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Chapter 1


	



	

	“OPEN ON 40” A guard named Brad Bellick shouted as my cell door swung open. He shoved me inside with a rough push, his hand lingering inappropriately as he smirked.


	



	I turn around and shoot him a disgusted glance before redirecting my attention to the cell. However, what captures my gaze first brings a smile to my lips, mingled with a hint of confusion in my eyes.


	



	Michael? I say as I step a little closer to him, unaware of the other cellmate who also looks clearly confused.


	



	Ashley? Michael, with a puzzled expression, inquires, "What are you doing in here?"


	



	"I did bad things, Mikey..." I admit, my gaze dropping before lifting again to meet the eyes of the other cellmate, who is watching me and Michael intently.


	



	“Oh, of course... Sucre, this is my sister-in-law,” Michael says with a smile as I extend my hand for the other cellmate, Sucre, to shake. Which he did, of course.


	



	I took a moment to assess him, and he certainly caught my eye. He had an appealing look, complemented by a sleek bald head, a snug white tank top, and stylish blue pants.


	



	Is that my sister-in-law? 'Sucre stutters, and I can't help but chuckle. "Yes, nice to meet you... I'm Ashley Burrows," I say with a grin as he shifts his gaze from Michael to me.'


	



	I'm Fernando Sucre. “But everyone calls me Sucre,” he says with a smile. I return the smile.


	



	Ashley, I need you to be honest with me. Please say it wasn't you in the news. Michael's brow furrows as he steps closer, placing his hand gently on my shoulder.


	



	I glanced down, aware of the disappointment in his eyes. He gently placed his finger under my chin, lifting my head to meet his gaze.


	



	"Why... why did you try to kill her?" Michael asks, his gaze locked onto mine. I've got a hunch that she set up Lincoln, alright?! I let out a small yell, my eyes welling up with tears as I look down and close my eyes once more.


	



	"I-I’m sorry," I say, wrapping my arms around Michael, my voice trembling as I sniffle softly. I released him and rubbed my eyes, gazing into his captivating blue orbs.


	



	"You can take my bed if you want," Michael says with a smile, but I shake my head. "No, you can have it." I hardly sleep at night due to my insomnia,' I say with a smile. 'But thank you.'


	



	It's almost tier time! Stick with me and Sucre every step of the way. "Don't get out of my sight." He fixes his gaze on me, and I slowly nod in response.


	



	"TIER TIME!" a guard shouts, and instantly, every door swings open.


	



	'Well, well, well... Looks like Fish and the Mexican have found themselves a hooker, huh?' a voice with a southern drawl remarked from the entrance of the cell. I turned around and found myself face-to-face with a lanky guy sporting some seriously greasy, wild hair.


	



	He moved in closer, his gaze sweeping over me from head to toe. He halts, his gaze locking onto mine as he sensually licks his lips. "Beat it, T-bag," Michael says, stepping beside me and giving T-bag a sharp look.


	



	'This doesn't concern you, boy,' T-Bag says, casting another glance in my direction. He flipped one of his pockets inside out and said, "What do you say, sugar?" Take this pocket, and I'll safeguard you while providing you with the time of your life.


	



	"No, thank you. I'd prefer to hold onto Michael and Sucre's pocket," I say with a grin. T-Bag appears to be quite displeased.


	



	I glanced over my shoulder and caught Michael and Sucre stifling their laughter. And trust me, I felt the same way.


	



	I glanced back at T-Bag, and he was seething with anger. Keep an eye over your shoulder. "I'm coming back for you," T-bag said as he exited the cell with his girlfriend.


	



	'Be careful, Mami. You don't want to make an enemy out of him,' Sucre says with a smile. I nodded and turned back to Michael. 'What are you even doing here, Mike?' "You don't have a violent bone in your body," I say, slightly cocking my head.


	



	“I held up a bank,” he chuckles, and my eyes widen. “And you ended up here?” "A level one maximum security prison?" I ask, my confusion evident.


	



	“I wanted to be closer to Linc for his... you know, execution,” he says, glancing at me and Sucre. I looked down, letting the tears fall to the ground, nodding. “Yeah...”


	



	'EVERYONE, GET IN YOUR CELLS! MOVE!' a guard shouted, and in an instant, all the doors slammed shut. Suddenly, a guard materialized at our cell door, declaring, 'Burrows, you're wanted by the warden,' and just like that, my cell door swung open once more.


	



	I glanced back at Michael, and he gave me a nod.


	



	I faced the guard and allowed him to secure my wrists with cuffs. Following that, we made our way down the stairs.


	



	***Warden's Office***


	



	Is she here for the Pope? A secretary inquired, and the guard, whom I believe is named Paterson, nodded in response. Suddenly, a door swung open, unveiling a rather large man with thin, slicked-back hair and a distinguished gray mustache.


	



	Ashley Burrows? "You can come in," the warden called. Pope smiled at me, and I returned the gesture before stepping into his office.


	



	We entered the room, and I took a seat at his desk while he sat across from me, reviewing some files.


	



	His eyes widened at something, and I couldn't help but ask, "You and Lincoln have been married for 18 years?" “How old were you both then?” he inquires, locking eyes with you.


	



	It's been quite a while.


	“The reason I called you in here is to discuss a few matters, including PI, showers, the infirmary, and…” “Lincoln’s execution,” he says, gazing at me with a profound sadness in his eyes.


	



	'I apologize for him,' Pope says, gazing intently, and I smile. 'Thank you.'


	



	Let's discuss his execution. Are you interested in being among those in the viewing room? "If not, I completely understand," he says, prompting me to nod. "Yeah, no, it's fine. Write my name down," I reply.


	



	He nods and jots something down, likely my name.


	



	'Regarding the showers... Dr. Sara Tancredi, a female doctor, will be available to assist you at all times, and she will also be present in the infirmary to provide personal products and more,' he explains while reviewing the information. 'Lastly, concerning PI, I understand that it will be challenging during yard time, as the men who haven't had contact with females in a long time may pose difficulties for you.' “Maybe not all of them, but most,” he says, removing his glasses and setting them down. “Yeah, I’m in for PI.” Could you please let me know who else will be there? He puts on his glasses once more before diving into the reading as I ask him.


	



	"Michael, Lincoln, Sucre, and Abruzzi," he replies, and I nod. "Is there anything else you need from me?" He shakes his head, and I rise with a smile, exiting the room as the guard cuffs me and escorts me to lunch. And thankfully, nothing occurred.


	



	 




Chapter 2


	



	

	'Ashley, I need you to take care of something,' Michael approaches me. I glance up at him and let out a sigh. "What is it?" I ask, my curiosity piqued. He turns his gaze away, scanning the surroundings to see if anyone is nearby.


	



	'I know this might not be what you want to hear, but we really need to talk about something,' he began, but I cut him off. 'I probably won't want to hear it, but just go ahead and say it.' He sighed and rubbed his face. 'I need you to use your charm on T-bag,' he said, causing my eyes to widen. 'When you do, make sure to call him Theodore. He'll take you more seriously, or at least see you in a different light.'


	



	Mike, are you aware of just how risky that is? “It’s Theodore Bagwell!” I exclaim, my gaze fixed on him. He simply stares, and I let out a sigh, knowing I have to take action. "I'll do it," I whisper. He smiles and gives my shoulder a reassuring pat. "He should have a shank. If you spot it, try to grab it without him noticing." I nod in agreement.


	



	Attention to those who prefer to avoid explicit content or unconventional themes: please feel free to skip this chapter!


	



	***outside the t-bag's cell***


	



	I close my eyes while standing in front of his cell, letting out a sigh before stepping inside. He’s alone, his back turned to me.


	



	I clear my throat as he turns around, a smirk playing on his lips as he rubs his eyes, taking me in from head to toe. "I think you might've got the wrong cell, darlin'," he says, his gaze lingering. I return the smirk. "I don't think so, Theodore." His eyes widen in surprise, and he tilts his head, intrigued. "Theodore?" I nod slowly, a smirk playing on my lips.


	



	"What do you say we begin something?" I say softly, hanging the white sheet in front of the cell bars before glancing back at him. His expression grew stern as I approached, tugging my shirt down just a bit.


	



	He acted without hesitation, forcefully pressing me against the wall, his hands gripping my waist as he leaned in closer.


	



	'Is this the way you want to begin, beautiful? He asks, and I nod, locking my gaze with his.


	



	I shut my eyes, leaning in as he mirrors my movement. We both lean in and our lips meet in a kiss; surprisingly, he's an excellent kisser.


	



	After a minute, we both pulled away, smiles on our faces and breaths coming in quick bursts. After a few moments, he pressed his lips against mine again, and we made our way to the mattress. He paused the kiss, gently removing my shirt to reveal my bra, then leaned in closer to my neck, seeking out that perfect spot.


	



	As he discovered it, a soft moan escaped my lips, and I sensed his grin before he leaned in to tease me further with his mouth. Another moan slipped out before he pulled away to remove his shirt.


	



	He removes his shirt and gazes at my chest with admiration. Then, he kisses me deeply again, unclipping my bra and tossing it aside. He groans as he removes his pants, tossing them onto the floor. When they land, a faint sound echoes in the room.


	



	T-bag resumed kissing my neck, and I seized the moment to take a look. As I spotted the shank resting beside his pocket, I seized the opportunity and carefully bent down to retrieve it from the ground. I carefully slipped it into my pocket as I returned to whatever we were engaged in.


	



	Just when things were about to unfold, a friend of T-Bag made an entrance. He stood there, stunned, gazing at me while I concealed the upper part of my body.


	



	“What!” T-bag hisses, and the man locks his gaze onto him. "You need to come with me, right now." It's crucial. And for that reason, the man departs.


	



	T-bag lets out a sigh before turning to me. "I'm sorry, darlin'—I have to go." With that, he slips on his shirt and pants and exits the cell.


	



	I lay there, anxious about whether he had left any hickeys, so I resolved to check later. I slipped my bra and shirt back on, taking my time as I made my way back to my cell.


	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	 




Chapter 3


	



	

	We were all confined to our cells, anticipating the moment a guard would call out, as PI had some tasks to complete.


	



	'PI' Bellick shouts as the cells swing open, and Me, Michael, and Sucre quickly make our way downstairs ahead of the other workers. We begin our stroll to the break room.


	



	As I step into the room, I catch sight of Lincoln, Michael, Sucre, and Abruzzi.


	



	I shut the door and find Lincoln standing there, his eyes wide with a smile. "Ashley..." he says, and I can't help but smile back. I rush to him, leaping into his arms, wrapping my legs around his waist and my arms around his neck as I kiss him. He pulls back, gazing into my eyes. “Oh my god... it’s been ages,” he presses his lips against mine once more. I nod, feeling a swell of emotion as tears well up in my eyes.


	



	Who could that be? Abruzzi inquires. Linc sets me down, and I turn to Abruzzi with a smile. "I'm his wife, Ashley Burrows," I say, glancing at Lincoln before returning my gaze to Abruzzi. He gazes with eyes wide open.
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