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“Yeah, bitch!  Eat her pussy!” another inmate cried, and it all got too much.

The light’s flashed on and in burst one of the guards.  Naomi tried to pull of me, but I gripped her hair and kept her on me.  No way she was going to stop just as I was about to come.  Now the inmates stared across the gangway, watching the spectacle in silence.

“What the fuck is going on here,” cried a guard.  I recognized their voice.

Their shoes clicked along the hard floor as they got closer to the cell.  Naomi stayed put on her knees and I hung suspended from the top bunk as she feasted on me.  I moaned out my release and squirmed, feeling my pussy squeeze.

The climax was rippling out of me.  I was grunting with passion, uncaring for the onlookers.  This was the absolute proof that they’d need to drop the speculation about Naomi altogether.  She belonged to me now.

“What the—” the guard said.  It was Clive, a fifty-something divorcee.  “You two shouldn’t be doing that.”

“Hey, Clive,” I said wearily, wiping at my brow.

I fell back to the mattress and Naomi pulled her face from me.  She wiped her mouth and sat on the floor at my feet.

“We’re just getting to know each other,” I told him.

“You two know each other quite well, don’t you?”

Fuck, I couldn’t have the other inmates hear what was to happen next.

“How about a blowjob,” I told him.  “Naomi here will do anything, if she knows what’s good for her.”

This time she didn’t flinch.  She crawled to the bars and looked up at Clive with doe eyes.  “How about it,” she pouted.

“If I put something through these bars I might lose it,” he laughed.

“You won’t,” I told him.  “I promise.  On my life, you won’t.”

Clive looked back and noticed the inmates watching.  “Back in your bunks!” he cried, gripping his baton.

The inmates retreated into their cell, but the second Clive turned his attention back to us they moved forwards to the bars again.

“What do you say?” I asked.  “As a favor for an old friend.  Don’t tell the higher ups what you’ve seen, huh?”

Clive mused.  “It’s my job, Justice.”

“Let us please you.”

“Both of you?”

“If that’s what you want,” I told him, slipping down off the bunk to join Justice.

Clive was lost in thought.

“I’ll help you decide,” I told him, and I reached through the bar and started to unfasten him.

I rubbed at the bulge beneath and felt it grow.  Clive had been divorced for months and his long shifts at work meant that he hadn’t seen action in sometime.  I knew he was a weak touch.

“Justice ...” he said, but his warning was unconvincing.

I slipped my hands inside and pulled his out through his fly.

“Damn, that looks beautiful,” I swooned.  “What do you think, Naomi?”

“I think I’d like it in my mouth,” she said, approaching the bars.

I jerked him and watched him grow in my grasp.  I hadn’t handled a cock in so long, and Clive’s was genuinely impressive.  It certainly wasn’t the reason his wife left him, I’ll tell you that much.

“Suck that big cock,” I told Naomi, and I gripped her hair and introduced her to Clive’s stiffness.

He gripped the bars and looked down, moving closer and pressing his body against our cell.  The whole of his cock was in our realm now, and Naomi and I knew exactly what to do with it.

“Suck it, bitch,” I told her, and I opened my mouth with her as she clasped her lips around the smooth crown of Clive’s big cock.
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I startled to the sound of my cell doors opening.  It wasn’t time to be let out, but having the cell to myself I knew that someone could be joining me any time.  The only thing I didn’t know, was who.

I saw her face and immediately looked away.  Being led into the cell by the arm was my friend’s daughter, Naomi.  They removed her cuffs and stood back, letting the cell doors close again.  I stared at the bare wall.

“Enjoy,” said the guard.  I looked up the bed through the bars to see his smirk.  He’d had this done on purpose for his own twisted gain, but this was now a matter of life and death.

“Hey,” Naomi said.

“Don’t say a fucking word,” I told her, rolling over.

Her face opened up in a smile when she saw me.  It must have been comforting to see the face of your mom’s friend.  She opened her mouth to speak.

“Don’t!” I cried, rushing from the bottom bunk to cover her mouth.

Naomi’s eyes betrayed her terror now.  It had been years since she’d seen me.  Her mom Carol and I went way back, but our lives were on different tracks.

“Don’t,” I hushed again, and I looked left and right.  “These cells have ears.”

I released her mouth slowly and then looked her up and down.  She was in her early twenties and had pristine, blonde hair.  She was too beautiful for this place and if I didn’t stake a claim for her they’d eat her alive.

“Patty,” she whispered.

I put a finger on her lips.  “Never that name.  Not here.”

“Why?”

I put my lips close to her ear and hushed.  “You don’t know me.  If they find out you do you could be in more trouble than you already are.”

“I’m in trouble?”

“You come in here looking that hot, you’re in trouble.  Don’t ever call me Patty in here.  It’s Justice, okay?”

“Justice?”

“That’s what they call me.  I got quite the name for myself in here, but if they find out we know each other there’ll be a target on your back.”

“Why?”

“Everyone at the top is a target in here.  Some people just want to get to you.  Deny everything tomorrow.  People will ask questions.  Deny it all, and spur all the advances.  They’ll be trying to stake a claim on you.”

I knew what to do.  I knew the only way to make them stop vying for Naomi, but it was so naughty.  I owed it to Carol and hoped she’d understand.  The guard that put her inside already knew the trouble they were getting her into.  That fucker had had it in for me since I arrived, but there were other guards who were a bit more lenient.  I was as close to friends as an inmate can get with a few of them.

“So, what do we do?  Just keep denying them?” Naomi asked.

“I have an idea, but you might not like it.  You’ll have to trust me.  Tomorrow night we’ll do it.  The faster the better.  We don’t want you available for long.”

“I don’t see how you stop them.”

“I have a way,” I hushed, and I put my forehead to hers.  “I love you.”

“I love you too,” she said, barely audible.

I looked across at the cells opposite and saw the glint of eyes staring back across.

“Now get in your fucking bunk, bitch!” I cried, and I grabbed the back of Naomi’s head and threw her across the cell.

She stumbled to the corner and a look of betrayal spread across her before she started to understand.

“Yes, Justice,” she said timidly, and she crawled up above me and settled in for the night.

I got into the bunk below her, but I barely slept.  Tomorrow, if Naomi made it through the day, she’d be met with another trial-by-fire: lesbian sex with a woman twice her ages.  Happy first day in prison.
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Naomi had a torrid day.  They came for her at breakfast, gripping the front of her orange jumpsuit and interrogating her.  I watched that pretty face of hers contort in distress.  She wasn’t cut out for this life, and prison gals loved a sweetheart.

“You Justice’s?” they’d ask.  The chatter was getting around the prison-block.  “They say you’re no-ones yet.”

They didn’t come at me.  I had the respect, but Naomi had to earn it, and being my cellmate didn’t cut it.  Far from it.  They expected even more from her.

The whole day I had to sit there and watch her take the abuse.  Back in our cell I was silent.  She hung her head, distraught, and I couldn’t comfort her.  The inmates in the cells opposite kept watch, trying to gauge our relation.

Naomi denied the attempts all day, standing firm in the face of the violence that the dames of the prison promised.  The guards mostly did nothing, which was no great surprise.  They were as useful as chocolate firemen.

That night when we were alone in our cell, I set in motion the sinful series of events that might see her freed.  It was a risk, but it was the only way out of her situation.

I stood up from my bunk and patted her.  She stirred in her bunk and then turned over to look at me.

“Time to eat pussy,” I told her plainly, loud enough for the other inmates to hear.

They started to let out soft cheers, keen not to alert the guards.  They didn’t want to miss out on an evening’s free entertainment.

“What?!” Naomi hissed.

“You heard me,” I told her, and I gripped her hair and started to pull her out the bunk.

“Pa—Justice!” she squeaked.

I pulled her close to me and growled into her ear.  “Play along and you might survive this.”

“You damn well better eat my pussy too,” Naomi said back.

Fuck, that took me by surprise.  I stared at her face and saw a slight grin.  Perhaps she wasn’t as innocent as I remembered her to be.

“On your fucking knees,” I told her, and I took her by the hair again and swung her to the floor.

Naomi grunted and fell in front of me, looking up from all fours.  She breathed hard and deep, knelt like a predator in attack mode.  There was a glimmer of lust in her eye that was undeniable, but you had to be up-close to see it.  She was starting to turn me on immediately.

“Go, Justice!” someone hissed from across the way.

I started to take down my jumpsuit.  Naomi watched from the floor as I wriggled out and stood before her in my underwear.  I cut quite the figure after working-out tirelessly.

“Fuck,” Naomi hushed.  She had a smile in her eye as she studied my new physique.

“Put your face on my cunt, right now!” I told her.

Without ceremony I slipped my panties down my legs and stepped out of them, then I sat on the bottom bunk and opened my legs wide.

Naomi stared into my pussy.  It was shaven close, which was another privilege I was afforded.  Razors are dangerous business, but someone like me can get their hands on them.

“Oh, Justice,” she hushed.

I gripped the bunk above and pushed my crotch out towards her.  The inmates around us became excited as Naomi moved closer.  This would put the rumors to bed.  Once word spread it would be clear that Naomi was mine, and no-one would mess with her.

“She’s doing it,” someone whispered.

Naomi prowled forward, keeping her eyes on me.  I stared down and watched as she grew ever closer to the ultimate act of sin.  My pussy started to flutter, anticipating her touch.

“Eat it,” I told her.

She opened her mouth slowly and moved her face forwards, keeping her eyes on me.  I felt a pang of guilt, but it was quickly stricken from me by the incredible sensation of her tongue busying about my pussy.

My fists squeezed the bar above and I held my breath.  I grunted out the pleasure slowly, causing some of the voyeurs to grunt with me.

“That’s it, bitch,” one of them cried.

For the most part the guards left us alone at night, but if things got out of hand, they’d quickly return to restore order.

The lights were off, but the safety lights were easy to see by.  I watched Naomi’s eyes close as she committed further to the act, smothering her face to my pussy and getting into it.

I started to groan as I felt her touch.  I hadn’t had another person do that to me in forever, and I’d never had a woman do it.

Naomi knew just what she was doing.  She mouthed all over me, sucking at my clit and turning it swollen and stiff.  She moved a hand up to toy with my flesh too and soon she was probing me and slipping her digits through my cum.

“Yes!” I grunted.

“Get it, Justice!” someone cried.

I was.  I was getting ever closer to climax.  I closed my eyes and focused, feeling the pleasure mount.  Naomi moaned on me, pushing her face onto me as though she was trying to get my pussy to swallow her up entirely.

I gasped and looked down again on the sight.  Her eyes sparkled back, her tongue busy out of sight.  My pussy quivered and I moaned again.

“Yeah, bitch!  Eat her pussy!” another inmate cried, and it all got too much.

The light’s flashed on and in burst one of the guards.  Naomi tried to pull of me, but I gripped her hair and kept her on me.  No way she was going to stop just as I was about to come.  Now the inmates stared across the gangway, watching the spectacle in silence.

“What the fuck is going on here,” cried a guard.  I recognized their voice.

Their shoes clicked along the hard floor as they got closer to the cell.  Naomi stayed put on her knees and I hung suspended from the top bunk as she feasted on me.  I moaned out my release and squirmed, feeling my pussy squeeze.

The climax was rippling out of me.  I was grunting with passion, uncaring for the onlookers.  This was the absolute proof that they’d need to drop the speculation about Naomi altogether.  She belonged to me now.

“What the—” the guard said.  It was Clive, a fifty-something divorcee.  “You two shouldn’t be doing that.”

“Hey, Clive,” I said wearily, wiping at my brow.

I fell back to the mattress and Naomi pulled her face from me.  She wiped her mouth and sat on the floor at my feet.

“We’re just getting to know each other,” I told him.

“You two know each other quite well, don’t you?”

Fuck, I couldn’t have the other inmates hear what was to happen next.

“How about a blowjob,” I told him.  “Naomi here will do anything, if she knows what’s good for her.”

This time she didn’t flinch.  She crawled to the bars and looked up at Clive with doe eyes.  “How about it,” she pouted.

“If I put something through these bars I might lose it,” he laughed.

“You won’t,” I told him.  “I promise.  On my life, you won’t.”

Clive looked back and noticed the inmates watching.  “Back in your bunks!” he cried, gripping his baton.

The inmates retreated into their cell, but the second Clive turned his attention back to us they moved forwards to the bars again.

“What do you say?” I asked.  “As a favor for an old friend.  Don’t tell the higher ups what you’ve seen, huh?”

Clive mused.  “It’s my job, Justice.”

“Let us please you.”

“Both of you?”

“If that’s what you want,” I told him, slipping down off the bunk to join Justice.

Clive was lost in thought.

“I’ll help you decide,” I told him, and I reached through the bar and started to unfasten him.

I rubbed at the bulge beneath and felt it grow.  Clive had been divorced for months and his long shifts at work meant that he hadn’t seen action in sometime.  I knew he was a weak touch.

“Justice ...” he said, but his warning was unconvincing.

I slipped my hands inside and pulled his out through his fly.

“Damn, that looks beautiful,” I swooned.  “What do you think, Naomi?”

“I think I’d like it in my mouth,” she said, approaching the bars.

I jerked him and watched him grow in my grasp.  I hadn’t handled a cock in so long, and Clive’s was genuinely impressive.  It certainly wasn’t the reason his wife left him, I’ll tell you that much.

“Suck that big cock,” I told Naomi, and I gripped her hair and introduced her to Clive’s stiffness.

He gripped the bars and looked down, moving closer and pressing his body against our cell.  The whole of his cock was in our realm now, and Naomi and I knew exactly what to do with it.

“Suck it, bitch,” I told her, and I opened my mouth with her as she clasped her lips around the smooth crown of Clive’s big cock.

He let out a satisfied groan and Naomi went to town on him.  It seemed she was quite effective with her mouth, because in no time at all Clive was putty in her hands.  She squeezed his balls and sucked him, and all the while I gripped her hair and moved her head slowly.

Clive started to fuck her mouth, passing his cock through her.  Naomi was a good girl.  She kept herself in one spot and allowed Clive to move through her, using her mouth like a fuck-hole.

“Good,” I told her, but I was starting to develop a hunger myself.

I pulled Clive out of her and pushed her away to tackle him, putting my mouth over him and winding my lips down his length.

Naomi held my hair aside for Clive who looked between the both of us.  “You’re good at that,” he said.

Naomi pulled down the front of her jumpsuit and started to undress.  Clive was torn between watching me and watching the twenty-year-old temptress.  Shit, I was torn too.  I wanted to see how pretty she looked under there.

I popped my lips off Clive to look back at her.  She was sporting an athletic physique and a damn-near perfect pair of tits.

“Look at those, Clive,” I said, hissing a breath through clenched teeth.

I left him and moved to Naomi to swallow up her nipples.  My hands moved roughly over her breasts, squeezing and pinching.  She moaned as I stiffened her up and sucked on her tits.

Clive took up his cock and started to jerk it through the bars, pointing it at us like a tribute.

“You girls keep that up,” he said.

“You like it, Clive,” I asked, shooting him a sultry look.

“I love it.”

“Then you’ll love this too.”

I gripped the ankles of her jumpsuit and pulled it down until Naomi was in only her skimpy panties.  They hugged her figure beautifully, hiding the last of her modesty.  I could make out the camel-toe of her pussy through them and so could Clive.  He was fixated.

“You want to see, don’t you, hon?” I asked him.

Clive nodded.

I took my fingers to her panties and slipped them inside, pulling them down over her smooth legs.  Naomi lifted her ass and helped me take her out of them.

She sat on the cool of the floor and opened her legs for me.  My hand went to her pussy, and I started to work it, kneeling above her and looking down on her with a snarl.

“You’re a dirty bitch, aren’t you?”

“You both are,” Clive said, jerking himself.

We looked to his cock as I played with her.  I could feel her getting wet as I touched her.  I pushed my fingers into her and submerged them in her cum.  Naomi leaned her head back and her slender neck lengthened.

“Justice!” she moaned to the ceiling.  I was just relived she didn’t yell out, ‘Patty!’

I took my fingers from her soaked core and thrust them into her mouth.  She gripped my wrist and sucked her cum from off me, looking right in Clive’s eyes as she did so.

“You girls,” he said, shaking his head in disbelief.

“Here, Clive,” I said.  “I think you’ve earned this.”

I gripped Naomi’s hair and stood her up, then I turned her around roughly and spanked her ass.  It wobbled for Clive, and he jerked himself harder.

“Bend over, slut,” I told her.

Naomi was excited.  She did as I told her, baring herself to Clive who had the perfect view.

The inmates stared across at the act.  It was like live porn to them, and they weren’t about to squander the opportunity to see something forbidden.  They just didn’t appreciate how truly forbidden the act was.

“In there, Clive.  You wanna fuck her?”

“I do,” he grunted.  Few men could deny their urges, especially when they were jerking their hard cock and being presented with a soaking wet, young pussy.  Naomi was way better than Clive would ever get on the outside, despite his prowess.

“Good,” I told Naomi as she started to walk backwards towards Clive.

Clive stopped jerking now.  Instead, he held his cock steady at the hilt, watching Naomi’s perfect body approach.

I looked underneath and steered Naomi onto him.  I watched his gorgeous cock penetrate her, and my spine tingled as I heard her moan.

“He’s inside me!” she grunted.

“Damn right he is,” I said back.

I watched as Clive’s cock pushed perfectly into her.  Her pussy lips were soaked, moving like wet petals around him.  Her pussy welcomed him, sucking him further in.  Clive pushed and soon the whole of his cock had been swallowed up in her warmth.  He let out a satisfied moan.

“Feels good, doesn’t it, Clive?”

He nodded.  “Too right.”

“Go ahead,” I told him.  “Fuck her.”

Clive put his hands through the bars and held her ass.  He started to pump his hips, bouncing them against the prison bars.  His keys rattled.  I stared at them and thought of stealing them, but it made no sense.  Even if I got out of this cell there wasn’t much I could do.  Only another ten years.  Maybe if I fucked enough of the guards, I’d get out early.

“Get it, Clive,” I encouraged.  “Fuck that young pussy.”

I spurred him on, demanding that he give Naomi everything he could.  She was starting to get too comfortable on her knees though.  I moved in front of her and parted my legs, looking down my body at her moaning face.  Her head bounced on her shoulders, then she opened her eyes and spotted the sight in front of her.

I went up crab-like and moved my pussy to her.  If she moved forwards, then she’d lose Clive behind her.

“Get back on my pussy, bitch,” I spat.

Naomi did.  She opened right onto my sex and started to feed again.  This time she stabbed her tongue into my O, tasing me and licking all over.

Her tongue wound around me, teasing down to my tight asshole and then back up to my soaking groove.  She was indiscriminate as she licked me, with Clive losing himself behind her.

He pumped through into her pussy and I watched the pleasure spread over her.  She started to rely on Clive’s touches and soon her own climax was threatening to explode out from her.

“You wanna come, huh?” I asked.

She nodded.

“You wanna come?  You want Justice to give you permission to come?”

She nodded again.

“You slut.  You know you’re my slut, don’t you?”

“Y—yes!”

“Say it!”

“I’m your slut, Justice!” she whined, keeping the climax at bay.

“Good girl.”  It was important everyone heard that.

I reached forwards and caressed her face.  She looked at me with pained joy.  I could see the euphoria blossoming within her.

I slapped her face and then gripped her neck.  Naomi startled but soon regained her excitement.  I squeezed her neck and watched her face turn red.

“Come,” I hushed.  “Fucking come!”

Clive was fucking her hard now, pulling her back against the bars.  The whole of Naomi’s body was moving as that huge cock penetrated her over and over.  Clive used her tight pussy to jerk himself, and Naomi used his cock to get off.

She hung her head and strained.  A croak left her that could barely be heard, then a huge groan followed it.

“Oh, fuuuuck!” she cried.

The inmates cheered.  They loved an orgasm.

Her pussy contracted on Clive’s cock and Clive picked up the pace.

“He’s going to come too,” I said.  “You want that?”

Naomi nodded.  “Please!”

“Then do it on our fucking faces, Clive.  How does that sound.”

“P—erfect,” he grunted.

It would be bad form to come inside the inmates.  Pregnancies in all-female prisons got questioned.

Clive pulled himself out of her and I quickly took up his cock.  It was sodden, with Naomi’s come.  I jerked him and watched my hand slide over his perfect length as Naomi writhed and fingered herself, working out the climax.

He gripped the bars so tight that his knuckles turned white.  Naomi turned around and rushed forwards towards him, opening her mouth like a chick at feeding time.

“I’m gonna pull him out all over us,” I told her.  “Then you’re gonna clean up the mess.”

“Give me it,” she demanded.  “Give me his fucking cum.”

“You naughty bitch.  You’re my naughty bitch now, okay.  This isn’t the last time.”

Yes, ma’am,” Naomi said, opening her mouth and sticking out her tongue.

“She wants it,” Clive said.  “She wants it!”

“Then give it her, Clive, honey.  Give it both of us.”

I felt Clive swell and stiffen.  I knew it was imminent.  There’s a point where a guy’s climax is beyond doubt, and we’d just reached it.

I jerked him faster, feeling the excitement rush into his cock.  He released the tension in his body and relaxed with a groan.

“There it is, Clive,” I said, pulling at his cock.

I felt the first throb.  The spunk rushed up his cock and on the second throb is burst free, careening forwards and spattering across both of our faces.

I jerked him so vigorously that the cum left his cock in a shower, rather than thick, straight ropes.  It blasted out of him and scattered over both of us, covering all our faces in patters of hot, white cum.

Naomi groaned appreciatively at the offering, turning her face to it and licking her lips.  I tried to keep my eyes open, looking up at Clive as I yanked out his seed.

We were awash with him, and Clive’s groans started to lessen.  At first, they’d been violent roars that brought with them bounteous offerings, but now the offerings were less voluminous.  I pinched to the tip of his cock and offered Naomi the final bead of beautiful cum.

She raced her tongue over him and swallowed him down with a smack of her lips before turning to me and looking at my cum strewn face.

“Oh, you naughty bitch,” I laughed, looking at her.  It was the most fun I’d had inside for years.

Naomi held my face and then lunged forwards, licking the cum from off me.  Clive jerked his spent cock and watched as she cleansed me of all his offering.  She wasn’t satisfied until I was completely clean, like any good sub should be.

When she was done she started to push the cum from her own face into her mouth.  Shit, I hadn’t anticipated this version of Naomi, but I’d helped coax it out of her.

“That’s my slut,” I said, watching her.  I couldn’t turn away.

Clive too seemed shocked, as did some of the onlooking inmates.

Clive turned back and spotted them, then he raised his baton again.  “Back of your cells!” he cried.

Naomi sat on her knees and put her hands on top of her thighs.  Her beautiful tits sat perky between her biceps.

“Swing by any time, Clive,” I told him.  It was important to continue these special relationships whenever you could with the guards.  They let things slide or helped you in other ways, so their favor was like gold.

“I just might,” Clive said.

“I’ll have Naomi here take care of you.”  I gripped her hair and presented her to him.

She lolled her head on her shoulders and smiled.  “I’ll swallow your cock any time, hon.”

“If she’s not too busy eating my pussy,” I joked to Clive.

I threw her head away and then stood up, extending a hand through the bars to Clive.  “We didn’t see anything here today if you didn’t,” I said.

Clive stared at the naked, muscled woman before him and then at the strong arm that had lunged through the cell bars.  Everything in his nature told him he shouldn’t take my hand, but when guys have sex offered to them, they don’t think straight.

He took my hand, and we shook on it.  There was no funny business.  I just shook on the deal, and we left it there.  Clive took a step away from the cell and then scanned along the row.
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