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I sat on the top bunk, hugging my knees to my chest.
I’ve been in prison
for less than two hours and already I was so terrified I was almost
shitting myself. I hadn’t met my cellmate yet — didn’t even know
the guy’s name — and I just hoped and prayed I picked the empty
bunk. The bottom one looked a little ruffled, like someone had sat
on it for a bit.

I watched in wide-eyed terror as other inmates, clad in
orange like me, wandered past my cell door. The range was open for the afternoon,
allowing people to go out to the yard or to the library or whatever
else it was people “inside” did in their free time. Each person
that walked past looked into the cell and made eye contact with me.
Every single one of them looked like they pitied me.

What the hell did they know that I didn’t?

An older man, maybe in his fifties, actually paused when he
saw me, rather than walking past with that same look of
pity. He
looked up and down the range, chewing his lip, then he came
in.

Was this my cellmate? He didn’t look so bad — I could handle this. I
would be okay if he was my cellmate. But, then, why were people
looking at me with pity?

“Hey,” he said. He had his hands in his pockets and a slight
slouch to his shoulders — he looked completely non-threatening.
Even his voice sounded kind.

“Hi.”

“My name’s John,” he said. He held out his hand.

I finally let go of my knees and took his hand, giving it a
shake. “Adam.”

“What’re you in for?”

I’d
rehearsed this — I knew I had to sound strong and confident if I
was going to survive a year in here. “Drug trafficking,” I said.
Truth was that I had been caught with a small amount of drugs just
after buying them — strictly for my own use at a party later that
night. The judge, though, wanted to make an example of me — whereas
others in my situation often got fines or community service, she
had thrown me in prison for a year.

I’d
been warned not to sound like a pussy, otherwise I’d be everyone’s
bitch. That was the advice of my uncle — he’d served six years in
prison for manslaughter. When he heard about me, he sat me down and
talked me through everything to expect inside.

OEBPS/cover.jpg
SUBMITTING
TO MY BLACK MASTER

SAN DRA CLAIRE





