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When I took a job as a corrections officer at
a men's prison, I got my share of well-meaning warnings from
friends and relatives about the dangers I might face. For the most
part, they were concerned mainly for my physical safety. And I
suppose I can't blame them. After all, I'm a pretty small woman,
only 5'2" and 110 lbs. But I assured everyone that most prisons
these days were safe, controlled environments, nothing like the
riot-bound powder-kegs most people think of thanks to old movies
and sensationalistic TV shows.

My friend Tammy, however, expressed concerns
of a different sort.

"But Melissa," she said to me when I told her
where I'd just taken a job, "I've heard stories about places like
that. Some of the guys there--you know, the inmates--they have,
like, a way with women or something. It seems like you're always
hearing stories about female guards messing around with one of the
prisoners, and then getting fired."

I just laughed at her.

"Please," I said. "Can you imagine me
doing something like that?"

"Well...I guess not," she conceded. "You've
always been the one to keep your baser feelings in check."

And that was very true. I'd always prided
myself on my calm self-control, my ability to put reason and
practical concerns ahead of my animal instincts. I ate and
exercised religiously, I didn't do drugs, I rarely drank alcohol,
and I most certainly never slept around. Heck, I could count my
past sexual partners on one hand.

This latter fact said a lot. Not to brag or
anything, but I'm a pretty good-looking woman, with long blonde
hair, blue eyes, and a well-toned yet still curvy body. Over the
years I'd faced sexual advances of every kind imaginable. Since I
never gave into such temptations in everyday life, I felt confident
in my ability to resist the advances of the sort of skeevy losers I
expected to find in a prison.

In other words, rational, practical-minded me
simply laughed off Tammy's well-meant warnings. Me, sleep with an
inmate? Not on your life.

I know differently now.

I began to understand her concerns a little
better when I saw how sexy some of the inmates were. A lot of them
were pretty attractive to start with, but with tons of free time in
the joint and few ways to fill that time, many had turned to
rigorous exercise routines to fill their boring hours. The result,
of course, was that some of these guys had bodies more exquisitely
sculptured than any gym rat you'll find in the outside world.

Still, it was no big deal to me. I'd learned
how to disregard simple good looks pretty early on in life, so a
bunch of cute faces and six-pack abs were a cinch to ignore.

But ignoring certain other things wasn't
quite so easy.

In the course of my job I'd sometimes wind up
catching sight of the inmates when they were naked, and some of the
guys--almost all of them black guys, predictably enough--had
penises bigger than any I'd ever seen. If I had cause to be around
the showers when the inmates were there, it took all my willpower
not to stare at the thick tubes of flesh swinging between their
thighs like flexible brown billy clubs. And those were flaccid
penises. I couldn't even begin to imagine what those things might
look like erect.

By far the biggest joint in the joint (if
you'll pardon the pun) belonged to a young black guy who called
himself Spider (and frankly, I don't blame him for using a
nickname; as a guard, I was privy to their personal info, so I knew
for a fact that his real name was Marvin Quincy Pratt). Spider was
an exceptionally good-looking man, sporting a lean muscular body, a
finely chiseled face, and penetrating dark brown eyes, the
attractiveness of all of which was heightened by his aura of cool,
masculine self-assurance. But by far his most notable feature was
his massive penis. I'd seen his naked dick only once, when I passed
his cell one day while he was changing, but that was enough to
imprint the sight on my mind forever. Even completely flaccid, the
thing was gigantic, extending halfway to his knees and as thick
around as my wrist. Sometimes when I masturbated in bed or in the
shower, I'd fantasize about what it would feel like to have
something like that inside me. I even had a couple of erotic dreams
about it. In both cases, I came without ever touching myself.

But I never acted on these desires, of
course, and I was convinced I never would. I was an intelligent,
hard-working woman, after all, not some cock-crazed ditz-brain
who'd risk losing everything she had just for a quick screw.

Ah, how things change.

The change came one summer afternoon during
my usual stint on second shift. I'd been sent to check on Cell
Block C, which was then currently under renovation. It was one of
the oldest sections of the prison, and its declining structural
integrity and lack of modern features had necessitated that it be
shut down for nearly a year while it was rebuilt and upgraded. None
of the inmates were allowed back there while the work was going on
except for a closely-guarded few who had been assigned to help with
some of the more menial tasks.

This late in the afternoon, the workmen were
long gone, their job done for the day, and the block was empty. I
still had to check it anyway, though. Heck, someone had to check it
every few hours even overnight and on weekends. Modern prisons are
safe, controlled environments, remember?

The security check of the block was actually
a pretty long, involved job, given that it meant thoroughly
exploring the maze of stacked cinderblocks, rebar, and plywood, and
examining all the countless nooks and crannies of the
half-constructed walls and cells. As usual there didn't seem to be
anything to see that day. Not a soul was in sight, and the clops of
my boots on the hard, dusty floor echoed in the cavernous silence,
a rarity in a normally cacophonous prison.

Then I spotted a door in the far wall
standing open. The door led to a short concrete corridor that
connected the cell block to a small administrative wing that was
likewise closed off and slated for renovation. Since the workmen
had been using that wing to store some of their materials, I
assumed that one of them, or the guard who had been overseeing
them, had simply forgotten to secure it properly in their eagerness
to wrap things up for the day. The wing wasn't technically part of
my scheduled patrol, so I just poked my head through the open
doorway to make sure everything looked okay before locked it up and
moving on.

But everything wasn't okay. At the end of the
concrete corridor, the door that led to the administrative wing
proper also stood ajar.

I stared at this second open door a moment,
debating whether or not to call for backup. If this was an
oversight, it was a doozy. Not just one door unsecured, but two? It
was hard to believe that was just an accident. Still, if I called
for backup and the whole thing turned out to be a false alarm, I
ran the risk of getting pegged as a cowardly girl who wasn't fit
for the job, always a concern for women in male-dominated
professions like mine.

I decided to go ahead on my own. If worse
came to worst and there was indeed a problem, I wasn't exactly
without resources. I carried a can of pepper spray on my belt, as
well as a man-down alarm, a little clip-on device that could
transmit a distress signal to the control room, giving them my
location and sending guards running to my assistance immediately.
The device could be activated manually, but it was also set to go
off if it was tilted too far from the vertical. ("Man down," get
it?)

In other words, I wasn't too concerned as I
headed down that gray concrete corridor. I'd been on the job long
enough that I felt confident I could deal with practically any
situation I'd likely find myself in.

But I didn't for one second anticipate the
situation that actually awaited me.

By the time I reached the far door, I'd
detected faint voices and laughter coming from somewhere beyond it.
At first I thought that maybe a few of the workman had stayed late
for some reason, but then I recognized one of the voices as
Spider's. His voice was unmistakable. It was low and smooth and
resonant, the kind of voice that makes women wet. I know it always
made me wet, at least. I soon identified the other voices as
those of his closest crew.

I hesitated a moment, standing stock-still
before that open door. Now that I was sure there were multiple
inmates in a restricted area, I knew I should call for assistance.
But I reflected that though Spider and his crew had sometimes
subjected me to the smack-talk inmates are almost obliged to give
their guards, on the whole they'd been much more pleasant than a
lot of the other inmates, sometimes even almost respectful, which
doesn't sound like much, but is actually saying quite a lot. Thus,
I told myself, backup probably wasn't necessary.

At least those are the surface-level reasons
I made the decision I did. I suspect that deep down, other
motivations stirred me, and that some hidden part of me was
secretly hoping against hope for something much different than the
usual tedious wrangling of disobedient inmates and the reams of
subsequent paperwork.

I took a deep breath and pushed through the
doorway.

Ahead of me stretched another, much older
hallway, its walls shedding chips of brittle gray paint to expose
the bare cinderblocks beneath, its floor covered with ancient
linoleum that was gouged and scratched from years of traffic. Both
the walls and the floor were due to be completely redone, but that
was still months away. Like I said, right now the wing was simply
being used as a sort of storage area for the construction crew, and
along the hallway's walls lay some of the workmen's materials:
piles of bricks, planks of wood, cans of paint. Inmates having
access to this stuff was really bad news. I hoped Spider and his
crew were just being their usual fun-loving selves and not grabbing
up materials for a future assault or escape attempt.

I followed the sounds of the voices about
twenty feet down this corridor, then down a short side corridor on
the right. This side corridor ended in a wooden door that, like all
the others, was slightly ajar.

Not pausing or giving myself time to think, I
just pushed straight on through open the door, revealing a
mid-sized room that used to be a break room. It was floored with
blue-speckled white tiles, many of them cracked and a few of them
missing. The walls were cinderblocks painted off-white, with a
dark-blue stripe running all the way around the room's perimeter.
In one corner was a big white balled-up drop-cloth. A cork bulletin
board, empty except for a few thumbtacks, still hung on one wall.
Opposite it stood stack of wooden pallets, atop which lounged
Spider, his upper back and corn-rowed head propped against the
wall, his calm, confident bearing giving him the air of a king on
his throne. Sitting on or standing around a low white table in the
center of the room were four of Spider's crew, all of them black
and all of them, I noted with a faint throb in my pussy I didn't
dare allow myself to think about, possessors of oversized cocks. In
fact, I was pretty sure the five men I now faced had the biggest
penises out of everyone in the prison.

The first guy to notice me was a fellow
called Big Z, an ironic name, given his short wiry physique. The
"Z" was short for Zachary. He was the youngest of the group, almost
young enough to have qualified for juvie instead of an adult
prison, and he had a kind of childish, overanimated quality to him,
which he demonstrated now as he threw his head back with a groan
and thrust his arms into the air as if pleading to God.

"Aw, man!" he cried. "We busted!"

"Shit," muttered Darnell, a squat, bald guy
whose body bulged from head to toe with muscle. He spent most of
his time in the prison gym, pumping jaw-dropping amounts of iron.
"It's little Miss Missy."

I bristled at the name. Not only is it a
punishable offense for the inmates to call the guards by our first
names (hell, technically they're not even supposed to know our
first names, but they usually find out sooner or later), but I
absolutely hate the nickname Missy, regarding it as too girly and
frivolous for sober, practical me. I'm always Melissa.

I let the matter slide, though. There were
far more important offenses to worry about.

"How the hell did you guys get back here?" I
said in my best hard-ass voice. And trust me, a woman like me in a
job like this has to develop one of hell of a hard-ass voice--and
the attitude to match--if she wants to be taken seriously.

"Door was open," said Lucas, another member
of the crew. He was just as muscular as Darnell, but his addiction
to weightlifting was equaled by an addiction to tattoos, which
meant his muscles were decorated with a wild assortment of tats:
skulls and dollar signs and uzis and even a big black wolf on his
left buttcheek. He had a tat of some kind on his cock, too, but
since I'd never seen his penis erect I wasn't sure what it said or
depicted.

"Don't shit me," I said. "What the hell have
you guys been up to back here?"

"We was just lookin' for a little peace and
quiet," Spider said from his quasi-throne, still lounging against
the wall and looking totally unconcerned by my presence. "Gets
awful noisy in the block. A brother's gotta get away and clear
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