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Chapter 1.

 


 


Lindsey Donovan didn’t know a damn thing
about cars, but she did know a flat tire when she saw one. Even in
the dark of night with nothing but moonlight to see by, she could
tell that one of her rear tires was limp and mushy and the rim was
resting on the asphalt.

“Shit!” the girl screamed, slapping the side
of her red Lexus in anger. “Shit, shit, shit!” Her voice echoed
through the darkness, loud and angry. No fear of waking anybody up,
though, since she was stuck in the middle of nowhere with no houses
around for miles.

Lindsey was about to slap the car again for
good measure, then stopped her hand in midair and used it to wipe
her eyes instead. The whole thing was her own damn fault. First she
had too much to drink at that damn graduation party, then she
drained the battery on her phone by taking endless videos of
herself and all her drunk friends, and then she tried to drive back
to the University of Georgia campus from the country club even
though she was too wasted to even walk. The dead phone meant no map
program to guide her, so she made a wrong turn and wound up in some
godforsaken patch of countryside with no gas stations, no stores,
no houses, nothing but fields and farms and miles and miles of
nothing. And to top it all off, she tried to make a U-turn at the
end of a narrow road and must have blown out her tire on one of the
big, sharp rocks that were scattered around, because after driving
a few yards in the other direction her car started jerking and
clunking and making horrible scraping noises, and now she saw
why.

Wonderful, she thought. No people
around for miles, no phone to call for help, and on top of that, I
really have to pee.

Well, at least that was one thing she could
take care of right away. Lindsey wore a little black strapless
dress that fell a good six inches higher than her knee, and she
hadn’t bothered to wear anything under it. The girl hiked the
bottom of the dress up to her waist, squatted down by the side of
the road, and let out a deep sigh as she relieved herself into the
grass. She used a tissue from her purse to wipe herself with, then
flung it away and let it flutter down beside the road.

“Okay, that’s one problem down,” she muttered
to herself. “But now what are we gonna do about you?” She
stared at the flat tire again and weighed her options, realizing
she only had two. She could either start walking in her high heels
and her hooker dress until she found someone to help her, or she
could try to change the damn thing on her own. She couldn’t even
remember the last house she passed, so option one was probably
stupid. Besides, she was hopelessly lost and had no idea which
direction to go. With her luck, she’d probably wander deeper into
the countryside.

“Well, then. Looks like we’re doing this.”
Lindsey opened her rear driver-side door so some light would spill
out from the car, although the tiny dome light wasn’t much better
than a lit match. Then she popped the trunk and hauled out the
spare tire and the packet of tools she found lying underneath it,
grunting in the process. She had been on the cheerleading squad all
through college and kept herself in good shape, but she wasn’t used
to doing shit like this. Whenever she needed some manual labor
done, she would just smile or jiggle her tits at one of the guys on
campus, and soon they would be fighting each other to do whatever
she needed. That was the beauty of being a tall, pretty blonde with
a nice rack, great legs, and an ass to die for.

Not that it does me any good right
now, she thought as she stared at the flat tire. But how
hard can this be, anyway? It’s only got four nuts holding it on.
Just take those off, take the flat tire off, and put the new tire
on, right? A kid could probably do it.

Lindsey kicked off her high heels and tried
to squat down so she could open the packet of tools, but she heard
a sharp ripping sound right away. Shit! Her damn dress was
so tight that she couldn’t even get down on her knees. She hiked it
up until it barely covered her ass and tried again. There, that’s
better. Fuck the dress anyway. It would probably be ruined—along
with her new manicure—by the time this was all over. She fumbled
with the tools, trying to figure out what was what, until she found
something that looked like it would remove the nuts. She jammed the
long metal rod onto one of them and twisted, but nothing happened.
When she tried twisting in the other direction, the nut still
didn’t move. The girl grabbed the damn thing with both hands and
put all her strength into it, pulling back as hard as she could,
and suddenly she heard a little pop from over her shoulder,
followed by the feel of fresh air on her back.

She let go of the tool and sat down hard,
reaching around behind her to find out what had happened. Damn it,
she’d busted the zipper on her dress! Well, the stupid thing was
definitely ruined now. When she stumbled to her feet, the
loose fabric flopped away from her bare tits and her nipples went
hard the minute the cool night air hit them.

“Oh, this is fucking fantastic,” she mumbled,
tugging the dress back up again—and that’s when the other car’s
headlights hit her full-on, blasting into her eyes and nearly
blinding her. Lindsey hadn’t seen or heard another car approaching
down the lonely road, but now it was just a few yards away, facing
her. She pressed her ruined dress to her body with one hand and
shielded her eyes with the other, and that’s when she saw the blue
lights flashing on the other car’s roof.

A cop! Thank god! Now she was saved!

The squad car’s door opened and a figure
climbed out. Lindsey couldn’t see it clearly because the headlights
were still blasting into her face, but it looked like a burly
middle-aged man.

“Oh, I’m so glad to see you!” Lindsey gushed.
“I thought I was gonna be stuck out here forever!”

The man walked closer and Lindsey got a
better look at him. He wore the tan and brown uniform of a county
police officer, and his right hand lingered near his gun belt as he
approached. “Nothing around here for miles,” the man answered in a
low, rusty voice. “Saw that car light of yours from all the way
back at the turnoff. With deer season on, I thought you might be a
poacher.”

Lindsey gave a nervous laugh. “No, I’m just a
silly college girl who got lost on her way back to campus. Then I
ran over a rock when I was trying to turn around and blew out my
tire.”

The officer stepped closer until he was just
a few feet away. He was about fifty with a weathered face, a
graying crewcut, and dark, beady eyes. Those eyes crawled up
Lindsey’s body, starting with her bare legs and stopping at her
bare shoulders. “From the university, huh? What the hell are you
doing out here in the middle of the night?”

“There was a graduation party at Ridgeview
Country Club. One of my classmates organized it. Her dad owns the
club, I think. Anyway, I left the party and was driving home when I
got lost. My cell phone died so I couldn’t look at the map program,
and—”

“Well, you sure as shit are lost, ma’am,
because the college is a good twenty miles that way,” the
officer said, jerking a thumb over his shoulder. “And you mind me
asking what happened to your clothes?”

Lindsey looked down at her dress. “Oh, I
just—I mean, I was trying to change the tire and I busted the
zipper. I probably would’ve gotten it all greasy anyway, so it’s
not—”

“You been drinking, ma’am?” the officer
asked, his head darting forward like a snake’s, nose sniffing the
air.

A cold chill spread down Lindsey’s back, and
not from the cool night air. “No, I would never…that is, I did have
one drink, or maybe two, but that was a long time ago, before I
left the party. I’m fine now, I promise.”

“We’ll see about that,” the officer grunted.
“And I don’t trust them breathalyzers, so we’re gonna do this the
old-fashioned way. Close your eyes and touch your nose with the
index finger of your right hand.”

“But I—”

“Now,” the man barked, and Lindsey
shut her eyes and fumbled for her nose with one hand while she
gripped her torn dress with the other. Then the officer ordered her
to touch her nose with her other hand, so she switched her grip on
the dress and tried to find her nose with her left index finger.
But when the officer told her to touch it with both fingers,
Lindsey gasped.

“Um, I c-can’t,” she stammered. “I told you,
my zipper is busted. If I let go of my dress, it’s gonna fall
down.”

The officer drew in a deep breath and let it
out slowly. “Young lady, you can either follow my orders or you can
get in the back of my squad car right now. The choice is
yours.”

Lindsey swallowed hard, then she closed her
eyes again and raised both hands to her face, pressing her elbows
tight to her body to keep her dress up. She did manage to find her
nose, and the officer growled, “All right, that’s fine. Open your
eyes. Now hold both arms out to your sides and walk a straight line
towards me, one foot in front of the other.”

“What! But like I said, I can’t—”

“I will not tell you again, young lady. Do it
now!”

Whimpering, Lindsey slowly let go of her
dress and held both arms out from her body like the wings of an
airplane. God, this was turning into a nightmare! She thought she
was saved when the policeman arrived, but now she was more scared
than ever! The girl took one slow step forward, hoping her dress
would stay up if she moved gingerly. She took a second step, then a
third, and then she cringed as she felt the silky fabric shifting.
After one more step, the dress plunged down to her waist, exposing
her bare tits. Lindsey gasped and instinctively wrapped her arms
around them, but the officer barked at her to hold her arms out
again. The girl obeyed, feeling ridiculous as she stood topless
with the squad car’s headlights blasting right at her, like a
stripper on a stage. A smile spread across the cop’s face as he
stared at the girl’s naked tits, which were big and firm and topped
with a pretty pair of pink nipples.

“Keep walking,” he ordered.

Lindsey obeyed and stepped forward again,
willing her dress to remain bunched at her waist, but it was no
use. With every step the fabric crept lower and lower, inching its
way down her hips until it suddenly collapsed around her ankles,
leaving her stark naked. Lindsey clapped a hand over her
neatly-trimmed blonde bush as she stumbled forward, the dress
tangling around her feet. She swayed for a moment, arms flung out
again for balance, but then the girl spun in a circle and sat down
hard in the middle of the road, the rough asphalt digging into the
tender flesh of her bare ass.

“Ow!” she wailed, reaching back to rub her
sore ass, but then the officer leaned down, hooked his arm through
hers, and hoisted her back on her feet. She thought the man was
trying to help her, but instead he muscled her over to his squad
car and shoved her toward the passenger side door.

“Hands on the car!” he barked. “Feet apart!
Spread those legs!”

Lindsey’s head was spinning as the cop
squatted down and ran his palms up her leg from ankle to thigh, all
the way up until his thumb mashed against her cunt.

“Hey!” she squealed. “Cut it out!”

“Mouth shut, eyes forward!” the cop growled
as he ran his palms up the other leg, then he put his hands on
Lindsey’s waist and slid them up her sides, reaching around to give
both tits a mean squeeze. Lindsey squealed again but she kept her
mouth shut this time, keeping her lips pressed together as the cop
ran his hands through her long blonde hair and over her scalp.
Then, just when she thought the man was finished, he grabbed both
of Lindsey’s wrists, pulled them behind her back, and cuffed
her.

“You’re under arrest for driving under the
influence,” he growled. “Anything you say can and will be held
against you…”

Lindsey’s mind went blank as the cop read her
rights. How the fuck could this be happening? It was a
nightmare!

“There has to be a mistake!” she blurted. “I
only had a few drinks! Seriously, I’m fine!”

“Ma’am, you’re so drunk you can’t walk a
straight line without falling down.”

“That was because of my dress! It fell and I
tripped on it!”

“We can sort it all out at the station,” the
cop told her. “Now, do you have any identification?”

“My p-purse is in the car. My license and all
my other stuff is in there.” Lindsey stood quivering and naked
beside the squad car while the cop fetched her purse, then she
nodded toward her dress, which still lay in the middle of the road.
“For god’s sake, can you at least let me put my dress back on?”
With a sigh, the cop scooped the dirty, ripped dress off the ground
and held it open while Lindsey stepped into it, then he tugged it
up and over her tits. But after Lindsey took her first step, the
dress slithered to the ground, leaving her naked again.

“Can’t you please uncuff my hands?” she
begged. “I told you, the zipper’s broken. It won’t stay up unless I
hold it.”

“No ma’am, I will not uncuff your hands,” the
cop growled, opening the rear door of the squad car.

“Then don’t you have something else I can
wear? Please, you can’t arrest me like this!”

The cop laughed, but there was no humor in
it. “Ma’am, does my squad car look like a Wal-Mart to you? No? Then
why the hell do you think I’ve got racks of ladies clothes in
here?” He put a hand on top of Lindsey’s head and guided her
inside, and Lindsey sobbed quietly as the cop climbed in and they
drove off.

The man called the station on his radio and
mumbled a few things Lindsey couldn’t hear. She rested her head on
the window and looked outside as they drove. It felt bizarre to be
sitting in the back seat naked as the squad car cruised down the
dark, winding road. Lindsey’s bare, sweaty ass was sticking to the
seat, and every time the car went over a bump, her naked tits
bounced like crazy. She could see the cop’s eyes watching her in
the rearview mirror, which made her even more uncomfortable.

After a while, they started passing signs of
civilization again; a gas station, a feed store, a few houses. The
cop pulled into the parking lot of an auto body shop that was
closed and dark, cruising around to the rear of the building before
he cut the engine. A tall lamppost a few yards away lit the squad
car’s interior with a faint yellow glow.

“What are we doing here?” Lindsey asked.
“What’s going on?”

The cop picked up Lindsey’s purse from the
seat beside him and started pawing through it. “In five minutes,
we’ll be at the station. And once you’re booked and processed,
everything that happens here tonight goes on your permanent
record.”

Lindsey could hear the man rummaging through
her purse, although she had no idea what he was looking for.
“My…what are you talking about?”

“What I’m talking about is…well, here we are.
I’m talking about this.” He half-turned in his seat and held up a
small plastic baggie filled with a loose, dark substance. “Looks
like an ounce to me. That sound about right?”

“An ounce of what?” Lindsey blurted,
leaning close for a better look. “Marijuana? Is that what it is?
That’s not mine! I’ve never seen it before!”

“Well, it was right here in your purse, so it
must be yours. But don’t worry, I’ll put it back where I found it
and you can tell the booking officer how it got there.”

“No! Don’t! I told you, it’s not mine! I
can’t get charged with drug possession on top of everything
else!”

The cop chuckled. “Well, then, maybe we can
work out a little deal. You do me a favor and I do you a
favor.”

“But it’s not mine! Somebody else must have
put it there!” Somebody like you, probably, Lindsey thought
angrily.

“Suit yourself,” the cop said, reaching for
the car key. “I just figured I’d give you the chance.”

“Wait, wait! I don’t…I mean, I’ve only got
about sixty dollars in my purse, but you can have it all. Just take
it, I don’t care.”

“I wasn’t asking for money,” the cop said,
and Lindsey saw him eyeing her in the rearview mirror again. “All I
want is a favor. Probably the same kind of favor you do for your
boyfriends. You know, suck one of them off so he’ll take you to the
concert, or spread those legs so he’ll buy you something pretty.
That’s how all you stuck-up college girls get what you want, isn’t
it?”

Lindsey cringed. Oh my god. Was he serious?
He sure sounded like it. She bit her lip; she was already looking
at a possible DUI charge. If she was charged with drug possession
as well, her parents would kill her. And what about the college
administrators? Could they withhold her diploma over this? She was
only two weeks away from graduating, for god’s sake! As gross as it
sounded, she really didn’t have any other choice.

“Well?” the cop said. “You made up your mind
yet?”

Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god.
Lindsey’s heart was hammering, and she could feel fresh sweat
dripping down her back and into her ass crack. “O-okay,” she
finally said. “If I…if I do what you want, will you make the pot
disappear? And maybe go easy on me for drinking and driving?”

“Well, let’s just see what we can do,” the
cop said, grinning as he opened his door. Lindsey thought he might
climb in the back seat with her, but instead he ushered her out of
the car and told her to lie face down across the hood. She obeyed,
pressing her bare tits and naked stomach against the warm metal as
fresh tears gathered in the corners of her eyes. She thought the
cop would uncuff her, but he left her the way she was. He
unfastened his gun belt, loosened his pants, then pushed them and
his boxer shorts down to his ankles. His cock was already stiff as
steel, and the sight of the girl’s smooth, round ass right in front
of him only made him harder. He stuck a hand between the girl’s
thighs to spread her legs, then rubbed the head of his cock against
her bone-dry cunt.

“Y-you have to use a condom,” Lindsey said,
her voice muffled by the car hood. “If you get me pregnant, we’ll
both be in huge trouble!”

“I saw those birth control pills in your
purse,” the cop said with a chuckle. “I’m not worried one bit.”

“But still—ow!” Lindsey squealed as the cop
jammed the head of his cock inside her. It was hard and bony and
she was so dry that he had to lean all his weight against her to
force it inside, but after the cop wiggled his hips for a few
seconds the girl’s body started responding on its own, loosening up
enough for the man to slowly push the rest of his cock in until he
was balls-deep. He let out a sigh as the girl’s warm, wet cunt
gripped his dick, his thighs pressed firmly against her smooth ass.
Lindsey had her cuffed hands clenched into fists, which now rested
against the cop’s hairy stomach.

The man pulled out halfway then pushed
forward again, groaning as Lindsey’s slick pussy lips grazed the
sides of his cock. He grabbed her ass with both hands and began
fucking the girl in a slow, jerky rhythm, his balls slapping
Lindsey’s ass with each thrust. The girl could only lie there, her
tits and one cheek mashed against the car hood, grunting each time
the cop slammed into her.

After a couple of minutes, the cop slid his
hands up to Lindsey’s waist and pulled her up off the car. He
reached around and grabbed one of her big tits in each hand,
holding them like handles as he fucked her harder and faster. All
the buckles and straps on his uniform jingled like crazy as he
pistoned his hips like a jackhammer, ramming forward over and over
again. He finally threw back his head and let out a low howl as he
jabbed his cock forward one last time, flooding the girl’s cunt
with hot sperm. His hips jerked again and again, his cock spurting
wildly, until he finally let go of the girl’s tits and she
collapsed onto the car’s hood again, panting and breathless.

Once he started going limp, the cop eased out
of the girl and pulled his pants and belt back up. Lindsey stayed
where she was, her tits and cunt sore from the rough fucking. A
thin, sticky stream of cum dripped down one thigh, glistening in
the weak light.

“Congratulations,” the cop said as he took
Lindsey by the shoulders and hauled her upright again. “You just
made that bag of pot disappear.”

“But what about everything else?” she asked
as the cop leaned into the car and dug a handful of napkins out of
the glove compartment. He rubbed them roughly between the girl’s
legs, smiling the whole time, then guided her back into the car and
the pair drove off again.

The station was only a few minutes away. It
was a long one-story building with hardly any windows and only a
few cars out front.

“Please don’t take me inside like this,”
Lindsey begged as the cop led her across the parking lot by the
arm. “Don’t you have a blanket? Anything? I can’t—”

“You’ll be issued a set of clothes after
you’re processed,” he told her, marching the girl up a short flight
of steps to the entrance. Through the glass doors, Lindsey could
see a large, brightly-lit room with several other uniformed men
walking around in it. Her teeth chattered as the cop opened the
door and guided her inside.

Every officer stopped what they were doing
and stared at her. The room was large and open, divided into
different sections by bookshelves or desks or low cubicle walls.
Half a dozen men were there at the time, some of them carrying
papers, some standing with coffee mugs in their hands, and others
talking on the phone. They all wore tan and brown county uniforms,
and each one also wore a wicked grin as their eyes crawled all over
the naked girl. Lindsey’s cheeks went red and she shrank back
reflexively, although there was nowhere to go and no way to cover
herself. With her hands cuffed behind her back, her tits and pussy
were in plain sight beneath the glare of the overhead
fluorescents.

One of the men holding a coffee mug walked up
to them and nodded at the cop. “Well, well. This must be the DUI
suspect you called in about. Looks like you weren’t lying about the
clothing situation.”

“This is her all right,” the cop said,
handing the other officer Lindsey’s purse. “Her ID is inside, along
with her car keys and other things.”

“Then I’ll take her from here,” the new man
said, gripping Lindsey’s arm as he stared at those big tits of
hers. “My, my,” he said, licking his lips. He was about forty with
dark hair and a moustache, and he wore thick glasses with steel
frames. “You sure are a nice surprise. We don’t get many girls from
the university.”

“Y’all have fun,” the first cop said, winking
as he turned to leave.

“Wait!” Lindsey blurted out. “What
about…?”

But the cop was already gone, the door of the
station house swinging shut behind him.

 


 


 


 





Chapter 2.

 


 


“Don’t worry, young lady,” the new man said.
“ I’m Officer Mundy, and I’ll take care of you from this point
on.”

“B-but this is all a mistake,” Lindsey
babbled as Mundy led her to a desk in the center of the room. “When
can I make a phone call? I want to get this cleared up as soon as
possible.”

“Just hold your horses. We can’t do anything
until I get you booked and processed, and that takes a while.”

The other cops were still leering at the girl
as Mundy took a key from his belt and removed the girl’s cuffs. She
sat down quickly in the chair Mundy motioned to, then wrapped her
arms around herself.

“At least give me something to wear,” she
begged. “I’ve been naked for hours, and the other officer
said—”

“You’ll be issued a uniform after we process
you,” Mundy said.

“For god’s sake, please! Can’t I get
something now?”

Mundy frowned. “We have procedures here,
young lady. Now let’s fill out these forms so we can get you in the
system.”

Lindsey answered Mundy’s questions as he
filled out the arrest report, then the cop led her to the other
side of the room for her mug shot. Lindsey felt ridiculous as she
stood naked and faced the camera, hoping to god the picture would
only show her from the neck up, but then Mundy jokingly told the
photographer, “Better get some full-body shots just to be sure,”
and the other officer laughed and clicked off several more pictures
before Mundy led Lindsey away to a different area. At that desk, he
made a list of all the items in the girl’s purse then sealed
everything inside a large clear plastic bag, wrote Lindsey’s name
on it with a Sharpie, then stored it inside a cardboard box filled
with similar bags. After that, he took Lindsey’s fingerprints and
spent a few minutes on the computer to see if she had any
outstanding warrants. The girl did her best to cover herself with
her arms the whole time, but every man in the room stared with open
lust as she went through the booking process totally nude.

Mundy finally led Lindsey into a smaller side
room, which was painted white and had nothing inside but a few
cabinets and a padded table like the ones found in doctor’s
offices. “Okay, time for your body search. First, I need you
to—”

“Hang on,” Lindsey snapped. “I know my
rights. A female officer is supposed to do that.”

Mundy shrugged. “And she would, but we don’t
have any female officers on duty right now. This late at night, we
work with a small staff.”

“Th-then I’ll just wait until one comes in,”
Lindsey said, wrapping her arms more tightly around her naked
body.

A little smile appeared at the corner of
Mundy’s mouth. “Okay, sure. You’re right. The law says that a
female officer is supposed to perform body searches on
female inmates. But the law also says that I can’t put you in a
holding cell until you’re searched, so you’ll have to wait out in
the main room until then.”

“When does the next female officer come
in?”

“Not until nine o’clock, so you’ve got an
eight-hour wait. I’m afraid I’ll have to put the cuffs back on,
too.”

Lindsey swallowed hard. “I have to wait out
there for eight hours? Like this?”

“That’s right. Or I could go ahead and do the
search myself, then you can get dressed and wait in a private
holding cell with a nice bunk in it. It’s up to you.”

Lindsey stared at the floor for a good thirty
seconds, then she finally mumbled, “Fine.”

“What was that again?”

“I said fine,” she repeated, lifting her
head. “I’ll consent to the search.”

“Good,” Mundy said, eyes glittering. “Then
you can start by raising your arms above your head.”

Biting her lip hard, Lindsey had to stand
still while Mundy poked and prodded her nude body for the next five
minutes. He ran his hands all over her just like the other cop
had—spending extra time squeezing her big tits—then he told her to
bend over, reach back, and spread her ass cheeks. The girl blushed
beet red with shame as Mundy stuck a gloved finger up her cunt,
then he spent a full minute probing her asshole.

“Looks like someone’s been busy tonight,”
Mundy commented as he stripped off his latex gloves, and Lindsey
realized she was probably still carrying some of the other cop’s
cum around with her.

“Are you finished?” she asked. “Can you
please give me some clothes now?”

“Yes, that’s the next step. We’ll go to the
supply room and get everything you need.”

“And what about my phone call?”

“It’s after midnight. That can wait until
morning.”

“But I want to get out of here as soon as I
can!”

Mundy chuckled. “And you think you can just
pick up the phone, call someone, and tell them to come get you like
you’re calling a taxi? It doesn’t work that way, young lady.”

“What are you talking about? How does
it work?”

“Since it’s after midnight, it’s now
officially Sunday. Other than the officers who work in this
building, nobody in the county justice system works on Sunday. That
means your bond won’t be set until Monday morning. And until then,
all you can do is wait.”

Lindsey’s heart sank. She had planned to call
one of her friends—or, as a last resort, one of her parents—and ask
them to drive down and get her out. Worst case scenario, she
figured she might have to spend an hour or two waiting in a cell
until they got there. But now this guy was telling her she’d be
here for a full day…no, more than that…almost a day and a
half. How the hell was she supposed to survive that?
Goosebumps sprang up on her naked flesh, and she hugged herself
even tighter.

“Come on, let’s get your supplies,” Mundy
said. Lindsey followed him through another door that led to a short
hallway with a barred gate at the end. She heard voices and
laughter drifting through those bars, but it was too dark to see
what was on the other side. Mundy stopped halfway down the hall and
used his key to unlock the door to the supply closet. Lindsey
followed him inside and found herself in a small room with shelves
lining three of the walls. Those shelves were stacked with towels,
sheets, blankets, pillows, and other items. One wall was filled
with nothing but orange prison uniforms.

Mundy closed the door and turned to face
Lindsey. “Let me explain how this is gonna work,” he said. “The
next 36 hours can be pretty easy or they can be pretty tough, and a
lot of that depends on you and your attitude. If you act
nice, we’ll act nice. In other words, if you do favors for
us, we’ll do favors for you. Do you understand what
I’m saying?”

Lindsey instinctively wrapped her arms
tighter around her naked body. “Um…n-not exactly.”

“Oh, come on, now. That pussy of yours was
full of cum when you got here, so I’m guessing you and Officer
Watkins made some kind of deal in the back of his squad car. Am I
right?”

Lindsey looked down at the floor for a moment
then gave a weak nod.

“Well, it’s the same situation in here. You
got choices and I got choices.” Mundy pulled two uniform tops from
the shelf and held one up in each hand. They were both bright
orange and looked like the scrubs doctors wore, but one of the tops
looked almost new while the other one had several holes in it and a
big rip down one side. “For example, I could issue you this uniform
top—” he said, lifting up the new one, “or I could issue you this
one.” He dangled the ratty one from his other hand. “Same with
these pillows,” he continued, dropping the uniform tops and moving
to the next shelf. “You’re gonna spend most of your time lying down
for the next day and a half, and you can either rest your head on
this—” he said, holding up a pillow that was limp and flat but
mostly clean, “or on this.” He picked up another pillow by two
fingers and held it toward Lindsey, who grimaced when she saw that
it was covered with stains in all different colors—yellow, brown,
green, dark red—as if someone had bled on it, peed on it, then
wiped their ass and their nose on it.

Mundy chuckled when Lindsey turned away,
gagging. “So what’s it gonna be, young lady? You want everything
nice and clean, or you willing to take whatever I give you?”

“C-clean, please,” the girl muttered.

“That’s what I figured,” Mundy said with a
smile, dropping the stained pillow on the ground at his feet. “Now
get down on your knees and show me how much you appreciate it.”

Lindsey did as she was told, knowing she had
no choice. Mundy was right; if she wanted anybody in this hellhole
to be nice to her, she had to be nice to them first. It wasn’t like
she was a prude or anything; she’d had plenty of boyfriends, and if
a guy bought her a drink in one of the campus bars, there was a
good chance she would wake up in his bed the next day. Mundy might
be middle aged and out of shape, but when it came down to it, a
dick was a dick.

The cop undid his pants and belt then pushed
them to his ankles with a loud jingle, freeing his stiff cock. It
hovered in front of Lindsey’s face, large and veiny, with a fat set
of balls dangling under it.

“I’ve been dreaming about this since the
minute you walked through the door,” Mundy said, his voice low and
rusty. “Now show me what you can do.” He put a hand on the back of
Lindsey’s head and pulled it toward his crotch, and the girl
reluctantly opened her mouth and took his cock inside. Mundy let
out a loud moan and said, “Damn, you got a hot mouth. Come on, get
to work.” The cop grabbed a handful of Lindsey’s hair and, holding
it like a handle, he starting pumping his hips as he fucked the
girl’s face.

Lindsey was so tired and stressed out she
could barely move, but that seemed fine with Mundy. All the girl
had to do was kneel there with her mouth open while he shoved his
dick in and out, loving the feel of those hot young lips and that
warm, wet tongue. His wife hadn’t done this in ten years or more,
so the only time Mundy got his cock sucked was in situations like
this, when some fine young inmate was willing to trade favors.

Mundy started bucking his hips faster and
faster. Lindsey gagged when his cockhead hit the back of her
throat, and she had to grab onto the man’s legs to keep him from
knocking her backwards. Now Mundy was fucking her mouth like a
madman, his cock slamming in and out, in and out, and his fleshy
balls slapped the girl’s chin with every thrust.

“Damn, can’t hold on much longer,” the cop
grunted. “That hot mouth of yours feels too good. I’m about
to…about to…ahhhh, fuck!” Lindsey gagged as the first blast of cum
hit the back of her throat. She tried to pull away, but Mundy still
had a tight grip on her hair. His cock pulsed over and over as the
sticky cum spurted out of it, coating the girl’s tongue and the
inside of her mouth. She had to swallow just to be able to breathe,
and the thick wad felt warm and greasy as it slid down her
throat.

Mundy finally let out a long, slow sigh and
pulled his wet dick out of the girl’s mouth. Lindsey coughed and
rubbed a hand over her lips. The wad of cum felt like it was lodged
halfway down her throat, but then it finally slid all the way down
and the girl grimaced and clambered to her feet again, her legs
shaking.

The cop pulled up his pants and fastened his
belt. “You done good,” he said with a grin. “Now let’s get your
stuff so you can lay down and rest.” He gave Lindsey the cleanest
pillow he could find, and she held it in front of her like a tray
while Mundy stacked the rest of her things on top of it; a
threadbare sheet, a uniform shirt, uniform pants, and a white bra
and pair of panties that looked like something a grandmother would
wear.

“You’re all set,” he told her, opening the
door. “Come on.”

Lindsey glanced down at the clothes in her
arms. “Wait, can’t I—”

“In your cell,” Mundy explained, ushering her
out.

He unlocked the barred door at the end of the
hallway and Lindsey followed him through it. They were now in a
much wider hallway lined with cells on both sides; at least a dozen
as far as the girl could tell, and most of them had moving bodies
inside. Mundy led Lindsey to the end of the hallway, and even
though the lights were out and the room was lit only by weak
moonlight filtering in through a row of windows near the ceiling,
the other inmates hooted and hollered when they saw the naked girl
pass by.

“Keep it down,” Mundy ordered. “No talking
after lights-out.”

“You’re putting me in a cell with
guys?” Lindsey asked, her eyes wide.

“Don’t fret, sugar. We’ve got separate cells
for the ladies. And right now you’re the only female here, so
you’ll get one all to yourself.” He used a key on the last cell in
the row and motioned Lindsey inside. It was about ten feet square,
and in the dim light Lindsey saw that it was empty except for a
bunkbed on one side and a combination toilet and sink on the other
side. “Might as well get some rest,” he told her as he locked her
in. “Not much else to do anyway.”

As the cop’s footsteps faded away, the girl
stared through the bars and shuddered.

 


 


 


 





Chapter 3.

 


 


It took hours for Lindsey to fall asleep, and
she had almost given up on the idea when sometime before dawn she
finally shut her eyes and dozed for a while. But then the stark
fluorescent lights in the big hallway blazed to life and someone
shouted, “Wake up, inmates! Rise and shine! Get your asses out of
bed and start the new day!”

Lindsey blinked and sat up. At first she was
confused and had no idea where she was, but as she stared at the
white concrete walls and smelled the rank, stale prison air, the
stark reality of her situation came crashing down again. She rubbed
her face with her hands then looked around. The cell directly
opposite from her was empty, but through the bars she could see
half of the cell next to it. A scruffy-looking young man with a
blonde crewcut and tattoos on both arms sat on the end of his bunk,
staring at her and licking his lips.

Lindsey frowned and turned her back on him.
She sat there without moving until she heard the rattle of keys,
and when she turned around again one of the guards was entering the
cell. Lindsey didn’t recognize the man from the previous night, so
he must have just started his shift. He was a huge black man with a
stern face and a bulging gut under his uniform, and he held a food
tray in his oversized hands. He walked over to where Lindsey sat
and smiled as he looked down at her.

“Damn, Mundy was right,” he muttered with a
smile. “You’re just as fine as he said.”

Lindsey didn’t know how to respond, so she
just stared up at the giant. After a moment, he held out the food
tray for her. A scoop of mushy oatmeal sat in the middle of it,
with a piece of burned toast on the side. There was also a paper
cup half-filled with watery coffee.

“This is breakfast,” the man said, “and you
better eat it, because you ain’t getting anything else until
suppertime.”

Lindsey took the tray and balanced it on her
lap. “Wh-when can I make my phone call?”

“Don’t know nothing about that. I’m just
bringing breakfast.” He rubbed his chin as he stared down at the
girl’s soft curves beneath the thin prison uniform, his smile
growing even wider as his eyes crawled over those nice tits of
hers. Lindsey used the plastic spoon on her tray to try a bite of
the oatmeal, which was cold and rubbery. She grimaced but managed
to choke down the bite after taking a sip of the lukewarm, bitter
coffee.

The girl wiped her mouth and looked up at the
cop, whose badge read Officer Jackson. “Is this really all I
get to eat until dinner? I’m starving, and this
is…it’s…”

Jackson chuckled. “I know, it tastes like
shit, right? Ain’t nothing compared to all those doughnuts and
muffins and stuff we got in the break room down the hall.”

Lindsey’s eyes lit up. “Could you…I mean, is
there any way…”

Jackson inched closer and lowered his voice.
“Any way I could bring you some of that good food instead? Sure,
maybe. But Mundy said you already know the drill. You want
something from us, we get something from you.”

Lindsey’s mouth went dry as she stared up at
the huge man in front of her. “But—”

“Don’t give me no buts, girl. You know the
system. You got something to trade or not?”

Lindsey looked past the guard’s legs. The
inmate in the opposite cell was still staring at her with that
wicked grin on his face. “But we can’t…not here…”

Jackson chuckled again. “Damn right, girl.
Now put that tray down and follow me.”

Jackson led Lindsey back to the supply room,
stopping in the hallway first to put a hand on another officer’s
shoulder and mutter something into his ear. The other man grinned
and blew Lindsey an air kiss as he walked away. Inside, Jackson
tossed the same dirty, stained pillow Mundy had used the night
before down on the floor and told Lindsey to kneel on it. When he
unzipped his pants and tugged out his cock, the girl gasped. It was
huge, at least ten inches, and nearly as thick as her wrist.

“Oh my god,” she breathed. “I don’t
know—”

“You don’t know what?” Jackson asked. “You
don’t know how to suck black cock? It’s just like sucking white
cock, you just have to open your mouth wider.”

Lindsey looked down nervously. She had never
even kissed a black man, and now she was supposed to…

“I ain’t got all day,” Jackson said,
scowling. “You want that good food or not?”

Lindsey finally nodded, opening her mouth as
wide as she could. Jackson nudged the head of his huge cock inside,
and Lindsey gagged right away. It felt like someone had stuffed a
rolled-up sock inside her mouth! Jackson grunted and leaned
forward, urging another two inches of cock inside, but that was all
he could manage. The girl’s eyes were shut tight and she looked
like she was about to suffocate.

“Damn, you white girls got small mouths,” he
muttered. “But that’s okay, I’ll take whatever I can motherfucking
get.” He held Lindsey’s blonde head in both hands and starting
pumping her mouth with short strokes, loving the way the girl’s wet
tongue felt as his fat cockhead slid over it again and again.
“Yeah, that’s right,” he mumbled. “Shit yeah. Suck on that cock.
Let me feel those lips. Yeah, move that tongue, bitch. Come on,
move it. Don’t just sit there like a statue, work that mouth.”

With her mouth stuffed full of cock, Lindsey
could only grunt out a weak reply. Her lips were stretched so tight
that the corners were already sore, and every time Jackson thrust
forward, he cut off all her air. She was starting to get dizzy, and
she whimpered as the big man kept up his oral assault.

“I want to feel that tongue on me,” Jackson
groaned. “Yeah, that’s better. Damn, baby, Mundy was right, you got
a hot mouth. Keep sucking, bitch. Suck it like you want it. Move
those lips, girl. Use that mouth like a pussy. Come on, baby, don’t
stop now.”

Jackson kept up the chatter while he fucked
Lindsey’s mouth, never stopping until a slow tingle built up in his
balls and he felt the cum getting ready to gush out. That’s when he
pulled his cock out of Lindsey’s mouth with a wet pop and gave it a
couple of hard yanks with his fist, grunting as a huge shot of cum
splashed right in the middle of Lindsey’s face. The girl gasped and
twisted her head, and the next shot nearly hit her in the eye.
Jackson kept pumping his fist as more cum flew onto the girl’s
forehead, into her hair, and across her nose. The last big spurt
landed weakly on her neck then dripped down onto the collar of her
uniform shirt, leaving a big white stain.

The girl tried to wipe her face with her
hands, but only succeeded in smearing the cum around. Jackson
laughed as he pulled a towel from one of the shelves and dropped it
into her lap. “Did you really have to do that?” Lindsey asked
sheepishly as she dabbed her cheeks with the towel.

“Trust me, girl, I did you a favor. Most
women can’t handle a mouthful of my spunk. They say it’s like
swallowing paste.”

The girl toweled off her face and her hair,
then stood up again and let out a ragged sigh. “Speaking of
swallowing, what about that breakfast you promised me?”

 


* * *

 


 


Lindsey sat on the end of her bunk with her
back to the bars as she finished every last crumb on her food tray.
Jackson had smuggled two blueberry muffins, two doughnuts, and a
poppy seed bagel down to her cell, and she refused to let one bite
of it go to waste after what she’d paid for it. She washed it all
down with water from the fountain on top of the toilet, then laid
down on her bunk again. She had no books, no magazines, no TV, not
even a cellmate to talk to, so she closed her eyes and tried to
nap, but the bright lights and the endless drone of voices from the
other cells made that impossible. She was also feeling queasy from
the mingled scents of sweat, body odor, and dried cum that drifted
off her own skin.

When the girl heard footsteps approaching,
she sat up and waved to the officer who was strolling down the hall
and checking the cells. He was younger than most of the others,
probably just a few years older than Lindsey. He was short and
stocky, with a square face and hair so blonde it was nearly white.
His badge read Officer Bradford.

He approached the bars and locked eyes with
Lindsey. “What?”

“Um, I was just wondering…when do I get to
take a shower?”

“You don’t.”

“Uh…what?”

“You’re not in prison, ma’am, these are just
holding cells. Most people don’t stay here longer than a day or
two, so this station isn’t equipped with full facilities.”

“But…I really stink,” Lindsey said with an
embarrassed grin. “I mean, I’m totally gross under this thing.” She
pinched the fabric of her uniform top and wiggled it, drawing
Bradford’s eyes down to her tits. “Isn’t there a shower for the
guards or something?”

Bradford admired Lindsey’s tits for a moment,
then his eyes drifted up her face to her shiny blonde hair, which
was stiff with cum in a couple of spots. He finally glanced from
side to side then leaned closer to the bars. “Yeah, we do have a
shower for the staff to use,” he muttered. “But what does that have
to do with you?”

“I just wanted you to know that I’m willing
to trade for it,” the girl said, keeping her voice low as well. “So
if you can manage to sneak me in there for a few minutes…”

A tiny smile tugged at the corner of
Bradford’s mouth. “I heard Mundy and Jackson talking about you a
while ago. You’re getting pretty famous around here.”

Lindsey put her hands on her hips and arched
her back, thrusting her tits forward. “I’m just doing what it takes
to get by, that’s all.”

Bradford gave the girl’s body a slow, lazy
inspection. “Yes, you certainly are. By the way, I checked out your
arrest report. You’re a cheerleader over at the university,
right?”

“Yes, I am.”

“I graduated from there four years ago.
Always wanted to bang a cheerleader, but never had the chance.”
Bradford reached for the keys on his belt as his grin grew wider.
“Well, you know what they say. Better late than never.”

 


* * *

 


The shower room for the guards looked like a
miniature version of a changing room at a gym. A row of lockers
lined one wall, with a long wooden bench placed in front of it. On
the other side of the small room were two shower stalls with
plastic shower curtains shielding them. Once they were inside,
Bradford locked the door and ordered Lindsey to strip. The girl
tugged off all her clothes while Bradford watched, the guard’s eyes
glittering the whole time.

Once Lindsey was naked, she headed for the
shower stall.

“Not so fast,” Bradford barked. “You’ll get
your shower after we’re finished.”

Lindsey stood there hugging herself as
Bradford unzipped his pants and pulled out his hard cock. “Move
those arms,” he told the girl. “I want to see you. All of
you.” Lindsey did as she was told, and Bradford started stoking his
cock. “Yeah, that’s good. Damn, those tits of yours are amazing.
The rest is pretty damn fine, too. I can tell you’re a
cheerleader.” He jerked his cock harder as his eyes ran from the
girl’s big tits down her flat stomach to her toned legs and the
patch of blonde hair between them. “Hey, I know. Do one of your
routines for me. You know, one of those little dances you girls
do.”

“But I…I can’t really…”

“Just do anything,” Bradford urged,
still yanking his dick. “Pretend you’re at a football game and your
team just scored. Show me how excited you are.”

Lindsey fidgeted for a moment, then she
finally raised her arms over her head and did one of the squad’s
celebration dances. It started out with a few hip shakes, followed
by alternating knee lifts while she waved her arms—minus the
pom-poms—in front of her. The dance ended with Lindsey moving her
whole body in a sexy, gyrating dance before she raised her arms
over her head in victory again.

Bradford stared mesmerized while Lindsey did
the little dance, all her soft curves bouncing and jiggling. The
cop’s eyes glazed over as he urgently jerked his cock, and when the
girl was done, he motioned her to the long wooden bench and ordered
her to lie on it face-down. Lindsey rested her stomach and tits on
it, her curvy ass now pointing straight up. “That was awesome,”
Bradford mumbled as he dropped to his knees behind her, not even
bothering to pull down his pants. He rubbed his stiff cock over
Lindsey’s pussy lips, up and down, up and down, until the girl
finally got wet. She let out a little gasp when Bradford jammed the
head of his cock inside her, but instead of shoving it all the way
in, the man only wiggled it around for a few seconds then pulled it
back out.

“What are you…” Lindsey began, but then she
gasped again when she felt Bradford’s cockhead pressed against her
asshole. “N-no, wait. Don’t…ow!”

“Keep it down,” Bradford growled as he forced
the tip of his dick inside the girl’s ass.

Lindsey tried to fight back the tears. “B-but
you didn’t say—”

“Hell, I can fuck a girl the old-fashioned
way anytime,” the man said with a chuckle. “But how often do I get
the chance to buttfuck a hot cheerleader?”

Lindsey gripped the sides of the wooden bench
tighter as Bradford slowly pushed his cock further inside, inch by
inch. Her teeth were gritted and her eyes stung from the tears.

“Don’t tell me you never did this before,”
Bradford said, half of his cock inside her now. “You’re tight, but
you ain’t that tight.”

“M-my last boyfriend wanted to,” Lindsey said
through clenched teeth. “But I o-o-only let him do it a couple of
times.”

“Well, you know what they say,” Bradford
grunted. “Third time lucky! Oh, yeah!” he growled as his
cock sank all the way in, his balls now mashed against Lindsey’s
firm ass cheeks. “Shit, that feels good. You’ve got a hot little
ass!” He pulled out just an inch then leaned forward again,
repeating the move over and over to loosen the girl up. After a
dozen strokes, Lindsey’s asshole had relaxed enough for Bradford to
pull back farther each time. He grabbed the girl’s hips with both
hands, fucking her in a slow, steady rhythm. His uniform shirt had
come untucked, and it fluttered madly with every thrust. Bradford
finally grunted and tugged it out of the way, and afterward his
bare stomach made a wet slapping sound every time it whacked
against the girl’s sweaty ass cheeks.

“Oh, baby,” Bradford moaned. “You’re one sexy
little cheerleader. Take it deep, bitch, take it deep!” He rammed
his cock all the way inside and Lindsey’s eyes nearly popped out of
her head; it felt like the man’s cock was jammed all the way up
into her guts! Her mouth hung open but no sound came out as
Bradford kept his cock buried deep, fucking the girl in short
little rabbit strokes. Now the sweat was trickling down her thighs
and pooling on the floor, and her asshole was starting to ache from
the pounding Bradford was giving it. Lindsey let out a groan of
relief when the man finally tensed up and flooded her asshole with
cum, his body twitching above her, every limb shaking.

Bradford collapsed onto Lindsey’s sweaty
back, panting. It took him a solid minute to regain his breath,
then he pulled upright and eased his greasy cock out of the girl’s
ass. It came out with a wet pop, followed by a thin stream of cum
that dripped down onto the bench.

“Now I really need a shower,” Lindsey
muttered, slowly getting to her feet, but she winced as she took
her first step; her legs were weak, and her ass felt like someone
had stuck a lit match up it. She rubbed her ass gently as Bradford
took a towel from a rack and scrubbed his cock clean. “I could
probably use one, too,” he said, grinning. “Hell, we could take one
together. But no, we don’t have the time. Somebody’s gonna throw a
fit if I don’t get you back in your cell pretty soon.”

“Really?” Lindsey asked as she baby-stepped
toward the shower and turned the water on. “Do you honestly think
anybody out there cares one fucking bit about what happens to me
while I’m here?”

Bradford chuckled. “I’m just saying the next
guy might be waiting his turn, that’s all.”

 


 


 


 





Chapter 4.

 


 


But nobody came to Lindsey’s cell for the
rest of the day. She spent the whole afternoon lying on her bed
until Jackson brought her dinner tray—which held a cheeseburger and
fries in a paper fast food bag—and after she ate, the girl laid
down again and tried to sleep. Only twelve more hours, she
thought. If I manage to sleep, this whole nightmare will almost
be over by the time I wake up. She hadn’t even bothered to call
her parents or a friend; there was really no point until she had
her hearing in the morning. She couldn’t be released until the
judge set her bail, so what was the use? She didn’t have a
boyfriend or a roommate at the moment. With all the graduation
partying going on this weekend, her worthless friends probably
hadn’t even noticed she was missing.

The hours crept by and it was nearly time for
lights-out when Lindsey heard loud voices and scuffling at the end
of the hallway. Every inmate stood up and grabbed the bars, craning
their necks to see what was happening. Soon two guards appeared,
each of them dragging a woman by the arm. The two women were
yelling and trying to slap each other, and the guards were having a
tough time pulling them apart. Once they reached the end of the
hall, one of the guards opened the cell opposite Lindsey’s and
pushed one of the women inside while the second woman was shoved in
with Lindsey. The guards slammed and locked the doors then stalked
off as Lindsey stood with her back to the bars and examined her new
cellmate.

The woman was about forty, with frizzy brown
hair, a deep tan, and a tall, muscular build. She wore the standard
orange uniform, but hers was faded and stained and had a hole near
the crotch. Lindsey saw tattoos crawling down both arms, and a
grinning skull tattoo peeked up from the woman’s collar on the side
of her neck. She had the tough, weathered look of one of those
biker chicks Lindsey sometimes saw on the back of some guy’s Harley
when she was driving around town.

Scowling, the brunette stalked over to the
bars and stared at the woman in the opposite cell. The second woman
looked about the same age but she was shorter and heavier, with
hair dyed blonde. “The minute we get out of here, I’m beating your
ass,” Lindsey’s new cellmate spat, but the other woman just
laughed. Then the brunette glared at Lindsey and snapped, “Who the
fuck are you?”

“I-I’m Lindsey,” the girl answered
meekly.

“I’m Wanda,” the other woman said, throwing
herself down on the bottom bunk where Lindsey had been lying. “And
if you bother me while I’m in here, I’ll stomp your lilywhite ass.
Got that?”

Lindsey swallowed hard and nodded. “I
w-w-won’t bother you, I promise. I won’t do anything, really.” She
moved carefully to the bed and climbed up the side ladder to the
top bunk, careful not to shake anything or bother her new roommate.
She laid down and stared at the ceiling for a while, listening to
the other woman breathing beneath her. Had she fallen asleep?
Lindsey rolled over and took a quick peek, only to find Wanda
staring up at her.

“What do you want?” she snapped.

“Nothing…I just…well, I’ve been in here since
last night and I haven’t had anybody to talk to, so…”

“Shove it,” Wanda huffed. “I’m not your new
best friend, and I’m too pissed off to talk.”

“Pissed off…about her?” Lindsey asked,
pointing toward the opposite cell.

“Yeah. That bitch used to be my friend until
she stole my man, and now we go at it every time we run into each
other. I kick her ass most of the time, but tonight the cops showed
up right when we were getting started. Drove right up onto my grass
and hauled both of us away, like it’s illegal to fight somebody in
your own front yard. One of my bitch-ass neighbors probably called
to complain about the noise. That means I’ve got another ass to
kick once I get out of here.”

Lindsey nodded as if she understood
completely. “Wow. That’s really awful. Maybe you should—”

“Story time’s over, blondie,” Wanda said,
rolling onto her side to face the wall. “Now shut your mouth and
don’t bother me anymore.”

Lindsey did as she was told. She had been
dying for someone to talk to…dying for any way to pass the
time, but this woman was scary. The less she had to do with her,
the better.

Soon the guards called for lights-out, and
moments later the big fluorescents running the length of the
hallway were switched off. The cellblock was bathed in ghostly
moonlight again, and the laughter and muttered voices from the
other cells slowly tapered off as tired inmates fell asleep.
Lindsey felt her own eyelids getting heavy and she had nearly
dropped off when she felt the bunkbed vibrating. Her eyes snapped
open and she found Wanda crouched over her, the brunette’s face
inches from hers.

“What’s happ—” Lindsey began, but Wanda
mashed a palm against the other girl’s mouth to silence her.

“Keep your voice down,” the brunette growled.
“I don’t want the guards coming down here to see what’s going
on.”

Wanda slid her palm away and Lindsey
whispered, “But what is going on?”

“What’s going on is I’m horny.”

Lindsey gasped and raised her head off the
pillow. Now she could see that Wanda still wore her uniform top,
but the woman was naked from the waist down. “You mean you’re…but
I’m not…I mean, I don’t…”

“Jesus Christ, girl, is this your first time
in the joint or what? It’s got nothing to do with being gay. I want
somebody’s tongue up my snatch, and there ain’t much difference
between a woman’s and a man’s.” Wanda sat up straight then scooted
forward until she was sitting on Lindsey’s tits. Lindsey’s nose
wrinkled at the musky swell of the other woman’s cunt just a few
inches away, and she nearly gagged. “Hey, don’t you dare make a
face,” Wanda warned. “You ain’t too good to lick pussy. Now open
your pretty mouth and stick that tongue out.”

Lindsey lay there in shock; even the wild
events of the past 24 hours hadn’t prepared her for this. Wanda
finally got tired of waiting and raised her ass up then planted her
cunt down right on Lindsey’s face. The blonde struggled and moaned,
but Wanda silenced her by touching Lindsey’s eyelid with one long
fingernail. “You got a choice,” the brunette hissed. “We can do
this the easy way or the hard way.” She pressed down with the sharp
nail, digging it lightly into Lindsey’s closed eye, and the blonde
let out a muffled yelp. “Now, which is it gonna be?” Wanda
continued, then she drew her hand away from Lindsey’s face as she
felt the tip of the blonde’s tongue poke out. “There you go,” she
crooned softly. “Good girl. But you gotta do better than that.
Stick that tongue way out, like you’re licking an ice cream cone.
That’s better.”

Lindsey had no idea what she was doing. She
just stabbed her tongue in and out, trying hard not to shudder at
the strong taste of the other woman’s cunt. It was sour and bitter
and reminded her of fish and spoiled milk—yuck!—but she knew
she was dead if she didn’t do what Wanda wanted.

The brunette started gently bucking her hips,
riding Lindsey’s face like she was riding a horse. She had one hand
on the wall to steady herself, her eyes closed, lips parted. “Yeah,
that’s good,” she muttered. “Keep licking. Use that whole tongue,
girl. Lick me like a dog. Oh yeah, that’s sweet. Harder now. Good,
good. Now stick it inside me. Come on, all the way up. I’m serious,
girl, get that tongue up in me now.”

Lindsey nearly choked as she jammed her
tongue as far as she could up Wanda’s cunt. Her chin was wet and
sticky, and the woman’s juices had even trickled down onto her
neck. Wanda bucked her hips faster and faster, her soft ass cheeks
bumping into Lindsey’s jaws with every stroke. Lindsey kept her
tongue extended until it finally started to ache, then she pulled
it back out and rubbed it as hard as she could against Wanda’s
cunt, searching for the woman’s clit in the tangled mass of pubic
hair.

It only took a few seconds before Wanda
shuddered, groaned, and let out a long, deep sigh. She moved her
hips a few more times, rubbing slow circles into Lindsey’s face,
then she chuckled as she scooted down to the other end of the bunk.
“Not bad for a first timer,” she remarked as she climbed down to
the bottom bunk again.

Lindsey touched her face gingerly; from nose
to chin, every inch of skin was sticky and damp. Gross! She
thought about getting some toilet paper to clean up with, but she
didn’t want to bother Wanda so she used the hem of her shirt
instead. In less than a minute, she heard Wanda snoring in the bunk
below her.

 


* * *

 


Officer Mundy came to get her the next
morning right after breakfast.

“I pulled some strings for you,” he said with
a wink. “You’re in the first group to go before the judge.”

Lindsey was cuffed again and brought to the
front of the building, where she was ushered into a van along with
half a dozen other inmates. Less than five minutes later, the van
pulled up in front of a small courthouse. The inmates filed inside
and sat on hard wooden benches until the judge appeared. He was a
short, gray-headed man named Judge Ashford who glared out at the
courtroom as if he were confronting a group of unruly kids who had
trampled the flowers in his front yard.

When Lindsey’s name was called, she stood up
and walked to the front of the room. Judge Ashford frowned at her
and adjusted his glasses. “You look a little rough this morning,
Miss Donovan,” he droned. “I hope you didn’t suffer during your
brief time in our facility.”

Lindsey just shrugged. She knew her hair was
a mess, her face was a mess, and her clothes were stained with cum
from at least three different people. “I’m fine, your honor.”

The judge nodded. “Good. Well, then, let’s
see…” He picked up a sheet of paper and scanned it. “I see that you
were arrested for driving under the influence. I also see that
you’re about to graduate from the University of Georgia, and that
this is your first offense.” Lindsey nodded, and the judge put down
the sheet of paper. “Miss Donovan, I have an old school view of the
law,” he began. “I believe in second chances, but I also believe
that firm punishment is the strongest deterrent. In other words, I
don’t think a slap on the wrist has much impact. If I give you one
of those, you’re likely to drive drunk again because you don’t
think anything bad will happen to you. Therefore, I’m sentencing
you to ten days in jail or a $10,000 dollar fine.”

The girl’s eyes went wide for a moment, then
she took a deep breath, put her hands on her hips, and arched her
back, thrusting her tits out toward the judge. “Your honor, is
there any way we could discuss this in private?” she asked. “If we
could just meet in your chambers for a few minutes, I’m sure I
could change your mind.”

 


 


 


# # #
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