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50 Shades of Orange: An Erotic Lesbian BDSM
Prison Story

“Hey sexy lady!” The voice came from just
behind me in the shower, but I was too scared to look for its
source. This was my first full day in prison. I had been wrongly
accused, but none of that mattered now. It’s not like anyone would
believe me now anyway. I was here, and there was nothing I could do
to change that right now. “Don't you dare ignore me when I speak to
you, sexy.” I turned my head slightly to locate the woman to whom
the voice belonged just as a mocha-colored hand grabbed my bare
shoulder.

“Sorry,” was all I managed to squeak out,
barely able to look at the woman behind me. I had heard what
happens in prison showers. I was sure it was no different in
women’s prisons. I was told by those in the know that the best
thing to do in prison was to keep my head down, keep to myself, and
try to wait out my short sentence. As a small white girl, there was
no way I’d be able to defend myself in here. I wasn’t exactly the
type that could command authority, as much as I wanted to tell this
chick off for invading my personal space.

“I haven't seen you around before... and I'm
sure I would have noticed someone as sexy as you. What's such a
pretty little white girl doing in a place like this?” She sounded
like she was mocking me.

“Wrongfully accused,” I mumbled. Head down.
Don’t make eye contact. This wasn't the place to go into the
details. I was completely vulnerable here. Completely vulnerable,
and completely nude.

“Aren't we all?” She chuckled and circled
around to the front of my body. I tried to cover my exposed breasts
with my arms. “I didn’t do it either.” She winked at me, letting me
know she didn’t believe a word I said. “Don't be shy. I don't
bite... too hard." I looked at her briefly. This woman was quite
attractive. Thick in all the right places, piercing brown eyes that
complimented her dark skin perfectly, big perky tits that she
proudly displayed for all to see, making no effort whatsoever to
cover up. If I swung that way, I might be tempted to take her up on
her implied offer. I can’t say that I’ve never thought about it,
but I had a boyfriend waiting for me on the outside.

“I'm just trying to shower here, if you
don't mind.” I hoped that I didn’t come off as too confident or
arrogant. This woman seemed like she could easily put me in my
place, if she wanted to.

“You're gonna need some protection in here,
a pretty little white girl like you. I can keep you safe... for a
price.” She licked her lips and stared at my cleavage. I tried to
pull my arms tighter around my body. Without warning she knelt down
in front of me and stuck her tongue between the lips of my pussy,
swiftly brushing her tongue across my clit. In that instant, I had
no intention of pushing her away, though I knew I could have. This
was something that my boyfriend just wouldn’t do. It was something
that I missed…

Just as quickly as she knelt before me, she
stood up and faced me once again. “Think about it,” was all she
said before winking at me and turning to walk away. She didn't even
tell me her name.

 


I returned to my bunk after hurrying to get
dressed. It was only minimum security, thankfully, so I had a bit
more freedom than the prisons you see on television. The cells were
open, so much of the time inmates could move between cells as they
pleased, for better or worse I would soon learn.

I shared a bunk with a cute Hispanic chick,
Estela. She was short and slender but had a good-sized rack. I have
no idea why I keep noticing these things about the other women
here. Maybe being in an all-women’s prison was already starting to
take a toll on me. I guess it had already been too long since I’d
last seen a man.

Estela was sitting on her bed reading some
Spanish-language magazine when I returned from the shower. “What’re
you in for anyway?” She glanced up over her magazine when she
asked, eying me up and down. It was sort of unnerving.

“It’s nothing. They caught me holding…” I
tried to explain. “But it wasn’t mine. I swear. I don’t know how it
ended up in my car.” My mind went back to that day. My boyfriend
and I were fooling around in my car. I thought we parked far enough
from the road that no one would notice, but a cop knocked on our
window just as we were getting hot and heavy. Luckily, we didn’t
get hit with a sex offense, but the cop did find a baggie of weed
under my passenger seat. I still have no idea how it got there.

“Uhh huh…” Estela replied, looking back to
the magazine. “Sure.”

“I swear, it wasn’t mine!” I insisted,
though I knew it didn’t matter. I was here now, and my
court-appointed lawyer wasn’t that good.

“Right,” she said. “How did it get there
then?”

“I have no idea.” I hadn’t let anyone in my
car other than my boyfriend. Jack! Could it have been his? But he
wouldn’t have let me get busted for his crime if it were him, would
he? Besides, he didn’t do drugs. I pushed that thought out of my
mind as quickly as it had entered.

“Anyway, I’m bored,” Estela said, throwing
her magazine aside. “Why don’t we have a bit of fun to pass the
time.”

“Uhh… sure I guess,” I said, glad that the
conversation about my alleged crime was over. “What did you have in
mind.”

“Well…” she said, rising from her bed.
Within seconds she was sitting next to me on my bed. She leaned
forward, pressing her lips to mine as she grabbed ahold of my tit.
I stood up, pushing her away.

“Whoa! I’m sorry, but I’m not like that!” I
insisted, though I could feel the heat rising from my pussy.

“None of them are,” she said. “At least not
at first. But you’ll come around… You’ll be coming all over the
place if I have anything to do with it.”

“I’m straight! I have a boyfriend!” I
explained.

“Yeah, but he isn’t here right now,” Estela
replied. “You might as well get a bit of action while you’re in
here. You know he’s probably already getting some from someone
else. You might as well get your own while you’re in here.”

“He wouldn’t do that!” I said, though part
of me wondered if she were right.

“That’s what they all say. You’ll learn soon
enough.” She returned to her own side of the bunk and picked up her
magazine, which she rolled up. Before I knew what she was doing,
she smacked my ass with her rolled-up magazine. “Let me know when
you change your mind. You’ll switch teams quicker than most. I can
always tell, even before they can. I know you want me. I can see it
in your eyes.”

I did my best to ignore Estela for the rest
of the afternoon. I couldn’t help but wonder whether she might be
right about me. I did have certain urges sometimes, which I only
allowed to surface occasionally on late nights when I was alone
with myself. But I could never act on such thoughts. I knew I was
straight. I’ve only ever been with men.

 


I was assigned my job duty later that
evening. I was to work in the laundry room. Great. At least I could
earn some money to use in commissary. I was still waiting for my
boyfriend, Jack, to send in some money for my account.

When I arrived in the laundry room, she was
there. The woman from my morning shower. This day just kept getting
worse. I hoped she wouldn’t recognize me dressed in my prison
oranges.

“Hey sexy,” she said when she saw me. “You
must be my new recruit! I’m the laundry leader here, so you better
do what I say, or I’ll have to punish you.” She chuckled again as
she walked toward me.

“Can I just get to work now?” I asked. I had
no interest in making idle conversation with this woman after this
morning.

“Of course,” she said. “Just let me show you
the ropes. Come with me.” She approached me where I stood by the
entrance, unable to move. I didn’t think I’d like where this was
going. “Everyone else, get to work,” she yelled at the half-a-dozen
other women who had already filled into the laundry room and took
their spots around the industrial-sized wash machines and
dryers.

“Okay,” I said meekly, looking at the floor.
How was I ever going to survive prison?

“Caitlin, follow me,” the woman said.

“H-how did you know my name?” I asked.

She chuckled her devious chuckle. “Oh, I
know everything that goes on here,” she replied. She leaned in
closer to me and whispered. “I’ll let you in on a little secret. I
specifically requested you.” Now I really didn’t like where
this was going. “Now, follow me. Allow me to show you the
ropes.” This time, she over-emphasized the word
ropes. I was both terrified and curious to find out what she
meant by that. In spite of myself, my pussy moistened in
anticipation and fear of what she had planned for me.

There was nowhere else for me to go. If I
tried to leave and go back to my bunk, this woman would probably
tell the guards. Whatever would happen to me for skipping out on my
prison job would surely be worse than whatever this inmate was
going to do to me. And if I was honest with myself, I was a little
bit intrigued by her. Why did she have such an interest in me, out
of all the women here?

I apprehensively followed her to the other
side of the laundry room. She pulled out a key from her pocket and
opened a locked door that was situated in a secluded section of the
large laundry facility. She reached into the room and turned on the
light, then held the door open, motioning for me to come
inside.

“In here,” was all she said. I complied,
following her into the room. It was a large, dirty storage closet.
There were no windows or any other way out, save for the door that
this woman now blocked. Once we were both inside, she shut the door
behind us, locking it before turning toward me.

“Wh-what are we doing in here?” I asked
nervously. My pussy always gets wet when I’m nervous. Or excited. I
could never tell which it was.

“I told you,” she said assertively as she
opened a drawer in the old rusted filing cabinet next to the door.
She pulled out an old somewhat frayed length of rope. “I must show
you the ropes before you can start your new job.”

“What are you going to do with that?” I
asked, backing up against the wall. Of course, she was being a bit
too literal when she said she wanted to show me the ropes.

“Just… showing you the ropes.” She came
closer to me, and there was nowhere else for me to go.

“Stop saying that!” I yelled.

“Your clothes are filthy,” she said calmly.
“Please remove them so that I may have my other girls wash them.”
She grinned a wicked grin.

“What are you going to do to me?” I
shrieked, though I had an idea, since she was holding onto a length
of rope.

“Please remove your clothes so that I may
show you,” she said.

“No! I told you in the shower this morning,”
I said. “I’m not into women in that way.”

“Nonsense. I can tell by the way you looked
at me, and by the way you reacted this morning, that you want me.
Even if you won’t let yourself admit it.”

“I have a boyfriend waiting for me on the
outside,” I protested.

“That’s what they all say at first,” she
replied. “But you’re not out there. You’re in here. You might as
well make the best of it. Now, we can do this the easy way, or the
hard way. It’s up to you.”

I thought about it for a moment. She was
going to get what she wanted anyway, and she was right. I was…
interested. Besides, my boyfriend wasn’t here anyway, and it wasn’t
like this inmate was a man. She was just another woman, so my
boyfriend couldn’t be mad if he ever found out anyway. Men love the
idea of their girlfriends getting… involved… with other women,
don’t they? Yes, that is what I would tell myself. I stared at her
and slowly pulled down my pants and kicked
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