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Chapter 1: Intake

⚜

The transport van hit another pothole and my shoulder slammed against the metal wall. I winced, shifting on the hard bench, wrists aching where the cuffs bit into my skin. Through the narrow slit of reinforced glass I could see nothing but flat highway and scrubland stretching to the horizon. Three years. That was my sentence. Three years in a state correctional facility because I'd been stupid enough to let a man talk me into smuggling two kilos of cocaine across the Arizona border.

Not just any man. Marco Reyes, with his dark eyes and easy smile and the kind of cock that made rational thought impossible.

I pressed my thighs together against the bench's vibration and tried not to think about him. Failed. My mind drifted the way it always did-back to his apartment, to the night he'd dropped his jeans and I'd seen what he was working with. Nine inches, thick enough that my fingers couldn't close around it. I'd been on my knees within seconds, mouth stretched wide, jaw aching in the best way. That was the night he owned me. Not because he was charming or kind or even particularly smart, but because his cock hit places inside me that made my toes curl and my vision blur. Size queen-that was the term, and I wore it without shame. Marco knew it too. Knew exactly how to keep me coming back, keep me saying yes to things I shouldn't have said yes to.

Things like driving a rental car packed with product through a border checkpoint while he flew back separately, clean.

They caught me. He walked. Story as old as time.

The van slowed, turned, and stopped. Doors opened. Morning sunlight poured in, harsh and blinding after the dim interior. A corrections officer in grey reached for my arm, guided me out. My legs were stiff, unsteady. I blinked against the glare and took in my new home.

Greystone Correctional Facility. Concrete and razor wire and watchtowers, exactly as miserable as I'd imagined. The main building squatted across the concrete compound, a sprawling block of narrow windows and grey walls. I was five-foot-three, a hundred and twenty pounds, with D-cup breasts, full hips, and an ass that turned heads in grocery stores. I looked like I belonged on a college campus, not behind a prison fence.

The officer led me through processing-fingerprints, mugshot, the usual dehumanizing assembly line. Then he deposited me in a small room with a metal table, two chairs, and a woman in a blazer who introduced herself as Ms. Carver, the program counselor.

"Kira Navarro," she said, reading my file. "Twenty-three. First offense. Three-year sentence." She looked up. She had tired eyes and a neutral expression that said she'd had this conversation a thousand times. "You've been flagged as eligible for the Free Use Correctional Program. Do you know what that is?"

"No." My voice came out smaller than I wanted.

Ms. Carver folded her hands on the table. "It's a voluntary program. Participants serve their sentences in a separate wing of the facility under different conditions. For every day you spend in the program, thirty days are deducted from your sentence."

I did the math before she finished talking. Three years was roughly 1,095 days. Divided by thirty-thirty-six days. Maybe thirty-seven. Five weeks instead of three years.

"What's the catch?" I asked.

"Participants sign a blanket consent form agreeing to be sexually available to corrections staff and, during scheduled privilege hours, to male inmates from the main facility who've maintained qualifying behavior records."

The words hit me like ice water. I stared at her, waiting for her to elaborate, to soften it somehow. She didn't.

"Sexually available," I repeated.

"That's correct. Guards on duty may approach you at any time during their shift. You'll be expected to comply with any sexual request. Male prisoners from gen-pop visit during designated privilege days, typically once or twice a week."

My stomach dropped. Then something else happened-a sharp pulse of heat low in my belly that I didn't want to examine.

"There's a safeword," Ms. Carver continued, her tone still flat, detached. "'Safehouse.' You can use it at any time, with anyone, and it immediately ends your participation. You'll be transferred back to general population to serve the remainder of your original sentence."

"So if I say the safeword on day ten..."

"You serve the remaining two years and approximately two months in gen-pop. The thirty-to-one credit only applies to days completed in the program."

I stared at the table. Five weeks of being... available. Used. Or three years in a cell. The math was brutal in its simplicity.

"What about-" I gestured vaguely. "Protection. Pregnancy."

She slid a small plastic cup across the table with a single white pill inside it. "Long-acting contraceptive. One dose covers the duration of the program. Standard issue for all participants."

I looked at the pill. Then at Ms. Carver. Then at the consent form she placed in front of me, dense with legal text.

"Take your time," she said, though her eyes said she already knew what I'd decide. They all decided the same way.

I picked up the pen. My hand was steady, which surprised me. I signed on every line she indicated, initialed every clause. Then I swallowed the pill with a mouthful of water.

"Welcome to the program," Ms. Carver said, collecting the paperwork. "Officer Briggs will escort you to the wing."

Officer Briggs was a broad man with a square jaw and no interest in small talk. He walked me across the compound, through two sets of security doors, and into a separate building that felt different from the main facility the moment we entered. The lighting was the same institutional buzz-that constant, colorless hum of overhead strip lights-but the hallway was cleaner, the air slightly warmer.

"This is the Free Use wing," he said, leading me through a final door into an open space. "Central hall. Common area."

It was larger than I expected. A rectangular room with worn leather sofas, metal tables bolted to the floor, a few plastic chairs. The concrete floor was scuffed but swept. Around the perimeter, arranged in a loose ring, were individual cells-but not like the cells I'd seen on TV. These had bar walls on all sides. No solid partitions. No privacy. Every cell was an open cage, exposed to the hall and to every other cell on the ring.

I counted six women. Most were in the hall, sitting at tables or on sofas. All of them wore the same thing: a short skirt in institutional grey, hemmed well above mid-thigh. Nothing else. No tops, no bras. Bare from the waist up. Their breasts were just-out. A redhead with freckles and a lean, athletic build sat on one of the sofas reading a paperback, topless and utterly unconcerned.

"Uniform," Briggs said, nodding toward them. "You'll be issued yours after intake processing."

"Which is?"

"Strip search and orientation. Follow me."

He led me to a smaller room off the main hall-tiled floor, a drain in the center, a bright overhead light. It looked like a medical examination room stripped of everything except a metal stool and a counter with a box of latex gloves.

"Remove all clothing," Briggs said, closing the door behind us. He didn't leave. He stood with his back to the door, arms crossed, watching.

My fingers found the hem of the orange jumpsuit they'd given me at processing. I unzipped it slowly, shrugged it off my shoulders. Underneath I wore the plain white bra and cotton underwear I'd been allowed to keep. The cool air prickled my skin.

"Everything," Briggs said.

I unhooked my bra. My breasts fell free, heavy and full, the nipples already tightening from the cold. I heard Briggs shift his weight. I hooked my thumbs into my underwear and slid them down, stepping out of them. Naked. Completely bare under the overhead glare, standing on a cold tile floor in front of a man I'd met five minutes ago.

Briggs circled me slowly. I could feel his eyes cataloguing every inch-my breasts, the curve of my waist, the flare of my hips, the smooth skin between my thighs. I'd shaved two days ago out of some residual vanity, and now I was grateful for it in a confused, self-conscious way.

"Arms up."

I raised them. He stepped closer. His hands were large, calloused, and strictly professional as they ran along my sides, under my arms, through my hair. Checking for contraband, I told myself. Standard procedure.

"Bend over. Hands on your knees."

I bent. The air hit parts of me that made my face burn. I was completely exposed from behind-ass, pussy, everything on display.

"Spread your legs wider."

I widened my stance. My heartbeat was loud in my ears, hammering against my ribs.

"Wider."

I shifted again, thighs trembling slightly. I heard the snap of a latex glove behind me and my breath caught.

"Standard cavity search," Briggs said. "Hold still."

Two latex-clad fingers pressed against my entrance. The cold rubber hit first-a sharp contrast to the heat pooling between my thighs, the wetness already gathering there whether I wanted it or not. They pressed in, stretching my lips apart, and I gasped as they sank deep inside me. His fingers were thick, filling me with a sudden, staggering pressure that my body responded to before my brain could intervene. Heat flooded my core. I was clenching around the intrusion involuntarily, my inner walls gripping the latex, trying to pull him deeper even as I gripped my knees and told myself to stay still.

He pressed deeper, curling his fingers forward, and a bolt of sensation shot through my abdomen. My thighs shook. I bit my lip hard enough to taste copper.

"Checking for contraband," he repeated, but his fingers lingered. Pressed and rotated slowly, methodically, exploring me from the inside. I felt the slick betrayal of wetness gathering around his knuckles-unmistakable now, coating the latex-my body responding to the invasion with a shameful, undeniable arousal.

A thin sound escaped my throat-half whimper, half caught breath. Briggs paused. I felt him notice the wetness, the way my hips had tilted back almost imperceptibly, angling him deeper. He said nothing. His fingers withdrew with a slow, deliberate drag that made my inner muscles clench on emptiness.

I heard the glove snap off. Heard him step back. I stayed bent, trembling, face flushed, trying to breathe normally. My thighs were wet.

"Stand up."

I straightened on unsteady legs. I couldn't meet his eyes. My nipples were visibly hard, my chest blotched with pink.

Briggs picked up a folded grey skirt from the counter and held it out. "Your uniform. Skirt only. Nothing underneath, nothing on top. That's the rule."

I took the skirt. It was thin cotton, barely long enough to cover my ass. I stepped into it, pulled it up over my hips. It sat low on my waist, the hem ending several inches above mid-thigh. If I bent even slightly, everything would be visible. The air moved freely across my chest and stomach, a constant reminder of how little the skirt actually covered.

"First-day adjustment period," Briggs said, back to his impersonal monotone. "New arrivals get the rest of today to settle in before they're added to the active roster. Tomorrow morning, you're available."

He opened the door and gestured me out into the hall.

Walking into the central hall in nothing but that tiny skirt was one of the most surreal moments of my life. My breasts swayed with every step, my bare feet on the cold concrete, the thin cotton brushing my thighs. Every head in the room turned to look at me-the other women sizing up the new arrival, their expressions ranging from curious to amused to indifferent.

Briggs pointed to a cell on the far side of the ring. "That's yours. Dinner's at six. Showers are down the hall."

He left. I walked to my cell on legs that felt like they belonged to someone else. The cell was small-a narrow cot with a thin mattress, a metal shelf bolted to the wall, a stainless steel toilet with no seat. And bars. Bars on every side, including the front. No door-just an opening wide enough to walk through. From inside, I could see the entire hall and at least four other cells. Which meant everyone could see me.

I sat on the cot and pulled the skirt down as far as it would go, which wasn't far. My hands were trembling. The strip search kept replaying behind my eyes-Briggs's fingers inside me, the way my body had responded, the unmistakable wetness on his glove. I squeezed my thighs tight and tried to get my breathing under control.

At six, a bell sounded and trays appeared at a serving window in the far wall. I forced myself to get up, to walk across the hall and collect a tray. Rubbery chicken, canned vegetables, stale bread. I sat at one of the metal tables and tried to eat, hyperaware of every passing gaze and the cool air against my exposed skin.

That was when I saw it happen for the first time.

A guard I hadn't seen before-stocky, dark-haired, middle-aged-walked up behind the redhead I'd noticed earlier. She was sitting on one of the leather sofas, still reading her paperback. He said something to her I couldn't hear. She closed the book, set it on the cushion, and stood up. The guard turned her around, bent her over the arm of the sofa, and flipped her skirt up over her back.

No preamble. No hesitation. He unzipped his pants and freed himself-already half-hard, thick and blunt-headed, the kind of cock that looked mean even at rest. He didn't bother with her readiness. Just stepped between her spread thighs, lined himself up, and drove inside with one firm thrust. I saw the jolt travel up her body-her shoulders hitching, her fingers digging into the sofa cushion, her spine arching as she took it. She dropped her head and exhaled hard. Her freckled shoulders tensed, then relaxed as he bottomed out, his hips flush against the soft curves of her ass.

He fucked her with the casual rhythm of someone doing a routine task-steady, unhurried, one hand on her hip and the other resting on his belt. The sound of it was obscenely clear in the quiet hall: wet, rhythmic slaps that I felt in my own core like a tuning fork, the liquid friction of him moving inside her mixing with the soft percussion of his hips meeting her ass. Halfway through, another guard strolled over and started talking to him about a shift change. They had a conversation while he was buried to the base in this woman, his hips never breaking rhythm. She came before he did; I saw her thighs shake, heard a muffled moan she bit down on, watched her body clamp down around him visibly. He followed shortly after, gripping both her hips and driving deep. He finished, pulled out, zipped up, and walked away mid-sentence. The redhead straightened her skirt, picked up her paperback, and sat back down.

Like nothing had happened.

At the next table over, another woman was on her knees beneath the surface. I could see the top of her blonde head bobbing between a seated guard's spread thighs. He scrolled through his phone with one hand and held the back of her head with the other, occasionally pressing her down when she came up for air. She gagged softly. He didn't look up.

My tray blurred. The chicken sat cold and untouched. Between my legs, I was soaked-a deep, throbbing ache that pulsed in time with my heartbeat. My nipples were painfully hard, visible to anyone who looked. I pushed away from the table and made my way back to my cell on shaking legs, abandoning any pretense of eating.

I sat on my cot, then curled onto my side facing the wall, pulling the thin pillow against my face. The images wouldn't stop-the guard's cock stretching the redhead open, the effortless way he'd taken her, the sound of it, the casual possession of the whole arrangement. And the way she'd come. She'd actually come.

My hand slid down my stomach before I made a conscious decision. Under the skirt, between my thighs, I was drenched. My fingers slipped through the wetness easily, parting through heat and wet, and I bit into the pillow as I pressed two fingers inside myself and felt my body pull them in greedily. The fullness was nowhere near enough-I was so swollen, so sensitized from the strip search and from watching, that even that inadequate fullness made my hips roll involuntarily.

I worked myself slowly at first, two fingers curling forward, searching for the angle that made my vision spark. Found it. My breath came out ragged against the pillow. The images kept cycling: the guard's thick cock sliding into the redhead, that stretched, glistening exposure, the obscene casualness of her spread thighs while he talked to a colleague. What would tomorrow bring? Bigger? Thicker? I thought about cocks I hadn't seen yet, about guards whose builds I'd noticed in passing-the one with the broad shoulders, the one whose forearms said he was made large everywhere. I thought about the program rule that said any guard on shift could approach me, that I'd have no choice but to spread my legs and take whatever he had. The heat inside me surged at the image, drowning out everything else.

I added a third finger and gasped into the pillow. Still not enough-my body wanted to be filled, wanted that all-consuming girth that only real size delivered, and my fingers were a pathetic substitute for what tomorrow might bring. I worked my thumb against my clit and felt the orgasm coil tight and fast, a bright urgent tension that built with every stroke, every curl of my fingers inside my dripping pussy. When it broke it went through me hard-a clenching, shuddering wave that left me panting and lightheaded, my core squeezing around my fingers in rhythmic spasms, my whole body shaking with it.

I was still trembling when a voice came from the bars.

"Hey. New girl."

I yanked my hand free and sat up, face burning. The redhead from the sofa was leaning against my cell bars, arms crossed over her bare chest. Up close, she was tall-maybe five-nine-with an athletic build, short auburn hair, and green eyes that looked amused. Freckles scattered across her shoulders and the tops of her breasts.

"Megan," she said. "Megan Holt. I've been here two weeks."

"Kira." My voice was wrecked. I wiped my hand on my skirt and prayed she hadn't seen.

She leaned against the bars casually, like this was the most normal thing in the world-two half-naked women chatting through prison bars at bedtime.

"Few things you should know," she said. "Morning shift starts at six. That's when the guards rotate and the new crew comes in. They're usually the hungriest first thing. Don't skip breakfast-you'll need the energy."

I blinked at her. She delivered these tips like a tour guide.

"The showers run hot for about twenty minutes before the water goes lukewarm, so get there early if you want a real shower. Don't bother hiding when a guard comes for you-they know where your cell is, and it's all open anyway. Better to just go with it."

"Go with it," I echoed.

Megan shrugged, her breasts shifting with the motion. "It's not as bad as you think. Some of them are even pretty good." She paused, studying me. "Your body already knows," she said, eyes dropping briefly to my flushed chest. "Even from the sofa, I could see you at the dinner table-flushing all the way across the hall. That's not dread, sweetheart."

I opened my mouth to deny it, then closed it again. There wasn't much to deny.

"Relax. Everyone does it their first night. The girls who don't usually end up using their safeword within a week. Three have used it since I've been here. Know where they are now?" She jerked her thumb toward the main building. "Gen-pop. Counting down the years. Think about that before you let your nerves get the better of you."

She pushed off the bars and straightened. "Get some sleep. Tomorrow's your first real day. It'll be a lot."

"Megan," I called as she started to walk away. She looked back. "What's the worst part?"

She considered that. "The first time, maybe. After that?" A small smile. "You'll see."

She disappeared toward her own cell. The lights dimmed to a dull amber glow-some concession to nighttime, though the overhead lights never fully switched off. I lay back on my cot and stared at the ceiling through the bars.

Thirty-six days. That was all I had to survive. Thirty-six days of being available, of being used by guards and inmates and whoever else the system deemed fit. Of walking around bare-chested in a skirt that hid nothing. Of being fucked on sofas and bent over tables while other women ate dinner around me like it was wallpaper.

My body was still humming from the orgasm. I could feel the moisture between my thighs, the way my pulse still beat heavily in my clit. What Briggs had done during the search-the way his fingers had pressed and curled-still echoed in my nerve endings like an aftershock. And watching the guard take Megan over the sofa, that glistening, obscene spread of her around him...

I closed my thighs against the ache and exhaled.

Tomorrow I'd be on the active roster. Tomorrow, when a guard walked up to me, there'd be no adjustment period to hide behind. He'd flip my skirt up and I'd be expected to take whatever he gave me. In my cell, in the hall, over a table, on my knees-wherever and however he wanted.

The thought terrified me.

The thought made me wet all over again.

I rolled onto my side, pulling the thin blanket up to my chin, and tried to sleep. But my mind kept circling back to Marco-to that first night, to the way his size had stretched me open and filled me so completely that I'd screamed into the mattress. That was the feeling I chased, the reason I'd stayed with him through every red flag. Not love. Not loyalty. The bone-deep fullness of a cock that made my body sing.

I wondered if any of the guards would measure up. I wondered if it mattered.

Sleep came slowly, in fits and fragments, while around me the wing breathed and shifted and settled into the uneasy quiet of a place that never fully slept. Somewhere across the hall, a woman moaned softly-whether in pleasure or in dreams, I couldn't tell.

Thirty-six days.

I could do this.
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Chapter 2: First use

⚜

Iwoke to the sound of someone getting fucked.

Not slowly, not quietly-the wet slap of skin against skin and the rhythmic creak of a cot from somewhere across the ring, a woman's low, punched-out exhales marking each thrust. The blanket was pulled to my chin, the ceiling visible through the bar walls above me. It was early-the overhead lights still held their amber night setting, the hall below still half-dark-and somewhere directly across from me, behind bars just like mine, a guard had decided not to wait for breakfast.

The woman's breath hitched and went tight. She came in about thirty seconds. The guard didn't say a word.

I listened to the silence that followed-his footsteps, the zip of his uniform, the door of the wing opening and closing. She rolled over. A few seconds later she was apparently back asleep, because the sounds from her cell stopped entirely.

I pressed my palms against my face and breathed into them.

Day two. My first active day.

I swung my legs over the edge of the cot, skirt sliding back up my thighs. My breasts were already bare to the cool air-I'd gotten used to that much at least. Through the bars I could see the hall: half a dozen women in various stages of morning routine, a couple sitting at the metal tables with trays, one stretching her arms over her head in her cell while her breasts lifted with the movement. The normalcy of it was its own kind of vertigo. Nothing had happened to me yet and my heart was already hammering.

I made myself get up. Made myself use the open toilet in full view of the hall-because there was no other option-and then walked to the serving window for breakfast without letting my pace slow. The girl ahead of me in line was maybe a year younger than me, dark skin, tight curls, breasts that made the grey skirt's contrast look almost deliberate. She took her tray and gave me a quick sizing-up look that said fresh meat, then kept moving. I took my tray and sat at the nearest empty table.

Rubbery scrambled eggs. Triangles of toast. A cup of thin orange juice.

I'd eaten half of it when he appeared.

He came through the door at the far end of the hall-not the main entrance, a side door I hadn't noticed-and he walked like he owned the entire building, which I supposed, in the practical sense, he did. Late twenties or early thirties. Lean and athletic under the grey corrections uniform, close-cropped blond hair, jaw clean-shaved. His eyes were a sharp, pale blue that swept the room and landed on me with the precision of a searchlight.

He was smiling slightly, in the way that people smile when they already know how the conversation ends.

He crossed the room to my table and stopped in front of me, holding a pair of handcuffs loose in one hand.

"Navarro," he said. "I'm Officer Novak." He let the cuffs swing from one finger, a lazy pendulum. "Twenty-four hours are up, new girl. Time to start earning those days."

My stomach lurched. I set down my fork.

Novak looked at my half-eaten eggs, then back at me, with an expression of mild, amused patience. "Finish if you want. You'll need the energy."

He wasn't wrong. I made myself eat three more bites of eggs-forced them down past the tightness in my throat-and then stood up. Novak stepped aside slightly to let me out from the bench, a small courtesy that somehow made everything worse. Like he had all the time in the world.

He walked me to a bolted metal table in the central hall. I'd noticed the ring on this one yesterday-a thick metal loop welded to the surface near the edge, low enough to pin someone's wrists close to the steel.

"Bend forward," Novak said. "Hands here."

I looked at the ring.

I bent over the table. My breasts pressed flat against the cold metal surface, nipples hardening immediately from the contact. He pulled my wrists forward and clicked the handcuffs through the ring-snug, no give. My arms extended in front of me, pinned. My torso was flat against the table, cheek pressed to the steel, ass up, skirt doing nothing useful in that position. The hem had ridden up to my waist.

I heard Novak step back. Felt his gaze travel across me.

"Good," he said quietly. He bent down until his mouth was level with my ear, close enough that I felt the warmth of his breath. "This is how new girls spend their first active day. Accessible. Easy. If you want out, you know what to do. Otherwise, you stay right here, and the shift takes care of you."

He straightened and walked away.

Cuffed to the center table with my ass exposed to the hall, I tried to control my breathing. My skirt was up, the air moving freely across everything below my hips. Through the metal surface I could feel every vibration-the scrape of a chair, footsteps, the muffled sounds of morning routine. Other women ate. Talked. One of them laughed at something. I was the new tableau in the center of their world and they'd already assimilated me into the landscape.

I didn't have to wait long.

The first guard came from behind-hands on my hips without preamble, skirt already shoved up, and then his fingers pressing briefly between my thighs, testing my entrance with a quick, assessing touch. Not arousal, I told myself. Not yet. But my body disagreed. I felt him step away, heard his footsteps move around the length of the table toward my face, and then there was the blunt press of his cock against my lips.

He wasn't enormous-average in length, maybe a little thick-and he tilted my head up with a palm under my chin, patient, giving me a moment to open. I parted my lips and he pressed inside slowly, the broad head of his cock spreading my mouth wide, a heat and weight and saltiness that I hadn't been prepared for even though I'd known exactly what this morning would be. Pre-cum touched my tongue-a faint, mineral bitterness that I swallowed without thinking.

He used me in smooth, long strokes, his hand resting loose on the crown of my head. There was nothing aggressive in it-he was simply taking what was available, the way someone uses anything convenient, and the impersonality of that was its own strange thing to adjust to. I breathed through my nose and took each stroke, feeling the ridged length of him drag across my lips, the head pushing back against my soft palate on each forward thrust. My jaw ached. My eyes watered faintly from the fullness.

When he came, it was quietly-a low exhale, his hips pushing forward one final time to bury himself against the back of my throat, and then the flood of it, thick and salt-bitter, far more than I expected. I swallowed reflexively, twice, the muscles of my throat tightening around him while he held still and let me take it. He withdrew slowly. Tucked himself away. His boots faded into the hall.

Salt on my lips. I held still and waited.

The second guard was shorter and stockier and he did not share the first man's patience.

He grabbed my hair at the nape-a fistful, tight enough to pull my head up sharply-and I had maybe a second to register the size of his cock before he was pressing it against my lips and pushing in. He was broad-crowned and thick and he shoved forward without ceremony, going deep enough to make me gag immediately, my throat clamping down in a violent spasm. I choked. He didn't slow down.

He fucked my face hard and fast from the start, his hips slapping against my chin with each stroke, the force of it juddering through my skull and into the table. I couldn't breathe properly-could only snatch half-breaths in the gaps between his thrusts, my nose running, my eyes streaming freely. Saliva was dripping out of the corners of my mouth and I had no hands to wipe it away, no ability to control any aspect of this. He held my head exactly where he wanted it with both fists in my hair, angling my throat open, using me for his own rhythm.

He lasted maybe two minutes before his hips snapped forward and he yanked my head back by the hair, pulling free of my mouth. I gasped on instinct just as the first stripe of cum hit my cheek-hot, thicker than I expected, a long pulse across my cheekbone and into my hair. He came in heavy spurts, painting my face and the curve of my neck, some of it catching my parted lips, and when it was over he shook himself off and released my hair. My head dropped forward.

I felt it cooling on my skin. The sharp, animal smell of it. I let my head hang and breathed.

Around me, the hall continued its morning. A woman at a nearby table stirred her coffee. Someone across the ring talked in low tones to another prisoner. My face was wet with another man's cum and everyone simply carried on.

A few minutes later a hand appeared with a cup of water. I lifted my head enough to drink awkwardly from the rim. Megan was crouching beside the table, studying me with her characteristic absence of judgment.

"Doing okay?" she asked, like she was checking on someone with a cold.

"My jaw hurts," I said.

"Day two. Your mouth adapts." She glanced at the state of my face with the clinical eye of someone who had been exactly here. "Novak set this up?"

I nodded.

She made a small sound in her throat that conveyed an entire biography of experience with Officer Novak, then rose and went back to her seat.

I turned my face back down against the steel and waited.

The third guard was thick-not long, but genuinely wide, and when he stepped around to my face and worked his cock past my lips I felt the difference in a completely new register. My lips were forced to the hinge of my jaw. He was wide enough that I felt it all the way back through my back teeth, a deep ache-and-fullness unlike the first two. He moved slowly, deliberately, savoring it-that combination of unusual girth and deliberate pace, his obvious satisfaction at what he was forcing my mouth to accommodate-did something to me that I wasn't prepared for.

Wet heat spilled through me-sudden, humiliating.

Not just the low-grade arousal I'd been suppressing all morning. This was sharper and more specific: a rush of slickness that arrived with almost audible clarity, my inner walls seizing on empty air. I was handcuffed to a table in the center of a prison hall with my ass in the air and my skirt at my waist and a stranger's thick cock stretching my jaw open, and my body was responding without consulting me. My hips shifted involuntarily, a tiny, helpless grind against nothing-my body demanding friction that wasn't coming.

He pressed his thumb gently against the underside of his shaft where it disappeared into my mouth, feeling the pressure from outside. His breath came out slow and satisfied. He moved at a pace that said he owned this, withdrawing almost completely before pressing back in, the thick head of his cock dragging across my tongue on every stroke. When he finished he held himself deep, fingers curved around the back of my skull, and groaned quietly at the ceiling while I worked my throat around him.

The fourth was older, methodical-his hands on either side of my face like he was positioning something, angling my head to exactly the geometry he wanted. He set a slow, grinding pace and watched his cock disappear between my lips with the focused attention of someone doing a job he took pride in. He lasted a long time. He came in silence, just a long exhale through his nose, and he left without looking back.

I lost track of time. Morning bled into the long stretch of afternoon. I could smell myself now. The musk of my own arousal mixed with the salt taste in my mouth, with the dried evidence on my cheek and neck that had stiffened slightly in the dry air. My arms ached from the position. My lips were swollen. What my body had been doing all afternoon was undeniable now-visible, mortifying, an involuntary advertisement that anyone passing behind me could read.

A guard walked past, glanced down between my legs, and raised his eyebrows. Kept walking.

I stared at the bolts in the tabletop and tried to think about something else.

Then Novak came back.

I heard his footsteps before I saw him-I'd already learned his gait, the particular cadence of someone who moved like every room was slightly beneath them. He walked to the head of the table and came to a stop at my face. I lifted my head.

"How are we doing?" he asked.

"Fine."

He smiled. "Fine." He tilted his head, examining me with the mild interest of a collector. His gaze moved down my back, over my exposed ass, taking in the state of me. "All day. Not a word. Some new girls are asking for a transfer by ten a.m." A pause. "You're not most new girls."

I kept my eyes on the wall.

He reached down and took my jaw in one hand, fingers curving to tip my face up toward him. "I'm going to find out exactly where your limit is," he said quietly. "That's what I do. Every girl's got one-a place where the stubbornness runs out." His thumb pressed the corner of my swollen mouth. "Yours is somewhere. I'm a patient man."

He released my jaw, took a half-step closer, and unzipped.

He wasn't average. He was long-notably, conspicuously long, a thick cock that hung heavy with its own weight and presented itself at exactly the right height for this table. My pulse kicked hard and immediate. A sharp spike of heat sank into my core, my inner thighs clenching without permission.

He took my hair in both hands and pushed into my mouth without hesitation.

There was nothing gentle or clinical about it. He was in me deep on the first stroke-deep enough that my gag reflex fired immediately, throat convulsing around the head of his cock as he pressed past the point where the others had stopped. He held there for just a second, letting me register the fullness, the intrusion, the way my eyes had snapped wide and my hands were already pulling uselessly at the cuffs. Then he pulled back and started to move.

He set a punishing rhythm. Deep, hard strokes with his hips snapping into my face, the sound of it obscene in the open hall-wet, slapping, the desperate sounds of my throat struggling to accommodate his length. Saliva was already dripping from my chin. I couldn't get a clean breath, could only gulp air in the quarter-second between thrusts when he pulled back far enough to let me. My eyes were streaming.

"Tap out," he said above me. Conversational. Unhurried. "Any time you want."

I drove my fingernails into my palms and kept my mouth open.

He drove deep and held it there, just long enough to make my vision grey at the edges, my throat forced completely full around him. I felt my heartbeat in the walls of my throat. "Three days, six days," he said, his hips pulling back and snapping forward again, "no points for making it partway." He drove in hard and the table shuddered. "Cash out-" another stroke, this one grinding deep, "-and you're back in gen-pop for nearly three years." He gripped my hair tighter and set the pace back to that relentless, spit-slicking rhythm. "Think about that. Go on. Make it easy on yourself."

I swallowed against him instead of speaking.

Something shifted in his rhythm-a beat's worth of surprise, the pace dropping fractionally before smoothing back out. His fists tightened.

"Stubborn," he said. It came out almost like approval.

He kept going, unrelenting, and my world narrowed to the thrust and the forced breath and the way my throat felt raw and distended and full. But beneath all of it my body was running its own agenda entirely. The arousal that had been accumulating all afternoon-since that third guard's girth had forced my jaw wide-was pulling tight now, gathering into a heavy, aching throb between my thighs. My pussy was clenching rhythmically against nothing, slick running freely down my inner thighs where the air moved cold and open across them, and I knew anyone passing could see it. Part of me-the part that was appalled, that was furious at my own nerve endings-knew that this was exactly what Novak was looking for, exactly the kind of breaking-down he'd designed the day to produce. The other part of me didn't care at all. The depth of him in my throat was hitting some deep-wired thing in my body that turned shame directly into heat, and the heat was winning.

He kept going for a long time. Long enough that the ache in my raw lips became a kind of endurance, long enough that my throat had gone from aching to numb, long enough that I was running purely on stubbornness and the mechanical rhythm of breathing in the gaps he gave me. He was close-I could feel it in the way his thrusts grew less controlled, in the slight increase in his grip-and he drove in hard one last time and came with a grunt, burying himself to the root, a hot, flooding release that I felt throb deep in my throat. I gulped him down because there was no alternative, taking it as he held himself buried, his grip in my hair going loose by degrees.

He stayed there while I swallowed. Then he withdrew, slow, and I sagged against the table.

I dropped my forehead to the metal and just breathed.

He stood over me for a long moment. "Still nothing to say?"

I lifted my head and looked at him directly-vision still blurred, lips parted and slick, chin wet. I had nothing to say and I let my stare say it.

Novak looked at me. Something moved behind his eyes. Then he refastened his trousers and walked away.

They uncuffed me around five. One of the anonymous guards worked the key without comment, and I straightened my arms slowly, wincing as blood moved back into my wrists. My jaw was a bone-deep throb. My lips were tender, the corners raw. When I finally stood upright the skirt fell back into place and I felt the air bite cold and immediate against the slickness between my thighs-exposed, sticky, everything that had built since morning suddenly conspicuous against my skin.

"Showers," the guard said, and jerked his head toward the corridor.

I made it to the shower on my own legs, which felt like an achievement.

The water was still hot-they ran the showers on a twenty-minute hot cycle when they were opened, and I'd caught it near the end, barely. I stood under it for a long time, letting the heat work into my aching shoulders and bruised mouth, rinsing the day off my skin. My tongue ran over my lips and found them swollen, tender to the touch. My throat still felt scraped and sore when I swallowed. I pressed the back of my wrist to my cheek and scrubbed away the stiffness there, the dried proof of the second guard's impatience.

I turned my face up into the spray and thought about the day.

Five guards. Oral only-Novak's carefully controlled introduction, and I understood the design of it now. All day bent over the table, accessible and restrained, new-girl presentation. He'd been watching the whole of it.

And I was still here.

My hand slipped between my thighs before I'd thought about it. The hot water hit me and the decision was already made. The first contact was almost painful-I was so swollen, so sensitized from a day of friction and denial that my breath came out as a hiss through my teeth. Completely soaked; the slickness ran over my fingers immediately, hot and unmistakable, the proof of my hours-long, unaddressed arousal running freely over my fingers.

I didn't go slowly. I pushed three fingers inside and pressed my back against the shower wall, thighs spread, the spray beating down across my shoulders. My hips ground forward against my palm with an urgency that had no dignity left in it. I pressed my thumb hard against my clit, already aching, already past the edge of sensitivity into something that felt electric and almost too much.

It broke fast and total-a deep, clamping release that started somewhere in my core and moved outward, my whole body shaking against the tiles, the orgasm rolling on longer than I expected. I pressed my wrist to my mouth and let it finish. A release for everything that had been building since those cuffs clicked shut that morning.

I stayed under the spray until the water started to cool.

Back in my cell, I sat on my cot with damp hair loose around my shoulders and listened to the wing settle into its early-evening quiet. My body felt heavy in the good way-the lassitude of something thoroughly worked. Mouth bruised. Wrists faintly ringed. Arousal finally quieted to a warm ember.

Thirty-four days.

Around dinner hour-I could hear the serving window opening, the shuffle of trays-Megan appeared at my bars. Not leaning this time but crouched down with her arms resting through the gap, eye level with me on the cot, and she had two squares of chocolate she'd apparently been saving from her commissary order. I ate both.

"He does the table thing to every new girl," she said. "First full day. His system. Softens them up and tests their limit at the same time."

"Did it work on you?"

"The softening-up part? Sure." She shrugged one bare shoulder. "I didn't tap out, obviously."

"He seems personally invested."

"He is. It's his thing-he likes to find the edge." She looked at me steadily. "But he doesn't like when he can't find it."

She pushed to her feet and headed back toward her cell. I stretched out on the cot and listened to the sounds of dinner around me.

The shift change happened while the other women were still collecting their trays-six on the dot, same as yesterday, voices in the corridor outside the wing. I heard the shuffle of one crew briefing another, the murmur of handover notes. And then, carrying through the door with that dry, precise diction I'd already catalogued:

"-Navarro, the new one."

A pause. The other guard's voice, lower, something I couldn't catch.

"Almost had her." Novak's tone, flat and easy, the voice of a man used to getting what he came for. "She nearly broke."

Another pause.

"Yeah," said the other voice.

"We'll see about that," Novak said.

Footsteps moved away down the corridor. The door clanged shut.

I lay on the cot and stared at the ceiling.

Almost broke. As if he'd been there and watched me crumble from the inside. As if my ruined face and swollen mouth were surrender when they'd been nothing of the kind. He was rewriting what had happened-putting his version of it on the record before I could put mine.

Something settled in my chest. Cold and clean and very clear. It had nothing to do with sex or the wet, exhausted hours of the afternoon. It had to do with Marco-with being the one who took the ride while he took the flight, with being the one who'd signed the form and swallowed the pill and done the time while he walked away spotless. With every man who'd looked at me and seen something that would eventually bend.

Nearly broke.

No, I thought. You have no idea.

Across the hall the amber night-lights had dimmed. From somewhere I could hear the rhythmic soft sounds of someone else working herself to sleep. I closed my eyes and let it carry me under.

Two down.


⚜




Chapter 3: No mercy

⚜

Idreamed about Marco.

Not his face-that was already blurring, the way faces do when someone stops mattering. But his cock was the only part of him my dream wouldn't blur-nine inches of thick, heavy flesh, the veined ridge of him sliding between my lips in the slow-motion luxury of sleep. Like my body had filed it away for emergencies. I could feel the stretch-that glorious, aching fullness that only real size delivered, the kind that made me forget my own name. Dream-Marco pressed deeper and my whole body tightened around him, a clench that started in my core and radiated outward, and I was riding the edge of something enormous when the cell bars rattled.

My eyes snapped open.

A guard stood in the doorway of my cell. Not Novak-broader, darker, a silhouette backlit by the amber glow of the hall's overhead lights. Pre-dawn. The wing was silent except for the hum of the ventilation system and the distant click of a door somewhere down the corridor. He didn't speak. Just stepped inside, and I registered the clink of his belt buckle, the deliberate way his hands moved to his waistband.

Day three.

My heart was hammering before he touched me. The dream was still draped over my senses-that phantom fullness, that liquid heat-and my body hadn't caught up to reality yet. My thighs were slick. I was wet from the dream, genuinely soaked, the thin mattress warm beneath my hips.

He flipped me onto my stomach.

One hand on my shoulder blade, pressing me flat. The other shoved my skirt up over my hips. I felt the air hit me-cool against the wetness between my thighs-and then his fingers, rough and unhesitant, pressing between my folds. A quick, assessing touch. He pushed inside with two fingers and found me drenched, my body giving way around them instantly, pulling them in. He made a sound in his throat-low, satisfied-and withdrew his hand.

The blunt press of his cock replaced it.

He entered me in one long stroke.

I buried my face in the pillow and moaned-a deep, involuntary sound I couldn't have stopped if I'd wanted to. He was thick enough to matter, filling me with a sudden, stretching pressure that my body clamped down on immediately, muscles seizing around the intrusion. Not Marco-thick, but after a full day of nothing but oral, the sensation of being penetrated-actually fucked, filled, opened up from the inside-was staggering. He bottomed out and held there, his hips flush against my ass, and I felt every inch of him throbbing inside me.

Prone bone. Face-down, legs together, his weight pinning me to the mattress. The angle was devastating-narrow, deep, the head of his cock finding that front wall on every micro-movement. He reared back and drove in again, and the friction dragged across that swollen spot inside me with a precision that made my fingers claw the sheet.

He fucked me slowly. Deliberate, grinding strokes that kept him deep, his pelvis rolling against my ass on each forward push. The cot creaked beneath us-a rhythmic, squeaking protest that carried through the silent wing. I could hear my own breathing, ragged and loud against the pillow. Each stroke wound the tension tighter. My clit was trapped against the mattress, getting indirect pressure with every thrust, and the combination of that and the depth of him was building something fast-faster than I expected.

It hit me without warning. A sudden, clenching orgasm that locked my body rigid beneath him, hard rhythmic spasms gripping him tight. I gasped into the pillow-shocked, overwhelmed, my hips grinding down against the mattress involuntarily as the wave rolled through me. I hadn't expected to come. Not this fast, not from this position, not on my third day in a prison program where men used me on a schedule. But my body didn't care about context.

He didn't slow down. Barely paused. He hauled my hips up-his hands gripping the curve of my waist, pulling me onto my knees with my face still pressed into the pillow-and drove back inside from behind. Doggy. Deeper now, the angle changed, and I felt a sharp gasp leave me at the new reach. He picked up the pace, his hips meeting my ass with a rhythmic slap that echoed off the cell's bar walls. Harder. His fingers dug into my hips with a grip that would leave marks.

He finished inside me with a groan that vibrated through his chest and into my spine. I felt the pulse of it-hot, heavy, flooding deep-and my body clenched around him one more time, an aftershock that milked him through his orgasm. He held still for a moment, buried to the root, breathing hard. Then he pulled out, and the sudden emptiness made me gasp.

I collapsed onto the mattress. Wet. Full of him. Trembling from head to toe.

He left without a word. Footsteps on concrete, the hinge of the wing door swinging shut, gone. Like part of the morning rounds.

I rolled onto my back and lay flat, staring up past the iron grid of my cell. Between my thighs, warmth was leaking onto the sheet-his cum, my cum, the wet evidence of everything my body had decided on my behalf. My first full penetrative encounter in the program, and I'd come before he did.

The ceiling had nothing useful to say about that.

By the time breakfast came I'd cleaned up as best I could with the cold water tap in my cell and smoothed my skirt down. The serving window opened at seven. I collected my tray and found Megan already seated at one of the metal tables, cross-legged on the bench, eating toast with the casual ease of someone who'd been doing this for two weeks.

She looked up when I sat down. Studied my face. Something shifted in her expression-a small, knowing tilt of her mouth.

"You look less scared," she said.

"Thanks."

"I mean it. Yesterday you had the white-knuckle thing going on. Right now you look like someone who slept." She bit into her toast. "Or didn't sleep, depending on what that squeaking was at five a.m."

My face heated. The cot. Of course she'd heard the cot.

"I'm fine," I said, picking up a triangle of toast.

"Better than fine, from the sound of it." She raised an eyebrow. "First time getting properly fucked in the program?"

I didn't answer, which was answer enough. Megan grinned.

"Day two is the warmup," she said. "Mouth only, table position-Novak's little welcome ceremony. Day three is when it actually starts." She leaned back, stretching her long, freckled arms above her head. Her breasts lifted with the motion, casual, unremarkable. "Now you're on the full rotation." A pause. "Yesterday was the appetizer. Today they stop being polite about it."

I chewed my toast and tried not to think about the warmth still faintly present between my thighs. "How many?"

She shrugged. "Depends on the shift. Four, five, could be more. Some days they're busy. Some days-" She gave me a look. "-they're not."

"Great."

"Welcome to day three." She stood, collecting her tray. "Eat everything. You'll need it."

Hands settled on my shoulders from behind-heavy, warm through the skin-and I heard the clink of a watch against a belt buckle before I'd registered anything else.

I'd been sitting in the central hall trying to read a paperback someone had left on the coffee table. Not absorbing a single word. The second guard of the day steered me forward without speaking, toward the arm of the leather sofa-the same one where I'd watched Megan get taken on my first night.

He bent me over the armrest. My breasts pressed into the worn leather, the cool surface contracting against my nipples, my weight settling forward so my ass was angled back and up. My skirt rode up immediately-designed to do exactly that-and his hand landed flat between my shoulder blades, holding me in place while he freed himself. I heard the rasp of his zipper.

He was thick. Thicker than the dawn guard-a girthy, insistent pressure that spread me open gradually, my entrance stretching around the width of him as he pushed inside. I felt it in the walls of my pussy, a full, aching stretch that had me gripping the sofa cushion before he'd bottomed out. His watch clinked against his belt as he found his rhythm-steady, solid strokes that drove him deep and pulled back until only the thick head remained, then forward again. Each thrust pushed me into the armrest, my bare breasts sliding against the leather with a soft, friction sound. The position kept me pinned and open; I could feel every ridge of him dragging through me, the grip of my own body around that girth as it moved.

Two seats down the sofa, a woman sat with a crossword folded open in her lap. Her pen scratched against the page, unhurried.

The orgasm built slowly-a gathering heat that started low and expanded outward, not the sudden shock of the dawn encounter but a long, rolling wave. I pressed my cheek into the sofa cushion and let it happen, my hips beginning to press back against his rhythm in small, involuntary increments, the slow pulses deep inside me pulling him closer even as he maintained that mechanical, indifferent pace. A muffled sound escaped me. My inner walls squeezed around him in slow waves that rippled outward through my thighs.

He kept his pace exactly the same and finished with a grunt, pulling out to spill across my lower back in thick, warm streaks. The pen scratched. I straightened my skirt and felt his cum cooling on my skin, high on my back, already beginning to run.

I walked back to my cell on legs that felt faintly loose. The cool air of the hall moved against my inner thighs with every step, a constant reminder of the slickness there-his cum warming my lower back, the previous load still present deeper inside, my body broadcasting what the morning had already made of it. I reached for my water cup at the cell shelf and noticed my hand was trembling slightly. Not from fear. From something I didn't have a clean word for yet.

I was still on my cot when the next one arrived.

Young-mid-twenties, lean, with a pretty face that didn't fit with the cheap aftershave. He stepped inside without ceremony, and when he pushed me onto my back on the cot, the expression on his face was focused and intent, like a man with a specific agenda. He settled between my thighs, pushed my skirt above my hips, and fed himself inside slowly-watching my face as he did it, his dark eyes tracking every flicker and twitch.

He was iron-hard. Rigid in a way that made me hyper-aware of every ridge, every degree of his length as it pressed deeper. Missionary, his forearms braced on either side of my head, his hips working in a grinding circular motion that kept him buried and moving at the same time. I could feel everything from earlier still inside me-the slick heat of the accumulated morning, and the obscenity of that, of being fucked through the remnants of another man's finish, sent a dark jolt through me that I didn't want to examine.

His weight settled fully against me as he ground deep. Our eyes met. I held the contact-couldn't look away, something in his focus pinning me more effectively than his body weight. The smell of his aftershave-cheap, chemical, sharp-mixed with the heavier musk of sex rising between us with every thrust. He kept that grinding, rolling motion, each push angling him slightly different, exploring the inside of me with the patience of someone who knew exactly what he was looking for. I felt my hips tilt up to meet him without making a decision about it, my thighs spreading a fraction wider, something in me working with his movement instead of absorbing it.

He came inside me with a shudder, his hips stuttering, the pulse of him emptying into me unmistakable and warm. Two loads now, leaking slowly between my thighs when he pulled out and stood. He looked down at me for a moment-just a moment, that intent expression shifting into something more neutral-then left.

I sat on the edge of the cot and pressed my forehead against the cool bars, breathing slowly, feeling the accumulated evidence of the morning still warm between my thighs.

I was refilling my water cup at the cooler near the east wall when a palm settled at the back of my neck.

Firm but not rough-the practiced gesture of a man who did this several times a shift. He took the cup from my hand, set it on the table, and steered me forward. I folded over the steel surface, felt the metal edge bite into my hipbones, and gripped the far side of the table.

He entered from behind-average in length, but his cock had a noticeable upward curve that hit somewhere the others hadn't, angling forward with each stroke in a way that felt almost engineered. The first thrust had me sucking in a breath; the second made my fingers tighten on the table's edge. He fucked me with a fast, clipped rhythm, the squeak of his boots on concrete with each impact, the metal surface cold against my stomach and breasts while everything below my waist burned. That curved angle dragged repeatedly across the same spot inside me-insistent, precise-and I heard my own breathing change around the fourth or fifth stroke, going shallow and uneven, the tension already building toward something whether I wanted it to or not.

The fluorescent lights hummed overhead. My knuckles whitened against the far edge. I stared at a scratch gouged into the table's surface-someone's initials, maybe, or just the mark of someone who'd needed something to do with their hands-and felt the orgasm rising anyway, unstoppable, every nerve ending reorganizing around the pressure of that upward curve hitting the same place over and over.

It caught me on his finish-his cock swelling and pulsing as he came, that throb pushing against that precise angle one last time-and I seized around him, a tight, seizing rush that wrung a strangled sound from my throat. We came together, his last thrust grinding deep while my hips rolled back against him in rapid contractions that hijacked my hips entirely. He patted my hip once-a casual, almost absent-minded gesture-and walked away.

I stayed braced over the table for a moment, cheek against the cold steel, my breath coming in slow counts until my legs remembered how to hold me.

The late morning had taken on a different quality by then. Not heavier-lighter, almost. Something in my body had shifted without asking permission-a looseness in my limbs, a heat that had stopped feeling like alarm and started feeling like baseline. I made my way down the main corridor with my thighs pressing together on each step, aware of every slick reminder of the day, the way my skirt brushed the insides of my legs and felt like friction against already-sensitized skin. Every surface I passed-the metal tables, the leather sofas, the bar walls of the cells-I clocked differently than I had on day one. I knew what they were for now. My body knew.

A hand closed around my wrist.

I'd been walking past a storage room off the corridor-mops, cleaning supplies, metal shelving stacked with institutional toilet paper-and before I'd processed what was happening, the door clicked shut behind us. A single bulb overhead. He was tall, broad-shouldered, and he pressed me back against the metal shelving with an urgency the other guards hadn't shown. Bottles clinked behind my head. He hooked one of my legs over his forearm, opening me up, and drove upward into me with the first stroke.

The angle was steep and deep-gravity working with him, my weight settled fully onto his cock, everything compressed and tight. I cried out on that first thrust, the sound bouncing off the close walls. He buried his face against my neck and moved-hard, upward surges that lifted me onto my toes with each one, the shelving rattling and clanking behind my back, a bottle falling somewhere in the dark. I grabbed at his shoulder with one hand and gripped the shelf bracket above my head with the other, holding on.

The first orgasm hit sudden and deep-a heavy, shuddering pulse that pooled in my belly before rippling outward down my thighs, making my suspended leg shake violently. My trembling only sharpened his pace. He kept driving up into me, relentless, his cock reaching places inside me that the flat-surface positions hadn't touched. I could hear everything in the small dark space-his breathing, my breathing, the wet sound of him moving through me, the occasional sharp slap of his hips meeting my bare thigh. The second orgasm followed the first by maybe thirty seconds-slower, more diffuse, spreading warmth rather than sharp clench, my head falling back against the shelf as my vision blurred and my whole body went momentarily soft and then rigid again.

He finished against my inner thigh with a ragged exhale, pulling free at the last moment, the hot spill of him running from the inside of my knee upward.

He set my leg down. His radio crackled on his hip as he straightened, already reaching for it as he pushed through the door.

I stood in the supply closet for a moment with my skirt hiked up and my thighs trembling, surrounded by industrial cleaning products, slick from my lower back to my knee, and thought: this is my life now.

Five guards before noon. Whatever resistance I'd carried into this morning had dissolved somewhere between the sofa and the supply closet-not broken, just made irrelevant. The shame I'd braced for had simply never arrived. My nerve endings had taken over the decision-making, and they weren't interested in second thoughts.

I sat in the central hall, skirt damp, thighs sticky, and realized I hadn't thought about my safeword once. Not once, in five encounters. Safehouse was a word that existed somewhere in my vocabulary, filed between safety deposit box and sage, equally irrelevant.

Then Novak appeared.

He walked through the side door with that particular gait-measured, proprietary-and his blue eyes found me fast across the hall, like he'd already decided where my afternoon ended. He crossed the room without hurrying, hands in his pockets, that half-smile already in place. He stopped in front of me.

"Busy morning," he observed. His gaze traveled down my body with the open assessment of someone examining inventory. "Five, if I'm counting correctly."

I looked up at him and said nothing.

"Come with me."

He walked me to the center table-the same bolted metal surface where I'd spent all of yesterday handcuffed and bent. No cuffs today. He stopped me beside it and placed his palm flat between my shoulder blades.

"Down."

I bent over the table. The steel was cold against my stomach, my breasts, the familiar surface pressing into my skin. But without the cuffs, my hands were free, braced on the far edge. A different dynamic. He could restrain me, and he was choosing not to.

He flipped my skirt up. His fingers found me immediately-pressing through my folds, sliding through the accumulated heat of the morning. He worked two fingers inside me and I gasped, my hips pressing back against his hand. After five encounters, I was swollen and oversensitive, and the contact fired through me like a current.

"Jesus," he murmured. "You're soaked." He curled his fingers forward and pressed hard against my front wall. My back arched. "Don't pretend you're just surviving, Navarro." He leaned close to my ear. "You were made for this."

I dug my nails into the table's edge and refused to answer.

He withdrew his fingers and I heard his zipper. Felt the broad head of him pressing against my entrance-and my breath caught, because he was big. Not the average bulk of the rotation guards, not the pleasant adequacy of the men who'd used me this morning. Novak was hung-long and thick, the broad head of his cock stretching me open as he pushed forward with a slow, deliberate pressure that demanded accommodation. Not Marco's size. But enough to make me gasp, enough to force my body to open around him in a gradual, burning spread that I felt from my hips to my shoulders.

He buried himself to the root and I made a sound I didn't recognize-low, guttural, pulled from somewhere deep. Every inch of him was inside me, the base of his shaft grinding against my entrance, and the fullness was immense, a packed, throbbing pressure that left no room for anything else.

"Still quiet?" he said against my ear. "Let's see how long that lasts."

He drew back and drove into me hard.

The first stroke slammed my hips into the table's edge. The second made me cry out. He set a pace that was nothing like the rotation guards' functional rhythm-this was aggressive, punishing, each thrust delivered with the full force of his hips, his hands gripping my waist to haul me back onto him as he drove forward. The table shuddered beneath us. My breasts slid against the cold steel with every impact, nipples dragging on the surface.

He fisted a hand in my hair and pulled my head back. "Say it."

My teeth locked together.

He slapped my ass-sharp, stinging, the crack of it ringing through the hall-and fucked me harder. His free hand snaked around my hip and found my clit, pressing hard, rubbing in fast circles that synced with his thrusts. The dual assault was too much. I felt the orgasm building like a wall of water-enormous, inevitable, every nerve in my body pulling taut toward the same breaking point.

"Say the word," he growled. His cock drove deep, hitting the end of me, and I clenched around him so hard my vision whited out.

"Fuck you," I said through gritted teeth, and came.

It was violent-a full-body seizure that locked every muscle tight, my body clamping around his cock in convulsive, wrenching spasms. I heard myself make a sound that didn't have consonants in it. My hands went white-knuckled on the table's edge, my back arched into a bow, and the orgasm kept going, rolling through me in waves that I couldn't control and couldn't stop.

Novak groaned behind me. I felt his rhythm falter-the controlled aggression cracking, his thrusts becoming erratic as my body worked around him. He pulled out at the last second, and I felt the thick, wet ropes of his release land across my ass-his signature move, his power play, the thing Megan had told me about. Marking instead of finishing inside. Claiming the surface because the act itself hadn't broken me.

I pressed my palms flat on the surface and stayed braced there, trembling, the aftershocks still rippling through me. My legs were shaking. The backs of my thighs burned where his hands had gripped. I could feel the heat of his finish on my skin, the slick reality of it. I let myself have that moment-the trembling, the heaving breath, the way my body was still working through its own aftershock-and then I straightened.

I turned around.

No shame. No flinching. No cast-down gaze or bitten lip. I held his stare with my chest heaving and my thighs wet and his cum running down the back of my legs, and I watched the smirk on his face do something it probably didn't do often.

It flickered.

"Stubborn," he said.

"Maybe try a different word," I said.

Something crossed his expression-brief, unguarded, a flash of something that wasn't dominance or amusement. He looked at me for a long beat. Then he tucked himself away, turned, and walked off without another word.

I watched him go. My knees felt hollow. My body was wrecked, used six ways from every angle the day could find, and I was standing in the middle of a prison hall with cum drying on my skin and not an ounce of defeat anywhere in me.

The shower was bliss.

Hot water-I'd timed it right this time, catching the cycle early-and I stood under the spray and let it pound the tension from my shoulders, my lower back, the ache between my thighs. Steam rose around me. I tilted my face up into the stream and exhaled.

Megan appeared beside me a few minutes later, turning on the adjacent showerhead. She didn't bother with preamble.

"I saw the Novak thing."

"Everyone saw the Novak thing. It was the center of the hall."

"True." She stepped under her spray, water cascading over her freckled shoulders. "But I've never seen anyone stare him down after. Not once, in two weeks. The other girls-they finish and they look away. Curl up. Go quiet." She glanced at me sideways. "You looked him in the face and told him to try harder."

"I told him to try a different word."

"Same thing, in his language." Megan ran her fingers through her short auburn hair, squeezing water out. "Finishing on you instead of inside-that's his thing. His power move. The big finish that says he's the one in control."

"It didn't work."

"No," she agreed. "It didn't." A pause. "He's going to keep trying, you know. That's who he is. When he can't find the edge, he digs deeper."

I let the water run over my face. "Good."

Megan looked at me for a moment. Then she laughed-short, surprised, genuine. "You're either the toughest girl who's come through here or the craziest."

"Probably both."

She shook her head and turned back to her shower, still grinning.

By evening, the wing had settled into that fed-and-quiet lull-amber lights dimming by degrees, the sounds of conversation thinning to murmurs. I lay on my cot and let the day run back through me. Dawn guard, prone on the mattress. The sofa, leather under my breasts. The young guard's grinding, intent missionary. The table, that curved angle finding me on every stroke. The closet, my leg hooked over his arm and the shelving clanking behind me. And Novak-his size, his aggression, his face when the smirk dropped.

Six men. Six orgasms. One safeword I never considered using.

My body was sore in places I didn't have names for-a deep, interior ache that pulsed with my heartbeat, the kind of thorough, well-used exhaustion that sat somewhere between pain and satisfaction. My thighs were tender. My hips held the ghost-pressure of half a dozen different grips. And beneath all of it, still-improbably, insistently-the low hum of arousal. Even now. Even after everything.

I pressed my thighs together and let the sensation exist without acting on it.

Thirty-three days to go.

Three days in and my body had stopped treating the program as an ordeal. It had stopped consulting my pride, stopped waiting for my mind to process and approve. It had made its own assessment and come to its own conclusions: more.

I thought about Novak-the moment his certainty slipped, that brief crack in his composure. Surprise, maybe, or something harder to name. He'd expected me to break. They all expected the new girl to break. Mouth day, then a full day of being used, then the grand finale where the cocky officer with the big dick and the sharp tongue pushed her over the edge and she whispered safehouse into the table.

I hadn't whispered anything except fuck you.

The sound of the wing at night was becoming familiar now-the distant rhythms of other women's encounters, the creak of cots, the occasional moan that carried through the bars and across the hall. Someone was being taken in a cell on the far side, the wet sounds unmistakable in the quiet. I listened and felt my pulse slow, my breathing even out.

Three days down. Still here.

Not because I was enduring.

Because my body already knew what my mind was still catching up to: I didn't want to leave.


⚜




Chapter 4: Privilege hours

⚜

Iwoke before the announcement.

A tension had settled into the wing overnight-a quality of quiet that felt different from the usual pre-dawn hush, charged in a way I couldn't name. I was lying on my side, knees drawn up, skirt twisted around my hips from restless sleep. My body ached in the way I was learning to categorize: deep-tissue soreness from yesterday's six encounters, a low residual pulse between my thighs that never fully went away anymore. Three days of the program had rewired something fundamental in my nervous system. I was sore and I was already warm.

The overhead lights clicked from amber to white at six on the dot. The morning shift rotated in, and by seven the serving window was open and the usual rhythms had started. I was collecting my tray when a guard I didn't recognize walked to the center of the hall and stopped, arms behind his back.

"Privilege hours today," he said. His voice carried flat and institutional across the concrete. "Inmates from the main facility with qualifying behavior records will be admitted to the wing between ten and two. Standard rules apply."

He turned and left.

The effect on the hall was immediate. Conversations at the breakfast tables shifted in pitch-lower, more animated, a different kind of energy than the routine mornings I'd observed. The woman with the crossword set her pen down and stretched. Another girl, dark-skinned with braids, gave a low whistle from her cell and said something to her neighbor that made them both laugh.

I sat down with my tray and tried to identify what I was feeling. Not fear, exactly. Not anymore-three days had stripped that particular circuit of most of its voltage. But this was different. Guards were institutional. Anonymous. Part of the machinery, the way Novak had designed it-uniforms and belt buckles and the efficient rhythm of a shift to get through. Inmates were something else. Men who'd been locked up, some of them for years. Men who weren't here because it was their job.

My stomach tightened.

Megan slid into the seat across from me with her tray. She looked unhurried, her short auburn hair still damp from the shower, freckled shoulders catching the overhead light.

"Privilege day," she said, reading my face. "First one?"

"Obviously."

She bit into a triangle of toast. "It's different from the guard rotation. Not worse-different. These guys have earned this. Months of good behavior, no write-ups, staying clean. They lose privileges if they step out of line, so most of them are better behaved than the guards." She paused. "Some of them haven't been touched in years."

I thought about that. Years without contact, without intimacy, without the simple animal fact of another body against yours. Something pulled low in my chest-not pity, exactly. More like recognition.

"How many come through?"

"Depends. Usually four or five over the afternoon. They're brought in one at a time, supervised. It's structured." She looked at me steadily. "You'll be fine."

"I know I'll be fine."

"I know you know." She grinned. "I'm saying it for the face you're making."

I forced my expression into something less transparent and ate my eggs.

At ten, the wing door opened and two guards escorted the first inmate in.

I was sitting on one of the leather sofas, pretending to read the same paperback I'd failed to absorb yesterday. The words still weren't registering. I looked up.

He was young-my age or close to it, maybe twenty-four. Slim build, a boyish face with a jaw that hadn't quite decided if it was sharp or soft, brown hair cut short on the sides and longer on top in the way of someone who still cared about how it looked. He wore the standard orange jumpsuit of the main facility, and his hands were cuffed in front of him until one of the escorts unlocked them at the entrance. He rubbed his wrists absently, eyes wide, scanning the hall with the barely controlled panic of someone who'd walked into a room he'd only imagined.

His gaze found me and stuck.

I watched him take me in-the bare breasts, the short skirt, the fact of me sitting there exposed and available-and what I saw on his face wasn't the flat appraisal of the guards or Novak's calculated aggression. It was naked, transparent want mixed with something that looked a lot like terror.

The escort guard checked a clipboard. "Webb, Callum. Thirty minutes." He stepped back to the wall.

Callum Webb stood in the center of the hall like someone had dropped him there from a height. His chest was rising and falling too fast. His eyes kept darting between me and the floor and the walls and back to me, unable to commit to looking or not looking. His hands hung at his sides, fingers twitching.

My anxiety dissolved.

Not gradually-instantly, replaced by something I hadn't expected. Something almost tender. He was terrified, and his terror made mine irrelevant. I'd spent three days being used by men who approached me like furniture. This man could barely look at me.

I set the paperback down and stood up.

His eyes went wider. I watched them drop to my breasts and snap back to my face, a flush crawling up his neck. He swallowed visibly.

"Callum?" I said.

"Yeah." His voice cracked on the single syllable. He cleared his throat. "I mean-yes. Hi."

"I'm Kira."

"I know. They-" He gestured vaguely toward the entrance. "They told me. On the way over." His hands were shaking. Visibly, unmistakably shaking, like someone with a bad fever.

"How long have you been in?" I asked.

"Five years." He said it quickly, like ripping off a bandage. "Just-five years. No contact. Nothing."

Five years. He'd been locked up since he was nineteen. Half a decade of nothing but his own hand and whatever images his mind could conjure, and now he was standing in a room with a topless woman in a skirt that hid nothing, his body vibrating with the accumulated need of every one of those days.

I stepped closer. His breathing stuttered.

"It's okay," I said. I reached out and took his hand-his right hand, the one trembling worst-and placed it on my hip. His fingers were cold. They curled against my bare skin, tentative, like he was touching something that might burn.

"You can touch me," I said. "That's what I'm here for."

His eyes searched mine for something-permission, maybe, or confirmation that this was real. I held his gaze and moved his hand upward, slowly, over the curve of my waist and higher, until his palm cupped my breast. His breath left him in a long, shaking exhale. His thumb moved, brushing my nipple, and the touch was so gentle, so careful, that something tightened in my throat.

I guided his other hand to my body. He stood there holding both my breasts with the reverence of someone handling something irreplaceable, and I let him. Let him feel the weight of them, the way my nipples hardened under his palms, the warmth of skin against skin. His eyes were glassy.

"Okay," I murmured. "Come here."

I led him to the sofa and sat him down. He went where I put him, malleable with disbelief. I knelt between his thighs and unzipped his jumpsuit, pulling it down his shoulders, working it past his waist. Underneath he wore a thin white t-shirt and standard-issue boxers. Through the cotton, I could see him-hard, straining against the fabric, his cock pressing an obvious ridge that twitched when my fingers grazed it.

I pulled the boxers down and freed him. He was average-not long, not thick, nothing that would have caught my eye in another life. But when my fingers closed around him he made a sound that went through me like a current. A choked, desperate noise, half gasp and half groan, the sound of all that accumulated time emptying out in a single touch.

I stroked him slowly. One long pull from base to tip, my thumb sweeping across the head where a bead of pre-cum had already gathered. His hips bucked involuntarily. His hands gripped the sofa cushions, knuckles white.

"Wait-" he started.

He didn't make it to the second word. His cock pulsed hard in my fist and he came-sudden, violent, his back arching off the sofa, a thick spurt that hit my chest and ran warm between my breasts. Then another, and another, his hips jerking in helpless contractions, half a decade of deprivation emptying out of him in long, shuddering pulses. I kept my hand moving, milking him through it, feeling each throb against my palm.

He slumped back against the cushions, chest heaving, face crimson.

"Shit," he breathed. "I'm-fuck. I'm sorry. I couldn't-"

"Don't apologize."

"That was-thirty seconds. That was maybe thirty seconds."

"It's fine, Callum."

He pressed the heels of his hands against his eyes. "Five years and I last thirty seconds. You must think-"

"I think you haven't been touched in five years," I said. "And I think we have time."

He dropped his hands and looked at me. The mortification drained from his face, replaced by something cautious, fragile-the careful expression of someone who'd stopped expecting good things. Hope, maybe.

I grabbed the hem of his t-shirt and used it to wipe my chest, then climbed onto the sofa beside him. I pressed my body against his-the full length of me, bare skin to his, my breasts against his side, my thigh over his. He was still half-hard, still sensitive. I felt the twitch when my hip brushed against him.

"Just breathe," I said. "We'll go again when you're ready."

He turned his head and looked at me from inches away. Up close his eyes were hazel, with a ring of gold near the pupil. "You're being really nice about this."

"I'm not being nice. I'm being practical."

He almost smiled. His hand moved to my waist-still tentative, still that careful, questioning touch, but steadier than before. His fingers traced the curve of my hip, down to the hem of my skirt, then back up. Learning the geography of a woman's body like someone relearning a language.

I kissed him.

It wasn't part of the program. No one had said anything about kissing. But his mouth was right there and he looked so lost, and when my lips touched his he made that sound again-that desperate, broken sound-and kissed me back with clumsy, overwhelming hunger. His hands came up to my face, holding me there, and I felt the exact moment when his body decided round one was just a warm-up.

He hardened against my thigh. Fully this time-the blood rush quick and insistent. I broke the kiss and swung my leg over him, straddling his lap. His cock pressed against me through the thin cotton of my skirt, and when I reached down and pulled the fabric aside, his tip nudged between my folds and we both inhaled.

I sank onto him slowly.

He wasn't big enough to stretch me-not after three days of the rotation-but the sensation was different. Warmer somehow. His hands were on my hips, not gripping or directing, just resting there, feeling me move. His eyes were wide open, watching my face with an intensity that had nothing to do with power and everything to do with disbelief that this was happening.

I rolled my hips. Found a rhythm-slow, grinding, the kind of motion that kept him deep and let me control the angle. He groaned through his teeth and his head fell back against the sofa.

"Oh my god," he whispered.

I rode him with a deliberateness I hadn't used with the guards. This wasn't about survival or proving something. This was me choosing the pace, the depth, the angle-my hands braced on his shoulders, my breasts swaying heavy above his face as I moved, the full weight of my hips rolling against him. He stared up at me like I'd conjured the sun in a concrete room. His hands moved from my waist to my ass-both palms cupping the round fullness of it, squeezing, his fingers spreading across the bare skin as if he couldn't believe what he was holding. My thick thighs bracketed his narrow frame, my weight settling against him with every downward grind.

He lasted longer this time. Much longer. His hands explored with growing confidence, his thumbs circling my nipples, his palms following the shape of me. The friction was building something for me too-the grind of my clit against his pelvis, the steady rhythm of him inside me, the cumulative heat of three days' worth of rewired responses doing their work.

I came first-a slow, spreading warmth that gathered behind my navel and released in rolling waves, my hips stuttering against him, my breath catching in three sharp gasps. He watched my face through it all, mesmerized, and the sight of me coming undid whatever control he'd been holding.

"I'm going to-" he managed.

"Inside," I said. "It's okay."

He surged up against me and came with a groan that was more relief than pleasure, his hands pulling my hips down tight, burying himself as deep as he could while his cock pulsed and emptied inside me. I felt every throb-warm, flooding, the sheer volume of it carrying its own quiet testimony to how long it had been.

He held me there for a long moment, both of us breathing hard, his forehead resting against my collarbone. His fingers traced slow, aimless patterns on my lower back.

"Thank you," he said quietly. Not the way men usually said it-not smug or obligatory. Sincere. Grateful in a way that had weight to it.

The escort guard appeared at the edge of my vision. "Time, Webb."

Callum looked up at me. That hazel gaze held mine for a beat, and then he smiled-shy, boyish, the first real smile I'd seen in this building that wasn't someone else's armor.

"Thank you," he said again.

I climbed off him and stood while he pulled his jumpsuit back on. He walked to the escorts on steady legs, pausing once at the door to look back. Then he was gone.

I sat on the sofa, my thighs damp, and pressed my fingertips against my own sternum. The warmth there was specific and unexpected. Not arousal. Something gentler. The program was built on impersonality-nameless guards, functional use, the efficient machinery of institutional sex. Callum had walked in and made it personal, and the ache of that surprised me.

The second inmate arrived forty minutes later.

I saw him before he cleared the door. The corridor beyond the wing entrance framed him like a photograph-six-foot-four at minimum, shoulders that blocked the light, arms thick as my thighs. Dark skin that caught the fluorescent overhead and made it look warmer than it was. Shaved head, heavy jaw, eyes that swept the room with the quiet assessment of a man who knew exactly what his presence did to a space.

The escorts uncuffed him. He stepped into the hall and the proportions of the room seemed to adjust around him-the sofas smaller, the ceiling lower, every dimension recalibrated by the staggering scale of him.

But I wasn't looking at his shoulders.

He wore the same orange jumpsuit as Callum, but where the fabric had hung loose on Callum's slim frame, it pulled taut across Darius's chest and thighs. And between those thighs, even through the industrial cotton, I could see the outline. The unmistakable, heavy bulk of him pressed against the fabric, gravity pulling it toward his left thigh, and my core clenched before I'd even registered I was staring.

It hit instantly-a heavy, undeniable rush of heat between my thighs that arrived without warning. My nipples hardened so fast they ached. That deep-wired craving Marco had installed-the one three days of adequate-but-not-enough had left starving-flared with sudden, desperate hunger.

He was big. He was possibly bigger than Marco. And I was staring.

"Knox, Darius," the escort read from his clipboard. "Forty-five minutes."

Darius's eyes found me on the sofa. He looked at me steadily-my bare breasts, my parted thighs, the flush already climbing my chest-and a new look crossed his features. Not Callum's nervous disbelief. Something closer to recognition. Like he'd been told what was waiting and had decided to believe it only when he saw it.

"Hey," he said. His voice was deep enough to feel in my sternum.

"Hi." My own voice came out lower than usual, and I didn't try to correct it.

He crossed the room to me in four strides. Up close, the scale of him was staggering-I craned my neck to meet his eyes, and the raw mass of muscle and bone and height made me feel every inch of my five-foot-three. He smelled like institutional soap and something warmer beneath it, a dark, masculine musk that my body catalogued and approved of immediately.

"How long?" I asked.

"Six years." His gaze moved over me, and unlike Callum's darting panic, Darius looked at me the way you look at a meal after a long fast-measured, certain, savoring the anticipation. "Six years, four months."

My breath was already unsteady. I reached for his jumpsuit, and he stood still while I unzipped it and pushed it down his arms. Underneath, his torso was a landscape-carved and defined, the musculature of someone who'd spent years with nothing to do but lift. His chest was broad enough that my hand wouldn't span the distance from one pec to the other. Dark nipples, a trail of hair leading down his ridged stomach and disappearing into the waistband of his boxers.

I pulled the jumpsuit to his waist and hooked my fingers in the elastic of his boxers. Looked up at him. He gave a small nod.

I pulled them down, and my breath stopped.

His cock hung heavy between his thighs-thick, dark, and long in a way that made the rational part of my brain go quiet and the rest of me go loud. Semi-hard already, and the suspicion I'd formed across the hall was confirmed-he matched Marco's length easily, but was significantly thicker at the base, the head broad and smooth. The weight of it was visible, substantial, the kind of size that changed the mathematics of a body.

I wrapped my hand around him. My fingers didn't close. Couldn't close-the girth defeated my grip, exactly like Marco, and the muscle memory of that sent a spike of raw desire through me so intense my knees nearly buckled.

He grew harder in my hand-a thickening, lengthening surge that I felt against my palm, his cock filling out to its full size with a heat that radiated through my fingers. Fully erect, he was massive. Long enough to make my jaw ache just looking at it, thick enough that the pre-cum already beading at the tip couldn't make a dent in the friction I was imagining. The wondering was its own kind of arousal.

I sank to my knees.

The head of his cock pressed against my lips and I opened as wide as I could. Even so, the stretch was immediate-the corners of my mouth pulled taut, my jaw forced to its limit as the broad crown pushed past my lips and onto my tongue. He tasted like heat and salt and clean skin. I got maybe three inches in before my gag reflex threatened, the impossible width of him filling my mouth so completely that breathing required concentration.

I worked him with my hand on what my mouth couldn't cover-long, twisting strokes, my lips sealed tight around the first few inches, tongue working the underside. His hand settled on the back of my head, fingers spread wide across my skull, not pushing-just resting there, feeling the movement of my jaw and throat. The pre-cum was flowing freely now, slicking my hand in a thick, clear coating, pooling on my tongue with every surge of his pulse. Salt and heat, slippery and heavy, the taste of six years of need and I swallowed it and took him deeper.

"Fuck," he said quietly, and the vibration of his voice traveled down through his body and into my mouth.

I pushed deeper, relaxing my throat, taking another inch. My eyes watered. Saliva was running freely down his shaft, coating my hand, the obscene wet sounds of it filling the space between us. I could feel him pulsing against my tongue-the heavy throb of blood, the tightening of his thighs. Pent-up, Megan had said. I felt the truth of that in every rigid inch.

I pulled back with a gasp, strings of saliva connecting my lips to his cock. "I want you inside me."

He looked down at me-kneeling, flushed, mouth swollen, eyes bright-and his jaw tightened. He reached down, hooked his hands under my arms, and lifted me off the ground like I weighed nothing. Actually nothing. I felt my feet leave the floor and then I was on my back on the sofa, my skirt around my waist, and he was over me.

The first press of his cock against my entrance made me gasp. The head alone was wider than anything I'd taken in three days-wider than the thick guard from the sofa, wider than Novak. He pushed forward and my body resisted for a breathless moment, my entrance stretching around him in a slow, burning spread that drew a moan from somewhere deep in my chest. He eased in, reading my body, giving me an inch at a time-and each inch was a revelation. Full. Fuller. That impossible, aching fullness that I craved like oxygen, the stretch that made my toes curl and my fingers dig into whatever they could find.

He bottomed out and I heard the sound I made-a raw, guttural cry that I couldn't have muffled if I'd tried. He was everywhere inside me. Filling me to a depth and width that pressed against every wall, every nerve ending, every part of me that had been waiting for exactly this since Marco's nine inches had first remapped my body's expectations. The pleasure was edged with a sharp, burning stretch that only made it better.

"Okay?" he asked.

"Don't stop," I managed. "Don't you dare stop."

He moved.

Missionary first-deep, measured strokes that withdrew almost to the tip before pressing back to the root. Each thrust was a seismic event, the fullness arriving and retreating and arriving again. I wrapped my legs around his waist and dug my heels into his lower back and felt every inch of him dragging through me, the friction lighting up nerve endings that hadn't been reached in days. The pleasure spiked fast-a clenching, rolling release that had me arching off the sofa, my body seizing around his cock in spasms that felt like they'd break me. He groaned at the grip of it and kept moving.

"Turn over," he said.

He drew back, and when he pulled free the sound was unmistakable-wet, slick, my body releasing him with reluctance. I was drenched: Callum's earlier load mixing with my own arousal, and the sight of Darius's shaft glistening darkly as he pulled clear sent a pulse of heat through my throat. I rolled onto my stomach before he'd finished asking. He spread my thighs and pulled my hips up, and I felt his hands part me-his thumbs easing the cheeks of my ass apart, exposing me completely before the broad head of him pressed against my entrance again.

The first stroke from behind hit an entirely different depth and I screamed into the leather, actual sound forced from my lungs. He set a rhythm that was relentless-powerful, full strokes that used his size without apology. The sofa shook beneath us. My breasts slid heavily against the leather with every impact, the slick friction of skin against the cushion's surface pulling at my nipples with each thrust. I was gripping the armrest with white-knuckled hands, tears leaking from the corners of my eyes-not from pain, but from the sheer overwhelming intensity of being fucked by something that big after three days of wanting exactly this.

This time the tension built slower, deeper-an immense, gathering pressure that started in my core and expanded outward. When it hit, my entire body locked rigid-my back arched, my vision went white, and sounds I'd never made before ripped out of me, high and broken and utterly beyond my control. He fucked me through it, his hands locked on my hips, the pace never faltering.

"One more," I gasped, because I could feel the third wave already forming-my body so overstimulated that each thrust was sending me toward something enormous.

I reached back, gripping his hips until he slowed. He read my intention and eased out-that wet, reluctant release again-and lay back against the cushions, letting me crawl over him. I straddled his hips and pressed both palms flat against that broad chest, all of that tremendous size laid out beneath me and surrendered to my direction.

Cowgirl. Taking as much as I wanted. Controlling the stretch.

I reached down and positioned him against me, then lowered myself inch by burning inch until he was fully inside me. My mouth fell open. His hands found the flare of my full hips and held there, supporting but not controlling. The heavy, liquid wetness of my descent echoed in the space-his cock driving through the churned slickness already pooling between my thighs from Callum's visit and my own relentless arousal. My breasts swung with my rhythm, their full weight rocking forward and back, and Darius watched them with dark, half-lidded eyes while his jaw clenched tight.

I rose up until just the head remained inside me, then dropped back down hard, the impact jolting through my hips, the wet, heavy sound of it echoing with every stroke. His hands slid down to cup my ass, fingers digging into the soft flesh, angling me forward so each descent dragged my swollen clit across the hard ridge of his pelvis.

The final wave broke me open.

It started deep in my core-somewhere past the point I could locate precisely-and then it wiped out everything else. My whole body convulsed. I slammed down onto him and froze, unable to move, unable to breathe, my inner walls clamping around his cock in punishing, rhythmic contractions that seemed to pull him deeper. What tore from my throat wasn't a moan or a scream-it was somewhere beyond language, a wrecked, breathless thing that came from the base of my spine. My thighs shook uncontrollably. My vision grayed at the edges.

And then he came.

I felt it-a pulsing, overwhelming surge, flooding into me in heavy, powerful waves. Six years of pent-up need finally giving way, flooding into me in thick rushes that I felt expanding inside me with each throb. He groaned beneath me-a deep, rumbling sound that resonated through his chest and into my palms-and his hips surged up one final time, driving to the absolute limit of my depth. The feeling of him finishing inside me at that size, at that depth, triggered a final aftershock that wrung a sobbing gasp from my chest.

I collapsed forward onto him.

His chest rose and fell beneath me-enormous against me, warm, the sweat between our bodies mingling. I could feel his heartbeat against my cheek, rapid and powerful. His cock was still inside me, still half-hard, the size of him keeping me full even as he softened. I could feel his cum leaking around the base of him, running warm and thick down my inner thigh, joining the remnants of Callum's contribution in a slow, heavy trail. There was so much of it-pooling between us, soaking into the leather.

I didn't move. I couldn't. My legs were useless, my core felt like it had been rearranged, and every nerve ending in my body was still sparking with residual electricity.

"Damn," he said after a while. His hand settled on my lower back, large enough to span from hip to hip.

"Yeah," I breathed against his chest.

We stayed like that until the escort guard cleared his throat. "Five minutes, Knox."

Darius lifted me off him with the same effortless strength he'd shown before, setting me on the sofa beside him like I was made of something delicate. He stood and dressed, the jumpsuit struggling to contain everything it was meant to cover. At the door he looked back at me-sprawled on the sofa, skirt bunched at my waist, thighs glistening, breasts heaving, absolutely destroyed.

"See you next privilege day," he said.

The door closed behind him.

I don't know how long I stayed on that sofa. Long enough for my heart rate to drop below emergency levels. Long enough for the trembling in my thighs to downgrade from violent to merely persistent. Not long enough for the fullness between my legs to fade-I could still feel the echo of him, the way he'd stretched me, the ache of being filled to my absolute limit by something that my body had been designed to crave.

Megan found me when I still hadn't moved.

She appeared in my peripheral vision with a water bottle and a look that said she'd been watching from across the hall for the entire second act. She sat on the arm of the sofa and looked down at the wreckage of me.

"Good day?" she asked.

I turned my head and grinned at her. It was the only muscle group I could still operate.

"How big?" she asked.

"Bigger than my ex."

Her eyebrows climbed. "The ex who-"

"Nine inches. Yeah." I closed my eyes. "Darius might be more."

"You look wrecked. And you're grinning."

"I can't feel my legs."

She laughed-that short, genuine laugh I was starting to recognize as the real Megan, the one beneath the blunt tour-guide persona. "Privilege days are something else. The first guy was sweet, by the way. I saw you with him."

"He hadn't been touched in years."

"I know." Megan's expression softened briefly. "That's the part they don't put in the brochure. Some of these guys-they're not monsters. They're just lonely."

I thought about Callum's shaking hands. The way he'd said thank you like he meant it with everything he had.

"Come on," Megan said, offering her hand. "Shower. You need it."

She pulled me upright. My knees barely committed to holding me-I found my balance slowly, one hand on the sofa back, the other gripping Megan's wrist until the room stopped tilting. The walk to the showers was a study in aftermath-every step a reminder of where Darius had been, the deep soreness mixing with a satisfaction so complete it was almost narcotic. His cum was still leaking down my thighs, warm and heavy, mingling with the lingering slickness of the morning in a thick drip I felt with every stride.

The hot water hit my shoulders and I groaned. Megan took the showerhead beside me.

"So," she said over the spray. "Guards are one thing. How do you feel about inmates?"

I tipped my face up into the water and let it run over me. My body was throbbing with the heavy, leaking proof of two men who weren't on the clock-and the weight of it felt different from the guard rotation, personal in a way the institutional shifts never were. Callum's fragile gratitude. Darius's overwhelming gravity. For them, I wasn't an assignment. I was salvation.

"I feel like thirty-two days might not be long enough," I said.

Megan snorted. "You're insane."

"Probably."

I slept through the rest of the afternoon. Collapsed onto my cot after the shower and went under instantly-a heavy, dreamless drop into unconsciousness that my body demanded as non-negotiable payment for the morning. When I woke, the evening light had shifted to amber. I lay there and stared at the ceiling through the familiar grid of bars.

Day four. Privilege hours. Two inmates-one who'd barely lasted a minute and then given me thirty of the gentlest minutes I'd experienced in this building, and one who'd fucked me like the answer to a question my body had been asking since Marco first wrecked me for average men.

I thought about Marco. That was becoming a habit-the nightly inventory, comparing, calibrating. But the image was getting dimmer. His face had gone blurry days ago; now even his cock was losing its mythic status. Darius had matched it, maybe exceeded it, and had done so without any of Marco's manipulative charm. No sweet talk, no false promises, no just one more drive across the border, baby. Just six feet four inches of honest, devastating size.

My body was hollowed out and heavy, still sparking in slow, random bursts. The deep ache where Darius had been was specific and vivid-a stretched, well-used tenderness that pulsed when I shifted my hips. My clit was still sensitive enough that the brush of my skirt's hem sent little jolts through me. I was sore and satisfied and already, underneath it all, beginning to want again.

Thirty-two days to go.

Somewhere across the hall, the sounds of the evening shift filtered through the bars-the muffled sounds of another woman's encounter, a guard's boots on concrete, the wet rhythms I was learning not to notice. The program was becoming ambient. Background noise for a life I was building inside these walls, one day at a time.

I closed my eyes and thought about the next privilege day. Whether Darius would come back, whether his name would be on the list-whether I'd feel that impossible fullness again. The thought sent a pulse of want through my exhausted body, warm and specific, coiling low in my belly with a patience that surprised me.

I wasn't counting the days until I could leave.

I was counting the days until I could have more of this.


⚜




Chapter 5: The gauntlet

⚜

Iwoke to silence.

No cot creaking across the ring, no muffled sounds from the night shift, no boots tracking across concrete. The wing held its breath in a way I hadn't heard since I'd arrived-a charged, anticipatory stillness that made the hairs on my forearms lift before I'd even opened my eyes.

The overhead lights clicked to white. I swung my legs off the cot and sat there, rolling the stiffness from my shoulders. I was still cataloguing yesterday-the deep, vivid ache where Darius had been, the tender warmth of Callum's gentleness, the full-body exhaustion that four days of the program had layered into my muscles like sediment. Between my thighs, the familiar low hum of arousal was already present, baseline now, as constant as my heartbeat.

Day five.

I used the open toilet, washed my face at the cold tap, smoothed my skirt down, and walked to the serving window. The other women were already eating-quieter than usual, exchanging looks I couldn't decode. Even the crossword woman had set her pen down, watching the main door with an expression I hadn't seen on her face before. Alert. Almost eager.

I collected my tray and found Megan at our usual table. She was eating toast with the mechanical efficiency of someone fueling up for something specific.

"What's going on?" I asked, sitting down.

Before she could answer, the side door opened and a guard stepped through-not Novak, an older man with grey at his temples and the bearing of someone who'd been doing this for decades. He walked to my table and stopped.

"Navarro. Day five."

"I know what day it is."

He didn't react. "Day five is the stress test. The gauntlet." He said it like he was reading from a manual. "Multiple guards and qualifying inmates-privilege restrictions are lifted for the stress test-sequential and simultaneous, for a sustained period. It's designed to push you to your limit. If you come through it, you've earned your place in the wing and the remaining days will be easier."

My stomach dropped and tightened at the same time-a cold clench layered over a hotter thrill I deliberately ignored with Megan watching.

"And if I don't come through it?"

"Then you say safehouse and you're back in gen-pop by dinner."

I looked at Megan. She was watching me over her toast with an expression that was carefully neutral-the look of someone who'd already been through this and was choosing not to influence my answer.

"How long?" I asked the guard.

"Until it's done."

I set my fork down on the tray. Took a breath that went deeper into my lungs than I expected. Thought about three years in gen-pop. Thought about the last four days-about my body's relentless verdict on everything the program had put me through, about the way safehouse had faded from my vocabulary like a word in a language I no longer spoke.

"Okay," I said.

The guard nodded once and left.

Megan exhaled through her nose. "Eat everything on that tray."

I ate everything on the tray.

They rearranged the central hall.

By nine, the metal tables had been pushed to the walls and a padded bench had been dragged to the center of the room-waist-high, leather-topped, bolted to a steel frame with handholds welded at each end. I'd never seen it before; it must have been stored somewhere for exactly this purpose. The leather was worn, creased with use. Other women had been where I was about to be. The thought was its own strange comfort.

The other prisoners had moved to the edges of the hall-some leaning against the bar walls of their cells, some sitting on the pushed-back sofas. Watching. The quiet attention of women who'd survived this themselves and were here to witness whether I would too.

A guard I didn't recognize gestured at my skirt. "Off."

I reached for the waistband, pushed the thin cotton down over my hips, and stepped out of it. Naked. Completely bare in the center of the hall under the fluorescent glare, every inch of my body exposed to the ring of watching eyes and the guards assembling behind me. My breasts hung heavy, my nipples hard from the cool air and the adrenaline flooding my bloodstream. I could feel the attention on my skin like a physical weight-my full hips, the curve of my ass, the smooth, bare skin between my thighs where the morning air moved freely.

I walked to the bench, pressed my palms flat on the leather, and bent forward over it. The surface was cool against my stomach, my breasts. The handholds were cold steel under my fingers. I gripped them and waited.

"Whenever you're ready," the grey-haired guard said behind me, and I understood that he was talking to the others.

The first man entered me with ruthless, immediate efficiency.

No fingers first, no assessment-just the blunt press of a cock against my entrance and a forward thrust that buried him to the base in one stroke. I gasped into the leather, my body clenching around the sudden fullness, my hips driven forward against the bench's frame. He gripped my waist and began to move with a steady, workmanlike rhythm, each thrust pushing me into the padding.

Simultaneously, a hand gripped my jaw and tilted my chin up. A second cock pressed against my lips. I opened, and the sheer reality of being filled from both ends hit me like a physical blow-my jaw forced to its limit around one man while another drove into my core, my senses splitting straight down the middle to accommodate the push-pull of two bodies at once. Breathe around one, clench around the other, find the rhythm in the overlap. The man in front gripped the back of my head and pushed deeper; I swallowed reflexively, took him further, and the muffled groan he made vibrated through my skull.

The man behind me came first-a grunt, a surge of heat inside me, and he was gone, replaced almost immediately by another. The transition was seamless: one cock withdrawing, another pressing in before the emptiness could register. This one was thicker, and the stretch forced a sound out of me that vibrated around the shaft in my mouth. The man in front cursed and pushed deeper. I pulled back enough to breathe, lips dragging over him, saliva running warm down my chin.

He finished in my mouth-a sudden, flooding heat that I swallowed without thinking, his hips stuttering forward as the pulses ran out. He withdrew; another hand immediately replaced his at the back of my head.

I took the next one. And the next.

Time lost its edges.

They shifted me onto my back-shoulder blades hitting the leather, legs hanging off the bench's end and spreading wide. A guard stepped between my thighs and pushed inside from a new angle-the ceiling tiles came into focus above, fluorescent bars, the faces of men looking down at me. A hand cupped the back of my skull, turning my face sideways, and another cock pressed against my parted lips. I opened, and from this angle I could see past the man at my mouth to the far wall of the hall. The women watching. One of them caught my eye and gave a small, solemn nod that meant I've been here. You're doing it.

An orange jumpsuit moved at the edge of my vision. A qualifying inmate, waiting his turn-young face, broad shoulders, hands at his sides with the careful patience of someone who'd earned this and knew not to waste it. He stepped in when the guard withdrew, and the difference was immediate: less mechanical, hungrier, his hands on my thighs spreading me wide before he pushed inside with a groan that came from his chest. He gripped my hips like he was holding something he'd dreamed about, and I let him-let him use me with the unguarded desperation of a man who'd been counting down to this for months. He lasted longer than the guards. His cock curved at an angle that found my front wall on every thrust, and I came around him-a wrenching, sudden orgasm that ambushed me mid-stroke, my spine snapping rigid, inner walls convulsing. He swore and drove harder, working me through the contractions until his rhythm broke apart and he finished in long, trembling pulses.

Another man replaced him before the aftershocks finished.

I lost count somewhere in the middle. A thick, curved cock that reached deeper than the last; a guard whose hands gripped my ankles and bent me nearly in half; a different inmate-shorter, heavier-who buried himself to the hilt and barely moved, just held himself there and groaned while my body gripped him in rolling spasms. Hands on my breasts, my hair, my thighs, my face-different calluses, different pressure, different degrees of force. The cumulative heat of it was extraordinary. Every nerve ending felt like a live wire, the friction continuous and relentless, and I'd stopped registering individual encounters and started processing them as a single sustained wave of sensation.

I came three more times. Maybe four. The numbers stopped mattering.

Cum was everywhere-dripping down my inner thighs, drying on my lower back, slick across my breasts from a load I hadn't tracked. The smell of sex was thick in the air around the bench: musk and salt and sweat, the skin of different men's bodies, the metallic tang of the bench's leather, my own arousal soaking the padding beneath me. The bench was wet. I was wet. Everything was wet.

Novak was there. I'd clocked him at the periphery early on, leaning against the wall with his arms crossed, watching with that pale blue gaze and a look of patient expectation. Still fully dressed. Still waiting. At some point during the blur he'd walked past the bench-close enough for his boot to scuff the concrete near my ear-and leaned down. "Getting close yet, Navarro?" His breath against my temple while a guard drove into me from behind. "You know the word." I hadn't answered. Hadn't even looked at him. He'd straightened and walked back to his wall, and his expression had thinned into something harder.

Still waiting, I thought, and the thought came with something close to satisfaction.

The escalation reached its peak without warning.

Two guards. Simultaneously.

The first was beneath me-they'd repositioned me straddling a man on the bench, his cock filling me from below while my weight settled against his hips. The second stepped up behind me, his hand pressing against my lower back in a directive that needed no words. His thumb pressed against my ass-circling, testing the resistance of the tighter ring.

"Easy," said the guard below me. The first word spoken to me like I was a person, not a station, in what felt like hours.

The second guard pushed forward.

The stretch was extraordinary-two cocks pressing against each other through the thin wall between them, the fullness spiking from intense to something that edged into overwhelming. My mouth fell open in a silent cry. My hands braced against the first man's chest. For a moment my body resisted, every muscle pulling tight against the intrusion-too full, the line between pleasure and unbearable vibrating like a plucked wire. Then something released. The resistance gave way to a sensation I'd never felt before and couldn't have prepared for: absolute, complete occupation. Every inch of me, every wall, every hidden depth-claimed simultaneously.

They moved together in alternating strokes-one pressing deep while the other withdrew, a rolling, relentless rhythm that gave me no moment of emptiness. I could feel them grinding against each other inside me, the friction of two shafts moving in tandem through the tightest space, the obscene wet sounds of my body accommodating what it was being given. My entrance was stretched to its limit around both of them, a burning, overwhelming fullness that pulsed with every movement. I was making sounds I couldn't control-breathless, desperate sounds that I heard as if from a distance, my forehead pressed against the chest of the man beneath me.

The orgasm tore through me without buildup. One instant I was holding on; the next my muscles snapped taut and I was convulsing-a savage, full-body seizure that gripped both of them in contractions so powerful I felt them groan against the pressure. It lasted longer than anything that had come before. My vision went dark at the edges. I screamed into someone's chest-an honest, uncontrolled sound that echoed back from the concrete walls.

They came within seconds of each other. The one below first, his cock pulsing in heavy surges against the one behind; then the second, a separate flood from a different angle, the heat of both filling me simultaneously. When they withdrew-one, then the other-the sudden emptiness was dizzying, and I felt cum pour out of me in a thick, immediate rush.

He slid clear from under me, and I collapsed forward onto the leather, my cheek against the padding, and breathed.

How long had it been? An hour? Two? The hall had taken on a dreamlike quality. I was operating on autopilot-responding, clenching, coming, taking what was given, processing pleasure and overstimulation in a continuous cycle that had moved beyond individual encounters into something like a state of being. I'd lost count of the men. Lost count of the orgasms. My inner thighs were trembling with a persistent quake I couldn't stop.

I was wrecked. But the word that hadn't crossed my mind once-not during the spitroasts, not during the DP, not during any of the moments where the intensity peaked and my body screamed-was safehouse.

The hall quieted. The bench had cleared. The last man had finished and stepped back, and for a long, suspended moment, I lay on the leather with my eyes closed and my body humming with the aftershock of everything it had absorbed.

Then I heard his footsteps.

That familiar rhythm-unhurried, proprietary, claiming the floor with every step the way only Novak ever did. The rhythm of a man who'd spent the last several hours watching and waiting and was finally done being patient.

I opened my eyes.

Novak stood at the edge of the bench. Close-cropped blond hair, sharp blue eyes, his signature smirk already anchored. He was looking at me the way he always did-searching for the fracture, the moment of submission, the crumbling that would validate every calculated push he'd made since day one. His belt was already unbuckled, his cock free-long and thick, standing full and hard, ready for what he clearly believed was the final act.

"Still here," he said. Not a question.

I looked at him.

Something was different. Not in his face-his face was the same mask of smug certainty it always was. The difference was in me. Four days of being used, of taking everything the program could deliver and converting it into something that wasn't survival or endurance but ownership. I was spent and electric at the same time, trembling and powerful, and the sight of Novak standing over me with his cock out and his condescending smile was suddenly not the threat it was supposed to be.

It was an invitation.

I pushed myself up from the bench. He took a half-step back-surprise, pure and visible. He'd expected me prone, barely able to lift my head. Instead I was standing, naked and dripping, meeting his gaze at full height.

"Sit down," I said.

His smile faltered. Just a flicker-there and gone.

"Navarro-"

"Sit down."

I put both hands on his chest and shoved. The surprise more than the force sent him backward onto the bench, his back hitting the leather, his cock jutting upward. His hands braced against the surface. He stared up at me and for the first time since day one, Officer Novak's face held something I'd never seen on it before.

Uncertainty.

I straddled him. Threw one leg over his hip, then the other, my knees on the leather on either side of him, my body hovering above his. His cock pressed against my entrance-hard, insistent, that length of him nudging between my folds. I reached down, wrapped my hand around the base of him, and positioned him against me.

I sank down. The accumulated slickness of the gauntlet-my own arousal and the cum of every man who'd been inside me-let him slide in with a wet, effortless glide that I felt him register, his jaw going tight.

His size answered me instantly, a welcome pressure-registering differently than it had on day three, when I'd been facedown on a table at his mercy. This time I controlled the descent. I controlled the depth, the angle, the pace. Every inch of him that entered me was an inch I chose to take.

I didn't look away from his face.

His jaw tightened. His hands came to my hips-instinctive, reaching for the control he always held-and I knocked them away.

"No," I said. "Hands on the bench."

The certainty in his stare fractured. His fingers spread against the leather, gripping the edges, and he obeyed.

I rode him.

Deliberate. Slow, grinding rolls of my hips that took him to the root on every descent, my body squeezing around him with intention. After everything, after hours of continuous use, every sensation was amplified to its limit-and the length of him moving through me hit differently when I was the one in motion. I planted my hands on his chest, his uniform bunched beneath my palms, and set a rhythm that was entirely mine.

My breasts swayed with every downstroke-full and heavy, swinging forward when I bore down and back when I lifted, the motion pendular and relentless. I felt his gaze drop to them and come back to my face; I watched him fight to hold the mask and lose. His stomach tightened beneath my thighs. His breath was coming in shorter, rougher intervals now, and I could feel his cock twitching inside me-that helpless, betraying pulse of a man who was fighting his own body and losing the argument.

I bore down harder. Changed the angle, pressing my clit against his pelvis on every forward rock, the wet friction of it dragging out a gasp I didn't try to suppress. I was soaked-everything from the gauntlet was still there, the cum from more men than I could count slicking my thighs, and the wet slap of flesh against flesh filled the space between us with a frankness that made his jaw clench.

"Look at me," I said.

His blue eyes locked on mine. Up close, without the smirk, his face was younger. More human. The mask stripped away, and underneath was a man being ridden by a woman he'd spent four days working to break-and who hadn't broken. His breathing was ragged now, chest heaving, and I felt his cock swell harder inside me as his control unraveled. His knuckles had blanched against the bench's edge. His hips made a small, reflexive surge and I pressed down against it, rocking hard, driving him deeper.

A sound escaped him-low, unguarded, nothing like his usual composure. His jaw worked. His eyes stayed on mine only by effort.

I felt the orgasm gathering-different from the ambushing waves of the gauntlet, something I was pulling toward me deliberately, on my own terms. I let it build. Felt it climb through my core, the tightening radiating outward from the base of my spine, the heat racing toward the surface. I circled my hips in a long, deliberate press and felt him shudder beneath me.

When it hit, I didn't close my eyes.

I came staring directly into his face-a deep, clenching release that pulsed through me in long, rhythmic contractions, my body squeezing around his cock in waves that forced a groan from his chest. My lips parted. My spine arched. My thighs pressed tight against his hips. But my eyes stayed open, and what Novak saw in them wasn't surrender.

His composure shattered.

His hips drove up beneath me-the first time he'd moved, the restraint I'd demanded finally breaking apart-and he came with a raw, guttural groan stripped of every calculation and performance he'd ever worn-a wrecked, helpless noise pulled out of him by the woman on top of him. I felt him pulsing inside me-flooding me, finishing inside me for the first time, not pulling out for his signature finish on my skin-and the surrender of that, the loss of his power move, was the victory I'd been earning since day one.

I held still and let him finish. His chest was heaving. His fingers had gone white on the leather. His cock throbbed inside me in diminishing pulses, and I stayed mounted, holding his gaze, until the last tremor ran out of him.

Then I leaned down. Close enough that my lips nearly brushed his ear.

"Stubborn," I whispered.

I climbed off him. Stood on legs that barely held me. He lay on the bench, breathing hard, his cock wet and softening, staring at the ceiling. I bent down, picked up my skirt from the floor, stepped into it, and pulled it up over my hips. The hem barely covered anything; cum was streaking down my thighs in slow, heavy trails. Every part of me ached.

I walked toward the showers without looking back.

Megan caught up with me in the corridor.

She appeared at my elbow, one arm going around my waist without asking, taking some of my weight as my legs threatened to give. She didn't say anything for the first few steps, and I was grateful for it-there wasn't a combination of words in any language that could have addressed what had just happened.

The shower room was empty. Megan turned on two showerheads side by side and guided me under the first one. I let the skirt drop in a wet heap by the drain and stepped under the spray. The hot water hit my shoulders and I braced both hands against the tile wall.

I started laughing.

A raw, helpless, full-body laugh-neither nervous nor hysterical, just pure release- that started in my chest and kept going, mixing with the steam and the spray and the accumulated disbelief of five days in a program designed to make women break. The water ran over me, carrying away the evidence-the dried cum on my thighs, the salt on my skin, the residue of every man who'd been inside me that day-and I laughed until my ribs ached and my eyes blurred.

Megan watched me from under her showerhead, arms crossed over her bare chest, a slow grin spreading across her freckled face.

"That," she said, "was the greatest thing I've ever seen in this wing."

"The whole thing or the Novak part?"

"The Novak part." She was grinning outright now, dimples visible, a rare full smile. "Almost three weeks I've been here. I've watched him break three girls-watched them say the safeword right there on that bench. I have never-not once-seen anyone put him on his back."

"He had it coming."

"He had it coming for years." She shook her head, water running over her short auburn hair. "The look on his face. Jesus, Kira. He finished inside you."

"I noticed."

"He never does that. It's always on you-on your back, your ass, wherever he can make you feel it afterward. That's his whole thing. And you made him lose it."

I turned my face into the spray and let the water run over my closed eyes. I was trembling-the slow departure of adrenaline leaving behind a hollowed-out, vibrating calm. Everything hurt. My thighs, my core, my jaw, the places inside me that had accommodated more than I'd known was possible. The soreness was vast and specific, a map of every encounter written in the language of aching muscle.

"How do you feel?" Megan asked.

I thought about it. Really thought.

"Like I could sleep for a week," I said. "And like I want to do it again tomorrow."

She laughed-that bright, surprised sound that was becoming my favorite thing about Megan Holt.

I barely made it back to my cell. The cot caught me like a net, and I was gone before I'd finished pulling the blanket up-a sleep so deep and total it felt less like rest and more like my nervous system hitting a circuit breaker. No dreams. No twitching awake to phantom hands. Just absence.

When I surfaced, the hall had gone quiet and the lights had dimmed to their evening glow. My muscles had stiffened while I slept, and sitting up required the kind of effort usually reserved for moving furniture. Everything from the waist down was a dense, heavy throb of deep-tissue ache. I shifted my hips and winced.

Five days down. Thirty-one to go.

I thought about Marco.

It happened the way thoughts about him always did-reflexively, a habit wearing thinner with each day. But this time the image that surfaced wasn't his cock or his smile or the apartment where he'd first wrecked me. It was the courtroom. His empty chair at the defense table. The way my lawyer had said he's cooperating with the prosecution in a tone that meant he traded you for a walk. Marco Reyes, who'd used me in every way that mattered and walked away clean.

I pressed my thighs together on the cot and felt the deep tenderness there-the intimate, well-used ache of a body that had been pushed to its absolute limit and come through transformed. Even now, even after everything, the contact sent a pulse of warmth through me. The gauntlet had given its verdict, the same one every encounter delivered.

More.

Marco had used me to carry his product and take his fall. The program used my body on a schedule. But the difference was unmistakable, written in the heavy, earned ache radiating through my core: Marco had taken something from me. In here, every encounter, every stretch, every orgasm that tore through me was a choice I'd made with my own feet on the ground. The safeword existed and I'd never said it, and that silence was more power than Marco had ever let me have.

He was already a footnote. A cautionary tale I'd tell someone someday, if I bothered. The cock I'd been chasing was fading, replaced by Darius's devastating size, by Novak's face when his certainty cracked, by the collective, anonymous weight of every encounter the program had thrown at me and failed to break me with.

I lay back and listened to the wing settle into its evening rhythms. Somewhere, a woman's soft laughter. The distant clink of a tray at the serving window. A guard's measured stride down the far corridor.

Thirty-one days.

I wasn't going to touch the safeword. The reasons had shifted-endurance and stubbornness and rational math had all fallen away, replaced by something simpler. I'd found something here that Marco had never given me: the clarity that came with choosing to take it, and the staggering pleasure of that choice. Every morning I woke up in this wing was a morning I chose. Every encounter was mine.

The lights dimmed another degree. I closed my eyes.

Tomorrow, the remaining days would be easier. I'd earned that. I'd earned it on a bench in the center of a concrete hall with the whole wing watching, and I'd capped it by mounting the man who'd spent four days working to make me whisper a word I'd forgotten.

I fell asleep smiling, and the ache between my thighs was the best thing I'd ever felt.
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Burned out from corporate life, Alex takes a summer farmhand job in rural Vermont. The farm is run by two best friends in their twenties and their experienced mentor, all starved for male attention after years of isolation. Within days, the youngest visits his barn apartment. By week's end, her business partner makes her own proposition. Their mentor shows the younger women how it's really done. Alex discovers what it means to be shared by three women with insatiable appetites and no jealousy.


Island Yoga Retreat Harem
Available on Amazon
Tyler books a private island off Belize to recover from a messy breakup. When he arrives, three women are already there—a yoga instructor and two students who've sworn off sex for their discipline retreat. Both parties are stranded together for ten days with no way to contact the outside world. In the tropical heat, vows dissolve one by one. The corporate lawyer cracks first. The playful social media manager rationalizes every boundary. Even the composed instructor can't resist forever. By the end of the retreat, Tyler discovers what happens when three women who swore off men decide he's worth breaking their promises.


The Free Use Nurse
Available on Amazon
Desperate for a fresh start after her divorce, Grace finds the perfect nursing job in Pine Creek—with a salary too good to be true. The reason? The female staff serve the doctors in ways that transcend medicine. As Grace surrenders to commanding Dr. Blackwood's "free use policy," she discovers pleasures she never knew existed. But when their arrangement faces exposure, how far will she go to protect the life she never knew she needed?


The Free Use Wife
Available on Amazon
Four top executives. One willing wife. When Josie's husband offers her to his executives to save their failing company, she discovers an unexpected truth—she craves being shared. What begins as sacrifice becomes addiction as she's passed between powerful men, but success comes at a price. Caught between marriage vows and darkening desires, Josie must decide how far she'll go to satisfy her newfound hunger for being freely used.


Free Use Town
Available on Amazon
After losing her job in Seattle, twenty-two-year-old Daisy accepts a mail carrier position in the remote mountain town of Haven Valley, Montana, where her revealing uniform and the community's Federal Free Use Act mean her duties extend far beyond delivering packages. As she transforms from shy outsider to the town's most sought-after service provider, each delivery becomes an opportunity to discover desires she never knew existed—until innocent newcomer Harper joins her route and Daisy must guide another woman through the same awakening that changed her life forever. Note that this novella has a very high heat rating and is lighter on plot than my other works!


Free Use Office
Available on Amazon
Desperate for work, 26-year-old Olivia Bennett accepts a marketing role at Apex Dynamics with an extraordinary salary and vague terms about "team support" and "availability." In this glass San Francisco high-rise, she quickly discovers her duties extend far beyond campaigns—she becomes an amenity, freely available to the driven men who keep the company winning. From focus rooms to boardroom deals, Olivia surrenders to her new role until her ex Daniel arrives as a senior developer and witnesses her transformation. When a hostile takeover threatens everything, Olivia must prove that pleasure drives performance and decide whether the life that set her free includes her past.


Free Use Wedding
Available on Amazon
One tropical island wedding, endless possibilities for pleasure. Bridesmaid Cora discovers Azure Resort’s free use policy, where guests are always available for pleasure. As she surrenders to the island’s sensual freedom, her boundaries dissolve and her desires awaken—especially when her ex-boyfriend witnesses her transformation. By the end of the celebration, Cora must decide whether to return home changed or stay and help others embrace the same liberation.


Free Use Flatshare
Available on Amazon
In the heart of Brooklyn, Emma Knox finds a housing solution with a single condition: be available to her flatmates on demand. Three professional men—dominant and irresistible—transform her from career-focused to willing participant with just the signal of her bracelet. As urgent desires and jealousy collide, Emma discovers her primal nature while balancing between being shared and being claimed.


Free Use Island
Available on Amazon
When anthropology student Maya is abandoned on a remote island for six weeks, she discovers the tribe's sacred tradition of women freely surrendering to men's desires—a primal custom that awakens an intensity within her she never knew existed, leaving her torn between returning to civilization or embracing a new life of uninhibited pleasure that feels more like home than anything she's ever known.


Free Use Ski Season
Available on Amazon
I came for the snow, but stayed for the heat. When a blizzard traps me at Evergreen Lodge, I discover the staff's secret tradition - "sharing the warmth" means women are available to all men. Despite my shock, my body responds with undeniable desire. Soon I'm wearing the red consent armband, learning the lodge's rules in every shadowy corner. Each encounter strips away my inhibitions until I crave being shared. Snowed in and marked, can I handle the heat that now consumes me?


First Time at the Swingers Resort
Available on Amazon
One weekend can shatter inhibitions and ignite desires you never knew existed. Riley and David thought they were escaping their routine life for a simple getaway, but an invitation from adventurous friends leads them to Elysium—an exclusive resort where clothing is optional, and every sexual fantasy is on the menu.


Free Use Swingers Spa
Available on Amazon
Frustrated with dating, Alice craves deeper connections. When her friend suggests "The Free Use Swingers Spa," Alice discovers a world where inhibitions vanish and desire rules. Plunged into intense sensuality, will she embrace this uninhibited pleasure? Follow Alice's journey of self-discovery in a place where conventional boundaries no longer exist.


Free Use Hotel
Available on Amazon
I needed a job, and the Seraphina Hotel offered good money and a unique "atmosphere" - but I soon discover this Mediterranean island resort operates on a different kind of service where staff are expected to be... available. Can I handle the constant attention and free use culture, or will I tap out before my initiation is complete?


Free Use Maid
Available on Amazon
In the multi-level penthouse suite crowning Las Vegas's Pinnacle resort, casino mogul Marcus Cooper and his sophisticated wife Eliza enforce unique rules. When 21 year-old Lexi, desperate for work, accepts the position of Villa Maid, the extraordinary salary and vague contract terms about "personal attentiveness" hint at a new reality. From the moment Eliza's hands linger during the uniform fitting, Lexi discovers her role extends far beyond cleaning. She is an amenity, freely available to Marcus, Eliza, and their powerful guests.
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I'm Evelyn Wild. I recently crashed out of a soul-crushing office job and I'm trying my hand at writing. I've always been an avid reader, and I wanted to see if I could write about some of the things that really get my imagination going.
My stories explore themes of power dynamics, freedom, and the thrill of letting go. I'm fascinated by situations where the usual rules don't apply, and deeper instincts take over. I'm interested in exploring the intense, and sometimes challenging aspects of relationships, because that's what interests me.
This is new territory for me. I'm exploring my own interests, pushing my creative boundaries, and sharing it all with you. It's a journey of self-discovery, fuelled by a desire to break free from expectations. Maybe my stories will help you break free, too.


[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrcWP.jpg





cover.jpeg





