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“Hey, sweet thing. Want me to suck on your tits for a while?”

Kisha snapped out of her daze. She was lost in thought, going over the chaotic events of the last twelve hours and trying to resolve how that all lead here.

The women's section of the County lock up was jammed full of recently, and some not so recently, arrested females. All waiting for their turn before a judge and face the music.

Everyone wore orange jumpsuits, the one size fits all variety. Kisha's was a little baggy, but not baggy enough to contain her immense bosom which pressed against it.

Lydia, her girlfriend, was dead.

That one fact pressed hard on her mind. They had fucked in the hotel. She had practically sucked Lydia's tits dry. Then the grand victory shag in the abandoned warehouse, on a bed of recently liberated cash.

Then things went terribly wrong.

“What, honey? Not into having me suckle your nipples? Maybe you can suck on mine?” said the soothing voice.

Kisha looked over at who was speaking to her.

The other woman was strikingly beautiful. Wide dark eyes regarded Kisha. Pouted bright red lips offered a sly smile. Her long jet black hair was pulled up into a ponytail which extended all the way down to her waist. She was just a little plump. Curvy. And even covered by a baggy jump suit Kisha could tell she had one hell of a set of tits on her. She was Latina by the look of her smooth light brown skin.

Lydia used to love that shade of skin. I like a little cream in my coffee, you know what I mean? She used to say. She loved fucking Latinos.

And sometimes Kisha and Lydia would fuck them together.

Kisha frowned. She said, “Sorry, not into talking.”

They were sitting close together on a bench against the wall. Making a claim on the limited space in the crowded cell they shared with about fifty other women.

The other woman leaned over and placed a hand on top of Kisha's. “Bad day?” she asked.

Kisha shrugged. “You could say that.” She didn't withdraw her hand. Instead, she turned it over to clasp the other woman's.

Obvious delight filled the face of the Latino. “My name is Anna,” she said, gently squeezing Kisha's hand. “What's your's sweet thing?”

“Kisha.” She went quiet. Unsure what else to say she glanced around. So many hardened looking bitches mixed in with beautiful model types. She could make out the figures of some of them.

She had a sudden vision of all these women naked, orange jumpsuits cast aside. Naked female bodies rolling around the cell floor, exploring each other, enjoying each other. Breasts in hungry mouths.

All I think about is sex! Kisha thought. Even at a time like this!

“Kisha, huh?” Anna said. “Now that is a sexy name.”

Kisha regarded Anna. Now this was a sexy woman she would not mind seeing rolling around naked on the floor. Being explored. Being enjoyed. Drinking from one another.

Despite her better judgement Kisha found herself asking, “What are you in for?” Then she caught her breath. It was generally regarded in prison culture not to ask such thinks. Shows that you are a new fish; a new prisoner who was practically volunteering to be abused with such a nonsense question.

Besides, no one really told the truth anyway.

Anna beamed. If she was put off by the question, she was to skilled a con artist to show it. “Me? Had a problem with a pawn shop.”

“Pawn shop?”

“Yeah. Owner took it upon himself to claim the watch I gave him on consignment was broken when I gave it to him. It wasn't and I knew that. So we had an... altercation.”

Kisha suddenly found herself intrigued with this curvy burrito mommy. Sexy and with a dangerous edge. Again, a mental image of two naked women pressed up against each other, entwined. Their sweat mingling. Mouths suckling. Moaning. Nipples being playfully teethed. The two women being Anna and herself.

Anna laughed, “Why you smiling at that? Can't believe this plump little love machine couldn't throw down when she had to?”

Kisha laughed, too. Was it okay to laugh? Lucas was dead, dammit. But she found herself enjoying the company of this woman.

“I believe it,” Kisha said.

“You believe me?”

“Sure,” Kisha shrugged. “You gotta be in here for something, right?”

“True! Very true.” Anna appeared to size her up. “So.....”

“So what?” Kisha was fascinated with Anna's bright red lips. She envisioned them pleasantly suctioned to her tit.

“So what are you in here for?” Anna said.

“That is a little complicated.”

“Hey,” Anna said, waving a hand to encompass the huge cell. “We got time.”

Kisha paused a moment, then said in a matter-of-fact tone, “Armed robbery, evading arrest, multiple assaults with a deadly weapon, and... murder.” Like a movie playing in her minds eye, she saw the warehouse guard pinwheel backwards from her shotgun blast.

Anna was momentarily speechless. Then, almost in a whisper she said, “All that in the same day?”

Kisha gave a humourless smile. “All this morning, actually.”

She wasn't sure how the other woman would react. Get up and walk away? Accuse her of lying?

Instead, Anna squeezed her hand gently again, leaned forward and said, “Kisha, honey. You are most definitely in need of some titty sucking, then.”

Kisha was elated. She crooked a brow at Anna. “I do believe you are right.”

“Can I tell you a secret?” said Anna.

“Sure.”

“I love big busted beautiful black women. And I am most certainly a connoisseur of big magnificent black titties. And, sweet thing. I can just tell you are hiding a fantastic set under that orange jumper of yours.”

“How can you tell?”

“Cause that's all I ever think about.” She waved a hand at the other prisoners in the cell, milling about, talking in small secretive groups. “I've pretty much scouted out everyone's mammaries in here. Small, big, perky, saggy, cockeyed, flat, fried eggs, watermelons. All of them. But not one have got a set quite like yours.”

“And what are mine like?” Kisha asked, genuinely interested.

Anna moved a hand up, and pressed it against one of Kisha's large ample breasts through her jumpsuit. “Magnificent.”

She squeezed slightly.

“Well, then,” Kisha said. “There really is only one way for you to be certain of that.”

Anna smiled. “Yeah, there really is only one.”

“An inspection of said mammaries must be made.”

“A thorough examination.”

Kisha took Anna's hand away from her breast, but held onto it. She looked around. “A little crowded in here, isn't it? Not conducive to the suckling of boobs. Unless you're into putting on a show?”

“Honey,” Anna said, “I've put on many a show in my time. But this time, I want you all to myself.” She stood. “Follow me. And try not to look guilty.”

Kisha laughed and stood. She followed Anna as she pushed her way through the throng of convicts, and soon to be convicted, women. She noticed many had fallen into racial cliques, grouped together. Many looked at Kisha, giving her the once over, staying on her huge bosom. She wondered if any of them were already aware of what crimes she just recently committed. Prison gossip went out like lightening, after all.

“Where are we going?” Kisha asked.

“The only place where there is a hope of some sort of privacy in this dump. The bathroom,” Anna said.

Suddenly, two women blocked their way. Kisha and Anna stopped.

The women, one black, one blonde, were grinning from ear to ear. Their eyes were on Kisha.

“Whatcha got here, Anna, baby?” asked the black one. She had a stunning figure and beautiful eyes. And those eyes were roaming up and down Kisha's figure. They locked on Kisha's bulging chest. “Another cow for the milking?”

Anna stood here ground. “Not your concern, Shasta. Let us pass.”

Shasta smiled at Anna, “Now you know the rules, we all get to share here. No exceptions. Besides,” she looked right at Kisha's bosom which pressed against the jumpsuit, betraying her size, “this one has an incredible set of udders and I'm getting kind of thirsty.”

The blond woman with here chuckled.

“I could use something to drink,” said the blond. “I'm down for a real good long suckling session.”

“I'm definitely in need of some,” said Shasta. “Don't want to get osteoporosis in my old age.”

Both women cackled.

Anna stood her ground. “Not now,” she said. She took Kisha by the hand and pushed through the women. “My cow, my milk. You want to share a drink? Go to the cafeteria.”

She pulled Kisha away. From behind Shasta called out, “They don't got that sweet stuff she has! Brown cow, brown milk!”

Anna led Kisha away as the women's laughter faded behind them.

“Don't worry about them,” Anna said. “They're just
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