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1 - IN LOVE WITH HER BROTHER’S CELLMATE

MF / Prison / Romantic / Kissing / Blowjob / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

The words were out of her mouth the second she ripped the door open, a choked mixture of anger and heartbreak. But the man standing there, larger and more solid than she’d ever imagined, didn’t flinch. He just held out a bouquet of slightly-crushed grocery store daisies, a slow, devastating smile spreading across his face.

“Wanted to surprise you, Carrie.”

Mac’s voice was the same low, gravelly rumble from their phone calls, but it vibrated through the porch steps and into her bones now, real and present. All the fear, the doubt that had curdled in her stomach since her brother’s frantic call, evaporated. She threw herself into his arms, the daisies crushed between them, their earthy scent filling the air as his—so much stronger, so real—wrapped around her. Her kiss wasn’t gentle; it was a claim, a desperate sealing of a promise made through inches of paper and miles of prison wire.

—

It started after Carrie’s brother, Warren, was arrested for drug dealing. When the judge slammed down his gavel, declaring a ten year sentence, Carrie’s sobs filled the courtroom. Growing up in a dysfunctional home, Warren was all she had. How would she survive without him?

She made the best of it, sending money for commissary and phone calls. When Warren introduced her to Mac, his cellmate, Carrie started writing to Mac. It was just something to fill the time and take her mind off the loneliness. But soon, a romance blossomed.

Surprisingly, Warren wasn’t pleased. Even though he’d given Carrie this connection, he was wary. He warned Carrie not to get involved with a guy like Mac. “He’ll get out and go right back to the life. I know his type,” Warren insisted.

But Carrie couldn’t be dissuaded. Even though they’d never met in person, she’d never felt this way about anyone. Mac understood her in a way that no one else did, not even Warren.

Then came the phone call. When Warren told Carrie that Mac had been released, her heart sank. Why didn’t he tell me he was getting out? Was he playing me this whole time? She felt stupid. Maybe Warren was right. Could Mac already be back on the street, slinging dope? Maybe he even had another girlfriend?

But a few hours later, a knock at the door vanquished all of Carrie’s doubts and fears.

—

Now, Mac was here, safe in her arms, and she never wanted to let him go.

He kissed her back with a hunger that stole her breath, his hands tangling in her hair, pulling her closer until not a sliver of light could pass between them. The letters, the whispered late-night calls, the fantasy she’d built around his words—none of it compared to the sheer physical reality of him. He was heat and hard muscle and stubble scraping her chin, and she was melting against him.

He broke the kiss, his forehead resting against hers, both of them breathing ragged. “Been dreaming of that for eighteen months,” he murmured, his thumb stroking her cheek.

Carrie could only pull him inside, her small living room shrinking around his presence. In the soft afternoon light, she could finally see him. The photo he’d sent didn’t capture the intensity in his moss-green eyes, the rugged set of his jaw, the way his simple grey t-shirt stretched across a chest that looked carved from stone. Warren’s warnings felt like nonsense from another lifetime.

He cupped her face, his calloused thumbs tracing her jawline. His gaze was serious now, drinking her in. “You’re even more beautiful than I dreamed, Carrie. All those nights…all I could think about was this.”

The raw need in his voice was a match to the gasoline pooling low in her belly. She didn’t want to talk. She didn’t want to wait. She reached for him, her fingers fumbling with the button of his jeans, her eyes locked on his. A dark heat flared in his gaze, and he let her work, his own hands sliding down to her hips, pulling her flush against the hard ridge of him.

She got the button undone, the zipper down, and pushed the rough denim over his hips. He wasn’t wearing anything underneath. He sprang free, thick and already weeping, and a shuddering breath escaped her. She dropped to her knees right there on the woven rug.

“Carrie…” he groaned, his voice strained as she took him into her mouth.

The taste of him, clean and uniquely male, flooded her senses. She swirled her tongue around the velvety head, learning his shape, his weight. His hands buried themselves in her hair, not forcing, just holding on as she took him deeper, her lips stretching to accommodate him. His low groans were the most perfect music she’d ever heard. She loved the way his hips gave a tiny, involuntary thrust, the way his thighs tensed under her palms. She was lost in the rhythm, in the power of reducing this strong, solid man to a trembling state of pure pleasure.

With a growl, he gently pulled her up. “My turn,” he breathed, his hands already pushing her soft sweater up and over her head.

He made quick work of her bra, his mouth finding her nipple the second it was free. He sucked, hard, and a sharp cry tore from her throat, her back arching. His hands roamed her body, mapping every curve, every dip, as if memorizing her. He pushed her leggings and panties down in one swift motion, his calloused palms skating up the bare skin of her thighs, making her shiver.

He stood, scooping her up into his arms as if she weighed nothing, and carried her to the bedroom. He laid her on the comforter, his eyes devouring her nakedness. “Look at you. All mine.”

He shucked his clothes, and then he was there, his body covering hers, skin to skin. The weight of him was an exquisite pressure. He kissed her, his tongue mimicking the rhythm she craved lower down. He trailed kisses down her neck, her chest, her stomach, and lower still, until he buried his face between her thighs.

She cried out, her fingers clutching at the sheets. His tongue was relentless, circling her clit, dipping inside her, drinking from her as if he were a starving man. The coil of pleasure wound tight, so tight, and she was so close…

But he stopped, pulling away. He knelt on the bed, pulling her up onto her hands and knees. He positioned himself behind her, one hand on her hip, the other guiding himself to her entrance.

“Ready for me, sweetheart?” he rasped.

“Yes. God, yes, Mac. Please.”

He didn’t tease. He pushed inside with one long, slow, devastating thrust that stole the air from her lungs. She was so wet, so ready, but he was so big, stretching her, filling her completely. He held himself there, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust to the overwhelming sensation of being utterly possessed.

Then he began to move.

Slow at first, deep, rolling thrusts that made her whimper with each withdrawal and cry out with each penetration. Then faster. Harder. His grip on her hips tightened, his rhythm becoming punishing, primal. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, filled the room. Each thrust drove her higher, the pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. She pushed back against him, meeting his force with her own, wanting it deeper, harder, more.

His fingers dug into her flesh, his breathing a ragged symphony in her ear. “That’s it, take it. Take all of me, Carrie.”

The world dissolved into pure sensation—the feel of him pistoning into her, the raw, animal sounds he made, the sweat-slicked heat of their bodies. The pressure inside her shattered. Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent scream on her lips as her body convulsed around him, milking his length. Her climax triggered his own. With a guttural roar, he drove into her one last time, his body shuddering as he emptied himself deep inside her, his hot release pulsing within her.

He collapsed over her, both of them spent and breathless. He rolled them to their sides, pulling her back against his chest, never letting her go. His arms wrapped around her, his lips brushing her shoulder. They lay there in a tangled, sweaty heap, the only sound their gradually slowing heartbeats.

After a long while, his voice, soft and thick with emotion, broke the silence. His arms tightened around her. “I’m gonna get my life straight, Carrie. For real this time. A fresh start.” He paused, nuzzling her hair. “I want you to be my fresh start. Marry me.”

Carrie’s breath hitched. She turned in his arms to face him, searching his eyes. She saw no lie there, only a fierce, desperate hope. Warren’s worry, her own loneliness, the hundreds of letters—it all led to this man, this moment.

She reached up, tracing the line of his jaw. A slow smile spread across her face, a feeling of rightness settling deep in her soul.

2 - FALLING FOR AN OFFICER

MF / Prison / Romantic / Kissing / Blowjob / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

“Wait… what are you doing?” Mena’s whisper was a frayed thread of sound in the oppressive silence of the segregation cell.

William’s key turned with a soft, final click. The heavy door groaned open just enough for him to slip inside, then shut again, sealing them in a world of shadow and stolen time. His flashlight beam swept across the floor before he clicked it off, plunging them into a darkness so thick she could feel it.

“I couldn’t leave you like this,” his voice was a low rumble, a sound that seemed to physically vibrate through the chilled air and into her bones. “Not after what happened.”

Earlier that day, the world had dissolved into a frenzy of grunts and pain. A disagreement over a library book had escalated into a shoving match in the rec yard, then exploded. Mena, all soft edges and college-educated words in a place built on hardness, was hopelessly outmatched. The other inmate’s fists were like stone, and the humiliation burned worse than the blossoming bruises on her ribs. Then, the guards, the shouting, the cold sting of the seg cell. The despair had been a suffocating blanket, telling her this was her life now. Just this. Brutality and concrete.

But now he was here. Officer William. He’d been different from the start. A stick of peppermint gum slipped into her hand during a head count. A tiny bag of her favorite shortbread cookies from the staff room vending machine. Small, impossible kindnesses that felt like sunlight in a cave. Once, he’d even passed her a pair of tiny, simple pearl studs. “So you don’t have to look in the mirror and just see a number,” he’d said, his voice barely a whisper. She’d clutched them like a lifeline.

Now, in the chilling dark of segregation, he was a solid, warm presence beside her cot. The scratchy wool blanket did nothing to combat the chill, but his nearness did. He sat. The old bunk frame protested with a metallic sigh.

“I’ll get this sorted. You won’t be in here long,” he promised, his hand finding her shoulder. His thumb began to move in slow, soothing circles over the rough fabric of her jumpsuit. “I promise, Mena.”

His touch was electric. It was everything the other touches today were not: gentle, wanted, safe. A dam broke inside her. A choked sob escaped her lips before she could swallow it. She turned her face into his shoulder, and his arms went around her, pulling her tight against the stiff fabric of his uniform. He smelled of starch, coffee, and the faint, clean scent of his skin.

“Shhh,” he murmured into her hair. “It’s over. You’re okay.”

He pulled back just enough to look down at her, his face a pale moon in the darkness. She could feel the warmth of his breath on her cheek. Her heart was a wild drum against her ribs, beating a frantic rhythm of fear, loneliness, and a sudden, terrifying hope. Her lips parted to say something, anything, but the words never came.

He closed the distance.

His kiss wasn’t tentative. It was deep and certain, a claim staked in the darkness. His tongue swept into her mouth, and the taste of him—coffee and mint—was dizzying. Her hands, which had been clenched into fists at her sides, came up to grip the front of his shirt. She didn’t push him away. She pulled him closer. A low moan vibrated in her throat as she kissed him back, all the loneliness of the last few months pouring into that single, desperate connection.

His hands were everywhere at once, mapping her body through the cheap prison cotton with a hunger that made her head spin. He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “I’ve wanted to do that since the first day I saw you,” he confessed, his voice thick.

He guided her hand down, pressing it against the hard, thick ridge straining against his uniform trousers. Her breath hitched. So big. The thought was primal, a thrill of pure desire cutting through her fear. Without a word, her fingers worked the button and zipper, freeing him. He was thick and heavy in her hand, velvety heat over unyielding steel.

She lowered herself to her knees on the cold concrete floor. The act was one of pure worship. She took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the broad head, tracing the prominent vein underneath. His low groan was the most powerful thing she’d ever heard. His hands tangled in her hair, not forcing, but guiding, as she learned his rhythm, taking him deeper, savoring the salt and musk of him. This is power, she thought deliriously. This is control.

He pulled her up, his own hands frantic now. He made quick work of the buttons on her jumpsuit, peeling the ugly orange fabric down her shoulders until it pooled at her waist. The air was cold on her skin, but his mouth was hot as it closed over one lace-clad nipple. She cried out, her head falling back as he suckled her through the fabric, then pushed it down to taste her skin, his tongue circling her taut peak before drawing it deep into the heat of his mouth.

He laid her back on the thin mattress, his mouth trailing fire down her stomach. He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties and pulled them down her thighs, off her ankles. Then his hands were on her knees, gently but firmly pushing them apart. She was exposed, utterly vulnerable, and she’d never felt more powerful.

The first flick of his tongue against her core made her jolt. He groaned, a sound of pure pleasure, and his arms wrapped under her thighs, holding her in place as he feasted on her. His tongue was relentless, licking broad stripes before zeroing in on her clit, sucking the sensitive nub gently, then lashing it with quick, firm flicks. Mena’s hands scrabbled at the flat, starched pillow, her hips lifting off the bunk to meet his mouth. The world narrowed to this cell, to this cot, to this man and the devastating skill of his tongue. A coil of pleasure, tight and hot, began to spiral deep within her.

“William… I’m… I’m going to…” she gasped.

He growled against her, the vibration pushing her closer. And then she shattered. Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent scream locked in her throat as her body convulsed, waves of pure ecstasy washing over her, gushing against his mouth.

Before the last tremor had even subsided, he was moving. He sat back on the edge of the bunk, pulling her onto his lap. She straddled him, her knees pressing into the thin mattress on either side of his hips. He guided himself to her entrance, and she sank down onto him in one slow, breathtaking glide. He filled her completely, stretching her, claiming her. She buried her face in his neck to stifle her moan as she began to move, rising and falling, setting a slow, deep rhythm.

His hands gripped her hips, his own movements becoming more urgent. “Turn around,” he rasped, his voice strained. “I want to take you from behind.”

She complied, turning on the narrow bunk to get on her hands and knees. He moved behind her, his hands roaming over the curves of her ass before positioning himself. He entered her again, this thrust harder, deeper. He gripped her hips, pulling her back onto him with each powerful drive. The crude, animalistic nature of it should have shamed her. It liberated her. Each snap of his hips was a promise, each grunt of his effort a dedication. She met him thrust for thrust, the sound of their bodies meeting a damp, rhythmic slap in the quiet cell.

The second climax took her by surprise, faster, sharper than the first. It tore through her with a violence that left her trembling, a wordless cry escaping her lips as her inner muscles clenched around him rhythmically.

Feeling her climax, he lost his own control. With a final, deep thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, a guttural groan tearing from his chest as he spilled into her, his warmth flooding her, his body shuddering against hers.

They collapsed together onto the narrow cot, a tangled mess of limbs and damp skin. He held her close, his lips against her temple. The silence was no longer oppressive; it was theirs.

“This has to be our secret, Mena,” he whispered, his breath warm in her hair. “But when you get out… this… us… it’s just beginning.”

She curled into him, her body thrumming with a peace she hadn’t felt in years. The future, for the first time, held a glimmer of light. It held William.

3 - JOEY’S PROTECTION
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The heavy steel door clanged shut behind Officer Nicole Stevens, the echo a familiar, cold sound that usually made her stand a little straighter. Tonight, it just made her shiver. Her fingers trembled against the clipboard as she made her evening rounds, the threat from Shark, a high-ranking gang member with cold, dead eyes, replaying in her mind. Bring in the package tomorrow, or your little sister has an accident. The words were a knife twisting in her gut.

“Hey. Officer Stevens. A word?”

The voice was low, calm, a stark contrast to the usual catcalls. It came from Cell 14. Joey. He was leaning against the bars, his expression unreadable. Nicole’s guard shot up instantly. Another one of them. Just like Shark. She kept walking, her pace deliberate.

“I know what he asked you to do,” Joey said, his voice not much louder than a whisper, but it stopped her dead. “The phones. The dope. I know he threatened your family.”

She turned slowly, her heart hammering against her ribs. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

A slow, easy smile touched his lips. “Yeah, you do. And you’re scared. You should be. Shark’s a nasty piece of work.” He pushed off the bars, stepping closer. The light from the hallway caught the sharp lines of his face, the surprising clarity in his eyes. “I can make that problem go away.”

“Why?” The word was out before she could stop it, laced with suspicion. “Why would you help me?”

He looked at her, a long, assessing look that felt like it stripped away her uniform, her badge, her fear, until it found just her. “Because you’re a good woman. You treat people with a little respect. He doesn’t. I don’t wanna see you get hurt.”

She didn’t believe him. She couldn’t afford to. But the next day, as she stood stiffly at her post, she watched in stunned silence as Shark was suddenly surrounded by a team of guards, cuffed, and led away to solitary confinement for a supposedly uncovered shiv. As he passed her, spitting curses, Joey, from his cell, caught her eye. And he winked.

The relief was so potent it left her dizzy. That night, her rounds felt different. The fear was still there, a background hum, but it was overshadowed by a confusing, heated curiosity. She stopped at Cell 14.

“Thank you,” she said, her voice barely carrying through the bars.

Joey was on his cot but stood up, approaching her. “You don’t have to thank me.”

“I do. You saved me.”

He leaned close, the metal bars the only thing separating them. She could smell the cheap prison soap on his skin. “A thank you’s nice. But I was thinking… it’s been so long since I’ve kissed a woman. A real woman. A kiss would be a hell of a thank you.”

Her breath hitched. This is a line. Do not cross it. This is your career. Your life. But he had saved her. And he was looking at her not with the hunger of a desperate inmate, but with a raw, open want that sent a bolt of heat straight to her core. She liked him. Against all reason and every rule, she liked him.

Her hand was shaking as she pulled the key from her belt. The clunk of the lock disengaging was the loudest sound she’d ever heard. She slid the door open just enough to slip inside, her back immediately pressing against the cold steel as it clicked shut.

He didn’t move. “You sure about this?”

She answered by surging forward, capturing his mouth with hers. It was supposed to be quick, a peck, a transaction. But the moment their lips met, something fractured. His mouth was hot and hungry, and a low groan rumbled in his chest. His hands came up to cradle her face, his thumbs stroking her cheeks, and the tenderness undid her completely.

The kiss deepened, turning from gratitude into pure, unadulterated need. His tongue slid against hers, and she met him with equal fervor, her clipboard clattering to the floor. Her hands roamed over the hard planes of his chest, feeling the powerful muscle beneath the thin cotton of his shirt.

He broke the kiss, breathing heavily, his forehead resting against hers. “Fuck, Nicole.”

His hands slid down, cupping her ass through her uniform trousers, pulling her firmly against him. She could feel the hard length of him straining against his jeans, pressing into her stomach. A jolt of pure lust shot through her.

Without a word, she undid his buckle, then the button of his jeans, her fingers fumbling with the zipper. He helped her, shoving the rough denim down his hips. His cock sprang free, thick and hard and velvety smooth in her hand. She wrapped her fingers around him, a soft gasp escaping her lips at the heat of him. He was big.

He moaned, a deep, guttural sound, as she began to stroke him, her fist moving in a slow, then frantic rhythm. “Yeah, just like that,” he breathed against her neck, his teeth grazing her skin.

His own hands were busy, expertly unfastening the buttons of her uniform shirt. He pushed the fabric aside, his eyes darkening at the sight of her simple lace bra. He hooked a finger under a cup and pulled it down, exposing her breast. His mouth descended, hot and wet, and he took her nipple between his lips, sucking hard.

Nicole cried out, her head falling back against the cell door. The sensation was electric, each pull of his mouth sending waves of pleasure straight to her aching core. He switched to her other breast, lavishing it with the same attention, while his free hand worked open her trousers. He pushed them, along with her panties, down to her knees.

His fingers found her wetness, and he groaned. “So fucking wet for me.”

He sank to his knees on the cold floor, his hands gripping her hips. He buried his face between her legs, his tongue finding her clit in one sure, devastating stroke. Nicole’s knees almost buckled. She grabbed onto his shoulders for balance, a string of pleading moans falling from her lips. His tongue was relentless, circling, flicking, sucking, building a pressure inside her that was fast becoming unbearable. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a spot that made her see stars.

“Joey… oh god, don’t stop…”

He didn’t. He drove her higher and higher until her entire body tightened and then shattered. A raw, broken scream was torn from her throat as the orgasm ripped through her, waves of bliss leaving her trembling and weak.

He rose, kissing his way up her body before claiming her mouth again, letting her taste herself on his lips. He guided her to his narrow cot, laying her down. He positioned himself between her legs, the head of his cock pressing against her entrance. He looked into her eyes, a question there.

“Please,” was all she could manage.

He thrust into her in one smooth, powerful motion, filling her completely. She gasped, her nails digging into his back. He felt even bigger like this, stretching her, claiming her. He set a brutal, punishing pace from the start, each thrust hitting that perfect, deep spot within her. The cot screeched against the concrete floor with their rhythm. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting every thrust with a roll of her hips.

She was close again, so fast, the friction and the sheer taboo of it all driving her to the edge. He was murmuring in her ear, filthy, beautiful things about how she felt, how he’d dreamed of this, how he was going to make her come again. His pace became frantic, his breathing ragged. She felt the coil inside her snap, and her second orgasm washed over her, a silent scream on her lips as her body convulsed around him. The intense, rhythmic clenching of her inner muscles was all it took. With a guttural cry, he plunged deep and stilled, pulsing inside her, filling her with his release.

They lay tangled together for a long moment, the only sound their ragged breathing. Reality began to seep back in. Slowly, she untangled herself and stood on unsteady legs, pulling her uniform back on. The starkness of her surroundings, the bars, the faint sound of another cell door closing—it all came rushing back.

She looked at him, lying on the cot, watching her with dark, satisfied eyes. “This never happened,” she whispered, her voice hoarse. “You can’t tell anyone. Anyone.”

He sat up, reaching out to tuck a stray strand of hair behind her ear. “Your secret’s safe with me, Nicole. And so are you. From now on, you’re under my protection.”

4 - FROM PRISONER TO WEALTHY MAN’S WIFE
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The heavy prison gate clanked shut behind Katie for the final time. The sound, which had once filled her with a cold, metallic dread, now sounded like a starting pistol. She stood on the cracked sidewalk, the morning sun warm on her face, a feeling so ordinary it felt revolutionary. A deep black sedan, sleek and silent as a shark, glided to a stop in front of her. The tinted passenger window descended without a sound.

Luke smiled at her from the driver’s seat. God, he was even more handsome in person. The carefully styled dark hair, the sharp jaw, the eyes that crinkled at the corners with a warmth the video visits could never fully capture.

“Get in,” he said, his voice a smooth, rich baritone that sent a shiver straight down her spine. “We’re going home.”

The drive was a surreal blur of green trees and wide, clean streets. She kept stealing glances at him, at his confident hands on the leather-wrapped steering wheel, at the way his tailored shirt stretched across his shoulders. This is real. This is my life now. The thought was a mantra, a prayer.

The car eventually slowed, turning through wrought-iron gates that swung open automatically, revealing a sprawling estate. The mansion wasn’t just a house; it was a statement. White stone, vast windows, manicured gardens that stretched for what seemed like miles.

He led her inside, his hand resting gently on the small of her back. The interior was all cool marble and modern art, a world of impossible elegance. “Welcome home, Katie,” he murmured, his breath warm against her ear.

He didn’t give her a grand tour. Instead, he led her up a wide, curving staircase and into a master bedroom that was larger than her entire prison pod. A colossal bed, draped in what looked like gray silk, dominated the room.

Luke turned her to face him, his gaze intense, hungry. “I’ve waited so long for this,” he said, his voice dropping to a husky whisper. “To finally touch you.”

His mouth found hers. It wasn’t a gentle, exploratory kiss. It was a claiming. A deep, searching kiss that tasted of mint and desire. His tongue slipped in smoothly, tangling with hers as his hands came up to cradle her face. Katie melted into him, her arms wrapping around his neck, her body pressing against the hard lines of his. The past, the cold concrete and the constant fear, evaporated in the heat of his mouth on hers.

His fingers made quick work of the simple buttons on her blouse, pushing the fabric from her shoulders. He broke the kiss only to look at her, his eyes dark with want as they traveled over her plain bra, down to the waistband of her jeans.

“So beautiful,” he breathed, and the reverence in his voice made her heart ache.

He undressed her with a slow, deliberate focus that left her trembling. Each new inch of exposed skin was met with a brush of his lips or a stroke of his thumb. The cheap cotton of her bra and panties hit the floor, and she stood before him, completely bare and gloriously free. He shrugged out of his own expensive clothes with an effortless grace until he, too, was naked.

Katie’s breath hitched. He was perfection—all sculpted muscle and tan skin. And there, standing thick and proud between his legs, was his erection. It was big, veined, and utterly mesmerizing. A low throb of pure need pulsed deep within her core.

She didn’t wait for an invitation. Sinking to her knees on the plush carpet, she took him in her hand. He was hot and solid, like velvet-covered steel. She looked up, meeting his heavy-lidded gaze, and then leaned forward, tracing the broad head with her tongue, tasting the clean, salty pre-cum that had already gathered there.

A sharp hiss escaped his lips. ”Fuck, Katie…”

She opened her mouth wider, taking as much of him as she could, her tongue swirling along the sensitive underside. She used one hand to stroke the base while her mouth worked the length, establishing a slow, wet rhythm. His hands tangled in her hair, not forcing, but guiding, his hips making tiny, involuntary thrusts. The sounds he made—guttural groans of pleasure—were the most potent aphrodisiac she’d ever known. She lost herself in the act, in the power of making this powerful man unravel.

Just as she felt him tense, nearing his peak, he gently pulled her up. “Not yet,” he rasped, laying her back onto the impossibly soft silk of the bed. He reached into a drawer of the nightstand, pulling out two long, deep crimson silk neckties.

He held her gaze, a question in his eyes. “Do you trust me?”

She nodded, her voice a breathy whisper. “Yes.”

With a devilish smile, he took her right wrist, kissing the inside of it before looping the smooth silk around it and tying it securely to the ornate bedpost. He repeated the process with her left wrist, stretching her arms gently above her head. The sensation was incredible–a heady mix of vulnerability and anticipation. She was completely exposed, completely his.

He knelt between her splayed legs, his eyes feasting on her. He didn’t touch her yet, just watched her, letting the anticipation build until she was squirming. ”Please, Luke…”

He lowered his mouth to her inner thigh, nipping and kissing his way toward her center. When his tongue finally, finally made contact, it was a flat, slow lick from her entrance all the way up to her throbbing clit. Katie cried out, her back arching off the bed.

He was a man possessed. He buried his face in her, his tongue a relentless, clever instrument. He licked, he sucked, he flicked his tongue over her clit in tiny, rapid circles that made her see stars. He slid two fingers inside her, crooking them to find that perfect, spongy spot deep within. He fucked her with his fingers while his mouth worshipped her clit, the dual assault dragging her closer and closer to the edge.

“Don’t stop, oh god, right there, please don’t stop!” she begged, her words dissolving into incoherent moans. The silk ties cut gently into her wrists as she pulled against them, the slight bite of pain only heightening the overwhelming pleasure.

He pulled his mouth away, blowing gently on her wet, sensitized flesh. She whimpered at the loss. “Tell me what you want, Katie.”

“You. I want you inside me. Now.”

With a growl of satisfaction, he positioned himself at her entrance. He pushed the broad head of his cock against her, stretching her, filling her more completely than she’d ever been filled. He started to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly built into something harder, more primal. Each thrust was a promise kept, a claiming. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, filled the luxurious room.

Katie was mindless with pleasure, chanting his name, her climax coiling tight in her belly. He reached between them, his thumb finding her clit again, and that was all it took. Her orgasm exploded through her, a violent, shaking wave that made her scream his name. Her inner muscles clamped down on him, milking his length as her juices gushed around him.

The feeling of her pulsating around him drove him over the edge. With a final, deep thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, his own release hot and endless inside her. He collapsed on top of her, his breath ragged against her neck.

After a moment, he shifted his weight and tenderly untied the silk ties, kissing each reddened wrist. He gathered her into his arms, pulling the soft duvet over their sweat-slicked bodies. She curled into his side, her head on his chest, listening to the steady, strong beat of his heart.

He kissed her forehead. “I can’t wait to marry you, Katie,” he whispered into her hair.

She just smiled, nuzzling closer. The silk was soft against her skin, his body was warm against hers, and for the first time in a long, long time, every single part of her felt utterly, completely satisfied.

5 - THE PRISONER’S GIRLFRIEND’S PLAN
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“Five minutes.”

The whispered words, rough and urgent, brushed against the shell of Maya’s ear as Brent shuffled past her in the corridor. The heat of his breath, a stark contrast to the institutional chill, sent a violent shiver down her spine. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat echoing in the sterile silence.

She forced her expression into a neutral mask, her knuckles white as she clenched the clipboard in her hand. Just another new guard on rounds. The lie was a flimsy shield, but it was all she had. Five minutes. It was both an eternity and no time at all.

—

Only hours earlier, the reality of her new life had been a cold, hard knot in her stomach. After her boyfriend, Brent, got locked up on drug charges, Maya couldn’t stand being away from him. Tears stained her pillow every night as she tried to sleep, desperately missing his touch.

But then, she saw a job opening in the newspaper. Correctional officer. At the prison where Brent was housed. Her mind started spinning. If she got the job, she could see Brent every day. Could this plan actually work?

A few weeks later, Maya was hired. The steel door of the State Correctional Facility had clanged shut behind her with a sound of terrifying finality. The baggy, navy-blue uniform felt like a costume, the heavy keyring on her belt an alien weight. Every echo of a boot on polished concrete, every gruff command from a senior officer, had made her jump.

Her training had been a blur, her mind constantly drifting to the one inmate she desperately needed to see. And then she had. In the mess hall, her eyes had found his across the crowded, noisy room. Brent’s broad shoulders seemed to strain against the cheap orange fabric of his jumpsuit. His gaze, dark and intense, had locked onto hers, and for a heartbeat, the entire prison had faded away. There was shock there, then a slow-burning fire that she felt ignite deep within her own core. That look had promised everything. That look had promised this.

—

Now, standing guard near the showers, the hiss of water and the low murmur of other men were the only sounds. Her pulse throbbed in her neck, in her wrists, between her legs. Five minutes were up.

Taking a steadying breath she didn’t feel, Maya checked her watch and nodded to the guard at the far end of the block, miming a need to use the staff restroom. He gave a lazy wave, and she walked, her steps measured and calm, straight past the restroom door and into the steamy, tiled cavern of the shower room. The air was thick with the smell of cheap soap and damp concrete.

Most stalls were empty now, the evening routine nearly finished. In the last stall, steam billowed out in thick clouds. Her body moved on pure, desperate instinct. She slipped inside, her back against the cool metal of the door as she slid the lock home.

Brent was there, water sluicing over the hard planes of his chest, down the taut muscle of his stomach. His eyes were pure, unadulterated hunger.

There were no words. None were needed. Her fingers, trembling slightly, went to the stiff buttons of her uniform shirt. He watched, his chest rising and falling rapidly, as she peeled the damp fabric from her skin. The trousers followed, pooling at her ankles with her boots. She stood before him in just her plain white bra and panties, the prison’s stark fluorescent light bleeding through the steam.

A low groan rumbled in his chest. “God, Maya.”

He closed the distance between them in one stride, his wet hands circling her waist, his mouth crashing down on hers. It wasn’t a kiss of hello or love; it was a claiming. A desperate, starving reunion. The taste of him, familiar yet somehow new, exploded on her tongue. Her hands fisted in his short-cropped hair, pulling him closer as the hot water soaked her underwear, plastering it to her skin.

He broke the kiss, his breath ragged. His lips trailed down her jaw, her neck, to the swell of her breasts rising above her bra. With a deft twist, he freed the clasp and his mouth found her nipple, hot and wet and aching. He sucked, hard, and a sharp cry tore from her throat before she could swallow it. His tongue flicked and circled the taut peak, the sensation so intense it was almost painful, sending jolts of pure electricity straight to her core.

He dropped to his knees, his hands hooking into the sides of her soaked panties and dragging them down her legs. The cool air of the stall hit her wet skin for a second before his hands were on her, spreading her open. His mouth descended on her, and Maya’s head fell back against the door with a soft thud.

Oh god. His tongue was relentless. A flat, demanding stroke that lapped at her very essence, then a precise, focused circling that zeroed in on her clit. He groaned against her, the vibration rippling through her, making her knees buckle. He held her up, his strong arms wrapped around her thighs, his tongue plunging deep inside her before returning to torture the sensitive bundle of nerves. She bit her own fist to keep from screaming, her entire world narrowing to the heat of his mouth, the slip and slide of his tongue, the coiling, unbearable tension building low in her belly.

“Brent… I can’t… I’m going to…” she choked out, her voice a strangled whisper.

He stood abruptly, his own need evident, pressing rigid and urgent against her hip. He turned her around, pressing her front against the cool, slick tiles of the shower wall. The shock of the cold on her heated skin was exquisite. He positioned himself behind her, one hand splayed on her lower back, arching her, the other guiding his thick length to her entrance.

“Quiet, baby,” he breathed into her ear, his voice guttural.

And then he was inside her. A single, deep, claiming thrust that stole the air from her lungs. Her inner muscles stretched to accommodate him, a familiar, blissful burn. He held there for a moment, buried to the hilt, both of them panting, trembling. Then he began to move.

Each thrust was a lesson in agonizing pleasure. Slow, deliberate withdrawals followed by sharp, deep plunges that made her see stars behind her clenched eyelids. His grip on her hips was firm, almost bruising, holding her in place as he drove into her, again and again, his rhythm becoming more frantic, more desperate. The slap of wet skin on wet skin was muffled by the drumming water, but to Maya, it sounded deafening. Every nerve ending was on fire, every sensation magnified a thousand times by the terrifying, thrilling risk of it all.

She could feel her own climax gathering again, a tidal wave building from where their bodies were joined. “Don’t stop… please…” she begged, the words barely a whisper.

His thrusts became harder, deeper, each one hitting a spot that made her toes curl against the wet floor. The coil inside her snapped. Pleasure, white-hot and absolute, detonated through her veins. Her body clenched around him, milking his length as wave after silent wave of ecstasy crashed over her, her entire body seizing in a perfect, breathless release.

Feeling her convulse around him was his undoing. With a stifled, guttural groan, he buried himself as deep as he could and poured into her, his own body shuddering with the force of his climax. He collapsed against her back, his forehead resting between her shoulder blades, his hot breath fanning across her skin as they both fought to breathe, to quiet their racing hearts.

For a long moment, they stayed like that, joined in the steamy aftermath, the water washing away the evidence. Reality, cold and sharp, began to seep back in. Distant voices echoed down the corridor.

Maya’s eyes flew open. They had to move.

She pushed back against him gently, and he withdrew, the loss of him making her feel suddenly empty and vulnerable. They didn’t speak. They moved with a new, frantic urgency. He grabbed a towel, and she scrambled into her damp uniform, her fingers fumbling with the buttons. Her skin was flushed, her body still humming, but her mind was now screaming in panic.

She peeked out of the stall. The corridor was clear. She slipped out, not daring to look back, her wet hair the only real sign of her transgression. She quickly smoothed it back, adjusted her cap, and strode down the hall, her posture rigid, her heart still pounding, but now for a different reason.

She made it to the control station, nodding at the same guard. He didn’t even look up. Leaning against the cool cinderblock wall, Maya replayed the last fifteen minutes in her head. The risk was insane. It was reckless. It was…

Absolutely worth it.

A slow smile touched her lips as she looked down the hall toward the cell block where he was being locked down for the night. She could see him every day. This would be their secret, and she couldn’t wait for their next forbidden encounter.

6 - BLACKMAILED BY TWO INMATES
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The fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, a sound as monotonous and oppressive as the gray concrete walls of D-block. But for Alonis, the stale, recycled air had started to smell like opportunity. The wads of cash tucked into her boot, the ones she’d gotten for looking the other way as a package moved from the laundry truck to Cell 14, felt like a promise. A promise of a life beyond this shitty minimum wage existence. Thousands a week. The number played on a loop in her mind, a tempting mantra that silenced the tiny, shrill voice of her conscience.

That voice screamed back to life when Garrett, a mountain of a man with cold, intelligent eyes, crooked a finger at her as she passed his cell. His voice was a low rumble, barely audible over the din of the block. “Officer Alonis. A word.”

She stepped closer, her hand resting on her hip, near her pepper spray. A professional, intimidating posture. “What is it, Garrett?”

He smiled, a slow, predatory thing that didn’t reach his eyes. “I know about your new side business. The little parcels from the laundry.” He leaned forward, the scent of cheap soap and hard muscle filling the space between the bars. “The whole block knows.”

Her blood ran cold. Her professional mask slipped, her eyes widening for just a fraction of a second. It was all the confirmation he needed.

“Now, I’m not a greedy man,” he continued, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “But information like this… it has value. I could take it to the warden. Or… we could come to a different arrangement.”

Panic, cold and sharp, lanced through her. “Please,” she breathed, the word leaving her lips before she could stop it. “Don’t. I’ll… I’ll do anything.”

Garrett’s smile widened. “Anything? Now that’s a dangerous word to use in a place like this, sweetheart. Be here. Tonight. After lights out.” He turned his back, the conversation clearly over.

The hours dragged. Every shuffling footstep, every clang of a cell door, felt like a countdown to her ruin. When the lights finally snapped off, plunging the block into a dim, security-lit twilight, her heart was a frantic drum against her ribs. She moved on silent feet, her keys held tight to avoid their tell-tale jingle. Garrett’s cell was at the end of the row. The door was already unlocked, slightly ajar.

She slipped inside. And froze.

It wasn’t just Garrett leaning against the far wall, arms crossed. Stan, another inmate, younger and leaner but with the same hardened look, was perched on the edge of the lower bunk. Their eyes pinned her in place.

“Took you long enough,” Garrett murmured.

Her mouth went dry. This was it. The point of no return. She was about to beg again, to offer money, anything else.

Then they moved in unison. Working in silence, they unbuckled their pants. The soft shush of denim and cotton was deafening in the small space. They pushed them down just enough. And Alonis’s plea died on her lips.

Her breath hitched. They were both huge. Garrett’s was thick and heavy, curving slightly upward with a prominent vein running its length. Stan’s was longer, straighter, the head already glistening. A bizarre, terrifying thought cut through her fear: I’ve never seen one that big. A flicker of something else, something warm and dark, uncoiled in her stomach. Intrigue.

Garrett saw the shift in her eyes. “You know what to do.”

Her career, her freedom, it all flashed before her eyes. But it was blurred, distorted by the sheer, intimidating presence of their cocks and the dark, thrilling curiosity they ignited. She was in too deep to say no.

Her knees met the cold concrete floor. The rough texture was a stark contrast to the smooth, hot skin of Garrett’s shaft as she tentatively wrapped her fingers around its base. She leaned forward, her heart hammering, and opened her mouth.

The first touch of him on her tongue was a revelation. Salty, musky, undeniably male. She swirled her tongue around the broad head, and a low groan echoed above her. The sound went straight to her core, pooling heat between her legs. She took him deeper, her jaw stretching to accommodate his girth, her world narrowing to the feel of him sliding against her tongue, the roof of her mouth.

“Switch,” Garrett grunted.

She pulled off with a wet pop, turning to Stan. He was less patient, his hands immediately tangling in her hair as she took his length. He was different, smoother, and she had to use her hand to work the base as she sucked. The loss of control, of him guiding her head, setting the pace, should have terrified her. Instead, a dizzying wave of submission washed over her. She was just a tool for their pleasure. The thought was degrading. It made her wet.

“Enough,” Garrett said, his voice rough with desire. “Get naked. Now.”

Her fingers, trembling slightly, went to the buttons of her uniform shirt. She shrugged it off, letting it fall to the filthy floor. Her bra followed, then her pants, her boots, her panties. She stood before them, completely exposed under their hungry gaze. The cool air pebbled her nipples.

“On the bunk. On your hands and knees.”

She climbed onto the thin, squeaky mattress, presenting herself to them. She heard the tear of a foil packet. At least there’s that, a distant part of her mind noted.

A moment later, Garrett’s broad hands were on her hips, his thick tip nudging at her entrance. He didn’t ask. He didn’t tease. He just pushed inside with one powerful, devastating thrust.

Alonis cried out, a strangled gasp as he filled her utterly, stretching her to a point just on the edge of pain. He set a brutal, punishing rhythm, each slam of his hips rocking her entire body forward. Just as she adjusted to the overwhelming fullness, she felt Stan’s hands on her head, guiding his cock back between her lips.

She was trapped between them, a prisoner herself now. Garrett’s thrusts from behind forced Stan deeper into her throat. Tears welled in her eyes from the effort, from the sheer animalistic use of her body. Stan’s grip in her hair was firm, holding her in place as he fucked her face with short, sharp strokes. The lewd, wet sounds of their bodies meeting, of her sucking, filled the cell. The degradation was complete. And her climax began to build, hot and shocking and inevitable.

“Gonna switch,” Garrett growled, pulling out.

In a fluid motion, he was in front of her, shoving his slick cock into her waiting mouth. Stan took his place behind her, his angle different, hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars. She moaned around Garrett’s shaft, the vibration pulling a guttural curse from him.

The dual sensations tore her apart. Stan’s relentless pounding on that perfect, sweet spot, and the heavy weight of Garrett on her tongue. The coil in her belly snapped. Her body seized, a silent scream trapped behind the cock in her mouth as an orgasm racked her, waves of pure, blinding pleasure crashing through her, making her shake and clench around Stan.

Her climax triggered theirs. Garrett pulled out of her mouth with a sharp grunt. “Look at me.”

She forced her glazed eyes open. His hot release striped her face, landing on her cheeks, her chin, her parted lips. She tasted him, salty and primal, as another splash hit her eyelid.

Behind her, Stan shuddered, his thrusts becoming erratic before he stilled, burying himself deep as he came, his warmth spreading against the small of her back, dripping down her skin.

For a long moment, the only sound was their ragged breathing. Then, Garrett stepped back. “Get dressed. Get out. Before we get caught.”

The spell was broken. She scrambled off the bunk, grabbing her clothes from the floor. She didn’t look at them as she dressed, her uniform sticking to the drying streaks on her back. She fumbled with the buttons, her fingers clumsy.

She slipped out of the cell without a backward glance, hurrying down the darkened corridor. The reality of what she had just done began to settle over her like a shroud. She had been used, degraded, blackmailed. She should feel shame. Regret. Terror.

But as she reached the guard station, her skin still tingling and sensitive, the taste of them still on her tongue, one traitorous, thrilling thought echoed in the silence of her mind: I’ve never come that hard in my life.

7 - CELLMATE SEDUCTION
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“You’re gonna watch?” Lacey’s voice was a husky murmur against Jessica’s ear, her breath hot. “Or are you gonna play?”

Jessica’s heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat echoing in the small, sterile cell. Officer Nelson stood frozen just inside the locked door, his keys jangling from a trembling hand. His eyes, wide with shock and a hungry, desperate lust, were fixed on them.

Lacey’s fingers, sharp and clever, traced the lace edge of Jessica’s bra. “See something you like, Officer?” she purred, not taking her eyes off him.

He swallowed hard, the sound loud in the tense silence. “This is a… a serious violation of protocol.”

“Mmm,” Lacey hummed, leaning forward, letting him get an unobstructed view down her top. “We won’t tell if you don’t.”

It was working. The plan was actually working.

—

Just a few hours ago, it had seemed like a dangerous fantasy.

“It’s simple,” Lacey had said, perched on her bunk like a queen on a throne of scratchy wool blankets. “Nelson. Young. New. Probably hasn’t gotten laid since he got this job. He’s a walking, talking hormone with a badge.”

Jessica had clutched her own blanket tighter. “Seduce a guard? Lace, that’s… that’s how you get years added on. Or thrown in solitary.”

“It’s also how we get rich,” Lacey countered, her eyes gleaming with a fierce, entrepreneurial fire. “He brings in the goods. We sell the goods. We get commissary. Real money. We get power. No more eating that slop. We can get real makeup. Cigarettes. A cellphone. We stop being inmates and we start being businesswomen.”

The temptation was a physical ache. Jessica remembered the feel of silk, the taste of fresh coffee, the simple freedom of scrolling through a phone. It all felt a lifetime away. Lacey was offering a piece of it back.

“What if he says no? What if he reports us?”

“He won’t,” Lacey said with unnerving certainty. “A man like that? He’s bored. He’s frustrated. He’s lonely. We’re not just offering him a good time. We’re offering him an adventure. A secret. We’re offering to be his very bad, very good girls.”

—

Now, standing half-naked under the dim cell light, Jessica saw the truth in Lacey’s words in the sheen of sweat on Nelson’s brow. His resistance was a thin veneer, cracking under the pressure of their displayed skin.

Lacey took the lead. She sauntered toward him, her hips swaying in a hypnotic rhythm. She didn’t touch him, not yet. Instead, she turned to Jessica. “I think he needs a better show, don’t you, Jess?”

With a confidence that surprised herself, Jessica closed the small gap between them. She let her hands find Lacey’s waist, her skin warm and smooth. Their lips met, not in a chaste peck, but in a deep, performative kiss. It was all for him. For the plan, Jessica told herself, even as a surprising jolt of heat sparked low in her belly at the softness of Lacey’s mouth.

A low groan escaped Officer Nelson. His protocol manual was clearly failing him.

Lacey broke the kiss, her lips glistening. “The door, Officer. Unless you want an audience?”

His movements were jerky, frantic. He fumbled with the keys, his eyes never leaving them, and slammed the heavy door shut. The clang of the lock engaging was the most erotic sound Jessica had ever heard. They were sealed in. The three of them.

“That’s better,” Lacey cooed. She dropped to her knees in front of him, her fingers going to his belt buckle. “Now, let’s see what all the fuss is about.”

The belt clattered to the floor. The zipper hissed down. And there he was, thick and already fully hard, springing free from his uniform trousers. He was big, and the sight sent a fresh wave of nervous anticipation through Jessica.

Lacey didn’t hesitate. She wrapped her lips around him, taking him deep into her mouth with a practiced ease that made Jessica’s own mouth go dry. Nelson’s head thumped back against the cold steel door, a strangled gasp torn from his throat.

Lacey released him with a wet pop. “Your turn, new girl.”

Jessica’s mind went blank for a second, every rule and fear screaming in her head. Then she saw Lacey’s wink, a quick, conspiratorial gesture. For the plan. For the money. She sank to her knees beside her cellmate, the concrete cold and gritty against her skin. She leaned in, the musky, masculine scent of him filling her senses. Tentatively, she flicked her tongue against the tip, tasting salt and skin.

A guttural sound came from above her. “Oh, god…”

Emboldened, she opened her mouth wider, taking him in. She felt Lacey’s hand on the back of her head, not pushing, just guiding. They moved together, a synchronized team. Jessica would suck and lick while Lacey stroked the base, then they would switch, a wet, slick, shared rhythm that had Nelson panting, his hands clenched into fists at his sides.

“That’s it,” he choked out. “Just like that.”

Lacey stood up, pulling Jessica with her. “Now the rest,” she commanded, her voice husky.

Together, they shimmied out of their panties, letting them fall to the floor. Then Lacey reached behind Jessica and unclasped her bra, tossing it onto a bunk. The cool air hit Jessica’s bare skin, pebbling her nipples. She was completely exposed, and the raw hunger in Nelson’s eyes made her feel powerful, not vulnerable.

He surged forward then, all pretense of control gone. His hands were on Jessica, pulling her against him. His mouth crashed down on hers, demanding and rough. She kissed him back, her hands tangling in his short-cropped hair. He walked her backward until her legs hit the lower bunk and she tumbled onto the thin mattress.

He didn’t follow her down. Instead, he looked at Lacey. “You. On top of her.”

Lacey’s smile was triumphant. She crawled onto the bunk, straddling Jessica’s face, lowering her dripping wet heat onto Jessica’s mouth. The intimate, musky scent was overwhelming. This wasn’t part of the plan, Jessica thought wildly, but then Lacey’s fingers were pinching and rolling her nipples, and the dual sensation—the softness of Lacey against her mouth, the sharp pleasure-pain on her breasts—made her moan. She tentatively licked, and Lacey’s answering shudder was all the encouragement she needed.

Above her, Jessica heard the rustle of fabric. Nelson was stripping, finally shedding the last of his authority. She caught a glimpse of a taut, toned stomach and strong thighs before he was on the bunk, kneeling between her legs. He positioned himself, the broad head of his cock pressing against her entrance. He was so much bigger than she was used to.

He didn’t ask. He didn’t need to. Her body was screaming its answer, wet and ready for him. For the plan, she thought one last time, before the thought was utterly obliterated.

He drove into her in one long, smooth, stretching stroke. Jessica cried out, a sound muffled by Lacey’s core. It was a shock of pure sensation, a delicious fullness that wiped her mind clean. He began to move, a steady, deep rhythm that rocked her whole body against the squeaking bunk.

Lacey rocked against Jessica’s mouth in time, her moans joining the symphony of their skin slapping together and Nelson’s ragged breathing. Jessica was the center of their universe, being filled and tasting, pleasure coiling tight and hot deep inside her. She reached up, grasping Lacey’s hips, holding her in place as she fucked her with her tongue.

She looked up, past the curve of Lacey’s breast, and met her cellmate’s eyes. Lacey was watching her, a wicked, knowing smile on her face as she pinched Jessica’s nipples hard. We’re doing it, that smile said. We’re winning.

That was all it took. The coil snapped. Jessica’s orgasm ripped through her, a silent, seismic wave that clenched around Nelson’s thrusting cock and made her back arch off the bunk. Her world narrowed to the pulsing, blinding pleasure.

Her climax triggered his. With a raw, guttural shout, he slammed into her one last time, grinding deep as she felt the hot, wet pulse of his release filling her. A moment later, Lacey stiffened above her, a long, trembling moan escaping her lips as she ground down against Jessica’s face, finding her own finish.

For a long moment, the only sound was their heavy, panting breaths. The air was thick with the smell of sex and sweat.

Nelson pulled out of Jessica, collapsing beside her on the narrow bunk. Lacey gracefully climbed off, standing naked and unashamed as he hastily pulled his uniform back on, avoiding their eyes, his face flushed with post-coital shame and exhilaration.

As he reached for the door handle, Lacey’s voice stopped him. It was no longer a purr, but cool and businesslike. “That was a sample, Officer. You want the full product? There’s a list of items we need. In a package. By tomorrow.”

He nodded, his Adam’s apple bobbing. He couldn’t look at them. “Yeah. Okay. I can do that.”

“Good boy,” Lacey said.

The door clicked shut behind him, the lock turning with a definitive clunk. The second he was gone, Lacey turned to Jessica, her eyes blazing with victory.

Jessica lay on the bunk, her body humming, spent and tingling. She could still feel him inside her, a fading echo of the intense fullness. She looked at the closed door, then at Lacey’s triumphant grin.

A slow, disbelieving smile spread across Jessica’s own face. The adrenaline wasn’t just from the sex; it was from the success. The sheer, audacious success of it all. Her skin was still flushed, her heart still racing.

“Holy shit, Lacey,” she breathed, her voice hoarse. “We did it.”

8 - UNEXPECTED ROMANCE IN THE VISITATION ROOM
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“God, I’ve dreamed of this,” Rory growled against her neck, his voice a raw, desperate thing. “The way you’d taste.”

Liza’s answering moan was muffled by his skin, her teeth grazing the corded muscle of his shoulder as he lifted her, her legs wrapping instinctively around his waist. They stumbled through the doorway of her bedroom, a frantic tangle of hungry mouths and grasping hands.

—

The harsh, antiseptic smell of the prison visitation room had been burned into Liza’s senses weeks ago. She’d sat on the hard plastic chair, her knee bouncing with a nervous, angry energy. Every minute that ticked by on the large wall clock was another nail in the coffin of her marriage. Max was late. Again. Even here, where time was the one thing every inmate had in excess, he couldn’t be on time for her.

The man across the vinyl table introduced himself as Rory. He had calm eyes and a quiet smile that seemed out of place. “Waiting for my wife,” he’d said, the hope in his voice thinning with each passing moment.

Their conversation was a low, mutual confession of disappointment. Liza’s anger at Max—he just couldn’t stop using drugs, not even for her—found a mirror in Rory’s quiet resignation that his own wife wouldn’t show. They talked for an hour, a single, stolen moment of understanding in a room full of fractured relationships.

Then, an officer arrived. “Ma’am, I’m sorry to keep you waiting. Max won’t be able to visit. He’s in segregation. Got caught with a package of dope.”

Liza rolled her eyes. Of course, Max couldn’t stay out of trouble. Not even behind bars.

Rory’s wife still hadn’t arrived, and the officer escorted him back to his cell. As he walked away, he looked back at Liza, his eyes full of empathy.

That connection, that spark of being truly seen, lingered long after she’d hung up on Max for the last time weeks later. It was that spark that made her dig through her purse for the crumpled visitor’s form where she’d scribbled Rory’s name and inmate number.

The letters turned into phone calls. His voice, once a calm comfort in a sterile room, became a deep, steady presence in her lonely house. He confessed his divorce was final. She confessed she was free, too. Their conversations spiraled from shared hurt into shared hope, the line humming with a tension that was no longer about past pains, but about a fierce, gathering want for a future.

And now, he was free. She’d picked him up at the gate, and the air in her car had been so thick with unspoken need she could barely breathe.

—

Now, in her bedroom, there was no more waiting. Rory’s hands, roughened by years of hard labor, fumbled with the button of her jeans. She pushed his leather jacket from his shoulders, it falling to the floor with a heavy thud. Her blouse followed, buttons pinging softly against the wall.

He broke their kiss, his breath hot and ragged. “I need to see you. All of you.”

He knelt before her, his hands smoothing over her hips, down her thighs, as he helped her step out of her jeans and panties. His eyes, dark and full of fire, drank her in. She felt utterly exposed, utterly desired, her skin pebbling under his intense gaze.

He didn’t pull her to the bed. He simply leaned forward, his hands gripping her bare hips, and buried his face between her legs.

Liza cried out, her fingers tangling in his short-cropped hair. His tongue was a flat, hot stroke against her core, laving her with a slow, deliberate pressure that made her knees buckle. He held her steady, his grip firm, as he explored her, tasting and teasing. He found her most sensitive spot and circled it with a devastating precision, his groans of pleasure vibrating through her.

“Rory… god, yes… right there…” she begged, her head falling back. The world narrowed to the feeling of his mouth on her, worshiping her, drawing out a tension so exquisite she thought she might shatter.

He didn’t stop until her thighs were trembling and her cries became frantic pleas. Only then did he guide her back onto the bed, following her down, his own clothes finally shed. His body was a landscape of lean muscle and faded ink, a history she was desperate to learn.

He settled over her, the hard, hot length of him pressing against her thigh. He looked into her eyes, a question in his. She answered by reaching between them, guiding him to her entrance.

He pushed inside her with one long, devastating stroke.

A guttural moan was torn from his throat, hers a sharp, breathy sigh of absolute fulfillment. He filled her completely, stretching her in a way that felt less like taking and more like coming home. He held himself still for a moment, forehead pressed to hers, both of them overwhelmed by the raw, physical reality of it.

Then he began to move.

His thrusts were deep and punishing, each one driving a gasping cry from her lips. The bed rocked against the wall with a rhythmic thud. She met every pound, her hips rising, her nails scoring his back. This was nothing like the fumbling, selfish sex she’d had with Max. This was a claiming. A promise. Each snap of his hips was a word in a new vow.

“Turn over,” he rasped, his voice thick with need.

She complied instantly, getting onto her hands and knees. He knelt behind her, his hands gripping her hips, and plunged into her from behind. The new angle was dizzying, hitting a place inside her that made her see stars. He wrapped one arm around her waist, pulling her back onto him, his other hand sliding around to her front, his fingers finding her clit.

The dual sensation was too much. Pleasure coiled tight, a spring wound to its breaking point. She felt his rhythm begin to falter, his thrusts becoming harder, more erratic.

“Liza… I’m gonna…,” he grunted, his body tensing.

“Me too… don’t stop…,” she cried out.

Her orgasm crashed over her, a blinding, white-hot wave that ripped a scream from her throat. Her inner muscles clenched around him, milking his own release. With a roar, he drove into her one last, final time, his body shuddering as he spilled himself deep inside her.

They collapsed together onto the sweaty sheets, a heap of sated, boneless limbs. His arm was a heavy, comforting weight across her stomach, his breath warm on her shoulder.

After a long while, he shifted, propping himself up on an elbow to look down at her. He traced the line of her jaw with a tenderness that contrasted sharply with their previous frenzy.

“Marry me,” he said, the words quiet but absolute, leaving no room for doubt.

Liza’s breath caught in her throat, her heart hammering against her ribs. “Yes.”

9 - A PRISON PENPAL AFFAIR

MF / Cheating / Prison / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / PIV Sex

“Tell me you want this, Jackie. Tell me this is what you’ve been dreaming about.”

His voice was a low, gravelly rumble against her neck, a sound she had only ever heard through the tinny speaker of a prison phone. Now it vibrated through her entire body, real and overwhelming.

God, yes, she thought, but her voice was trapped in her throat, choked by a decade of guilt and a single, electrifying bolt of desire. Instead, she grabbed the rough fabric of his shirt and crushed her mouth to his again, her answer a silent, desperate prayer.

—

It had started with a letter. A lark, really. Something to distract her from the icy silence that had settled over her home like a permanent frost. Damien, her husband of ten years, had become a ghost in his own house, his presence marked only by the slam of his office door and the cold criticism he served with dinner.

“Another burnt offering, Jackie? Trying to poison me and collect the insurance?”

She’d found the pen pal program online, a hollow attempt to feel like she was doing something good for someone else, to feel a connection, any connection that didn’t leave her feeling small and worthless. Mark’s profile picture showed a man with tired eyes that still held a spark, a sharp jaw clenched not in anger, but in what she later learned was resolve.

Their first letters were cautious. Hers were filled with sanitized complaints about a “difficult roommate.” His were grateful, witty, and astonishingly self-aware. He never made excuses for where he was, only spoke of the books he was reading and the man he was trying to become.

The phone calls came later, once he’d earned the privilege. Their first conversation lasted fifteen minutes. He asked about her. Not the curated version she presented to the world, but her. What music made her cry? What did she dream about when she was a little girl? He listened, truly listened, in a way Damien had stopped doing years ago.

Months melted away, measured not in days but in the growing pile of letters hidden in a shoebox at the back of her closet and the illicit, heart-pounding minutes on the phone she took in the grocery store parking lot. She fell in love with his mind, his patience, his rough-hewn honesty. And today, the day of his release, she had told Damien she was visiting a sick aunt, her heart hammering against her ribs as the lie slid so easily from her tongue.

—

Now, in this dim, anonymous room that smelled of bleach and dust, the fantasy was flesh and blood. Mark’s hands, calloused and strong, framed her face, his thumbs stroking her cheeks as he deepened the kiss. It wasn’t gentle or questioning. It was possessive, a claiming of something that had been promised through a thousand written words.

He broke the kiss, his dark eyes searching hers. “Jackie,” he breathed, her name a sacred word on his lips. His fingers went to the buttons of her blouse, fumbling slightly. The simple, human clumsiness of it shattered her last remnant of hesitation.

“Let me,” she whispered, her own fingers joining his, until the pale blue silk fell open. He pushed it from her shoulders, his gaze dropping to her lace-clad breasts. A low groan escaped him.

“So much more beautiful than I ever imagined.”

He buried his face in the valley between her breasts, his hot breath searing through the lace. He hooked his fingers in the straps of her bra and peeled it down, his mouth finding one taut, desperate nipple. His tongue swirled around the peak, a slow, torturous circle before he drew it deep into the warmth of his mouth, suckling hard.

A sharp cry tore from her. Her knees buckled, but he held her upright, his arm a solid band around her waist. The sensation was unbearable, a direct line of pure, aching pleasure that shot straight to her core, making her clench around nothing. He worshipped her breasts, lavishing each one with equal attention until she was writhing, her nails digging into his shoulders.

He dropped to his knees before her, his hands sliding down her sides to the waistband of her pencil skirt. He unzipped it with a sharp tug, letting it pool at her feet. He hooked his thumbs in the waistband of her panties and stockings, dragging them down in one smooth, devastating motion until she stood bare before him, exposed in the murky light.

He didn’t just look. He devoured her with his eyes, his hands running up the outside of her trembling thighs. “Perfect,” he growled. “Fucking perfect.”

He pulled her towards him, his mouth finding the sensitive skin of her inner thigh. He nipped, he soothed with his tongue, moving inexorably closer to the heat that was now a throbbing, desperate ache. And then his tongue was on her, a flat, broad stroke that parted her folds and tasted her deeply.

Jackie’s head fell back, a long, guttural moan echoing in the small room. He held her hips firm, anchoring her as his tongue began a relentless, expert assault. He licked and probed, finding her most sensitive spot and circling it with a precision that felt clairvoyant. He knew her body better than she did, it seemed, as if he’d memorized a map from her breathy descriptions over the phone.

“Right there, Mark… oh God, don’t stop…”

Her words were a broken mantra. The guilt was there, a faint, shrill alarm at the edge of her consciousness—Damien’s face, their sterile home, the vows she was grinding into the motel carpet. But it was drowned out by the roaring tide of sensation. This wasn’t just sex; it was liberation. Each flick of his tongue was a word from his letters, each suckle a promise he’d made. She was coming apart under the ministry of his mouth, her orgasm building like a storm.

Just as she was about to shatter, he pulled away, leaving her gasping and empty. He rose, his own breathing ragged. He unbuttoned his jeans, the sound of the zipper deafening. He pushed them down, and his cock sprang free, thick and hard and veined, standing proudly from a thatch of dark hair.

She didn’t wait for an invitation. The sight of him, finally, after all the whispered descriptions, fanned the flames inside her into an inferno. She sank to her own knees, taking him in her hand. He was silk over steel, hot and heavy. She leaned forward and took the head into her mouth, swirling her tongue over the sensitive tip, tasting the salty pre-cum there.

He cursed, a raw, shattered sound. His hands tangled in her hair, not forcing, but guiding, as she took him deeper. She worked him with her mouth, her hand stroking what she couldn’t take, losing herself in the power she had to make this strong man groan and tremble.

“I need to be inside you, Jackie,” he rasped, pulling her to her feet. “Now.”

He guided her to the edge of the bed. She climbed onto the faded comforter and straddled him, lowering herself onto his aching hardness in one slow, exquisite slide. They both cried out as he filled her completely, a perfect, stretching fit. For a moment, she just stayed there, impaled, feeling the full, unbelievable reality of him.

Then she began to move.

Her hips found a rhythm, a slow, rolling grind that made him groan her name. She rode him, her hands braced on his chest, her head thrown back. The pleasure was all-consuming, a tight, coiling tension building deep within her with every rise and fall. She could feel his eyes on her, watching the sway of her breasts, the ecstasy on her face, and it only fueled her.

“Harder,” he gritted out, his hands grabbing her hips, his fingers pressing into her flesh. He thrust up to meet her, changing the angle, hitting a spot that made her see stars.

“Oh, fuck,” she screamed, the vulgarity feeling divine on her tongue.

He rolled her over onto her back in one powerful motion, never breaking their connection. He drove into her, again and again, each thrust a punctuation mark to their story. The slap of skin on skin, their ragged breaths, her high-pitched whimpers—it was the only music that mattered. He hooked her leg over his arm, plunging even deeper, and she shattered. Her orgasm ripped through her, a violent, screaming wave of pleasure that clenched around him like a fist.

Feeling her convulse around him was his undoing. With a final, deep thrust, he buried himself inside her, his own release a hot, pulsing flood as he cried out her name into the sweaty crook of her neck.

They collapsed together, a tangled, breathless mess of limbs. The room was silent except for the sounds of their slowing breath and the distant hum of traffic. The world, with all its complications, began to seep back in through the cracks in the blinds.

Jackie lay in the crook of his arm, her head on his chest, listening to the strong, steady beat of his heart. The guilt was gone, burned away in the fire they’d just stoked. There was only a vast, certain clarity.

She traced a circle on his skin. “I’m leaving him, Mark.”

He went still beneath her. “What?”

She lifted her head to look at him, her eyes clear and unwavering. “I’m leaving Damien. This… you… this is real. I want a life. With you.”

A slow, brilliant smile spread across his face, the first true, unguarded one she’d ever seen. He cupped her cheek, his thumb stroking her skin. “Are you sure?”

“I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life,” she whispered, the words a vow. “We can start over. We can build something new.”

He pulled her closer, his embrace fierce and full of promise. “Then we will,” he said, his voice thick with emotion. “Starting right now.”

But as he held her, his eyes drifted over her shoulder, fixed on the dark, blank screen of the motel television. A faint, unreadable shadow flickered across his face, there and gone in an instant, a silent counterpoint to her hopeful certainty.

10 - A BARGAIN WITH THE WARDEN

MF / BDSM / Prison / Cheating / Blackmail / Blowjob / Vibrator / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Anal

The phone receiver felt cold and heavy in Carrie’s hand, a stark contrast to the feverish heat of her own skin. Albert’s voice, usually so confident, was a thin, reedy thing scratched out over the prison line.

“They’re gonna hurt me, Carrie. Seriously. I owe them… it’s bad. You gotta do something.”

His fear was a palpable thing, snaking through the wire and coiling tight around her heart. Each desperate word was a hammer blow to her resolve. She promised him, her voice trembling, that she would fix it. She had to.

The county jail was a monolithic slab of concrete and despair. Every echoing click of her heels on the polished floor sounded like a countdown. She was shown into an office that was too large, too opulent for the building that contained it. Warden Jeff Andrews sat behind a vast oak desk, a man carved from the same stern material as the institution he ran. He didn’t stand when she entered, just watched her with a cool, assessing gaze as she poured out her concerns about Albert.

A low, dismissive laugh rumbled in his chest. “Albert Smith? That little weasel? It’s his own fault he’s in there. Plays with fire, gets burned.” He leaned back, his eyes roaming over her body, from her anxious eyes down to the way her hands clenched in her lap. “A woman like you… you shouldn’t be wasting your tears on a jailbird. You need a real man.”

Carrie’s face flushed with a mix of indignation and a strange, unwanted thrill at his blatant appraisal. “I just need him to be safe.”

Andrews steepled his fingers. “Safety is a commodity here. It can be purchased.” He let the silence hang, thick and heavy. “I can make his problems disappear. His debt. The threats. All of it.”

Hope, sharp and painful, lanced through her. “How?”

A slow, predatory smile spread across his face. “You submit to me. Right here, right now. You do exactly as I say, and I give you my word your boyfriend will have a peaceful stay. He’ll never know.”

The air left her lungs. Betrayal. The word screamed in her mind. This is a betrayal. But Albert’s terrified voice echoed, drowning it out. He’ll never know. And he’ll be safe. The logic was perverse, undeniable. Her choice was already made the moment she walked in. She gave a single, jerky nod.

“I agree,” she whispered, the words tasting like ash.

“Good girl.” The praise felt like a brand. “Now. Take off your clothes. Let me see what I’m buying.”

Her fingers were clumsy, shaking as she unbuttoned her blouse. The air in the room felt cool against her newly exposed skin. She let the garment fall to the floor, followed by her skirt, her bra, her panties. Soon, she stood completely bare before him, her arms crossed over her chest in a feeble attempt at modesty.

He rose from his chair, a mountain of authority and intent. He unzipped his trousers, freeing his erection. He was big, thick and veined, already fully hard. Her mouth went dry. He grasped her firmly by the shoulders and guided her down until her knees pressed into the rough industrial carpet.

“Open,” he commanded, his voice a low growl.

She parted her lips, and he guided himself inside. The first touch of him on her tongue was a shock, smooth and salty. He let her set a timid rhythm for a moment before his hands came up to frame her head, his fingers tangling in her hair. He took control, his hips pumping slowly, then deeper, faster. She relaxed her throat, letting him slide deeper, the head of his cock hitting the back of her throat making her eyes water. A guttural sound escaped her, half-gag, half-moan. The loss of control was terrifying and, to her shock, intensely arousing.

He pulled back, her lips making a soft pop as he slid out. He quickly cleared a space on his desk, sweeping a ledger and a pen set onto the floor with a clatter. “Up. On the desk. On your back.”

She obeyed, the cold wood a shock against her heated skin. She lay back, her legs dangling over the edge, completely exposed to him. He unbuttoned his shirt, his eyes dark with hunger as he looked down at her. He produced a small, sleek black vibrator from a drawer, clicking it on. A low hum filled the air.

He didn’t touch her with it immediately. He just held it close, letting the vibration tease the air millimeters from her clit. A desperate whimper escaped her. “Please…”

“Please, what?” he murmured, tracing lazy circles in the air. “Tell me what you want, you pretty little slut.”

The dirty word sent a jolt straight through her core. “Please… touch me.”

He finally pressed the humming device against her, and her back arched clear off the desk. A cry was torn from her throat as the intense vibrations erupted through her entire body, a direct line to every nerve ending. He circled her clit with expert precision, watching her come undone. Just as she was teetering on the edge, he pulled it away, leaving her gasping and empty.

He replaced the vibrator with his mouth.

His tongue was flat and hot and ruthless. He licked a broad stripe through her slick folds before zeroing in on her clit, sucking it gently, then flicking it with the very tip of his tongue. Carrie’s hands flew to his head, not to push him away, but to hold on as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. She was moaning openly now, past caring about anything but the incredible things his mouth was doing.

He rose up, positioning himself at her entrance. He pushed inside her with one smooth, devastating thrust that stole the breath from her lungs. She was so wet, so ready, that he slid in to the hilt in one go. A choked cry, part surprise, part overwhelming ecstasy, escaped her.

He fucked her with a powerful, relentless rhythm, each stroke hitting a spot deep inside her that made her see stars. He grabbed her ankles, hooking them over his shoulders, tilting her hips and plunging even deeper. The change in angle was exquisite. She could feel every inch of him, stretching her, filling her completely. Her moans became shrill, pleading sounds. Her orgasm built, a tight coil of pleasure deep in her belly, and then snapped. It ripped through her, a convulsive, mind-blanking wave of sensation that made her scream his name as her body clenched around his cock.

Before she could even come down, he was pulling out, helping her shaky legs off his shoulders. “Turn over. Bend over the desk.”

Her body, pliant and buzzing, obeyed. She bent forward, her cheek pressed against the cool wood, her hips raised. She felt his thumb, slick with her own arousal, circle her other entrance. He pressed against the tight ring of muscle, and she gasped, her whole body tensing.

“Relax,” he commanded, and she heard the squirt of a lubricant bottle.

The cold gel was a shock, followed by the slow, insistent pressure of his thumb working it into her. Then it was replaced by the broad head of his cock. He pressed forward, a slow, inexorable invasion. There was a sharp, stinging pinch of pain that melted almost instantly into a feeling of being so full, so completely possessed. He began to move, short, careful strokes at first, then longer, deeper ones.

The friction was incredible, a different, darker pleasure than before. It felt forbidden. Each thrust sent jolts of pure, unadulterated sensation through her. She was moaning into the desktop, pushing back against him, meeting his rhythm. Another orgasm, unexpected and seismic, began to build from the depths of her core, fed by the filthy, thrilling reality of what was happening. It crashed over her with stunning force, her internal muscles clamping down on him in violent, pulsing waves.

Her climax triggered his. With a guttural groan, he drove into her as deep as he could, his body shuddering as he emptied himself inside her with hot, pulsing jets.

For a long moment, the only sound was their ragged breathing. He pulled out, and she felt the messy, warm trickle of their combined release. He smoothed a hand over her back, almost tenderly.

“You have my word,” he said, his voice rough but steady. “Albert will be perfectly safe.”

Carrie stayed bent over the desk for a second longer, the weight of what she’d done—and the shocking, undeniable intensity of her own pleasure—settling over her. “Thank you,” she breathed, the words feeling utterly inadequate.

She dressed slowly, her body humming, every movement a reminder. She didn’t look at him as she left, closing the heavy office door behind her. The guilt was there, a sharp, acidic knot in her stomach. But beneath it, a treacherous, thrilling heat still simmered. She had done it for Albert. It was for Albert. But as she walked down the sterile corridor, her legs still weak, she had to admit to herself that a part of her, a deep, hidden part, had enjoyed every single, sinful second of it.

11 - GAY FOR THE STAY

FF / Lesbian / Prison / Best Friends / Romantic / Kissing / Oral / Scissoring

The cold, metallic clang of the prison gate echoed through Carmen's ears as she was led into the reception center. Her heart pounded in her chest, a relentless drumbeat of fear and uncertainty. The air was thick with the scent of sweat and despair, mingling with the sterile smell of bleach. She clutched her meager belongings close to her chest, trying to hold onto some semblance of dignity.

"Welcome to your new home, ladies," the guard announced, his voice dripping with disdain. "Find your bunks and wait for further instructions."

Carmen scanned the room, her dark eyes darting across the sea of faces. Some were hardened, their expressions unreadable, while others wore the same haunted look she knew she must have. She found her bunk and settled down, her legs trembling beneath her.

A soft voice broke through her thoughts. "You okay?"

She looked up to see a woman with dark skin and long black hair watching her. There was a kindness in her eyes that Carmen hadn't expected to find here.

"Yeah," Carmen replied, her voice barely above a whisper. "Just... new to this."

The woman smiled gently. "Me too. I'm Kaylee."

"Carmen," she responded, feeling a strange sense of relief at the small connection.

Days turned into weeks, and the two women spent every moment they could together. They talked about everything and nothing, finding solace in each other's company. Carmen found herself opening up more than she ever had before, sharing her fears and dreams with Kaylee. In return, Kaylee shared her strength and resilience, helping Carmen navigate the treacherous waters of prison life.

One evening, as they sat on their bunks with nothing else to do, the conversation took an unexpected turn.

"Do you ever think about... you know, turning gay in here?" Kaylee asked, her voice tinged with curiosity.

Carmen chuckled nervously. “Yeah, my sister keeps joking that I’m gonna get turned out by Big Bertha.”

Both women shared a laugh, temporarily forgetting their difficult situation.

“It does get lonely in here,” Carmen added, suddenly sounding serious. “I can see why some women go gay for the stay.”

“Yeah, totally,” Kaylee agreed. “I mean, I’ve thought about it.”

Carmen’s eyes sparkled with mischief. “You have?”

“Yeah, I mean, there are a lot of beautiful women here,” Kaylee admitted. “I guess it’s a chance to experiment.”

“I’d do it,” Carmen replied, sounding nervous. “It would have to be with the right person, though. Someone I could trust. Someone really special.”

Kaylee nodded, a look of understanding in her eyes. “Yeah, it would have to be someone special.”

That night, Carmen lay awake, her mind racing with thoughts of Kaylee. The crowded dormitory was completely quiet as the prisoners slept. Carmen’s body ached with a longing she couldn't quite understand. She heard a rustle beside her and looked over to see Kaylee sitting up, her eyes wide open.

"Can't sleep?" Kaylee whispered, her voice barely audible.

Carmen nodded, unable to find the words to express her anxiety.

"What's the problem?" Kaylee asked, her tone gentle.

Carmen hesitated, then spoke the truth that had been gnawing at her. "I... I think I'm attracted to you, Kaylee. And I'm confused."

Kaylee's eyes softened with understanding. "Carmen, I feel the same way. Maybe this place forces us to confront things we never wanted to face."

Their breaths mingled as they inched closer, their lips meeting in a tentative kiss. It was slow, sweet, and filled with all the pent-up emotions they had been holding back. Carmen's hand reached out to touch Kaylee's face, their fingers intertwining as the kiss deepened.

The sound of a guard's footsteps jolted them back to reality. Kaylee quickly slipped back into her own bed, her heart pounding in her chest. Carmen held her breath as the flashlight's beam swept across the room.

When the guard moved on, Kaylee emerged from her hiding spot, her eyes glinting with determination. She pulled Carmen's pajama pants and panties down, exposing her to the cool night air. Kaylee ducked beneath the blanket, her warm breath caressing Carmen's inner thighs.

Carmen's body tensed with anticipation as Kaylee's tongue traced delicate patterns along her clit. Each stroke sent shivers coursing through her veins, igniting a fire she had never known. Kaylee's fingers joined the exploration, sliding effortlessly inside Carmen, filling her with a warmth that spread through her core.

"Kaylee," Carmen gasped, her voice breaking as waves of pleasure crashed over her.

Kaylee continued with relentless precision, her movements becoming more urgent. Carmen's hips bucked involuntarily, chasing the sensations that threatened to consume her. She could feel the tension building within her, a storm waiting to break.

With one final push, Carmen shattered, her body convulsing as she rode out the orgasm. Kaylee held her steady, her touch reassuring as Carmen's world slowly came back into focus.

But Kaylee wasn’t done. She removed her own pants, climbing on top of Carmen. Kaylee’s sex pressed against Carmen’s throbbing clit, their juices mingling. Kaylee grinded against Carmen, bringing on waves of pleasure.

Carmen couldn’t believe she’d gone gay this soon after arriving in prison. But her attraction to Kaylee couldn’t be denied.

“Damn, you feel so good,” Carmen breathed, her hands reaching out to caress Kaylee’s skin.

Carmen grabbed Kaylee’s hair as they fucked, pulling her into a passionate kiss. Kaylee moaned into Carmen’s mouth, the satisfaction building. Kaylee thrusted harder, looking Carmen straight in the eyes. Their clits rubbed together with every movement, eliciting satisfied moans from both women.

Carmen felt another climax growing as Kaylee continued to pleasure her. Kaylee’s hips grinded against Carmen, desperately seeking more. Carmen held Kaylee tight, as ecstasy overtook both of their bodies at the same time. Simultaneously, they squirmed and moaned, the sheets soaked with evidence of their passion.

Breathless and sated, Kaylee looked down at Carmen, who gazed up at her with a knowing smile. "How do you feel?" Kaylee asked, her voice full of genuine concern.

Carmen considered the question, her mind still reeling from the experience. "Like... like I've found something real in this place," she admitted, her voice shaky.

Kaylee nodded, her eyes shining with unshed tears. "Me too, Carmen. Me too."

As they lay there, wrapped in each other's arms, Carmen knew that whatever happened next, they would face it together.

12 - SUBMISSION BEHIND BARS

MF / BDSM / Prison / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The metallic clang of the cell door sliding shut was the only lullaby Avery had known for three months. It echoed in her dreams, a constant reminder of the concrete and steel cage that was her new world. She was a ghost here, pale and quiet, moving through the grim routines without making a sound, a stark contrast to the hardened women who seemed carved from the institution itself. Fear was a cold stone in her gut, always.

So when the order came that Warden Roberts wanted to see her, that stone turned to lead. Her mind raced through every minor infraction she might have unknowingly committed. Was it the way she’d looked at a corrections officer? Had she taken too long in the shower? The walk to his office was a death march, her ill-fitting uniform scratchy against her skin, her heart hammering against her ribs.

His office was another world. Polished oak, soft leather, the faint scent of cigar smoke and authority. It was so separate from the rancid smell of bleach and despair that permeated the cell blocks it felt like stepping outside.

“Avery,” Warden Roberts said, his voice a low, smooth baritone that seemed to absorb the room’s anxiety. He didn’t look up from the file on his desk—her file. “Sit.”

She perched on the very edge of the chair, back ramrod straight, hands clasped in her lap to hide their trembling.

He finally closed the file and leaned back, steepling his fingers. His gaze was assessing, not unkind, but it stripped her bare. “I’ve been watching you. You don’t belong here.”

Avery’s breath hitched. It was the first time anyone had said it out loud. A tear, traitorous and hot, escaped down her cheek. She swiped it away furiously.

“This place… it eats pretty little things like you alive,” he continued, his eyes tracing the path of her tear. “But it doesn’t have to. I can make things… easier. A cell reassignment. Kitchen duty instead of laundry. Maybe even…” he let the word hang in the air, heavy with promise, “…earlier parole considerations.”

Hope, sharp and painful, lanced through her. She looked at him, truly looked. He was a powerful man, his age lending his features a rugged distinction rather than weakening them. His eyes held a keen intelligence, and something else… a hunger she recognized but had never been on the receiving end of.

“What do I have to do?” she whispered, the question hanging between them, fragile and knowing.

A slow smile touched his lips. “You play my game.”

He didn’t elaborate. He didn’t need to. The air thickened, charged with a new, terrifying energy. The choice was an illusion, and they both knew it. This was her only currency. This was her way out.

She nodded once, a sharp, jerky motion. Yes.

“Good girl,” he purred. “Now. Take off your uniform.”

Her fingers, numb and clumsy, went to the buttons of her shirt. The coarse fabric fell away from her shoulders, and she let it drop to the floor. Then the pants, until she stood naked before him, the cool office air raising goosebumps on her skin. She crossed her arms over her chest, a futile gesture of modesty.

“None of that,” he said, his voice dropping to a husky murmur.

He stood and circled her, a predator admiring his prize. His fingertips, surprisingly gentle, grazed the sensitive skin of her shoulder, trailing down her spine. She shuddered, a confusing mixture of fear and a long-dormant thrill coursing through her. His touch was… ownership.

He cupped her buttock, a firm, possessive squeeze that made her gasp. “So soft,” he muttered, more to himself than to her.

He returned to his chair, his eyes dark with lust. He unbuckled his belt, the sound unnaturally loud in the silent room. He freed his erection, and Avery’s eyes widened. He was thick and heavy, already fully hard. He was so big.

“On your knees,” he commanded, his voice leaving no room for hesitation.

She sank to the floor, the polished wood cool against her knees. The intoxicating scent of him, of clean musk and power, filled her senses. She tentatively leaned forward, her lips parting.

He didn’t wait. He guided himself to her mouth, the broad head nudging past her lips. She opened wider, taking him in, the saltiness of his skin her first taste.

He groaned, a deep, guttural sound of pleasure that vibrated through her. “That’s it. Use that pretty mouth.”

She found a rhythm, bobbing her head, her tongue swirling around his shaft. One of his hands tangled in her hair, not pulling, just holding, guiding. The other rested on his desk, knuckles white. The power dynamic had irrevocably shifted; she was giving him this intense pleasure, and the knowledge was its own strange, heady drug. She felt him thicken, and he gently pulled her off.

“Up. On the desk.”

She rose, her legs feeling weak, and hoisted herself onto the polished surface, the wood cold against her heated skin. He pushed her back until she was reclining, then spread her legs wide, putting her on blatant, vulnerable display. He knelt before her.

And then his mouth was on her.

Avery cried out, her head falling back as his tongue found her core. He wasn’t tentative. He was ravenous. His tongue lashed her clit, flat and firm, before delving inside her, fucking her with his tongue. Oh god. Her hips arched off the desk of their own volition, seeking more pressure, more friction. One of his hands held her hip down, pinning her, while the other snaked up to palm her breast, pinching her nipple roughly. The dual sensations—the exquisite torture of his mouth and the sharp pleasure-pain at her breast—shattered her last remnants of coherence.

Moans, loud and shameless, tore from her throat. She was a live wire, every nerve ending screaming. The coiling tension in her belly built, higher and higher, until it snapped. Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent scream shaking her body, her inner muscles clenching around nothing.

Before the last tremor had even subsided, he was moving her. “Turn over. Bend over the desk.”

Dazed and pliant, she obeyed, folding her body over the cool wood, presenting herself to him. He positioned himself behind her, one hand on her hip, the other guiding his cock. He pushed forward, and she gasped at the intrusion, the delicious stretch as he filled her completely. So full.

He began to move, slow, deep strokes that quickly built into a fierce, pounding rhythm. Each thrust rocked her entire body forward, her hands scrambling for purchase on the slick desktop. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, a primal, rhythmic beat to their coupling.

He leaned over her, his chest hot against her back, his breath hot in her ear. “You take me so well,” he grunted. His hand came down on her ass with a sharp crack that sent a jolt of blinding pleasure-pain radiating through her. He did it again, and again, spanking her in time with his thrusts.

Avery was lost in a haze of sensation. The initial fear was gone, burned away by a raw, animalistic need. Each deep, driving thrust sent sparks flying behind her eyes. She felt another orgasm building, deeper this time, coiling from the very depths of her being. He fucked her harder, his pace becoming frantic, desperate. She could feel him swelling inside her.

“I’m gonna cum,” he growled, his voice strained.

That was all it took. His words, the raw possession in them, tipped her over the edge. Her second climax exploded through her, a silent, convulsing wave of pleasure that milked his cock relentlessly. With a roar, he shoved into her one last time, as deep as he could go, and she felt the hot, pulsing release of his own orgasm flooding into her.

They stayed like that for a long moment, both breathing heavily, connected. He slowly pulled out, and she felt the warm trickle of his spend between her thighs. She stayed bent over the desk, spent and trembling.

Wordlessly, she slid off and gathered her uniform, pulling the coarse fabric back over her slick, satisfied skin. The world slowly came back into focus.

Warden Roberts was back behind his desk, composed, as if nothing had happened. He looked at her, his eyes still dark but now unreadable.

“You can go,” he said, his voice once again the cool, calm tone of authority. A faint, possessive smile touched his lips. “I’ll see you again soon.”

Avery nodded, a shiver—one that had nothing to do with fear—running down her spine. As she walked out, the metallic clang of the door behind her sounded less like a prison sentence and more like a promise.

13 - THE PRISON GUARD’S FORBIDDEN ROMANCE

MF / Enemies to Lovers / Prison / Police / Romantic / Kissing / Blowjob / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The key felt cold and heavy in Allie’s hand, a solid weight of authority that felt like a complete lie. Her heart was a frantic drum against her ribs, each beat echoing in the silent, cavernous hallway. This is a terrible idea. The worst idea. The captain’s voice rang in her memory, a smug, knowing echo. They’re manipulative. You won’t last a month. They’ll have you smuggling in cigarettes, drugs…

But this wasn’t about contraband. This was about the man behind the door. Rex.

For weeks, he’d been the only flicker of kindness in the gray monotony of the cellblock. He’d shielded her from the jeers and crude offers of other inmates, his voice a low, calm command that actually made them listen. Their talks through the bars during her rounds had started as professional, a guard checking on a seemingly model prisoner. They’d slipped into something else entirely—personal. He’d told her about his past, the bad choices, the dealing. I see a future when I look at you, Allie. A better one. I want to change. She’d wanted to believe him so badly.

And now, after lockdown, his request. Come to my cell. Please.

Her palm was slick with sweat. The metallic clunk of the lock disengaging was deafening. She pushed the door open just enough to slip inside, the scent of cheap soap and masculine heat washing over her.

He was standing by his bunk, his frame seeming to fill the small space. The dim light from the hallway cut across the sharp planes of his face.

“You came,” he said, his voice a low rumble.

“I shouldn’t have.” Her own voice was a breathy whisper.

“I know.” He took a step closer, and she didn’t retreat. The air between them crackled. “I’ve tried not to feel this, Allie. Tried to be what you need me to be—just an inmate. But I can’t. The way you look at me… it’s not like the others.”

Her professional resolve, so thin and fragile, shattered. “How do I look at you?” she breathed.

“Like you see me. Not the convict. The man.” He closed the final distance, his hand coming up to cradle her jaw. His thumb stroked her cheek, a touch so gentle it made her want to cry. “I have feelings for you. But I don’t want to get you in trouble.”

The confession broke the last of her restraint. “I feel it too,” she whispered, the words a guilty, thrilling admission. “God help me, I do.”

His lips met hers.

It wasn’t a gentle exploration; it was a claiming. A hungry, desperate collision of pent-up need. His mouth was warm and insistent, and she met his hunger with her own, her hands coming up to grip the rough fabric of his jumpsuit. The world narrowed to the heat of his mouth, the scratch of his stubble, the low groan that vibrated from his chest into hers.

When he broke the kiss, they were both breathless. His dark eyes held hers as his hands went to the buttons of his uniform. He freed himself, and her breath hitched. He’s so big. Thick and already fully hard, standing proud against his stomach.

The sight sent a jolt of pure, liquid heat straight to her core. Without a word, without a thought for the consequences, she sank to her knees on the cold concrete floor.

Her fingers trembled as she wrapped them around his base, feeling the powerful, velvety heat of him. She looked up, meeting his intense gaze, before leaning forward and taking him into her mouth.

He hissed, a sharp intake of breath, and his hand came to rest on the back of her head, not forcing, just holding. Oh god. She explored him with her tongue, tracing the prominent vein, savoring the taste of him—clean skin and raw masculinity. She took him deeper, her lips stretching around his girth, her other hand cupping his heavy sac, rolling his balls gently.

“Allie…” her name was a strangled prayer on his lips. “Fuck, that’s good. It’s been so long since I’ve had a woman.”

His hips gave a faint, involuntary thrust and she moaned around him, the vibration making him curse again. She lost herself in the rhythm, in the sounds of his pleasure, in the intoxicating power of having this formidable man unraveling for her.

With a growl, he pulled her to her feet. His hands were at her uniform, efficient and desperate. The buttons of her shirt gave way, and he pushed the stiff fabric from her shoulders. Her standard-issue bra was next, and then his hot mouth was on her breast, his tongue lashing her nipple into a tight, aching peak.

She cried out, her head falling back as sensation ripped through her. He suckled hard, alternating between breasts until she was writhing against him, her own hands tearing at his jumpsuit, pushing it down his shoulders to feel the hot skin and hard muscle of his back.

He guided her backward onto the narrow bunk, his body covering hers. He kissed his way down her stomach, his teeth scraping gently over her hip bones, and then he was yanking her trousers and panties down her legs in one swift motion.

The cold air hit her damp heat for only a second before his mouth was on her.

She gasped, her back arching off the thin mattress. His tongue was relentless, a wicked, clever thing that speared into her core before circling her throbbing clit with firm, delicious pressure. He held her hips down, pinning her as he devoured her. She could feel the tension coiling tighter and tighter, a spring about to snap. Her fingers twisted in the rough blanket, moans pouring from her lips, each one louder than the last.

“Rex… I’m… I’m gonna…”

He didn’t let up. He drove her over the edge with a final, sucking kiss, and her world exploded into a blinding white flash of pleasure. Waves of ecstasy wracked her body, her thighs clamping around his head as she bucked against his mouth with a broken cry.

Before the last tremor had even subsided, he was moving up her body, lining himself up. He paused, his eyes searching hers, his cockhead pressed against her slick entrance.

“Tell me you want this,” he demanded, his voice rough with need.

“Yes,” she begged, wrapping her legs around his waist. “Please.”

He thrust forward, burying himself to the hilt in one smooth, powerful motion.

She gasped at the glorious, stretching fullness. He was so big, he filled her completely. He held still for a moment, letting her adjust, his forehead pressed to hers, their breaths mingling.

Then he began to move.

He set a punishing, deep rhythm from the start, each thrust hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars. The metal bunk frame rattled against the concrete wall with their motion, a rhythmic clang that was too loud, too telling, but neither of them cared. His grunts were a growl in her ear, animalistic and real. She met every one of his thrusts, her nails digging into the sweat-slicked muscles of his back.

“Turn over,” he rasped. “On your hands and knees.”

She obeyed instantly, the submissive position sending a new thrill through her. He positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips. He plunged into her again, and the new angle was even deeper, more intense. He pistoned into her, each snap of his hips a masterstroke of pleasure. The slap of skin on skin, their ragged breaths, her own wanton moans—it was a symphony of debauchery.

She could feel another orgasm building, deeper and more powerful than the first. “Don’t stop… oh god, right there…”

His pace became erratic, frantic. He reached around, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles. It was all she needed. The climax ripped through her with a violence that stole her breath, her inner muscles clenching around him in rhythmic pulses. Her juices gushed around his thrusting length.

With a guttural roar, he followed her over, his body slamming into hers one final time as he emptied himself deep inside her, his hot release pulsing into her in wave after wave.

For a long moment, the only sound was their ragged breathing. He collapsed over her back, his weight a comforting heaviness.

Slowly, he softened and slipped out of her. The reality of the cold cell, the scratched walls, the scent of sex, came crashing down. She moved first, pulling away, scrambling off the bunk on shaky legs to gather her clothes. She dressed in hurried, silent motions, unable to look at him.

The captain was right. She wasn’t cut out for this. She was a cliché.

As she fastened her final button, his hand caught her wrist. She finally met his eyes.

“This is our secret,” he murmured, his thumb stroking her pulse point. “No one will ever know.”

She merely nodded, her throat too tight for words. She slipped out of the cell, the lock clicking shut behind her with a sound of finality. She leaned against the cold bars, trying to steady her breathing. Shame warred with a dark, thrilling anticipation.

Rex’s voice, soft but clear, came from the other side of the door. “I can’t wait to see you tomorrow.”

14 - A STEAMY PRISON SHOWER SCENE

FF / Lesbian / Prison / Shower / Oral / Dildo / Masturbation / Exhibitionism

Her skin tingled as the cold water cascaded down her body, the harsh reality of prison life washing over her like a relentless storm. Avery stood under the showerhead, her mind racing with thoughts of home, of the life she had left behind. Her hands moved mechanically, scrubbing at her arms, trying to rid herself of the filth that seemed to cling to her even here, in this sterile, oppressive environment.

Across from her, Brielle's shower curtain was wide open, and Avery couldn't help but steal glances at her best friend. Brielle stood proud, her curvy body glistening under the water, her long dark hair cascading over her shoulders. There was something so undeniably sexy about her presence, a confidence that Avery envied and longed for.

Avery reached for her body wash, pulling back the curtain just enough to grab it. As she did, her eyes locked onto Brielle's, who was watching her intently.

Brielle's lips curled into a playful smile, and she winked. “Care to join me?” she playfully asked.

A jolt of electricity shot through Avery, igniting a fire deep within her that she hadn't felt in months. Without thinking, Avery dropped the body wash and stepped out of her stall, her bare feet slapping against the cold tile floor. She moved quickly, almost instinctively, slipping into Brielle's shower stall and closing the curtain behind her. The space was cramped, but it offered them a semblance of privacy—a small sanctuary in the midst of chaos.

Brielle's eyes sparkled with mischief as she looked Avery up and down. "Hi, beautiful," she whispered, her voice low and sultry. “I didn’t think you’d actually get in.”

"Yeah, I can’t believe I did it," Avery admitted breathlessly, her heart pounding in her chest. “But I want you, Brielle. You’re so sexy.”

Brielle's smile widened, and she leaned in closer, her wet body pressing against Avery's in the tiny stall. "You always did know how to make things interesting, didn't you?"

Before Avery could respond, Brielle's lips were on hers, soft and demanding. Avery gasped, her hands instinctively reaching out to cup Brielle's face, pulling her deeper into the kiss. It was a desperate, hungry kiss, filled with all the longing and frustration that had been building inside Avery since she'd been incarcerated.

The taste of Brielle, the feel of her body, was intoxicating. Avery's mind clouded with desire, her worries and fears melting away under the heat of their embrace. She broke the kiss, her breathing shallow and ragged, and looked down at Brielle, whose eyes were shimmering with lust.

"Avery..." Brielle began, her voice thick with emotion. "I’ve been wanting to do this. I didn’t know how to ask.”

"I’ve been wanting this too," Avery confessed, her voice trembling. She knew this was dangerous, that they were playing with fire, but at this moment, she didn't care. She needed this, needed Brielle, more than she'd ever needed anything.

Brielle's hands slid down Avery's body, her fingers tracing the curves of her hips before dipping lower, brushing against the sensitive skin between her thighs. Avery shuddered, her knees buckling slightly as Brielle's touch sent waves of pleasure coursing through her.

"You're so gorgeous," Brielle murmured, her fingers dancing teasingly along Avery's inner thighs. "So fucking sexy."

Avery closed her eyes, savoring the feel of Brielle's touch, the way her fingers seemed to light her up from the inside out. Avery wanted more, needed more, but she wasn't sure how to ask.

Brielle's hand paused, and she looked up at Avery, her eyes shining with understanding. "Tell me what you want, baby," she said softly, before sliding her fingers between Avery's legs.

Unable to speak, Avery cried out, her head falling back as Brielle's fingers found her clit, rubbing circles around the sensitive spot. The sensation was overwhelming, nearly sending Avery to her knees. She gripped Brielle's shoulders for support, her nails digging into the firm muscle.

"Is this what you needed?" Brielle asked, her voice thick with arousal.

Avery nodded mutely, her brain too foggy with pleasure to form words. All she could do was watch, her eyes half-closed, as Brielle's fingers worked magic on her aching body.

Slowly, deliberately, Brielle slipped a finger inside Avery, her movements slow and controlled. Avery's breath hitched, her body tightening around Brielle's invading digit. She could feel herself teetering on the edge, the tension building inside her with every thrust of Brielle's hand.

Avery bit her lip, fighting the urge to cum, wanting to savor this moment for as long as possible. But it was too much, too intense, and with a sigh of release, Avery came, her body shuddering as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her.

Brielle held Avery close, her fingers still moving inside her, milking every last drop of pleasure from Avery's quivering body. Finally, Avery collapsed against Brielle, her entire body weak and trembling.

"That was perfect," Avery whispered, her voice hoarse.

Brielle smiled, her hands gently kneading Avery's back. "Anytime, love," she said softly. "Anytime."

Avery felt a sense of peace wash over her, a calm that she hadn't felt in months. For the first time since she'd been sentenced, she felt like she could breathe again. But there was still one thing missing, one thing she needed to complete this perfect moment.

"Brielle," Avery said, her voice steady now. "Can I… taste you?”

Brielle's eyes darkened with desire, and she nodded slowly. "Yes," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "Yes, please."

Avery sank to her knees, the cool tile biting into her skin. She reached for Brielle, her hands trembling as she pulled her close. Brielle's pussy was right in front of her face, glistening with water and desire. Avery hesitated for only a moment before leaning in, her tongue darting out to taste her best friend for the first time.

Brielle gasped, her hands flying to Avery's head as Avery's tongue explored her slick pussy. The taste was intoxicating, and Avery couldn't get enough. She licked and sucked, her fingers joining in as she explored every inch of Brielle's wetness.

"Avery," Brielle moaned, her hips bucking involuntarily. "Oh God, Avery, yes!"

Encouraged by Brielle's response, Avery increased her efforts, her tongue flicking faster, her fingers plunging deeper. She could feel Brielle’s breaths coming in short, sharp bursts. With a strangled cry, Brielle came, her body convulsing as wave after wave of ecstasy washed over her. Avery drank it all in, tasting the intensity of Brielle's release.

When Brielle finally began to come down, she sagged against the tiled wall, her legs trembling. Avery rose to her feet, her own body humming with satisfaction. She wrapped her arms around Brielle, holding her close as the water continued to rain down on them.

"Wow," Brielle whispered, her voice raw. “You’re good at that, babe”

"Thanks," Avery murmured, her heart swelling with affection. "But we need to be careful. What if someone comes in?"

Brielle shrugged, a playful glint in her eye. "What if they do? We can handle it."

Avery smiled, enjoying the rush of adrenaline that came with the thought of being caught. But there was something else she wanted, something she needed to make this moment complete.

"Brielle," Avery said, her voice suddenly serious. "Do you have...?"

Brielle's eyes twinkled with amusement, and she reached into her shower bag, pulling out a makeshift dildo—something she'd crafted from sanitary pads, a pen, and some plastic wrap. Avery's eyes widened in surprise, but also in anticipation.

"Thought you might want this," Brielle said with a grin. “Sometimes I use it in the shower, when I get horny”

Avery took the dildo from her, her fingers trembling as she examined the crude yet effective toy. The thought of Brielle fucking her tight pussy with the large dildo filled Avery with lust.

With a deep breath, Avery positioned herself, guiding the dildo toward her own pussy. Knowing that the toy had been inside of Brielle’s tight wetness made Avery’s pussy ache with desire. Avery needed to be fucked so badly. She hesitated for only a moment before pushing forward, her muscles clenching around the hard, unyielding object.

"Fuck," Avery groaned, her head falling back as she impaled herself on the dildo. "Oh God, Brielle..."

Brielle watched with rapt attention, her hands gripping the tiled wall for support. "You look so good," she murmured, her voice thick with arousal. "So fucking good."

Avery began to move, her hips rolling as she fucked herself with the dildo. The sensation was intense, far more so than she'd expected, and she soon found herself panting with exertion.

Avery looked at Brielle, and saw that Brielle was fingering herself. She watched as Brielle’s fingers slid deep into her own pussy, her juices dripping down her thighs. Brielle let out a small sigh as she pleasured herself.

Brielle made eye contact with Avery, communicating her desire. "Harder," Brielle urged, her voice hoarse. "Fuck yourself harder, Avery."

Inspired by Brielle's words, Avery obeyed, her movements growing more frantic. She could feel the pressure building inside her, the familiar ache of impending release. Her fingers found her clit as the dildo stretched the walls of her pussy.

"Oh, yeah," Avery gasped, her breaths coming in short, sharp bursts. "God, Brielle, I'm gonna..."

"Take it all, baby," Brielle whispered, her voice barely audible over the sound of the rushing water. “Cum for me.”

With a scream of release, Avery came, her body shuddering as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed over her. Her muscles clenched tight around the dildo as she reached new heights of satisfaction.

Avery looked into Brielle’s eyes, as they experienced simultaneous ecstasy. Brielle threw her head back in delight, her fingers were moving faster as she brought herself to an intense release.

Finally, Avery collapsed against the tiled wall, her legs trembling. Brielle slumped down next to Avery, her arms wrapping around Avery, holding her close.

“What does this mean for us, Avery?” Brielle asked, still catching her breath.

“I don’t know, Avery,” Avery answered. “But I hope we can keep doing it.”

“Absolutely,” Brielle declared. “I can’t wait!”

Avery smiled. Adjusting to prison life had been difficult, but her relationship with Brielle was a bright spot in the harsh reality. Their newfound attraction was a welcomed distraction from the hardships they both faced.

15 - LOCKED UP BEHIND BARS

FM / Femdom / Prison / BDSM / Golden Shower / Humiliation / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation / Chastity

Derek had always been a rule-follower. He paid his bills on time, kept his lawn tidy, and never so much as jaywalked. But one mistake—just one oversight in his tax filings—had landed him in federal prison. The irony wasn’t lost on him. He wasn’t a criminal. He wasn’t dangerous. Yet here he was, sitting on the edge of his bunk in a cold, gray cell, surrounded by men who looked like they’d been carved out of granite and hardened by years of bitterness.

The first few days were a blur. Derek kept his head down, avoided eye contact, and tried to blend into the background. But it didn’t take long for the other inmates to notice him. They smelled his fear, his naivety, like blood in the water. By the third day, they were already circling, demanding money Derek didn’t have, threatening things he couldn’t bear to imagine.

Desperate, he turned to the only person who might be able to help: Warden Marie Clark. She was a woman who commanded respect, even from the hardest of criminals. Her presence was like a storm cloud—dark, looming, and impossible to ignore. When Derek requested a meeting, he wasn’t sure she’d even grant it. But to his surprise, she did.

Her office was stark, almost as cold as the cell he’d just left. The walls were bare, save for a single framed photo of her standing stiffly beside a government official. She sat behind her desk, her hands folded neatly in front of her, her expression unreadable.

“Sit,” she said, her voice cutting through the silence like a whip.

Derek obeyed, perching on the edge of the chair across from her. He opened his mouth to speak, but she beat him to it.

“You’re the tax evader, aren’t you?” she asked, her tone flat.

Derek flinched. “I-I made a mistake. I didn’t mean to—”

“Doesn’t matter what you meant to do,” she interrupted, leaning forward slightly. “You did the crime. Now you’re here. That’s how it works.”

Derek’s stomach churned. He wasn’t sure what he’d expected—sympathy, maybe? Understanding? Whatever it was, he wasn’t getting it. “I… I need help,” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper. “The other inmates, they’re… they’re targeting me. I can’t…”

Marie leaned back in her chair, studying him like a scientist examining a lab specimen. “And what do you expect me to do about it?”

“Protect me,” Derek pleaded, his voice cracking. “Please. I’ll do anything.”

The corner of Marie’s mouth twitched—just the faintest hint of a smile. “Anything?” she repeated, her tone softening in a way that made Derek’s skin crawl.

He nodded quickly, desperate. “Yes. Anything.”

Marie stood, her movements deliberate and unhurried. She rounded the desk, stopping just inches from Derek’s chair. He could smell her perfume—something sharp and floral, with an undertone of something darker, more primal.

“Stand up,” she ordered.

Derek obeyed, his legs trembling beneath him. Marie was tall, nearly as tall as he was, and her presence was overwhelming. She reached out, her fingers brushing against his cheek in a gesture that could have been mistaken for tenderness if not for the coldness in her eyes.

“You’re going to be my pet,” she said, her voice low and steady. “You’re going to do exactly as I say, when I say it. And in return, I’ll keep you safe. Do you understand?”

Derek swallowed hard. He didn’t understand, not really, but he nodded anyway. “Yes,” he whispered.

“Good,” Marie said, stepping back. “Follow me.”

She led him through a maze of corridors, deeper into the prison than Derek had ever been. The air grew colder, the walls more decrepit. Finally, they stopped in front of a heavy metal door. Marie unlocked it with a key from her belt, ushering Derek inside.

The room was dimly lit, the only light coming from a single bulb hanging from the ceiling. The walls were lined with shelves, each one filled with objects Derek couldn’t quite identify—leather straps, metal chains, and things he couldn’t even name. In the center of the room was a table, its surface gleaming under the harsh light.

“Strip,” Marie commanded, her voice echoing off the bare walls.

Derek hesitated, his hands trembling at his sides. “I… what?”

“You heard me,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument. “Take off your clothes. All of them.”

Derek’s heart pounded in his chest, but he obeyed, fumbling with the buttons on his shirt, the zipper on his pants. When he was fully naked, he stood there, his arms crossed over his chest, his body shivering from the cold—or maybe from fear.

“On your knees,” Marie said, her voice softer now, almost soothing.

Derek sank to his knees, the cold floor biting into his skin. Marie stepped in front of him, her heels clicking against the concrete. She reached down, lifting her skirt just enough to reveal the lace edge of her panties.

Derek’s breath caught in his throat. He wasn’t sure what was happening, but he knew he couldn’t look away.

And then, to his utter shock, she started to piss.

The warm stream hit his chest, his stomach, his thighs. It was humiliating, degrading, and yet… something about it sent a jolt of arousal through him. He couldn’t help it—he was hard, his cock straining against his belly.

Marie noticed, of course. She always noticed. “Look at you,” she taunted, her voice dripping with mockery. “Pathetic little man, getting off on this. Go on. Jerk off for me.”

Derek’s face burned with shame, but he obeyed, his hand wrapping around his cock. He stroked himself slowly, his eyes locked on Marie’s face. She watched him with a predatory gleam in her eyes, her lips curling into a cruel smile.

“That’s it,” she purred. “Show me how much you need this.”

Derek’s breath came in short, ragged gasps. He was close, so close, but just as he was about to tip over the edge, Marie stopped him.

“No,” she said sharply, her voice cutting through the haze of arousal. “You don’t get to cum. Not yet.”

Before Derek could protest, she reached into one of the shelves, pulling out a sleek black device. It took him a moment to realize what it was—a chastity cage.

“From now on, this is where you belong,” Marie said, fitting the device around his cock with practiced ease. The cold metal bit into his skin, a constant reminder of his submission. “You won’t be allowed to cum until I say so. And that won’t be until you’re released from this place.”

Derek’s chest heaved as he tried to catch his breath. He should have been horrified, disgusted even. But instead, he felt a strange sense of… anticipation. He was Marie’s now, body and soul. And for the first time since he’d arrived in this hellhole, he felt safe.

“Go back to your cell,” Marie said, her voice soft but firm. “I’ll come for you when I’m ready.”

Derek nodded, his body trembling as he stood. He dressed quickly, the chastity cage a constant, unignorable presence. As he walked back to his cell, he couldn’t help but wonder what Marie had in store for him next.

And, to his surprise, he found himself looking forward to it.

16 - RAIDED BY THE FEDS

MF / First Person / Prison / Romantic / Blow Job / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 2: Taking Control by Brandi Moore:

The knock on my door was sharp, insistent, and all wrong. I froze mid-step, the half-empty glass of wine in my hand trembling slightly. My hazel eyes darted to the clock on the wall: 10:17 p.m. No one came to my apartment this late unless it was for business—and even then, they’d text first. Something about the rhythm of that knock screamed authority. My stomach dropped.

“Open up! Federal agents!” The voice was deep, commanding, and final. Like a judge’s gavel slamming down. My heart leapt into my throat, choking me.

I set the glass down with a shaky hand, my long dark hair falling over my shoulders as I hurried to the door. Peering through the peephole confirmed my worst fears. Three men in suits stood outside, their badges glinting under the hallway light. Behind them, two uniformed officers lingered like shadows.

This can’t be happening.

I opened the door, forcing a smile that felt more like a grimace. “Can I help you?”

One of the agents flashed his badge. “Brandi Moore? We have a search warrant.” He held up a piece of paper, and before I could protest, they were inside, spreading out like wolves cornering prey.

My mind raced. Warrant? For what? I wasn’t stupid—I knew how to cover my tracks. Cash deposits spread across multiple accounts. Fake IDs. Burner phones. But as I watched them tear through my closets, drawers, and even the small safe hidden behind a framed picture of Vegas skyline, I realized someone had snitched.

And I had a pretty good idea who.

Sam and Danielle.

Those motherfuckers. I’d left Sam to run my own escort service. No more splitting profits, no more answering to anyone. It had been liberating—until now. Sam always had a temper, but I didn’t think he’d go this far.

Danielle had started working for us, quickly gaining our trust. She had access to our cash, and she used it to rob us. Then, she joined Sam’s team.

They’d started their own escort service, and ours was competition. They needed us out of the way. We’d faced late night phone calls, intimidation, and threats. If Sam couldn’t keep us under his control, he would put us out of business. 

The cops found everything. The ledger with client names, the burner phones, the cash stashed in shoeboxes. One agent held up a stack of bills, smirking like he’d just won the lottery. Another handed me a folded document.

“You’re under arrest,” he said matter-of-factly.

“For what?” My voice was sharper than I intended, but I couldn’t help it.

“Money laundering. Promoting prostitution. Conspiracy.” His tone was clipped, dismissive.

My stomach churned. This wasn’t some slap-on-the-wrist misdemeanor. This was serious. Even Vince, my celebrity sugar daddy, wouldn’t be able to sweep this under the rug. And sure enough, when they hauled me into booking, fingerprints and mugshots included, he didn’t show. Just his lawyer—a sleek, expensive-looking man named Mark who promised to do his best but warned me not to get my hopes up.

Days blurred into weeks. The gray walls of my cell closed in on me, suffocating me. Every night, I stared at the ceiling, my mind racing. How much time am I looking at? Will Sam come after me again? What if Vince cuts me loose?

Being a prisoner was humbling. I was used to designer brands, fine food, fur coats, and flashy jewelry. Behind bars, I slept on a hard mat and ate the slop they called food. It was a reality check.

Then there was Mason.

He was different from the other guards—softer, kinder. Tall with broad shoulders and dark eyes that seemed to see right through me. The first time he brought me lunch, he lingered a little too long, his gaze lingering on mine.

“You don’t belong here,” he said finally, his voice low.

I almost laughed. “Tell that to the judge.”

He didn’t smile, just nodded and walked away. But he kept coming back. Small talk turned into longer conversations. He told me about his divorce, his kid, his dreams of moving somewhere warm. I told him about Vegas, the glittering lights, the endless nights.

One evening, after lights-out, I heard the familiar jangle of keys outside my cell. The door creaked open, and there he was, silhouetted against the dim corridor light.

“Brandi,” he whispered, stepping inside.

My heart hammered in my chest. This was dangerous—for both of us. But the look in his eyes made it impossible to think straight.

Before I could speak, he was kissing me, his lips hot and desperate against mine. My hands slid up his chest, feeling the solid muscle beneath his uniform. His breath hitched as I reached for his belt, pulling it free with practiced ease.

“Mason,” I murmured, sinking to my knees.

He didn’t stop me.

His cock was already hard, straining against his boxers. I took him in my mouth, savoring the taste of him, the way his breath caught as I worked him deeper. His fingers tangled in my hair, guiding me, pushing me.

When he came, it was with a low groan, his body tense, his grip on me almost painful. I swallowed every drop, my own arousal burning between my legs.

But he wasn’t done.

In one swift motion, he bent me over the cot, his hands gripping my hips. His breath was hot against my neck as he pushed my orange jumpsuit down, exposing my bare skin.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he muttered, his lips trailing down my spine.

I gasped as his tongue found my wetness, teasing me until I was shaking, my thighs quivering with need. Just as I was about to tip over the edge, he pulled away, leaving me desperate and aching.

“Please,” I begged, arching my back.

He didn’t make me wait long. His cock slid into me with a slow, deliberate thrust that made me cry out. I bit my lip to stifle the sound, but it was useless. Mason fucked me hard, each stroke driving me closer to the edge. When I came, it was with a shuddering gasp, my nails digging into the thin mattress.

He followed soon after, spilling himself inside me with a low growl. For a moment, we stayed like that, our breathing ragged, our bodies still joined.

Then reality crept back in.

“Mason,” I whispered, turning to face him. “I need your help.”

His brow furrowed. “With what?”

I hesitated, then plunged ahead. “There’s a cop in Vegas—Charlie. He let me go once in exchange for… favors. If anyone can help me, it’s him. His business card is in my wallet. I think it’s in my stuff, down in the property room. Can you find it? Call him?”

Mason’s jaw tightened, but he nodded. “I’ll see what I can do.”

It felt like an eternity before he returned, his expression unreadable. But when he gave me a thumbs-up, relief washed over me like a tidal wave.

“Charlie said he’ll handle it,” Mason murmured.

The next morning, I was released. Laura was waiting for me outside, her eyes wide with relief as she pulled me into a tight hug.

“Thank God,” she breathed.

I glanced back at the prison, a small smile tugging at my lips. Sam thought he’d won, but I’d outsmarted him. Thanks to Charlie—and Mason.

But as we drove away, I couldn’t shake the feeling that this wasn’t over. Not yet.

17 - COUNTY JAIL PEEP SHOW

MFF / First Person / Jail / Public / Masturbation / Voyeurism / Exhibitionism / Dildo

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 4: Conquering the Game by Brandi Moore:

The café was warm, the kind of warmth that made you forget about the crisp bite of the autumn air outside. Laura and I sat at our usual corner table, cups of coffee steaming between us. The smell of roasted beans mixed with her vanilla perfume, a comforting blend that always made me feel grounded. She was scrolling through her phone, her red nails tapping against the screen, while I stirred my latte absentmindedly, watching the foam swirl in patterns that dissolved almost as quickly as they formed.

“You’re quiet today,” Laura said, glancing up. Her green eyes narrowed teasingly. “Something on your mind?”

I shook my head, but before I could answer, my phone buzzed on the table. The screen lit up with an unfamiliar number. I had a bad feeling. I never gave out my personal phone number. Who could it be?

I picked it up, my fingers trembling slightly.

Laura must have noticed because she leaned forward, her brow furrowed. “Brandi?” she asked, her voice low. “What’s wrong?”

I pressed the phone to my ear. “Hello? Who is this?”

“Brandi,” Donte’s voice cut through, steady but weighted, like he was holding something back. “I need you to listen carefully.”

My heart raced. Donte’s tone was all wrong—too calm, too controlled. He wasn’t the confident, commanding mob boss I knew. Something had happened. I gripped the edge of the table, my nails digging into the wood. Laura reached over, placing her hand on mine, her touch grounding me.

“What’s going on?” I asked, my voice tight.

He hesitated, just for a second, but it felt like forever. “I’m in jail,” he said finally. “They’ve got me on money laundering, racketeering, conspiracy… drug trafficking.”

Each word hit me like a punch, knocking the air out of my lungs. My vision blurred for a moment, and I blinked hard, trying to focus.

“Donte…” I breathed, my voice barely above a whisper. “How bad is it?”

“It’s bad,” he admitted, his voice still calm, but there was an edge to it now, a tension that hadn’t been there before. “But don’t worry. I’ll figure it out. I always do.”

“We’ll figure it out,” I corrected him, my voice firmer now. Laura squeezed my hand, and I met her gaze. “I’m here for you.”

He didn’t say anything for a moment, then, “Thank you, Brandi. Come visit me at the jail. Tonight.”

The line went dead, and I stared at the phone, my chest tight. Laura was watching me, her expression serious now. “What did he say?” she asked.

I filled her in quickly, my words tumbling out in a rush. When I finished, she leaned back in her chair, her lips curving into a slow smile. “Well,” she said, “let’s go see Donte.”

—

The jail was cold, sterile, the kind of place that made your skin crawl. The fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, casting a harsh glow on the gray walls and metal furniture. Laura and I sat side by side in the tiny visitation room, separated from Donte by a thick glass window. He looked good, even in the drab jumpsuit. Too good. His dark eyes locked onto mine the moment he sat down, and I felt a shiver run down my spine.

“Brandi,” he said, his voice smooth as honey. “Laura. You came.”

“Of course we did,” Laura replied, her tone playful but edged with determination. “What kind of friends would we be if we left you hanging?”

He smirked, leaning back in his chair. “Good point.”

“What can we do to help?” I asked, looking at Donte through the grimy glass. “Tell us what you need.”

Donte hesitated. Then he finally spoke, his voice lower this time, almost a whisper. “Detective Bradshaw,” he said. “Chief of police. He’s the one leading the case. He’s got a… weakness. For women.”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry. Laura raised an eyebrow, clearly understanding where the conversation was going. “What are you saying, Donte?” I asked, though I already knew.

“Use it,” he said simply. “Get close to him. Find out what you can. And if you can… get him to drop the charges.”

I exhaled sharply, my mind racing. This wasn’t just some small-time client we were talking about. This was the chief of police. The stakes were higher than anything we’d ever dealt with before. But Donte had done so much for us—for me. He’d protected us, given us opportunities, helped us build our escort service into something real. We owed him. I owed him.

“Okay,” I said finally. “We’ll handle it.”

We spent the next few minutes going over the details. Bradshaw was married, but everyone knew he had a wandering eye. He frequented high-end bars downtown, places where powerful men went to unwind. Donte suggested we start there, but there was something else in his eyes—a spark of mischief that made my stomach twist.

“Before you go,” he said, his voice dropping to a whisper, “why don’t you give me something to remember you by?”

I froze, my cheeks heating.

Laura laughed lightly, but I could see the flicker of excitement in her eyes. “You’re terrible,” she said, shaking her head. But she was already reaching for the hem of her shirt, lifting it slowly, revealing the curve of her breasts beneath her lacy bra.

Donte’s eyes darkened, his gaze fixed on her.

My heart pounded as I hesitated, my fingers trembling where they rested on my lap. Donte turned to me, his expression softening. “Come on, Brandi,” he murmured. “For me?”

I bit my lip, my pulse racing. Slowly, I lifted my own shirt, letting the fabric slide up to reveal my bare skin. Donte’s breath hitched, his eyes raking over me with a hunger that made my knees weak. He reached down, unbuckling his belt, and I watched, wide-eyed, as he freed himself, his cock already hard and straining against his palm.

Laura’s hand brushed my thigh, snapping me out of my daze. She pulled a dildo from her purse, the sleek silicone glinting under the harsh light. My stomach flipped. “Laura,” I whispered, my voice shaky. “We can’t—”

“Relax,” she said, her lips brushing my ear. “Just trust me.”

I glanced at Donte, who was already stroking himself, his eyes locked on mine. The heat in his gaze was enough to make my resistance crumble. I nodded, my breath coming in shallow gasps as Laura positioned the dildo between my thighs. The cool press of it against my wet folds made me shudder, and I bit back a moan as she pushed it inside, filling me completely.

Donte groaned, his hand moving faster as he watched us. My hips rocked instinctively, chasing the pleasure building deep inside me. Laura’s free hand cupped my breast, her fingers teasing my nipple until I was arching into her touch. The sound of Donte’s ragged breathing mingled with the slick slide of the dildo, each thrust driving me closer to the edge.

“That’s it, baby,” he growled, his voice rough with desire. “Let me see you come.”

His words tipped me over, and I cried out as the orgasm ripped through me, my body trembling with the force of it. Donte followed soon after, his release splattering across the glass with a low groan. Laura removed the dildo slowly, her touch gentle as she helped me readjust my clothes.

“We’ll get you out of here,” I promised, my voice hoarse. “No matter what it takes.”

Donte smiled, but there was a sadness in his eyes that made my chest ache. “Be careful,” he said. “Bradshaw’s not someone to underestimate.”

Laura stood, smoothing her skirt and fixing her hair. “Neither are we,” she said, her tone sharp with determination. “Let’s go, Brandi. We’ve got work to do.”

18 - SEDUCING THE CHIEF OF POLICE

MF / BDSM / Kissing / Spanking / Buttplug / PIV Sex

Excerpt from On her Knees: Jessica’s Training by Brandi Moore:

The police station buzzed with the usual chaos—phones ringing, officers barking orders, and the faint scent of stale coffee lingering in the air. Jessica stood at the reception desk, her blonde hair catching the fluorescent lights as she flashed a coy smile at the officer behind the counter. She wore a fitted blouse that hugged her curves just enough to be noticed, paired with a pencil skirt that accentuated her long legs. Her blue eyes sparkled with a mix of innocence and mischief as she leaned forward slightly, letting her cleavage do some of the talking.

“Hi, I’m here about the administrative assistant position,” she said, her voice smooth and melodic. The officer nodded, barely glancing up from his paperwork, and gestured toward a set of double doors. “Chief Johnson’s office is down the hall, last door on the left.”

Jessica’s heart beat a little faster as she walked down the corridor, her heels clicking sharply against the tiled floor. She clutched her purse tightly, the small tape recorder inside feeling heavier with each step. When she reached the office, she paused, taking a deep breath before knocking lightly on the doorframe.

“Come in,” a deep voice called from inside.

She pushed the door open, her smile widening as she stepped into the room. Chief Ralph Johnson sat behind his desk, his broad shoulders filling out his uniform impressively. He looked up, his sharp eyes narrowing slightly as he took her in. Jessica could see the flicker of interest in his gaze, and she knew she had him.

“Hello, I’m Jessica,” she said, extending her hand. Ralph stood, his large hand engulfing hers as they shook. His grip was firm, and he held onto her hand just a moment longer than necessary.

“Pleasure to meet you, Jessica,” he said, his voice low and smooth. “What can I do for you?”

She explained again about the job opening, making sure to lean slightly against his desk as she spoke. Ralph’s eyes lingered on her legs, and she could see the way his jaw tightened as he fought to maintain his professionalism. It wasn’t hard to flirt with him—his confidence was magnetic, and the authority he exuded only added to his appeal. By the time she left his office, they had exchanged numbers, and he’d agreed to meet her for drinks later that evening.

The bar Ralph chose was dimly lit, with plush leather booths and a sophisticated vibe. Jessica arrived first, choosing a seat that gave her a clear view of the entrance. She ordered a martini, sipping it slowly as she waited. When Ralph walked in, he looked even more commanding in his civilian clothes—a tailored suit that emphasized his broad shoulders and narrow waist. He spotted her immediately, his lips curving into a smirk as he approached.

“You look stunning,” he said, sliding into the booth beside her. His arm brushed against hers, sending a shiver down her spine.

“Thank you,” she replied, her voice soft but tinged with a hint of playfulness.

They ordered drinks, the conversation flowing easily between them. Ralph was charming and sharp-witted, and Jessica found herself laughing at his stories despite her mission. But as the evening wore on, the tension between them grew palpable.

“Why don’t we continue this somewhere more… private?” Ralph suggested, his hand resting lightly on her thigh.

Jessica hesitated only for a moment before nodding. “I’d like that.”

They left the bar together, the cool night air doing little to quell the heat building between them. Ralph drove them to his house, a sprawling modern home that screamed wealth and power. Inside, he led her upstairs to his bedroom. The room was spacious but intimate, with dark wood furniture and a king-sized bed dominating the space. What caught Jessica’s attention, though, was the collection of sex toys and BDSM gear neatly arranged along one wall—ropes, handcuffs, paddles, and other items she didn’t even recognize.

Ralph noticed her gaze and chuckled. “See something you like?”

Jessica felt her cheeks flush, but she held his gaze. “I didn’t take you for the kinky type.”

He stepped closer, his presence overwhelming as he cupped her chin. “There’s a lot you don’t know about me yet.”

The air between them crackled with tension as Ralph’s hand moved to the buttons of her blouse, undoing them one by one with deliberate slowness. Jessica’s breath hitched as the fabric fell away, revealing the lace bra beneath. His fingers traced the edge of the lace, sending sparks across her skin.

“Take it off,” he commanded, his voice husky.

Jessica hesitated for a moment, her mind racing. She reminded herself why she was here—this wasn’t about pleasure; it was about Cole. Slowly, she reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, letting it slide down her arms and fall to the floor. Ralph’s eyes darkened with desire as he took in the sight of her bare chest.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his hands sliding around to her back as he pulled her closer. His lips brushed against hers, tentative at first, before deepening into a hungry kiss. Jessica’s body responded instinctively, her hands tangling in his hair as she pressed herself against him.

Ralph broke the kiss, his breathing ragged as he stepped back. “On your knees,” he instructed.

Jessica’s heart pounded as she sank to the floor, her eyes locking with his. The look in his eyes was feral, predatory, and it sent a thrill through her. She could feel the power dynamic shifting, and while part of her was scared, another part was undeniably turned on.

Ralph unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants, revealing his erection. Jessica’s mouth went dry as he stepped closer, his hand tangling in her hair as he guided her toward him. She could feel the heat radiating from his skin, could smell the faint musk of his arousal.

But just as her lips were about to close around him, Ralph suddenly pulled away. “Not yet,” he whispered, his voice thick with desire.

He lifted her to her feet and turned her around, pressing her body against the spanking bench in the corner of the room. Jessica’s pulse quickened as she felt his hands on her hips, his lips brushing against the nape of her neck.

As Jessica lay there half naked over the spanking bench exposed to Ralph, her stomach twisted. This felt dirty, but it was the only way to help Cole. Everything was going according to plan, and she had Ralph exactly where she wanted him.

Ralph’s hands tightened on Jessica’s hips, his breath hot against her skin as he leaned in closer. “You’ve got a beautiful body,” he murmured, his voice low and rough with desire. “But you’re about to learn what happens when you belong to me.”

Jessica’s heart raced as she felt the first sharp smack of his hand against her ass. The sting was immediate, sending a jolt of pain—and something else—rippling through her body. She gasped, her fingers gripping the edges of the spanking bench as he delivered another blow, harder this time. The sound echoed in the room, and Jessica clenched her teeth, trying to steady her breathing as the heat spread across her skin.

Smack. Smack. Smack.

Each strike was deliberate, precise, and punishing. Jessica’s body trembled, her mind flooded with conflicting sensations—the sharp, almost unbearable pain intertwined with a growing warmth that pooled low in her belly. She bit her lip to stifle a moan, but a small whimper escaped despite her best efforts. Ralph chuckled darkly at the sound, his hand caressing the reddening flesh of her ass now tender from his ministrations.

“You like that, don’t you?” he growled, his voice laced with arrogance. “I can feel how wet you are.” He slid a hand between her thighs, and Jessica’s breath hitched as his fingers brushed against her slick folds. She hated how her body responded to him, how easily he could ignite her arousal despite the situation.

She said nothing, pressing her face into the leather of the bench, but Ralph didn’t need her words. He knew. His confidence radiated off him as he reached for something on the nearby shelf—a sleek, black vibrating butt plug. Jessica’s eyes widened as she caught a glimpse of it in his hand, her stomach flipping with a mix of apprehension and anticipation.

“Relax,” Ralph commanded, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Jessica tensed as she felt the cool tip of the plug press against her tight entrance. He worked slowly, carefully, but insistently, stretching her with a mix of pain and pleasure that made her head spin. When the plug was fully seated inside her, he flicked the switch, and the sudden vibration sent a jolt through her entire body. She gasped, her legs trembling as the sensation overwhelmed her.

“Good girl,” Ralph purred, his hand stroking her back in a mock gesture of comfort.

But Jessica knew it wasn’t over—not even close. She felt him step behind her, his hands gripping her hips once more as he aligned himself with her soaked entrance. Without warning, he thrust into her, deep and hard, forcing a choked cry from her lips. Jessica’s nails dug into the leather bench as he began to move, each thrust driving the plug deeper and sending tremors of pleasure through her body.

Ralph’s rhythm was unrelenting, his hips slamming into hers with a force that left her breathless. The combination of his cock filling her pussy and the vibrations from the plug was almost too much to bear. Jessica’s body betrayed her, arching into him as pleasure built within her, coiling tighter and tighter until she thought she might break.

“That’s it,” Ralph growled, his voice thick with satisfaction. “You’re mine now. Take it.”

Jessica felt herself teetering on the edge, her body screaming for release as Ralph continued to fuck her with brutal intensity. And then, with one final thrust that seemed to reach every inch of her, she came undone. Waves of ecstasy crashed over her, stealing her breath and leaving her trembling in his grip. Ralph groaned loudly as he followed her over the edge, his cum flooding her as he pressed himself as deep as he could go.

For a moment, they stayed like that, their bodies connected as they both caught their breath. Then Ralph pulled out abruptly, leaving Jessica feeling empty and exposed. She slowly straightened up, her legs shaky as she stood. Ralph tossed her clothes toward her without a word, already pulling up his pants.

As she dressed, Jessica forced herself to focus on the mission, pushing aside the lingering haze of pleasure. “So,” she began casually, smoothing her hair as she turned to face him, “you know Cole, right? I used to be his submissive before I realized what a monster he was.”

Ralph smirked, buttoning his shirt with a self-satisfied air. “Oh, I know Cole alright. And thanks to me, he’s rotting behind bars where he belongs.”

Jessica raised an eyebrow, feigning curiosity. “Really? How’d you manage that?”

He chuckled darkly, clearly eager to brag. “Let’s just say I have a way with evidence. Took some creativity, but I made sure the case against him was airtight. And when his assets get seized, I’ll be there to make sure I get my cut.”

Jessica’s stomach churned at his casual admission, but she kept her expression neutral. “Sounds like you’ve got it all figured out.”

Ralph shrugged, crossing his arms over his chest. “That’s what happens when you’re in charge. You play the game better than anyone else.”

Jessica forced a smile, grabbing her purse from the floor. “Well, I should get going. This was... interesting.”

Ralph didn’t stop her as she headed for the door, too caught up in his own ego to suspect anything. The moment she was in her car, Jessica pulled out the tape recorder from her purse and pressed play. Ralph’s voice filled the car—confessing to everything.

Jessica sighed with relief. She’d gotten what she needed. Now, she just had to give the recording to the district attorney, and Cole would be released.

19 - A PRISON ENCOUNTER

FF / Lesbian / Prison / Butch Femme / BDSM / Strap-on

Katrina sat on the cold, metal bench of her cell, staring at the peeling paint on the wall across from her. The fluorescent lights buzzed above, casting a harsh glare on everything in the cramped space. She had been in this hellhole for weeks now, waiting for her sentencing, unable to post bail. Her DUI charge had spiraled into something far more suffocating than she had ever imagined.

Katrina’s long dark hair, usually expertly styled, was knotty and matted. Her tan skin looked sallow from lack of sunlight. Despite her situation, Katrina’s natural beauty shone through. Even in the drab jail uniform, her pretty face and slender figure were evident.

The sound of keys jangling made Katrina glance up. The guard, a burly woman with a permanent scowl, unlocked the door and shoved someone new inside. Katrina's eyes widened as she took in the newcomer. Top.

Her name echoed through the jail cells like a whispered legend. A butch female with short dreadlocks and bulging muscles, Top exuded an aura of dominance that was impossible to ignore. Her dark skin glistened with sweat under the fluorescent lights of the cell. Her obsidian eyes were full of defiance.

Top had transferred to the jail from state prison to face additional charges. She was serving a seven year bid for shooting a rival, a callous and violent crime. Top was a hardened criminal, and she wasn’t someone to be messed with.

"Welcome to your new home," the guard snarled before slamming the door shut.

Top didn't even flinch. Instead, she turned to face Katrina, her dark eyes scanning her from head to toe. "You must be Katrina," she said, her voice low and gravelly.

Katrina swallowed hard, feeling small and vulnerable under Top's intense gaze. "Yeah," she managed to croak out.

Top smirked, a predatory gleam in her eyes. "I've heard about you."

Katrina's heart raced. What did that mean? Was it good or bad? She couldn't tell, but one thing was certain: she was intimidated. Top moved closer, her presence filling the tiny cell, making Katrina feel even smaller.

"Relax, pretty girl," Top murmured, her breath warm against Katrina's ear. "I ain't gonna hurt you."

But Katrina wasn't so sure. Every instinct in her body screamed to get away, but there was nowhere to go. Top's hand trailed down her arm, sending shivers up Katrina's spine.

Days passed in a blur of monotony. Katrina tried to keep to herself, but every time she looked up, she caught Top watching her, that same smirk playing on her lips. It was unnerving, but also, there was something else—something Katrina couldn't quite put her finger on.

One particularly sleepless night, Katrina lay on her bunk, staring at the ceiling. The sounds of the jail were muted, almost peaceful in their consistency. She thought about her life outside these walls, how much she missed the freedom, the warmth of the sun on her skin. But those thoughts only brought pain, so she tried to push them away.

Suddenly, Top climbed down off the top bunk. Katrina froze, her heart pounding in her chest.

Top's voice, low and sultry, broke the silence. "Can't sleep, pretty girl?"

Katrina didn't respond. She didn't know what to say. Top shifted closer, her body heat radiating against Katrina's back. The proximity was overwhelming, intoxicating.

"Maybe I can help with that," Top purred, her voice dripping with promise.

Katrina's breath hitched. She wanted to tell Top to back off, to leave her alone, but the words wouldn't come. Instead, she found herself nodding, a silent submission to whatever Top had in mind.

Top chuckled softly, a sound that vibrated through Katrina's entire being. "Good girl," she whispered, her fingers tracing delicate patterns along Katrina's side. "Let's make this night a little less boring, hmm?"

Katrina shivered, the sensation of Top's touch both thrilling and nerve-wracking. She could feel Top's arousal, a tangible force that permeated the air between them. It was intoxicating, maddening.

"Stand up," Top commanded, her voice leaving no room for argument.

Katrina obeyed, her legs trembling slightly as she rose from the bunk. Top's hands gripped her hips, pulling her closer until they were pressed together, skin to skin. The contact sent a jolt of electricity through Katrina's body, sparking a fire deep within her.

"Take off your clothes," Top ordered, her voice firm yet seductive.

Katrina hesitated for a moment, her mind screaming at her to stop, to resist. But the pull of Top's dominance was too strong. Slowly, she began to undress, peeling away her shirt, then her pants, until she stood naked before Top.

Top's eyes roamed over Katrina's body, a hungry glint in her gaze. "Damn, you’re fine," she murmured, her fingers deftly undoing the buttons of her own shirt. Once it was discarded, she reached around to unzip her pants, revealing the homemade strap-on she had fashioned from prison materials.

Katrina's brown eyes widened in shock and fascination. Top noticed her reaction and smirked, the expression both arrogant and enamored. "Impressed, pretty girl?"

Katrina nodded, her mouth dry. Top's confidence was intoxicating, and despite the whirlwind of emotions swirling inside her, Katrina found herself craving more.

"Lie down," Top commanded, her tone brooking no refusal.

Katrina obeyed once again, stretching out on the thin mattress of her bunk. Top climbed onto the bed beside her, her weight pressing Katrina into the soft surface. The closeness was overwhelming, thrilling.

"Now, I’m finna show you something," Top whispered, her fingers trailing down Katrina's body, stopping just before touching her pussy.

Katrina gasped, the anticipation building within her. With embarrassment, she felt herself growing aroused, her labia glistening with desire.

Top's fingers trailed over Katrina’s tan skin. Top’s touch was relentless, teasing Katrina without mercy. "Please," Katrina begged, her voice trembling with desire.

Top's smile widened, a predatory gleam in her eyes. "That's right, pretty girl. Beg for it."

Katrina's cheeks flushed with humiliation, but the thrill of submission overpowered any shame. "Please, Top, touch my pussy," she whimpered, arching her hips towards Top's touch.

"Good girl," Top praised, her fingers dipping lower, finally reaching her destination. Katrina cried out, the sensation almost too much to bear. Top's fingers worked magic, exploring every inch of her, bringing her closer and closer to the edge.

Katrina could only let out a moan, her body quivering with delight. Top didn't waste any time, positioning the strap-on at Katrina's entrance. With a slow, deliberate thrust, she entered Katrina, the pressure and fullness nearly overwhelming.

"Oh God," Katrina moaned, her nails digging into the mattress.

“Yeah, baby, just let me bust it open,” Top murmured as she spread Katrina’s legs wider.

Top's movements were slow and deliberate, the pleasure building with each thrust. Katrina's mind spun with the intensity of the moment. She had never felt anything like this, the raw power and control Top wielded over her. It was intoxicating, addictive.

"More," Katrina begged, her voice breaking with emotion.

Top obliged, picking up the pace, her thrusts becoming deeper, harder. Katrina gasped, her body clenching around the strap-on.

Top's eyes darkened with lust, her movements becoming more frantic. She grabbed Katrina’s hips, filling Katrina with the large homemade toy. Katrina's vision blurred with tears of ecstasy, her body trembling ecstasy. Top's hands gripped her hips, holding Katrina steady as she pounded into her, driving her relentlessly towards an intense release.

"Cum for me, baby," Top demanded, her voice commanding and fierce.

Katrina couldn't hold back any longer. As she let out a loud moan, her body convulsed with satisfaction. Top didn't stop, continuing to thrust into her until Katrina was exhausted from their passion.

Breathing heavily, Top collapsed beside Katrina, her body glistening with sweat. "You’re mine," she whispered, her voice thick with possession.

Katrina turned her head, meeting Top's gaze. There was no fear, no hesitation. Only a burning desire that matched Top's own. "I’m all yours, Top," she agreed, her voice barely above a whisper.

Top smiled, a satisfied look on her face. Katrina knew she had been dominated and turned out. Yet, she couldn't help but smile back, her heart racing with anticipation. This was the start of something new and exciting, and she couldn't wait to see where it would lead. All of her hesitation was gone as she lounged on the cot next to Top, her new lover.

20 - ERIC’S PRISON CONDITIONING

FM / Femdom / Medical / Bondage / Restraints / Porn / Electric Shock / Handjob / Teasing / Chastity

Eric’s heart pounded as he was led down the sterile, fluorescent-lit hallway of the prison medical unit. The clanking of cuffs echoed in his ears, and the cold air made his skin prickle. He was scrawny, always had been, and the thought of being thrown into general population terrified him. They’ll eat me alive, he thought, his breath shallow.

Dr. Hanna Smith walked briskly ahead of him, her heels clicking against the tile floor. She was tall, commanding, her white coat pristine, and her posture exuded control. Eric couldn’t help but feel small in her presence.

“In here,” she said, her voice sharp yet smooth, as she opened the door to an exam room.

Eric hesitated, scanning the room—a metal table with straps at the corners, a large TV screen mounted on the wall, and shelves lined with medical equipment. His stomach churned.

“Sit,” Hanna ordered, pointing to the table.

Eric complied, his hands trembling as he perched on the edge of the table.

Hanna stood in front of him, her piercing gaze locking onto his. “This experiment is your only chance to avoid general population,” she said, her tone clinical. “You’ll be conditioned to reject antisocial behavior and embrace submission. It’s for your own good.” She handed him a clipboard with a stack of papers. “Sign here.”

Eric’s mind raced. Conditioned? Submission? He didn’t fully understand, but the alternative—being thrown in with violent inmates—was unthinkable. He scribbled his name on the dotted line.

“Good,” Hanna said, taking the clipboard. “Now, strip.”

Eric froze. “W-what?”

“You heard me,” she said, her voice firm. “Take off your clothes. All of them.”

Eric’s face burned as he fumbled with his jumpsuit, his fingers clumsy as he stripped down to nothing. The cold air bit at his bare skin, and he instinctively crossed his arms over his chest. Hanna tilted her head, studying him with an appraising gaze that made him feel exposed in ways that went beyond the physical.

“Lie back,” she commanded, gesturing to the table.

Eric obeyed, his body stiff as he lay down. Hanna secured his wrists and ankles with thick leather straps, tightening them until they dug into his skin. He winced but didn’t protest. The TV screen flickered to life, displaying a grainy video of a man injecting drugs into his arm.

Suddenly, a sharp zap coursed through Eric’s body, making him jerk against the straps. He cried out, his muscles seizing from the unexpected shock. “What the hell?” he gasped, his chest heaving.

Hanna stood beside him, a small device in her hand. “Negative reinforcement,” she explained calmly. “When you see antisocial behavior, you’ll associate it with pain.”

She pressed the button again, sending another jolt through him. Eric gritted his teeth, tears welling in his eyes.

The video changed—a man was being trampled beneath a woman’s stiletto-heeled boot. Eric’s breath hitched as Hanna’s slender fingers wrapped around his cock, her touch surprisingly warm against his sensitive skin. She began to stroke him slowly, her movements deliberate. Despite the fear and confusion, Eric felt himself hardening in her grasp.

“Interesting,” Hanna murmured, her eyes fixed on his growing arousal. “Your body responds even as your mind resists.” She quickened her pace, her thumb brushing over the tip of his cock, sending sparks of pleasure through him.

Eric’s hips twitched involuntarily, his body craving more. “Please,” he whispered, his voice barely audible. “I-I need to—”

“To what?” Hanna interrupted, her tone teasing. “To cum? Is that what you want?”

Eric nodded frantically, his cheeks flushing with shame and desire. “Yes,” he choked out.

Hanna smirked, her grip tightening ever so slightly. “Good boys ask nicely,” she purred.

“Please,” he begged, his voice trembling. “Please let me cum.”

Hanna’s free hand reached for the remote, and the TV switched to another video—a man cheating at cards. Another shock ripped through Eric, making him cry out again. His cock twitched in her hand, caught between pleasure and pain.

“No!” he pleaded, tears streaming down his face. “Not again!”

Hanna leaned closer, her breath warm against his ear. “You’re learning,” she whispered. “Pain for disobedience. Pleasure for submission.” She resumed stroking him, her pace agonizingly slow. Eric’s body trembled, every nerve alight with sensation.

The video changed once more—a man being whipped by a stern-looking woman. Hanna’s hand moved faster now, her fingers sliding up and down his length with practiced precision. Eric’s back arched off the table as pleasure surged through him, overwhelming and electric. He came with a strangled moan, his release spilling over Hanna’s fingers.

She watched him with a satisfied smile, her touch gentling until he lay spent and panting on the table. Then she reached for a sleek black device—a chastity cage. Eric’s eyes widened as she fastened it around his cock, locking it in place with a soft click.

“From now on,” Hanna said, wiping her hands on a towel, “you’ll only cum during these sessions. Your body belongs to me now.” She unfastened the straps, releasing him from the table.

Eric sat up slowly, his limbs heavy and unsteady. As he dressed under her watchful gaze, he felt something shift inside him—a deep, undeniable urge to submit to her will. His mind was still reeling, but his body already craved more of her touch, more of her control.

Back in his cell, Eric lay on his cot, his thoughts consumed by Hanna. He wasn’t sure what she had done to him, but one thing was certain: he had never been more turned on in his life. His fingers brushed against the chastity device, and he shivered with anticipation for their next session.
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