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If you want to survive in this world within a world you need currency.

In prison, smokes, drugs, and cell phones are all high value, but I have something much more valuable and no prison guard can ever take it from me in a shakedown. My currency is the long, thick, futa girl cock between my legs.

In a prison with an all-female workforce,  a cock is a commodity even if it is attached to a woman. 

My name is Constance Jones, although I have been using aliases for so long that no one ever calls me that. I am a few inches under five feet tall. I am petite, with curly blonde hair, blue eyes, firm little tits and a cute ass. Those last two matter when you are a con artist like me. Sex is a weapon, a distraction and when need be an escape route.

In prison, I am just a number or a nameless convict to the guards. To the other inmates, I will be ‘blondie’ or ‘babydoll’ or some other name until I gain some kind of rep.

I’m 28, but look ten years younger. I am never going to win any fights with my fists so I always need allies to make my time inside a little easier.

My latest stretch in jail is a two-year bit for a great little scam I had running a worthless share scheme that would have paid off if one of my investors hadn’t gone and died. The dumb SOB didn’t have a will and when the probate lawyer did some digging and the game was up.

But how I got here doesn’t matter. All that matters now is how I survive here.

After processing on the first day I am pleased as fuck when I am led t the warden’s office. There are a few raised eyebrows when I proudly displayed my nine-inch cock during my strip search and clearly word about my ‘contraband item’ went to the top pretty damn fast.

Warden McCall is maybe early forties. She wears a dark gray pantsuit, and her long black hair is tied back in a bun. She is almost a foot taller than me and has a  muscular body and a stern expression as she walks around me as I stand naked in her bland office.

My prison jumpsuit is in a pile on the floor. As soon as the guard left the room the warden stood up and told me to strip. In prison, you never question a command from someone in charge. You do what you are told first time whatever it is.

You are subservient. You are just a sacred, broken, convict, always happy to please the powers that be. That’s how you play it at least if you are smart, and I am pretty damn smart.

“You know that word will get around about you, don’t you, convict?” asks the warden, although I know enough not to answer but just keep my head bowed and my little tits thrust forward, nipples already hard as gumdrops.
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