antiseptic and something else, a sterile sort of loneliness. A man in a white coat stood with his back to us, examining a chart. He turned as we entered. Dr. Roger Breedwell was older, with thinning gray hair and wire-framed glasses perched on a sharp nose. His eyes, a pale gray, looked me over with detached interest.

“Ah, the new one. Willow, is it?” His voice was calm, professional. “Donovan, you can wait outside.”

The officer gave a curt nod and left, the door clicking shut behind him. The sound felt final.

“Standard procedure for all new residents,” Dr. Breedwell said, setting the chart aside. “We need a baseline. Remove your clothing and place it on the chair. Then, position yourself on the examination table. Legs in the stirrups, please.”

My face flushed hot. I’d been naked in front of men here, but this felt different. Colder. More clinical. But it was an order. I unbuttoned the orange top, letting it fall. I stepped out of the pants, folding them clumsily before placing the small pile on the metal chair. The air in the room was cool on my bare skin.

I climbed onto the padded table, the paper sheet crinkling under me. The stirrups were cold against my heels. I leaned back, staring at the acoustic tiles on the ceiling, trying to detach my mind from my body as I spread my legs for him.

I heard the snap of a fresh latex glove. Then his touch, clinical and cool, on my inner thigh.

“Just a visual first,” he murmured, more to himself than to me.

His gloved fingers parted my folds. A soft gasp escaped me at the contact. He was thorough, looking, but his touch wasn’t rough. It was… precise. A single finger traced my entrance, then slid inside, just to the first knuckle.

A jolt went through me. It wasn’t pleasure, not exactly. It was a shock of sensation after days of numbness and violent arousal. He crooked his finger, pressing up. My hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk.

“Hmm,” he said. He moved his finger, a slow in-and-out motion. The latex was slick now, not from any gel, but from me. I was getting wet. The shame of it burned my cheeks even as my body betrayed me, responding to the steady, impersonal rhythm.

He withdrew his finger, holding it up. It glistened in the fluorescent light. “Noted,” he said, his tone flat. He dropped his hand to a tray of instruments and picked up a speculum. The cold metal clicked as he adjusted it. “You’ll feel some pressure.”

I flinched as the cold tip pressed against me. Then he pushed, and the device opened inside me, spreading me wide. The sensation was intensely vulnerable, a stretching, opening feeling that left me utterly exposed. I could feel the cool air on my inner walls. He leaned in, peering, and adjusted a small light attached to the speculum.

“Cervix looks healthy,” he muttered. He moved the speculum slightly, the metal edges a firm, unyielding presence. I bit my lip, my hands clutching the edges of the paper sheet. This is medical, I told myself. This is just procedure.

After what felt like an eternity, he closed the instrument and withdrew it with a soft, slick sound. The relief was immediate, but short-lived.

“Next, bowel clearance. So I can examine you properly.” He turned to a cabinet and returned with a clear bag of liquid and a long, tapered nozzle. “This is a saline enema. You will retain the solution for five minutes before expelling it. It’s important for a clean internal exam.”

My heart sank. He helped me roll onto my left side, my back to him. I felt the cool, wet tip of the nozzle press against my back entrance. I tensed.

“Relax,” he said, his voice still that calm, detached tone. “It will be easier.”

I forced my muscles to unclench. He pushed, and the nozzle slid in. It was a strange, invasive feeling. Then I heard a click, and a rush of warm fluid began to flow into me. It felt… full. Heavy. The warmth spread through my lower belly, a bloating, pressing sensation that was deeply uncomfortable. He held the nozzle in place until the bag was empty, then removed it.

“Five minutes,” he said, checking his watch. “You may feel some cramping. It’s normal.”

I lay there on my side, trying to breathe through the intense pressure. It was a bizarre, humiliating purging. When he finally pointed to a small, open bathroom attached to the infirmary and said, “You may void now,” I nearly stumbled off the table in my hurry.

After, feeling hollow and scrubbed raw inside, I returned to the table. He gestured for me to get back into position, this time on my hands and knees.

“Anal sphincter tone assessment,” he stated. His gloved hand smoothed over one cheek, then the other. A finger, lubricated this time, circled the tight furl of muscle. He pressed. My body resisted, clenching instinctively.

“You’re quite tight,” he observed, his finger applying steady pressure until it popped past the ring of muscle. I gasped at the sudden intrusion. He worked the finger in and out, a shallow, testing motion. “Significant tension. This can lead to complications. You require training to achieve proper laxity.”

He removed his finger and turned back to his tray. He selected a smooth, black silicone dildo, about the size of two fingers together. He coated it generously with clear gel.

“This is a beginner’s size. Deep breath.”

The cool, blunt tip pressed where his finger had been. He pushed. The stretch was immediate, a burning, insistent fullness that made me cry out. He didn’t stop. He worked it in slowly, relentlessly, until it was fully seated inside me. He held it there, letting my body adjust to the foreign object.

Then he began to move it. In and out. A smooth, gliding friction. The initial burn began to subside, replaced by a deep, spreading warmth. The pressure was against something inside me that sent confusing signals to my core. A soft moan leaked from my lips. My pussy, utterly ignored, was dripping.

Dr. Breedwell noticed. “Interesting physiological response,” he noted clinically. He set the small dildo aside and picked up another. This one was significantly thicker, longer, with a slight curve. My eyes went wide.

“Training requires progression,” he said, applying more gel.

The pressure of this new tip was immense. I whimpered, pushing back instinctively against his hand as if to escape it, which only served to impale myself further. He pushed, and my body yielded with a shocking, full feeling that stole my breath. He fucked my ass with it in a steady, measured rhythm, each stroke stroking that deep, secret place.

Pleasure, sharp and undeniable, began to coil at the base of my spine. It built with each thrust, fed by the humiliation, the clinical detachment in his eyes, the sheer, shocking fullness. My moans grew louder, less controlled. I was panting, my forehead pressed to the cold table.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his rhythm becoming more purposeful. “The body learns.”

The coil snapped. An orgasm, brutal and unexpected, ripped through me. It wasn’t centered in my pussy but radiated from my ass, from that deep, invaded place. I screamed, my body convulsing around the invading toy, and a gush of fluid sprayed from my pussy onto the paper below, soaking it.

He slowed, then gently withdrew the toy. I collapsed onto the table, trembling violently, spent and slick with sweat.

“Satisfactory,” Dr. Breedwell said, peeling off his gloves. “You may dress. We will continue this training weekly.”

My hands shook as I pulled on the scratchy orange uniform. The fabric felt alien against my sensitized skin. I was humiliated, confused, my mind reeling. All I could feel was the lingering, throbbing echo of that climax, and a terrifying curiosity about what “continued training” would entail.

SOLD AND USED

MF / Bondage / Restraints / Nipple Clamps / Buttplug / Vibrator / PIV Sex / Anal

The infirmary door clicked shut behind Dr. Breedwell, leaving me alone with Officer Donovan. The sterile smell clung to my uniform, but underneath it, I could still smell my own arousal, a humiliating testament to what had just happened. Donovan’s pale eyes scanned me, his expression giving nothing away.

“Follow me,” he said, his voice flat.

He led me not back toward Dorm Three, but down a different corridor, one with plain, unmarked doors. He stopped at the last one on the left, produced a key, and unlocked it. He gestured for me to enter.

The room was small, windowless. A single, sturdy bed with a plain mattress dominated the space. But it was the shelving unit against the wall that stole my breath. It was lined with sex toys—neat rows of dildos and vibrators in various sizes and colors, coils of rope, sets of leather cuffs, bottles of lube, and other items I didn’t immediately recognize.

A man stood up from a simple chair in the corner. He was older, with a paunch and thinning hair, dressed in casual slacks and a polo shirt. He looked utterly ordinary, like someone’s dad.

“Frank,” Donovan said, by way of introduction.

Frank nodded, a friendly smile on his face that didn’t reach his eyes. He reached into his back pocket, pulled out a thick fold of cash, and handed it to Donovan. The officer took it, counted it with quick, practiced flips of his thumb, and tucked it into his own pocket without a word. He didn’t look at me again. He just turned and left, locking the door behind him.

The sound of the lock engaging sent a cold spike through my stomach. He sold me. The realization was a physical blow. The Free Use Program wasn’t just about staff discipline. It was a business.

“Now then,” Frank said, his voice genial. “Let’s get you comfortable.”

He walked toward me. His hands went to the buttons of my orange top. His touch was firm, not rough, but completely assured. He pushed the fabric off my shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. He did the same with the pants, until I stood naked before him. His gaze traveled over my body, clinical and appraising in a way that felt different from the doctor’s. This was a customer inspecting merchandise.

“On the bed. On your back,” he instructed.

I moved automatically, the mattress dipping under my weight. He went to the shelves, selecting items with calm efficiency. He returned with a set of wide, padded leather cuffs. He fastened one around my right wrist, then pulled my arm up to the metal headboard. There was a loop there. He secured the cuff to it. He did the same with my left wrist, stretching my arms above my head, leaving me spread and open.

The vulnerability was instant and total. I tugged against the restraints, but they held firm. The leather was soft but unyielding.

Next, he picked up a small, cruel-looking device—two metal clamps connected by a short chain. He leaned over me, his breath smelling of coffee. He took my right nipple between his thumb and forefinger, rolled it to stiffness, and then attached the clamp.

A sharp, biting pain made me gasp. It wasn’t overwhelming, but it was constant, a focused ache that sent little shocks through my breast. He did the same to my left nipple. The twin pains were a bright, humming awareness. My breathing quickened.

He held up a black silicone buttplug, its base flared. He coated it with cool lube from a bottle. “Lift your hips,” he said.

I did, exposing myself completely. He positioned the tapered tip against my back entrance, still loose and sensitive from the doctor’s “training.” With a steady push, he worked it into me. The stretch was familiar now, a filling, intrusive pressure that made my eyes water. He seated it fully, the flared base resting snugly against my cheeks.

Then he picked up a vibrator—a sleek, purple wand. He turned it on. A low, powerful buzz filled the room. He didn’t touch me with it right away. He just held it near my inner thigh, letting me feel the vibration in the air. My skin prickled.

Slowly, he brought the head of the wand to my clit. The contact was electric. A jolt of pure sensation, bright and shocking, ripped through me. I cried out, my back arching off the bed. The pain in my nipples flared in time with the pulses of pleasure.

He began to move the wand in slow, tiny circles. The vibrations weren’t gentle; they were intense and relentless, buzzing directly into my swollen, hyper-sensitive nub. Pleasure, hot and coiling, built in my core with frightening speed. It mixed with the ache of the clamps and the deep fullness of the plug, creating a confusing, overwhelming symphony of feeling.

“Please,” I heard myself whimper. I didn’t know what I was begging for—more, or less, or for it to never stop.

“Please, what?” Frank asked, his voice still calm. He adjusted the vibrator, focusing it right on the tip of my clit.

A sob choked me. “Please… more.”

He smiled then, a real smile. He increased the pressure. The vibrations seemed to penetrate my very bones. My hips bucked helplessly against his hand. The coil inside me wound so tight I thought I’d break. I was babbling, my words dissolving into incoherent moans. I was right on the edge, trembling with the need to fall.

Then, he pulled the vibrator away.

The sudden absence was a physical agony. A frustrated, broken sound tore from my throat. I strained against the cuffs, my body screaming for release.

I heard his zipper. He moved between my spread legs, his body blocking the harsh light. He was already hard. He positioned himself, the head of his cock nudging my soaking entrance. He didn’t ask. He just pushed in, filling me in one deep, claiming stroke.

I gasped, my inner walls stretching around him. He was thick, and he started fucking me with a hard, driving rhythm immediately. Each thrust jarred the plug in my ass, sending dual sensations crashing through me. The clamps jiggled and pulled with his movement, sending fresh spikes of pain-pleasure through my chest.

He fucked me like he owned me, his hands braced on the mattress beside my shoulders, his breath hot on my neck. The bedframe creaked in a steady, brutal tempo. I was lost in it, in the sheer physicality, the raw use of my body. My earlier climax, denied, came roaring back, amplified by every sensation.

“Turn over,” he grunted, pulling out suddenly.

He unlocked one cuff, then the other. My arms fell, aching. He manhandled me onto my hands and knees. I felt his hands on my hips, his fingers finding the base of the buttplug. He pulled it slowly from my ass, the sensation of being emptied almost as intense as being filled. He tossed it aside.

Then I felt the blunt, slick pressure of his cockhead at that now-familiar entrance. He pushed. The resistance was minimal, my body already trained and willing. He sank into my ass deeply, completely, and a choked cry was forced from my lungs. It was a deeper, hotter, tighter fit than my pussy. It stole my breath.

He set a ruthless pace, gripping my hips, slamming into me. The shame was there, burning in my mind, but my body embraced it, welcomed the invasion. Each thrust rubbed a spot inside me that made stars burst behind my closed eyelids. The pleasure was darker, more intense, a crescendo building from my very core.

I couldn’t hold back. My orgasm erupted, violent and consuming. My ass clenched rhythmically around his driving length, milking him, and I screamed into the mattress as wave after wave of shocking pleasure shattered me.

Feeling me convulse around him pushed him over the edge. With a final, deep grind, he buried himself to the hilt. A hot, liquid rush filled my ass as he came, his groan harsh and satisfied in the quiet room.

He stayed there for a long moment, both of us panting, before he slowly pulled out. I collapsed onto my side, a wet, used mess. He cleaned himself with a towel from the shelf, dressed calmly, and without a word, walked to the door and knocked twice.

A key turned in the lock. Officer Donovan stepped back in. Frank gave him a nod and left.

Donovan looked at me, still naked and trembling on the bed, his expression as unreadable as ever. “Get dressed. Time to go back.”

As I fumbled with my orange uniform, my mind raced, pieces clicking into a horrifying picture. The cash exchange. The specialized room. This wasn’t just discipline. This was a marketplace. And I was the product.

ZAYNE’S TREACHERY REVEALED

MFF / Group Sex / Threesome / Cunnilingus / Masturbation / Flogging / PIV Sex

Several weeks bled together in a haze of orange fabric and scheduled visits. Officer Donovan would appear at the dorm door, his pale eyes finding me, sometimes taking just me, sometimes taking another. The routine was always the same: the walk to the unmarked room, the exchange of cash, the silent wait as a stranger used my body. I’d learned to drift, to let the sensations wash over me without letting the thoughts in.

Today, he came for two of us.

“Eva. Willow. Let’s go.”

Eva caught my eye as we stood. Her expression was hard, resigned. We followed Donovan’s broad back through the maze of hallways, the silence between us heavy. When he unlocked the familiar door, the scent of leather and antiseptic cleaner hit me. A man was already there, leaning against the shelves of toys.

He was younger than Frank, with a sharp, watchful face. He handed a stack of bills to Donovan, who counted them with his usual efficiency and left without a word. The lock clicked.

The man turned to us. And my breath froze.

I knew him. The line of his jaw, the way he held his shoulders. He’d been at Zayne’s apartment a few times, making furtive exchanges in the kitchen while I pretended to watch TV. He was one of Zayne’s customers.

“Jack,” he said, his voice smooth. His eyes lingered on me, a flicker of recognition in them. “Willow, right? Zayne’s girl.”

The name was a punch to the gut. I hadn’t spoken it aloud in weeks. “Ex-girlfriend,” I managed, my voice thin. “He… he left me. For someone else. While I was in here.”

Jack let out a short, humorless laugh. He walked to the bed and sat on the edge, his gaze piercing. “Left you? Honey, he didn’t just leave you.” He leaned forward. “He put you here.”

The words didn’t make sense. They bounced around my skull, meaningless. “What?”

“The bust. It was too clean. Zayne’s smarter than that. Unless he wanted you caught.” Jack shrugged, a cold, casual motion. “Let’s just say… your arrest was quite beneficial for him.”

The room tilted. The shelves of toys blurred. He planned this. The morning he’d asked me, his hands still on my body, his voice laced with guilt. It was all a script.

Before I could form a question, could even begin to process the betrayal that went deeper than I’d ever imagined, Jack stood. His pleasant demeanor vanished, replaced by a cool command.

“Enough chat. Clothes off. Both of you.”

The order cut through the shock. It was a relief, in a way. Something to do. Eva and I exchanged a glance, then began to undress. The orange uniforms pooled on the floor. The air was cool on my skin. Jack’s eyes traveled over us, assessing. He unbuttoned his own jeans, freeing his cock, already thick and half-hard. He began to stroke himself slowly.

“Willow. On your knees in front of Eva.”

I moved, kneeling on the hard floor. Eva stood before me, her muscular thighs at my eye level. The scent of her, clean sweat and skin, filled my senses. I looked up. Her face was a mask, but her dark eyes held a silent understanding.

“Eat her,” Jack said, his voice a low rasp. “Let me watch.”

I leaned forward, my hands settling on Eva’s hips. I pressed my mouth to her neat triangle of curls, then lower, parting her folds with my tongue. She was already warm, a faint musk rising. I licked a slow, broad stripe over her core.

A sharp intake of breath above me. Eva’s hand came down, her fingers tangling in my hair, not guiding, just holding. I dove in, my tongue seeking her clit, circling the hard little nub. Her taste exploded on my tongue—salty, earthy, real. I sucked gently, and her hips gave a tiny jerk.

“Good,” Jack murmured. I heard the slick sound of his fist moving faster on his cock. “Keep going.”

I lost myself in the rhythm, in the give and take of her body. I flicked my tongue, pressed flat, drank her in as her breaths became shallow pants. Her grip in my hair tightened. I was wet, my own arousal a throbbing, ignored ache between my legs. This was different from being used by a stranger. This was for Eva, and for the man watching, and the duality of it twisted my need higher.

I heard a rustle. Jack had moved to the shelves. He came back holding a short, multi-tailed whip made of soft black leather.

“Don’t stop,” he ordered me.

He positioned himself behind me. I flinched as the cool tips of the tails brushed my bare back. Then he drew his arm back and snapped his wrist.

The first strike landed across my shoulders. A line of bright, stinging fire. I cried out, my mouth leaving Eva’s pussy for a second.

“I said don’t stop,” Jack growled.

I plunged back in, my tongue working faster as the burn spread into a deep, throbbing heat. The second strike landed lower, across the swell of my ass. I moaned, the sound vibrating against Eva’s flesh. The pain was sharp, clean, and it melted into the pleasure of tasting her, feeding the fire in my core. Each stroke of the whip made me push my face deeper into her, seeking an anchor in her scent, her taste.

After five strokes, my skin singing, he moved to Eva.

She stood straighter as he approached, defiance in her posture. The whip cracked against her toned back. She didn’t make a sound, but her whole body stiffened, and the hand in my hair clenched into a fist. He struck her again, and a low, furious groan finally escaped her lips. I could feel the tension vibrating through her thighs. I redoubled my efforts, licking and sucking, wanting to give her this pleasure as a counterpoint to the pain.

“On the bed, Willow. On your back.”

I scrambled onto the mattress, my skin hypersensitive, every nerve ending alive. Jack climbed over me, his cock, now fully hard and weeping, nudged at my entrance. He didn’t ask. He pushed inside in one deep, filling stroke. I gasped, my back arching. He felt huge, stretching me perfectly.

“Eva,” Jack grunted, not breaking his rhythm as he began to fuck me with deep, measured thrusts. “Ride her face.”

Eva moved, swinging a leg over my head, lowering herself until her pussy was poised over my mouth. I didn’t need instruction. I lifted my head, capturing her with my lips and tongue again. The position was intense, my neck straining, but the angle was deeper. I could taste her more completely, feel her muscles fluttering against my tongue.

Jack’s pace increased. His thrusts drove me into the mattress, each one jolting through me. The dual sensation was overwhelming—his cock pounding my pussy, my mouth full of Eva, the ghost of the whip’s bite on my skin. I was a conduit for sensation, utterly used, completely consumed.

Eva began to rock against my face, her movements growing frantic. Her juices flowed, coating my chin. Her moans filled the room, a raw, beautiful sound. Feeling her lose control tipped me over the edge. My orgasm slammed into me, a silent, breath-stealing convulsion that clenched around Jack’s driving length. My cries were muffled against Eva’s flesh.

A gush of wetness flooded my mouth as Eva cried out, her body shuddering. My climax triggered Jack’s. With a final, deep grind, he buried himself inside me and stilled. A hot rush filled my core as he came, his groan harsh and satisfied.

Jack looked down at me, that familiar, casual smile back on his face as he tucked himself away. He leaned close, his voice a murmur for just me. “Good to see you again, Willow.”

He left, the door shutting softly. A minute later, it opened again. Officer Donovan stood there, impassive.

My mind was a storm. Zayne planned this. He set me up. The luxury, the love, the guilt… all a lie to deliver me to this room, to these men. But why?

“Get dressed,” Donovan said. “Time to go back.”

EVA’S TRUE IDENTITY

FF / Kissing / Fingering / Scissoring

The hum of voices and the clatter of silverware drifted in from the kitchen, but I couldn't stomach the meal. I’d slipped away early, my plate virtually untouched. When I walked into the bedroom, Eva was hunched over her bunk, methodically shoving her meager belongings into a bag.

As I tried to pass, her hand shot out. Her grip was a firm, warm weight around my wrist. “We need to talk,” she whispered, her dark eyes locking onto mine with a gravity that made my heart stutter. Her sentence was up. She was being released in the morning. A hollow ache had been growing in my chest all day.

She sat on the edge of her bed and pulled me down beside her. She leaned in, her voice a low murmur that brushed my ear. “I need your help, Willow.”

I just stared, caught by the intensity in her gaze.

“I’m not who you think I am,” she said. “I’m a reporter. Investigative journalist. I came in here to get the story on this place. On this… program.”

The words took a second to land. A reporter? The woman who had held me, who had tasted my tears and my pleasure, who had been my only anchor in this place…

“The Free Use Program,” she continued, her voice urgent. “It’s not just some twisted jailhouse rule. It’s a business. A black-market operation selling access to inmates. I’ve got names, dates, cash amounts. But I need more. I need proof from the inside after I’m gone.” She reached into the waistband of her orange pants, her movements shielded by her body. Her hand emerged, closed around a small, sleek black cellphone. “This is a burner. Camera, microphone, memory. It’s been hidden in my mattress. I need you to take it.”

She pressed the cool, hard object into my palm. My fingers curled around it instinctively. “Record everything,” she whispered. “Donovan, Breedwell, the customers. Any conversation, any exchange. Send whatever you find to me. My number is saved in the contacts.”

“Eva, I…” My throat was tight. “What if I get caught?”

Her hand covered mine, squeezing. “You’re smarter than you think. And you’re stronger. You have to help me shut this down. For you. For Charlotte, Beverly… all of them.”

The weight of the phone felt immense. But the weight of her trust felt heavier. I looked into her eyes, seeing the fierce determination there, the woman beneath the inmate. I nodded, a slow, sure movement. “I will. I promise.”

A smile, real and relieved, touched her lips. Then it softened. Her gaze dropped to my mouth. “I’m going to miss you, Willow.”

“I’ll miss you, too,” I breathed, the ache swelling into something else, a desperate need for connection, for a memory to hold onto.

She closed the final inch between us. Her kiss wasn’t like the others we’d shared—frantic, or fueled by shared defiance. This was slow. Deep. A claiming and a farewell. Her lips parted mine, and her tongue swept in, tasting of the weak tea from dinner and something uniquely her. I melted into it, my free hand coming up to cup her jaw, my fingers tracing the strong line of it.

We broke apart, breathless. Her eyes were dark pools. “One last time,” she murmured, not a question, but a shared decision.

My answer was to reach for the buttons of her orange top. My fingers trembled, but not from fear. From want. She did the same for me, pushing the rough fabric off my shoulders. The cool dorm air washed over my skin, raising goosebumps. We stood, shucking the rest of our clothes until we were both naked at the foot of the bunk.

She looked at me, her gaze traveling over my curves, and I did the same, memorizing the powerful cut of her shoulders, the neat cornrows, the gold tooth that glinted as she smiled softly. We came together again, skin to skin, a shock of warmth. Her hands slid down my back, over the swell of my ass, pulling me flush against her. I could feel the hard planes of her stomach, the softness of her breasts against mine.

My hand slipped between us, my fingers finding the wet heat between her legs. She gasped into my mouth, her hips pushing forward. I slid two fingers inside her, and her inner muscles clenched around me, hot and silken. So tight. So perfect. I began to move, a slow, curling rhythm.

Her own hand mirrored mine, her fingers seeking and finding my soaked entrance. She pushed in, and a sharp, sweet pleasure made my knees weak. We stood there, braced against each other, fingering each other with a growing urgency, our foreheads pressed together, sharing panting breaths. The slick sounds of our hands working filled the quiet space around our bunk.

“Bed,” she managed, her voice rough.

We tumbled onto the thin mattress, a tangle of limbs. She guided me onto my side, then fitted her body against mine, her front to my back. Then she hooked her top leg over my hip, shifting us until our centers aligned. I felt the hot, swollen nub of her clit press against mine.

She began to move, a subtle rocking of her hips. The friction was immediate, exquisite. Our folds slid together, wetness mixing, creating a slippery, maddening heat. I pushed back against her, finding the rhythm. It was an intimate, consuming grind. Every nerve ending in my clit was alive, singing with each pass. I could feel every ridge of her, every shudder of her stomach against my back.

“God, Willow,” she choked out, her arm wrapping tight around my waist, holding me close.

I reached back, my hand finding her hip, pulling her into me harder, faster. The pleasure built in a steady, relentless wave. It wasn’t the sharp peak of being fucked by a stranger. This was a deep, glowing fusion, a goodbye written in the slide of skin on skin. My moans were soft, continuous. Hers were low groans near my ear.

The coil snapped without warning. My climax rolled through me, a warm, golden wash that made my whole body shudder. I cried out, my hips stuttering against hers. Feeling me come triggered her own release. Her body tightened around me, a sharp, rhythmic clenching, and a broken, beautiful sound escaped her lips as she pressed her face into my shoulder.

We lay there, spent, still joined, for a long time. The aftershocks were gentle pulses between us. Slowly, reluctantly, she shifted, turning me to face her. She brushed damp hair from my forehead. We just looked at each other, the silence saying everything.

“I wish I was going with you tomorrow,” I whispered, the sadness finally breaking through.

“I know.” She kissed my eyelids, my cheeks. “But you’re going to get out. And when you do, you’re going to find me. We’ll finish this.”

She pulled the scratchy blanket over us, and I curled into her warmth, the hidden phone a secret weight under the thin pillow. “Get some sleep, Willow. Tomorrow’s a big day.”

ZAYNE’S CONFESSION

MF / Blowjob / Whipping / PIV Sex / Dildo / Double Penetration

The morning after Eva left was the worst. The bunk felt cold and huge. My mind wouldn’t stop. A reporter. The secret phone was a hard, square shape tucked into my cotton panties. Every time Donovan looked at me, I imagined he could see its outline through the fabric. My hands wouldn’t stop shaking.

He came for me just after lunch.

“Willow. With me.”

His tone offered no room for discussion. I fell into step behind him, my heart hammering against my ribs. We took the familiar route to the unmarked corridor. The locked door. My stomach twisted. Frank again. Or someone like him. I braced myself for the cold exchange, the impersonal hands.

Donovan unlocked the door and pushed it open. He didn’t enter. He just motioned me inside with a tilt of his head.

I stepped over the threshold. The door shut behind me.

And then I saw him.

Zayne.

He was leaning against the shelves of toys, arms crossed over his broad chest, looking just as I remembered. The short dark hair, the muscular frame under a simple black t-shirt, those piercing dark eyes fixed on me. A smirk played on his lips.

My breath stopped. The world narrowed to the sight of him. My first love. My betrayer.

His smirk widened. “Hey, baby. Miss me?”

Rage, cold and sharp, cut through the shock. My fingers twitched, remembering the phone in my panties. Eva’s voice echoed in my head. Record everything.

My hand moved, a casual, nervous gesture, dipping beneath the waistband of my orange pants. My thumb found the tiny, almost invisible record button on the side. I pressed it once. A faint, single vibration confirmed it was live.

“You,” I breathed, the word barely audible. “Why, Zayne? Why did you set me up?”

He pushed off the shelves and took a step toward me. His gaze traveled over my ugly uniform with a possessive familiarity that made my skin crawl. And, shamefully, heat.

“It was business, Willow,” he said, his voice smooth, conversational, as if explaining the weather. “A sweet deal. Donovan provides protection for my shipments. In return, he gets a fresh, pretty girl for his little program.” He gestured around the room. “He’ll make thousands off you. And I can move my product without looking over my shoulder. It was fucking genius.”

The confession, so casual, so cold, hit me like a physical blow. I’d known, since Jack, but hearing it from him… “I’ll expose you,” I spat, the threat sounding weak even to my ears. “I’ll tell everyone.”

Zayne laughed, a low, rich sound that once made my knees weak. Now it chilled me. “And who’s gonna believe you? A criminal doing time for drug distribution? You’ve got no proof, baby. It’s your word against a decorated officer’s. And mine.”

But I do, I thought, my heart pounding against the secret in underwear. I have it all.

He closed the distance between us. His hands, those big, familiar hands, went to the buttons of my top. “You look good in orange,” he murmured, his breath warm against my cheek. “Makes your eyes pop.”

I stood frozen as he undid the buttons, pushing the rough fabric off my shoulders. I couldn’t let him find the phone. Quickly, I took off my pants and underwear, the phone concealed in a bundle of orange fabric that I dropped on the floor. Hopefully, it was still recording. The air was cool, but my skin was on fire. A traitorous ache bloomed between my legs. I hated him. I wanted him. The two feelings twisted together, inseparable.

He took out his cock, already thick and hardening in his hand. He gave it a slow stroke, his eyes never leaving mine. “On your knees, Willow.”

The command, in that voice I used to crave, broke my paralysis. I sank to the floor, the concrete hard under my knees. He stepped forward, the blunt head of his cock brushing my lips. I opened my mouth.

The taste of him—salty skin, familiar musk—flooded my senses. A moan stuck in my throat. I took him in, my tongue swirling around the crown. He let out a satisfied sigh, his hand coming to rest on the back of my head.

“That’s it,” he coaxed, his voice a low rumble. “Just like you used to.” He began to fuck my mouth, shallow at first, then deeper. I relaxed my jaw, letting him push in, the hard length hitting the back of my throat. I gagged, tears springing to my eyes, but I didn’t pull away. The helplessness, the submission, felt like coming home. It was sick. It was everything.

As I sucked him, bobbing my head to his rhythm, he kept talking, his words punctuated by soft groans. “So fucking perfect… Donovan knew you’d be perfect for this. So eager to please. So fucking loyal.” He thrust deeper, making me choke. “All those luxuries… the apartment, the clothes… small price to pay for this return on investment.”

His words were gasoline on the fire of my rage. But my body sang a different tune. My pussy was dripping, my nipples tight peaks. I reached between my own legs, unable to stop myself, and found my clit swollen and throbbing. I circled it as I sucked him, the dual sensations pushing me toward a cliff.

He pulled his cock from my mouth with a wet pop. “On the bed. Hands and knees.”

I scrambled up, my legs shaky. I assumed the position on the edge of the mattress, presenting myself to him. I heard him move to the shelves. A soft swish of leather.

The whip landed across my ass without warning.

A sharp, stinging line of fire bloomed on my skin. I cried out, my back arching.

“You like this, don’t you?” he growled. Another strike, lower, across the tops of my thighs. The pain was bright, clean. It melted into the heat pooling in my core. Each strike made me wetter, more desperate.

After five, my skin singing, he dropped the whip. I felt his hands on my hips, his cock nudging my soaked entrance. He pushed inside in one hard, deep stroke.

I gasped, my inner walls stretching around his familiar girth. He felt like home, and the thought made me want to scream. He set a brutal pace immediately, each thrust driving me forward on the mattress. His balls slapped against my clit with every drive, sending shocks of pure pleasure through me.

“You’re still mine, Willow,” he grunted, his grip bruising on my hips. “Even in here. You’ll always be mine.”

He reached for the shelves again. I heard the squirt of lube. Then a cold, slick pressure, much larger than his cock, pressed against my back entrance. A dildo. He pushed it in slowly, the massive width stretching me open, filling me completely. The double penetration was overwhelming. I was stuffed, claimed everywhere.

He fucked me harder, his cock pistoning into my pussy, the dildo moving in counterpoint in my ass. The sensations crashed together—the deep burn of the stretch, the pounding friction on my G-spot, the rhythmic tap of his body against my clit. I was coming apart. My moans were ragged, broken things.

“That’s it, baby,” he urged, his rhythm becoming frantic. “Cum for me. Show me you’re still my good girl.”

His words, the unbearable fullness, the relentless pace—it was too much. My orgasm detonated. My body clamped down on both invading lengths, a violent, pulsing rhythm that ripped a scream from my throat. Wave after wave of shocking pleasure turned my vision white.

Feeling me convulse around him sent him over the edge. With a final, deep roar, he buried himself to the hilt and came. I felt the hot rush flood my pussy. He held himself there, grinding as he emptied himself, until both of us were spent and trembling.

He pulled out of me slowly. The dildo followed with a soft, wet sound. I collapsed onto my stomach, a mess of sweat and come and lube. He chuckled, the sound hollow in the quiet room. He zipped his jeans.

“See you around, Willow.”

He left without a backward glance. A minute later, the door opened. Officer Donovan stood there, his expression blank. “Get dressed,” he demanded.

My fingers were clumsy as I pulled the fabric on, my body sore and buzzing. I tucked the phone back into my panties without Donovan noticing. The recording was safe.

Donovan led me back to Dorm Three in silence. The other women were in the common area. I quickly greeted them, before walking into the bedroom. As soon as the door clicked shut behind me, I scrambled to my bunk.

My hands shook as I pulled out the phone. The screen showed a solid block of recorded time. I found the file, attached it to a pre-programmed contact Eva had set—just a string of numbers. I typed a quick message with trembling thumbs. Got it. Zayne confessed. All of it.

I hit send. The status bar flickered, then showed a single checkmark. Sent.

I shoved the phone deep into the mattress seam and lay down, curling into a ball. My body ached. My heart was a shattered, confused thing. But somewhere out there, Eva knew, and I prayed she would get me out of here.

STEPPING INTO FREEDOM

FFFFFF / Strap-on

The days after sending that recording were a tense blur. I waited for a sign, for something to happen. Every time Donovan looked at me, my blood ran cold. But nothing changed. The routine continued. Until it didn’t.

A few weeks later, Officer Nina Gomez walked into our dormitory. She wasn’t in her usual patrol mood. Her sharp features were set in a tense, almost apologetic line. She called us all into the bedroom—me, Charlotte, Jacqueline, Beverly, and Marie.

“Listen up,” Gomez said, her voice lacking its usual edge. She crossed her arms. “A report hit the papers this morning. An investigative piece. It names names. Details the… arrangements here.”

My heart leapt. Eva.

Gomez sighed, a reluctant sound. “Officer Donovan has been arrested. The Free Use Program is terminated, effective immediately.”

The room exploded into happy chatter. Charlotte beamed, her breath coming out in a giddy rush of air. Jacqueline’s face lit up, all her tension replaced by a look of pure, unadulterated joy. Beverly didn't waste a second, lunging toward Marie to give her an enthusiastic high five.

“We’re being released?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper.

“Soon,” Gomez said, her dark eyes flicking to me, a slow, predatory smile tugging at the corner of her mouth. “But there’s a condition. From higher up. They want… verification. Proof that the program’s ‘rehabilitative techniques’ were absorbed before you re-enter society.” She leaned back, her gaze dripping with a smug heat as she looked us over. “You five need to demonstrate what you’ve learned. With me. Now.”

My initial burst of joy curdled. One last time. But this was different. This was the end. This was freedom waiting on the other side.

“Get naked. All of you.”

The order, now familiar, felt lighter. This wasn’t for Donovan, or for Zayne’s profit. This was a twisted formality. We undressed quickly, the orange fabric falling away. The air was cool on my skin. Charlotte stood tall, defiance back in her eyes. Jacqueline looked resolved. Beverly’s expression was serene. Marie just grinned.

Gomez began to undress. She peeled off her uniform shirt, revealing a simple black bra over taut muscle. She unclipped her duty belt, stepped out of her pants. She stood before us in just her bra and matching black panties, her body athletic and powerful. She turned to a bag she’d brought, pulling out a harness and a thick, veined silicone dildo, glistening under the fluorescent lights. She strapped it on with efficient motions, the fake cock jutting out from her hips.

She pointed at Charlotte. “You first. Against the wall.”

Charlotte smirked, that playful glint returning. She sauntered to the nearest blank wall and bent over, placing her hands flat against it, presenting her round ass. Gomez moved behind her, one hand guiding the dildo, the other gripping Charlotte’s hip.

She pushed in slowly, the thick head stretching Charlotte open. Charlotte’s breath caught, then released in a low moan as Gomez sank deeper. Once fully seated, Gomez didn’t wait. She pulled back and slammed forward, setting a hard, driving rhythm. The sound of flesh meeting flesh, the slick wet noise of penetration, filled the room.

“Fuck yes,” Charlotte gasped, her head dropping forward. “Right there… harder.”

Gomez obliged, her hips snapping faster. Each thrust drove Charlotte into the wall. Charlotte’s moans climbed higher, becoming desperate little cries. She reached a hand between her own legs, rubbing her clit in frantic circles. I could see the tension coiling in her thighs, in the arch of her back.

“I’m gonna… I’m gonna cum!” she shrieked.

Gomez pounded into her, relentless. Charlotte’s body went rigid. A sharp, broken cry tore from her throat as she climaxed, her knees buckling. Gomez held her up, fucking her through the convulsions until Charlotte was a boneless, panting heap against the wall.

Gomez didn't waste a second. She turned her focus to Marie, forcing her down over the edge of the bunk. With a firm grip on Marie’s hips, Gomez drove into her from behind. The strap-on buried deep with every relentless thrust, pushing Marie further into the thin mattress. Marie’s head thrashed as a loud, guttural moan tore from her throat. The pace was punishing, and it didn't take long before Marie shattered, her eyes rolling back as she surrendered to the peak of her ecstasy.

Next, Gomez turned to Jacqueline, who was already moving to one of the lower bunks, lying on her back. Gomez positioned the dildo at Jacqueline’s entrance and pushed inside. Jacqueline’s breath hissed out. Her hands came up to grip Gomez’s toned forearms. Gomez began to move, a deep, grinding motion, her strap-on fucking into Jacqueline’s pussy with steady, penetrating strokes. Jacqueline’s head tossed side to side on the thin pillow. Her moans were lower, more guttural than Marie’s, a continuous rumble of pleasure.

“Oh god… oh fuck…” Jacqueline chanted, her hips lifting to meet each thrust. “Don’t stop… please…”

Gomez’s own breathing grew ragged. She watched Jacqueline’s face, her expression focused. She shifted angle slightly, and Jacqueline’s eyes flew open wide. A choked sob of pure ecstasy burst from her lips as her orgasm hit. Her back arched off the bed, her body bowing tight as she came, her inner muscles clamping down on the silicone length inside her.

Next was Beverly. Gomez sat on the edge of the same bunk, the dildo standing proud. “Ride it. Show me your control.”

Beverly moved with a graceful sensuality. She straddled Gomez’s lap, guiding the slick tip to her opening. She sank down slowly, taking every inch with a husky, satisfied sigh. Once fully impaled, she began to move, rolling her hips in a smooth, undulating bounce. Her full breasts swayed with the rhythm.

She set a leisurely, deep pace, rising almost all the way off before sinking back down with a soft, wet sound. Her head fell back, her kind eyes closed in concentration. She was making love to the strap-on, savoring the feeling of being filled. Gomez’s hands settled on Beverly’s hips, not guiding, just feeling the motion.

Beverly’s pace quickened. Her breaths came in short pants. “So deep… feels so… good…” she murmured. Her movements became more urgent, her bounces harder, faster. A flush spread across her chest. With a sharp cry, she ground down hard, staying seated as her body trembled through a powerful, shuddering orgasm.

Then it was my turn. Gomez pointed to the bunk. “Hands and knees.”

I moved into position, the mattress dipping under my weight. My heart was pounding, but not with fear. With a strange, liberated excitement. This was the last test. The final page.

I felt her hands on my hips, the cool silicone nudge against my folds. She was wet from the others, and I was already soaking. She pushed in.

The stretch was immediate, delicious. The dildo was thick, unyielding. She filled me completely on the first stroke. A low moan spilled from my lips. She began to fuck me with long, measured thrusts, pulling almost all the way out before driving back in to the hilt.

Each penetration went deeper than the last, it seemed, hitting a spot inside me that made stars burst behind my eyelids. The pleasure was sharp, focused, building with piston-like precision. I pushed back against her, meeting her thrust for thrust. The slap of her body against mine, the creak of the bunk, my own choked gasps—it was a symphony of release.

“That’s it,” Gomez grunted, her voice strained. “Take it. All of it.”

I was. I was taking it, and it was mine. This pleasure, this final act, wasn’t for Zayne’s profit or Donovan’s power. It was my ticket out. The thought sent a fresh wave of heat through me. The coil in my belly wound tighter, tighter.

She fucked me harder, faster. The world narrowed to the sensation of being speared, claimed by this last guardian of my captivity. I felt the climax gather, a tsunami at the base of my spine.

“I’m… I’m cumming!” I cried out, the warning ripped from me.

As the words left my lips, the wave broke. My orgasm crashed over me, violent and total. My vision whited out. A loud, ragged moan, raw and unfiltered, tore from my throat as my body clenched around the invading length, milking it in pulsing waves of exquisite release. I shuddered, collapsing onto my forearms as the aftershocks rolled through me.

Gomez pulled out. I heard the soft snap of the harness being unbuckled. “Get dressed,” she said, her voice returning to its professional calm. “All of you. Time to go home.”

We dressed in silence, a different silence than before. It was charged, exhausted, hopeful. Gomez led us out of Dorm Three, down the hallways, past the processing area, and into the sterile lobby of the jail. A clerk handed us plastic bags with our street clothes—the simple black dress I’d been arrested in felt like a relic from another life.

I was pulling my sandals on when the main doors buzzed open. Two uniformed officers I didn’t recognize led in two men in handcuffs.

Zayne. And Donovan.

Zayne’s head was down, his muscular frame slumped. He looked… small. Scared. The arrogant confidence was gone, stripped away by the harsh lobby lights and the chrome of the cuffs. Donovan’s face was a stone mask, but his pale eyes darted around, taking in his old domain from the wrong side.

They were being booked in.

I stood there, holding my bag, wearing my own clothes. Our eyes met for a fleeting second. A slow, deep smile spread across my face. It wasn’t cruel. It was just… satisfied.

He looked away first, a flush of shame coloring his neck.

Officer Gomez touched my elbow. “This way, Willow. You’re free to go.” She nodded toward the glass doors leading to the outside world. The bright sunlight poured in, almost blinding.

I had walked into this place a girl who bent easily for the sake of a man's smile, but I was walking out a woman who knew the weight of her own steel. Zayne was a ghost I had finally exorcised, a lesson learned the hard way. From now on, my loyalty belonged only to the person staring back at me in the mirror. I took a breath, deep and clean, and stepped outside, finally listening to the quiet, certain voice of my intuition telling me that my freedom was worth more than any man.
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