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“The warden’s on his way, and he’s gonna make you regret this,” the guard sneered, holding his bleeding nose. Novalee smirked up at him from where he’d tossed her to the floor of the cell.

“You gonna cry to him about how a five-foot-nothing woman beat you up, Walliss? A big tough guard like you? Yeah, I bet he’ll be real sympathetic. Poor baby has a booboo!” She shouted the last at the cell door as the guard slammed it, listening to his rapidly retreating footsteps.

What a joke. Walliss was a sad excuse for a guard. He enjoyed getting rough with the inmates, which usually Novalee didn’t care about, except that today he’d caught her actually breaking some rules.

More specifically, breaking another inmate’s nose. Novalee got into fights off and on, and the bitch had tried cutting in on her table at the galley. What was Novalee supposed to do, play nice-nice? Fuck no. She’d taken a real swing at the new girl—several, actually, enough that the guards had to separate them. Stupid Walliss believed the newbie and placed all blame on Novalee, naturally.

Oh, well. She wasn’t scared of a little personal visit with Warden Tasen, anyway. In fact, the two of them had already had a few personal visits over the past few months. Tasen was just as bad as anybody on the other side of the bars around here—he casually abused his power all the time, getting female inmates like her to do him little favors with their hands and mouths in exchange for forgiveness for any trouble.

Tasen was a bastard, but Novalee felt like he kind of suited her. She was a real piece of work, herself, after all. You didn’t get locked up in this place unless a few people died in the process, and her path there was paved with several skeletons. 

Despite the fun tension they had between them, she and Tasen had never really gone all-out in any of their arrangements. A hand job here, sure, or a blow job there while on her knees. He was a tall tentacly Eld-hi man, she was a petite human woman—the pieces would probably have fit together in fun and creative ways, but she’d have to do something pretty bad to justify giving that up for him.

Or she’d have to be really, really horny, at least. Getting to break two noses in one day DID give her a real rush.

It took a few hours in solitary before the warden made his visit. Novalee couldn’t decide if she expected him to try and convince her to have sex with him in exchange for looking the other way about the broken noses, or if she was just hoping he would.

“Novalee,” Tasen hummed, gliding into the cell on his many tentacles. 

Eld-hi looked mostly humanoid from the waist up except for the tentacles where arms should be. From the waist down they had only a mass of thick tentacles. The aliens were many different colors; Warden Tasen was a deep inky indigo blue.

“Warden,” Novalee replied mildly, getting to her feet. She had been sitting on the floor of the cell cross-legged, patiently waiting.

She tried not to be too obvious as she admired the wet glint on his skin. She knew from experience that he was slippery to the touch, smooth and wet. Those tentacles really would be fun to stick a few places...

Closing the cell door behind him, the warden sighed in feigned disappointment, shaking his head.

“Oh, Novalee. I thought we talked about this fighting business.” As he spoke, he was already reaching one tentacle arm out to touch her cheek. 

The condescending tone would have pissed Novalee off if she wasn’t used to it. The warden tended to play his role for the security cameras up until they acted on any “agreements.” At that point, the security cameras always mysteriously had some trouble in that cell.

“Don’t know what you’re talking about,” Novalee replied with a smirk. “There was no fight—that takes two sides fighting, and both of those pussies just cried to security about it.”

“Clearly we need to have another talk about it now,” Tasen said with meaning, catching her chin with his tentacle and lifting it. Novalee stuck her nose in the air and snorted in amusement.

“You’ll use any excuse, won’t you?”

Tasen slipped closer to her, leaning down near her face as his tentacle patted her cheek. 

“You don’t seem to understand the gravity of this situation. If you keep getting into so many fights, I’ll have to switch you to a different cell block, and I don’t think you’ll like the other one much. The warden there isn’t as...kind...as I am.”

It was both a threat and an offer. Novalee got the picture—he wouldn’t just let this slide without her offering him something. She had a feeling a hand job wasn’t what he had in mind, either.

“Oh, I can be a good girl if I want to be,” she said, gazing up at him again. “I’d bend over backwards for somebody who had my best interests in mind...” 

“How about the other way?” Tasen said suggestively, smirking down at her. Novalee smirked right back. 

“Maybe even standing up.”

“Hold that thought,” the warden said, slipping over to the control panel in the wall. The ranking prison wardens were all Eld-hi, and the panels were designed for them; with a few tentacle swipes from Tasen, the door’s internal lock clicked into place. 

Promising.

A swipe or two more, and abruptly the cell was plunged into darkness. Novalee was strangely proud of Tasen when she noticed that the glowy green lights of the security cameras were also absent. Privacy was a joke in prison—the warden just didn’t want any evidence of what he was about to do with an inmate. Still, she was impressed he committed to it so fast.

“So we’re really gonna do this,” Novalee stated, turning to the warden. Tasen’s indigo colors seemed to invert in the darkness. Eld-hi bioluminescence made him glow a pale, pearly pinkish color. That and the thicker tentacles below his waist were a lewd combination Novalee had never really seen before. He’d always just blocked the cameras’ view with his own body in the past. 

“You DID offer,” Tasen reminded her, gliding up close to her side and wrapping his arm tentacles around her waist now that they were ‘alone.’ 

“Mmm, it’s been awhile,” Novalee purred, resting a hand on the much taller alien’s chest. She ran her fingertips over him in a little circle, smiling. “The bitch in the galley deserved it, but I halfway broke Walliss’s nose just to make him send you in to see me.”

“That was naughty of you,” Tasen said with feigned disapproval. A tentacle was sliding up the back of Novalee’s prison shirt, warm and wet. She shivered as it caressed right between her shoulder blades.

“I’m willing to face the consequences,” she replied softly, “SIR.”

She could see the perverted ideas passing through Tasen’s black eyes. He moved back a bit, one tentacle gripping her firmly by the arm, and led her over to the bars behind the single chair in the middle of the room. Those were usually used to restrain especially difficult inmates to the chair with cuffs.

“Face the wall,” Tasen ordered with the authority of somebody who had told many prisoners that. Novalee was delighted at the twisted use of that authority as she turned to face away from him. “Hands on the bars.”

“You’re not gonna cuff me, are you?” Novalee pretended to pout. “I’m cooperating, sir.”

“You just keep still and we’ll see,” Tasen said from beside her ear, crowding in close behind her. Novale made a soft sound of surprise as his arm tentacles slid around her waist and up beneath her shirt front. 

Thick, slightly bumpy tendrils wriggled and curled around Novalee’s breasts, then shoved her shirt up above them. She gasped in surprised pleasure as the warden suddenly shoved her up against the wall of bars. Cold metal pressed into her bare breasts, making her nipples tingle. 

“Mm... You must feel like a real man pushing me around, huh,” she teased.

“Oh, you’ll be feeling how much of a man I am soon,” Tasen growled in reply, arms still around her waist as his other tentacles yanked her prison pants roughly down. They fell around Novalee’s ankles, and she stepped out of them at his order. 

“Stand with your legs apart,” the warden instructed. She deliberately didn’t move far enough to see what he would do, and was rewarded with thick tentacles winding around one leg, pulling it to the side. “Apart, I said. Wide.” 

“So sorry, sir,” Novalee replied insincerely, standing with her legs open now. She was about to add some sarcasm to the mix, something about where he could stick his orders, but the heat between her legs made her gasp instead. “Oh! H-hey, I said backwards, the back!”

Tasen snickered and pressed the thick side of his tentacle into the folds of her pussy, sliding it up and down against her. 

“You say that like it’s up to you.”

“Ohh,” Novalee panted, feeling herself getting wet already. “Maybe I was just hopeful... I’ve never let anybody put tentacles up my ass before,” she said, distracted. Her clit was throbbing already just thinking about what Tasen might do to her. 

He shoved her up harder against the bars, and she gave a gasp as the tentacle between her legs slid further up, rapidly rubbing her clit. 

“OH! Oh, shit,” she groaned, gripping the bars for support as tingling pleasure lit her up. The orgasm arrived soon after, bursting between her legs while she shuddered in Tasen’s hold. The tentacle felt so damn good and slippery against her...

As she came down from it, the warden pushed more tentacles between her legs and whispered into her ear, “I hope you enjoyed that, because now it’s time to make ME feel good.” 

“Mm,” Novalee managed, then gasped as a tentacle raked through her pussy folds, another sliding hot and wet
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