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For you, the readers . . .

Thank you for allowing me to be the literary stroker of your imaginations



PROLOGUE

Throw This Money On You . . .

As Heaven’s hips naturally swayed, as she made her way down the near-empty corridor, CO Thurman rubbed a hand over his dick as he watched her on one of the zone-A monitors.

He was sitting behind the desk in central control, several large surveillance monitors strategically placed on the wall for easy viewing of the entire prison. He quickly—with the push of a button—zoomed in on the long-lashed, hazel-eyed beauty, his gaze caressing over her dangerous curves.

His tongue slid around his bottom lip.

“Goddamn,” he hissed.

Everything about her did it for him. She fascinated him. A woman looking like her inside a prison could only mean one thing—chaos. Those eyes, that body . . . he was sure she’d end up causing a damn riot in the building if they didn’t keep a close eye on her.

And, shit, he’d loved nothing more than to be the one to stand watch over her. He wanted to watch her back it up on his dick. Watch his tongue glide around her clit, then push into (what he believed would be) her gushy slit. Fuck yeah.

And he’d love to see what was beneath that orange hip-hugging jumper she somehow managed to make look like something from off a Parisian runway. Prison couture.

He chuckled to himself. She definitely had a way of owning it—her sensuality, in the way she walked, in the way she carried herself. She walked like a woman who knew she had good pussy, like a woman who knew she was a bad bitch. And that shit in itself turned him on.

He loved dime-pieces, especially those sexy red-boned, long-haired, pretty-eyed ones.

The bow-legged, six-one, dark-chocolate CO with the big red lips had been working in corrections for almost twelve years, and he’d not seen an inmate as graceful or as beautiful as her. Sure, they had their share of pretty women come through the gates of Croydon Hill. But none compared to her thus far.

She was fucking mesmerizing. And every time he saw her, he found himself turned on by her presence.

Shit. He’d fuck around and dick her down, then trick up his whole overtime check on her fine-ass. He kept his gaze on her as she walked through the magnetometer on the right side of the hallway. He witnessed her roll her eyes up in her head as one of his colleagues, CO Clemmons—a stocky, big-breasted woman who wore her hair shaved bald—called back to her, and told her to go back through the metal detector again. She complied.

The machine must have beeped again. CO Clemmons walked over and said something to the inmate, and then she took the wall. Palms pressed against the wall, legs spread apart, her plump ass poking out just right.

He pushed out a hiss, massaging the head of his dick. He knew he’d end up with a nut-stain in his drawers, but fuck if he cared. He’d find some little trick-ass ho to suck him clean later (all the while thinking of her) once he clocked out.

Clemmons ran her hands over the inmate’s body, sliding them over her back, down over her hips and then up and down the length of her outer and inner legs; her face mere inches from the inmate’s ass.

He let out a groan, grinding his ass down into his chair as he discreetly squeezed and kneaded and rubbed his swollen dickhead. He felt the heat bubbling up around the sensitive gland and swallowed back a mouthful of drool.

“Yeah, Clemmons, what that ass smell like?”

Like sweet rainwater, he mused. Hell. He’d drink her piss water if she offered it to him.

Clemmons said something else to her, and the inmate gave her a murderous look, swinging her hair over her shoulders. There was disdain in her eyes.

The CO’s gaze darkened. “What the fuck is you doing now, Clemmons?” he questioned as he continued to look on.

She must be up to her bullshit, again, he thought. She was known for trying to push up on inmates for pussy. But she had to know there wasn’t shit she could do with a beauty like her. Nah. A woman like her needed a freaky muhfucka with lots of dick, like him.

He let out his breath in a long exhale. No inmate should be this fucking bad.

Bottom line, he planned on fucking her.

He didn’t care how long it took—one year, two, three . . . he was getting inside her, and he was going to make it his mission to feel the stretch of her pussy over his dick before another CO got to her first.

Cash in her hand, or money on her books—whatever this hazel-eyed enchantress wanted, needed, he’d make it happen.

The question was, when?



ONE

Breathe You in My Dreams . . .

Fifty-five-year-old Lee Kateman—or Warden Kate, for short—sat behind her mahogany desk and fumbled with the button on her slacks, then undid it. Next she eased her zipper down, then slid her neatly manicured hand down into her opened slacks and cupped her pussy, but then she quickly shot up from her chair, knocking her knee against the desk. She grimaced, biting back a yelp as pain shot through her thigh.

She limped over to her door and locked it, then hobbled back to her desk and pressed the DO NOT DISTURB button on her desk phone, before easing back in her chair with a groan. Then she sighed. Now she could orgasm without any sudden interruptions.

She rubbed her knee a few times, then brought her attention back to the throbbing between her legs. She moaned in anticipation as she leaned back and spread her legs, her hand sliding back into the opening of her pants. She closed her eyes for a moment and moaned softly as she massaged her throbbing sex over the fabric of her white cotton panties. Mmm, yes. The ache between her thighs, which had started out as a slow burn over the course of the day, had now become an intense blaze.

She needed this release, this time alone, so very badly. Being the chief administrative official of a women’s prison, which housed nearly nine hundred and fifty inmates in maximum, medium, and minimum security, along with another ninety women housed in the camps—coupled with the multiple personalities of nearly five-hundred-plus staff under her charge could be challenging in itself, some days more stressful than others. And today had been one of those days.

There’d been a gang fight on 5 East during breakfast, where eight women jumped two other women. And one of the women who had been attacked had had her eyeball nearly gouged out with a broom handle. Then an inmate coming out of classroom B had been caught with a brick of marijuana wrapped in cellophane. She and the teacher had been the only two in the classroom. And when she’d come out of the room ten minutes later, she’d tried to avoid being frisked. Hidden down in her jumper were the drugs. The little sneaky twat tried to run off from the COs, but they’d restrained her shortly after she’d given chase. Surprisingly, neither she nor the male teacher would say how or where she’d gotten ahold of the drugs—enough to light up a whole housing unit.

Then—as if her day hadn’t already been shitty enough—another inmate jumped off the third-floor tier over on 8 North in an attempt to kill herself.

And all this occurred during first shift.

These crazy bitches had stressed her out today.

She’d already had three shots of pick-me-up by eleven this morning to take the edge off. Mmmph. These nasty bitches trying to drive me to smoke crack. She pinched her clit, and heard herself whimper as she touched herself. Her overly sensitive clit, all swollen and ready, protruded from beneath its hood, causing her whole body to shiver each time her hand stroked over her panties.

“Mmm, yes . . . ooh,” she murmured.

As her hand slowly caressed her sex, she silently wished she had traded her granny panties—white Fruit of the Loom with pink flowers—in for something sexier, like a lacy thong. But she had been in a rush this morning, scrambling to get dressed and in on time for a nine o’clock meeting with the commissioner. And now she was reminded of the mismatched panty-set she’d been wearing beneath her designer pantsuit all day.

Not that she considered herself a sexpot, but there was something about the feel of silk rustling against her pussy lips that made her feel sexy. Even though that wasn’t at all what she ever saw reflected in her husband’s gaze whenever he looked at her.

Oh well.

Screw him! Her marriage was nothing more than a goddamn farce these days. So, she’d be damned if she was about to allow thoughts of him right now kill her vibe. She’d suppressed her need and longing for far too long. And, though, it was dirty desire, she was cognizant of what she was giving in to—of what she was stepping in to.

Fire.

And God help her, she wanted it, craved it and ached for it—with every breath in her quivering body. Mmm, yes. She pinched her clit again while staring at the computer screen that sat atop her sleek desk, and her breath hitched. The sight before her made her skin go hot. And her pussy instantly wet. She was slowly drowning in lust, drowning in want, drowning in fantasy.

The image filled her with conflicting emotions. Stark desire mixed with guilty pleasure. Then, always immediately after . . . came shame.

She and her fantasies were filthy. Dirty.

But—damn it—she needed a good fucking. Badly.

Still, she was a filthy, dirty, scandalous bitch for fantasizing over—oh, God help her—an inmate. But she couldn’t help whom—and what—she lusted.

Or could she?

God, yes—of course she could. She’d done it for most of her thirty-five-year career. Kept her secret desires neatly tucked away in the darkest crevices of her filthy mind; that was. She’d mastered pretending. Maintained professional, healthy boundaries, and kept her private life just that—private.

But now she felt herself becoming more enticed, more driven, by her cravings, by the thrill, the rush, which surged through her veins every time she imagined herself taking a bite into the forbidden fruit of desire. Some days, she was so tempted to give in to spontaneity. To snatch the moment and revel in her most erotic fantasies, to indulge herself in debauchery.

It was almost as if she couldn’t help herself. Sometimes she’d walk through the halls of her prison, and the smell of pussy would be clinging in the air, and her mouth would water and she’d become painfully aroused.

Maybe it was the flask of vodka she kept hidden in the bottom of her locked desk drawer that made her feel less inhibited, more daring of late. Maybe it was the fact that it’d been over five years since her husband had touched her, caressed her, or made sweet, passionate love to her.

Warden Kate grunted, her fingers greedily digging deeper, probing faster, stroking and stroking, desperately searching for that sweet spot. Her pussy needed some attention, some tender-loving fucking. A wet tongue licking over her folds would do her body so damn good right about now.

Her husband had robbed her of a good fucking, and she was angry with him for taking his dick elsewhere—giving it to some other bitch. When things first started to sour between the two of them, he had always been too tired, too stressed, too uninspired to even initiate sex. Initially, she’d have to beg him, practically plead, with him to at least let her suck his dick—anything to feel close to him.

Then gradually he’d come to bed long after she was asleep, doing anything he could not to share the same bed with her. And, over the last several months, he’d taken to sleeping in one of their spare bedrooms.

Still, she’d never divorce him. Othello. They had a long, rich history together. They’d started dating when she was eighteen. Then married at twenty. And they shared three beautiful adult children, two sons and a daughter—ages thirty-five, thirty-three, and thirty, respectively. And she had six grandchildren. Her daughter had four children, and her middle son had two.

Unfortunately, her firstborn—the apple of her eye, was too busy being a rolling stone to settle down and start a family of his own. He was a good catch. He was handsome. College-educated. Had fifteen years working with the state, and was making good money. But when it came to women, he just couldn’t seem to get it right. He seemed to be a magnet for every wet pussy gone wild and wrong.

She grunted. She wished like hell he’d learn to keep his dick in his pants, or at the very least—stop giving it out so freely.

She loved him dearly, but he was a manwhore. Or at least he had been.

Of late, he seemed to be slowing down. Not going out as much, or tricking up his money on pussy. Maybe he was finally growing up. He’d been known to practically fuck anything with a pulse, if he thought he’d get away with it. And, once or twice, he’d gotten himself in some trouble with a few of those dogged-face bitches, leaving her to have to clean up several of his messes.

Truth be told, there wasn’t anything she wouldn’t do to protect her family. She was simply downright too loyal, too supportive. And not always goddamned appreciated enough. But she would always be there for them, including her husband, Othello, no matter how shitty he treated her. So tearing her family apart wasn’t a part of her life plan, even if she had given it serious thought several times over the years. Bottom line, she’d stay stuck in a sexless marriage for appearance’s sake. It was a benefit to them both. And, as he’d once told her, it was “cheaper to keep her.”

Still, some hard dick plunging her cunt would be a nice treat from time to time, even if she did have her mind on something else—someone else. Ooh, yes, God. She had a taste for some pussy. And she wanted to taste herself on another woman’s lips. Maybe even grind clits together while suckling on each other’s tits. She moistened her lips with the tip of her tongue.

Hell. She was sure Othello had some Becky-looking bitch sucking his long, fat dick. There’d been a time, long ago, when she enjoyed the feel of him stretching her cunt, hitting the bottom of her well with all nine inches.

But now he was giving the dick to some sidepiece; he just had to be. Oh, sure. She’d found the text message exchanges between her husband and some lonely bitch he’d met on some social media site. Veronica. And she’d even found a few nude photos of the shameless hussy.

She’d become so sick and tired of giving a damn that now she simply didn’t. Still, she’d invested too much of her time and life in her marriage. Lots of sweat and tears and sacrifice went into being married. So if he wanted out, he’d have to leave her. Period.

Warden Kate sighed, pulling herself from her reverie. She sighed regretfully. She’d given her troubled marriage enough thought for one day. Right now, she had a more pressing matter that needed her attention.

Her pulsing loins.

She licked her lips as her gaze flickered up and locked on the image in front of her on the Department of Corrections’ inmate locator page.

“Mmm . . . ooh, yes . . . I bet you have a sweet, tasty hole . . .”

A soft moan slipped from the back of her throat as she winded her hips down into her chair, her fingers ever so lightly flicking over her cloth-covered clit. God how she wished she could feel her ass and the back of her bare pussy pressed down into the plush leather of her chair as she brought herself to climax.

If it hadn’t been in the middle of the day, she would have pulled out her ridged “vibrator-friend”—the one she kept tucked in the back of her locked drawer in a satin black bag—and fucked her horny cunt real good with it. But, for now, she’d have to settle for her fingers and hand to take her to her happy place.

Hmm. Nirvana.

Oh how she longed for it. Yearned for it. The overwhelming need burned through her core. With her free hand, she unbuttoned her blouse, then slipped her hand inside, her fingers finding their way inside her bra—pink, cotton and . . . boring.

Why hadn’t she worn the one with the scalloped, lacy edges?

Lee’s hand moved languorously over her clit and lips until her juices simmered and slowly seeped into her underwear. She patiently teased herself, lightly pinching and patting her clit, her gaze fixed on her computer screen.

She pressed the palm of her hand down on her clit and moved her hand, harder, faster, creating a hot friction that set her pussy ablaze.

“Mmm, you degenerate bitch,” she murmured. “You criminal. Mmm, yes . . . eat my pussy, you villainess whore . . .”

She hated herself for becoming so licentious, so loose . . . so damn greedy; potentially jeopardizing everything she’d worked so hard for her entire life—her career, her family—her reputation, for God’s sake! She’d spent most of her career in corrections with an unblemished track record of being no-nonsense and by the book.

And, now, here she was.

Fantasizing.

Dangling over the edge of temptation. Oh, how she was tempted to throw caution to the wind, and do something uncharacteristically impulsive. Risqué. Of course, she’d never be foolish enough to do anything that might spoil her reputation, or ruin her career.

Still . . .

She toyed for a moment with the idea of summoning that sweet piece of ass to her office, to kneel before her, to taste her, to maybe have her slender fingers wedged between the inmate’s slick folds, stroking into her silky heat until she climaxed.

She suspected the moment she’d laid eyes on the new inmate with the voluptuous body—firm, high breasts. Tight waist. Ripe, round ass—that she’d be trouble with a capital T. And, she’d been right. So far, half of her prison’s population—and many of her prison staff—including custody staff—were seemingly enthralled by her.

Talking.

Thinking.

Imagining.

A woman that beautiful with that many curves had no business being in prison. Her prison. And she knew from experience that it was only a matter of time before inmate 22345C would manage to have most of the inmates here shanking each other up for a taste of her feminine nectar.

And—she also wouldn’t be surprised if the hazel-eyed enchantress managed to have a few of her corrections officers’ dicks roaring to life, surging against their uniform pants like a bunch of horny teenagers vying to be balls deep inside her.

Oh, yes. She’d already spotted more than enough appreciative male gazes from some of the COs to know that this little slut muffin was going to potentially wreak havoc in her institution. And she wasn’t having it. Oh no. She wasn’t about to let her turn her prison into her very own lair. Not if she could help it.

She knew she’d have to keep a close eye on this one. And, yet, she closed her eyes and blew out a blistering curse as her fingers slipped under the waistband of her panties, then skitted over the course strip of neatly manicured pubic hair before settling on her quivering clit, then to her slick entrance, then back to her clit.

And every nerve ending in her body jolted, and she gasped, opening her legs wider to her probing fingers. The golden brown lips of her pussy opened wetly to her fingers, allowing her to go in deeper. She moaned softly, and stretched herself more with two fingers—then three. She began stroking in and out, in and out, enjoying the wet clicking sound of her fingers, enjoying the silky walls of her cunt.

Her simmering pussy heated her fingers and its scent wafted up around her like a scented candle.

Hot. Sweet. Flicking fire.

And then came the creamy nectar, pooling out of her body, bathing her fingers and soaking her panties. But her fingers continued to skillfully fuck out another orgasm, causing her to go utterly limp.

She slowly opened her eyes, dazed, her body still shuddering, and glanced back at the computer screen. Heat stole over her body. Imagining the taste of her; the feel of her tongue sliding over her cunt nearly made her orgasm all over again.

She muttered a curse. Then clicked out of the browser.

Shit.



TWO

Desperado . . .

“What’chu readin’, cutie?”

Heaven Lewis looked up from the book she was reading, and looked over toward the opened barred door of her nine-by-twelve cell. There, leaning up against its frame, stood a light-skinned woman sporting a Mohawk and a snake tattoo wrapped around her neck—a cobra. Droplets of blood dripped from its fangs.

The women housed in 3 West affectionately called her Snake because of her venomous temper when crossed, and the way her long tongue slithered all over her lovers’ pulsing bodies whenever she crept into their cells for a salacious romp.

She had a raspy voice as if she’d been smoking cigarettes since the day she’d been born.

Heaven took in the burly, twenty-something-year-old with the handsome face and the spray of freckles across the bridge of her nose, and knew without having to say it that the stud wasn’t the least bit concerned with what she was reading. What she was interested in was tucked away between her thighs beneath two pairs of white women’s briefs and a pair of long johns. She kept her pussy triple-wrapped to stave off any easy attempts at getting to her good-good if some devious bitch tried to scheme on her pussy, that was.

“Just some book,” Heaven calmly answered, and closed her book, placing it face-up beside her on the bunk. The Power Couple. By Allison Hobbs.

Snake smirked at her, the tip of her pink tongue peeking out from between her full lips. The stud had been trying to charm her way into Heaven’s panties from the moment she’d stepped foot into Croydon Hill Correctional Facility—a woman’s prison tucked away on 117 acres in Northwest New Jersey, twenty miles from the New York state line—nearly six months ago. And so far—without much hassle, she’d managed to keep her snatch untouched by the hungry advances of wolves like her starving for fresh cunt.

But the glint in the young stud’s eyes told her that today she wouldn’t be so easily dissuaded. Of all the females here, she had to pick today to fuck with her. She fought to keep from sucking her teeth.

Snake stepped inside the cell. Uninvited. Unwanted. Undeterred.

Long legs and large breasts swept through the small space in two steps. And then she was hovering over her, an arm up on the top bunk, looking down at her, casting her a hungry, primal look. She grabbed at her crotch in the way a man would, then pulled at the whiskers on her chin.

“So how is it?”

The hair on the back of Heaven’s neck stood at attention. But she remained calm. “How is what?”

“The book.”

Heaven shrugged. “It’s okay.” She kept her tone innocuous, not interested in engaging her with book talk. But she didn’t want to be rude to her, either.

All she wanted was to do her bid. Period.

She was here on attempted murder charges. The aggravated assault and possession of a handgun—a Glock she’d used to shoot her cheating boyfriend—had been dismissed under the terms of her plea agreement. A ten-year sentence. And now all she wanted to do was her time so that she could return to her beloved Jimmy Choo stilettos and Birkin handbags. She missed all of her coveted pieces, along with her diamond studs and tennis bracelets.

But this—a one-piece stainless steel toilet/sink and a steel bedstead that held a thin mattress inside of a brick box surrounded by concrete walls and razor-sharp wire. And this God-awful orange New Jersey Department of Corrections jumpsuit—was her current reality.

The stud smirked. “So you like them nasty books, huh?”

Heaven gave her a blank look.

“Yeah, I read, baby,” the young stud said, catching the surprised look on her face. She gave Heaven a lecherous stare. Then she lewdly slid the tip of her tongue over her bottom lip. “I like that kinky shit, too. I just finished reading Vengeance by that broad Zane. Yo, she wild as fuck. Reading her shit makes my dick hard.”

Dick?

Was that what they were calling clits these days?

Dicks?

Heaven frowned. She’d never been friends with a lesbian, so she had no frame of reference to speak of—not that she was prejudiced or anything; she simply didn’t hang in social circles where bisexual or lesbian women frequented—but one thing was for certain: she wasn’t interested in becoming friends with her, or any other women who thought she had a dick hanging between her legs.

“I haven’t read that book,” Heaven simply stated. But what she wanted to say was, “Why the fuck are you in my cell?”

Snake glanced over her shoulder, then gave a slight head nod to her lookout, a tall lanky Dred about nineteen with bad acne and an overbite. The girl nodded back, then stood watch, like a faithful watchdog.

And then came the weight of the stud’s body on Heaven’s bunk. She smelled of Irish Spring soap, and Dial scented roll-on.

Heaven flinched, and inched away from her.

“I’m not here to bite you, baby,” the stud said, reaching over and running the back of two fingers over Heaven’s arm. “Not unless you want me to.” She winked at her. “You pretty as fuck, baby.”

The stud reached for the book lying on the bed and picked it up. She glanced at the cover, then she turned it over in her hand. “I bet reading this freaky shit got you real wet.” She licked her lips again. “Mmph. I love a wet pussy. I’d tear that shit up. Make you forget all about the hard dick you wished you were still getting.”

“Look, Serpent . . .”

“Snake,” she corrected her. “It’s. Snake.” She flicked her tongue out and rolled it several times for effect. Heaven tried not to look wide-eyed at its enormous size. It was six inches. And thick. It disappeared back into her mouth. “And this tongue lives up to its name, baby. Trust.”

Heaven cringed. “Well, listen. Snake. Whatever it is you’re selling, I’m not interested.” She pushed up off the bed and stood. “So go do your soliciting, recruiting, or whatever it is you’re trying to do somewhere else. Now I’m going to ask you nicely to please leave my cell.”

“Nah, baby.” Snake slowly licked the tip of her tongue along her top lip. “You fine as fuck.” She made a tsking noise. “I bet that sweet thing between yo’ legs is nice ‘n’ juicy. Tight too.” She locked her gaze on Heaven. She saw the look on her face. Fear. She smelled it slowly seeping from her pores and it made her dick harder.

She wanted to fuck. Her. But she wouldn’t take it. Not unless she really had to. She wanted this pretty bitch for keeps. Wanted to make her wifey. She wanted to hear her moan. Call out her name. And beg her for more of her good loving. She wanted to feel her nails raking along her back, breaking skin. Drawing blood. Her legs up over her shoulders as she served her ass up right. She wanted to make this sexy bitch come over and over until her whole world spun out of control.

Heaven’s tone was surprisingly strong when she pushed out, “You’ll never know. Now I think it’s best you get out of my cell. Please.”

The stud smirked. She liked her sass. She flicked her tongue. “Yeah, okay. Good luck with that, ma. I’m not leaving until you and I come to an understanding.”

Heaven frowned, and tilted her head in disbelief. “An understanding? Girl, bye. The only understanding there is between us is that I’m not interested.”

“Not today, maybe. But you will be,” Snake stated confidently. She reached over and grabbed an unopened bag of Doritos. Cool Ranch. “I’ll wait, baby—for now.” She tore open the bag, then began chomping on a chip. “But when I’m done waiting on you to get with the program,” she said as she chewed, “I’ll be coming to collect on what’s mine.”

Heaven’s mind reeled. Who the hell did this wannabe man bitch think she was?

The truth was, she wasn’t afraid of her. She was afraid of herself. She refused to be bullied, or manipulated, out of her panties. And she damned sure refused to be chased out of her own cell. No. This thug chick with the imaginary dick had to go, or one of them would have to be dragged down to the infirmary or carried out on a stretcher.

She was classy. A lady. But she wasn’t new to a good fistfight. Sadly, many females mistook her long hair, light eyes, and pretty face for some girly-type who couldn’t put in work. But her three brothers had taught her well growing up.

Still, she felt her heart banging against her rib. She’d heard the horror stories—seen the television shows—of inmates getting raped in prison. Real or not, she wasn’t interested in finding out if any of the rumors were true. Nor was she interested in being strong-armed into a sexual relationship with some aggressive female with a chin full of whiskers, and a cunt bursting with testosterone. No, no, no.

She’d never played victim on the streets. And she’d be damned if she were going to start now. Even after everything she went through in her six-year relationship with Freedom and all of his lying, game playing, and his revolving door of bitches, she hadn’t put up with any of his shit. She’d fought him—and, sometimes, them. No questions asked. And she continued to put up with his mess until she’d had enough of his bullshit.

Then she tried to blow a hole in his back when she’d walked in and found him fucking some other bitch in their bed. Missionary, her legs up over his broad shoulders, her hands cupping his muscled ass as he pounded his dick eagerly in and out of her; the white, eighteen-hundred-count sheet and comforter had been strewn to the floor. Heaven could hear his whore’s moans as she writhed in ecstasy beneath him.

She’d been surprisingly quieted by shock as she stood and watched her man slay his bitch in their bed. The fucking nerve of that bastard! Without thought, she’d stepped slowly back out of the room, then turned around and headed for the gun case they’d kept in another part of the house. She’d punched in the code, selected a handgun, loaded it, then made her way back up to the bedroom, her hands shaking, her heart pounding her ears.

The moans had grown louder, more desperate.

She stood near the bed and pulled the trigger without blinking an eye.

And she’d do it all over again.

“Listen,” she attempted to reason with the stud. “I mean no disrespect when I say this, but I’m not a lesbian.”

The stud smirked. “That’s fine with me, baby. I prefer straight women anyway; especially ones like you.”

She frowned, and felt her patience growing thin. “Um, I don’t think you’re hearing me. I said. I’m. Not. Interested. Period. Now get the fuck out my cell. Please.”

The stud’s jaw clenched.

“Bitch,” she snarled, hopping up from the bunk, nearly hitting her head. “Who the fuck you think you talkin’ to like that? Huh, bitch?” She clenched her right fist, and pointed her finger at her. Then her neck cracked as she stretched it side to side. The stud felt her temper flaring. She didn’t tolerate broads talking shit to her. She’d been running this unit for close to six years, and bitches knew their place. But this one here would need to learn the hard way.

She took her pointer finger and mushed Heaven in the forehead. “Don’t you know who the fuck I am? I’ll smack the shit outta you. I’m the King Bitch over here. I get what I want. Or I take it. You better ask ’bout me. You in my house.” She stepped in closer, her tone threatening. “You’re over here on this housing unit because I want ya stuck-up ass here.” The stud took another menacing step, cornering her. “Fact three,” she continued, gesturing toward her with one of her large, meaty hands. “When I make you mine, you’ll be mine until I say otherwise. And when I’m done fuckin’ ya conceited-ass inside out, you’d better hope I don’t whore your stuck-up ass out to the rest of the prison.”

Several thoughts came into Heaven’s mind. Screaming for help. Pushing the stud backward, out of her personal space. Spitting in her face. Clawing her eyeballs out.

But, the bitch had put her hands on her, so in the end, there was only one thing that had to be done.

She whipped out her blade and went to work, painting her cell red.



THREE

Lick, Lick, Lick . . .

“Get on your fuckin’ knees,” the housing unit sergeant gritted out, his voice rigid and demanding as he pushed the young inmate down to her knees. She looked up at the very tall, intimidating presence standing in front, her frightened gaze sliding up his six-foot-six frame as he reached for his fly and unbuttoned his uniform pants.

Her eyes flashed wide, her heart beating fast as he lowered his zipper.

He smirked looking down at her. Yeah, the little bitch was scared, the way he liked ’em. He reached into his pants with his right hand and pulled out his dick.

A tear slid down her cheek as his thick, chocolate member jutted outward from a nest of hair. Her lips quivered. Not from anticipation, but simply from sheer fear.

His large hand gripped the base, and the thick-mushroom head was directed at her mouth. God, please, she silently begged. Don’t let him do this to me.

He brushed his dick over her lips, glossing them with his precum.

“You open your muthafuckin’ mouth and tell anyone about this,” he warned, stroking his shaft, “and I’ma make your life a living hell. Understand?”

She blinked her wet lashes and nodded her head.

“Good. Now open that slutty little mouth of yours. And suck this dick. And you better not scrape my shit with them raggedy-ass teeth.”

This hoodrat bitch better suck dick good, he thought as he watched her open her wide mouth. He’d been eyeing her for a minute. Hell. He hadn’t gotten away with shooting his load in these prison hoes’ mouths over the years by being impulsive or sloppy. He was calculating. He chose his prey methodically.

Bitches with low self-esteem.

Young.

Scared.

Vulnerable.

Emotionally damaged.

Broke bitches with little to no outside family support.

The ones with one or more of those limitations made for the best dick suckers. Preferably with low IQs—bordering on mental retardation was even better. He didn’t want a bitch too smart, too mouthy, or too opinionated. Those types were harder to control, and were potential liabilities. The last thing he needed was some wannabe Prison Rights activist making anonymous calls to investigators.

Shit. He had a good thing going. He had close to twenty-three years on the job, made six-figures, and had a pension damn near four hundred thousand dollars.

He could retire in another four years and be set for life. He wasn’t about to let some prison poontang fuck that up. Bottom line, he wasn’t looking for a relationship with none of these convicted hoes, just some good prison head.

He knew he didn’t have the longest dick. But it was thick as fuck, and more than capable of stretching the shit out of a hole. Most hoes couldn’t even open their mouths wide enough to take him. And they tended to be the ones with the biggest mouths, talking mad shit about what they could do to the dick. Then they’d get it, and couldn’t do shit.

Tiny-mouthed bitches.

Sometimes he wanted to unhinge them shits open by breaking their fucking jaws.

“Open wider,” he warned, pushing the head of his dick between her lips.

Nervously, she opened wider and he slid inside. He was dangerously thick in her mouth, and his shaft—oh so rigid across her lips. “Shiiit.” His breath rushed out in a long hiss. He felt her trembling and stood still, offering her a chance to get her head game right.

“You better not gag or throw up on my shit. Or you going to motherfuckin’ lockup tonight.”

She looked up at him and nodded. And then closed her eyes taking him back inside her mouth, while she silently prayed that he wouldn’t try to fuck her with all this beer-can thick dick. The thought alone motivated her to suck him as if her life depended on it.

And, sadly, in more than one way . . . it did.

“Hold that shit like an ice cream cone and lick it,” he rasped. “Eat that dick up like you love it.”

Like a good little dick sucker, she did what she was told and licked around the head of his dick, then lapped over the tip, taking away the precum that gathered there, her eyes falling shut as the taste on her tongue made her mouth water, and her pussy swell.

She ran her tongue over his dick once again before swirling a wet lick around the entire head.

“Yeah, that’s it,” he whispered, holding her face and stroking her cheek with his thumb. He surprised her with his gentleness, then he suddenly shook her from the illusion when he roughly yanked her hair back, his dick plopping out of her mouth and then slapping the heavy width of his dick across her mouth and face.

“Stick that tongue out.”

She did and he slapped his thick cock all over it—until spit juice splashed off it, before ramming it back into her mouth. Her face flushed with heat as he muttered and cursed low above her as her head and mouth moved back and forth, rapidly sliding over his shaft.

“Yeah, you little naughty bitch. Uh, yeah . . . grab them balls.”

She reached for his nutsac and timidly fondled them. They were big. Bigger than any balls she’d ever played with. Grown-man balls, full with lots of grown-man nut.

She was only twenty-three, not that experienced—and nowhere near as freaky as some of her friends back home in Boston. They’d been fucking since they were thirteen, fourteen. And yet she hadn’t lost her virginity until she was eighteen.

And she’d only been with two guys—her age, of course—before she’d been arrested, charged, and brought to Croydon Hill for her part in two bank robberies in Jersey. One bank, down by the shore. The other bank, up in Teaneck.

That was three years ago.

So whatever she knew about sex, she’d learned from her exes—or from reading erotic books. But, now, here she was. Her knees pressed deep into the tiled floor, her mouth stuffed with big, thick grown-man dick. She moaned in spite of her fear lingering in the back of her mind that Sergeant Struthers could make the next twelve years of her bid a nightmare.

She knew, had heard, from other inmates what he was capable of. That alone frightened her. But he’d promised her fifty dollars’ worth of commissary if she took care of his dick right. She needed that commissary. She had nothing. So sucking his grown-man dick was worth it. She’d hang from a ceiling fan if he wanted that too.

“Squeeze them shits,” he breathed out, pulling her from her reverie. He pulled his dick from her mouth, holding it up in his fist by the spit-shined head, the shaft moving upward to lift his balls to her mouth. “Spit on ’em.”

She did.

“Now lick ’em.”

She did that too. Then sucked them into her mouth on command. A dick puppet, that’s what she’d become. Another tear slid down her face.

“That’s right. Cry, bitch.” He grunted, yanking his balls from her mouth, then repositioning his dick to her lips. “Look at me, you little street tramp.”

Slowly, she lifted her gaze to meet his.

“You like sucking this fat Daddy cock, huh?”

She nodded.

“Show Daddy how much you like it then . . .”

He palmed her face again and fucked her mouth hard, mercilessly, until her chest tightened and she was breathless. “Aah, fuck yeah. Suck it,” he growled.

She opened wider, as far as her jaws would allow, then swallowed as the head of his dick brushed the back of her throat.

“Breathe through your nose,” he coaxed. And she inhaled deeply through her nose. “I’m almost there. You want this nut?”

She knew to nod, so she nodded. Then moaned over his cock.

“Then swallow, fuck-face,” he commanded. “Relax your jaw. And swallow with the thrust.”

She cringed inwardly as she took heed—and gradually his dick slid in and out of her mouth with ease, rasping over her tongue. Spit splashed out of her mouth, then slid down her chin.

“F-f-uuuuck,” he gasped out as a slight spurt of heat hit the back of her throat.

She moaned and swallowed, then kept greedily sucking him.

“Yeah, that’s it, you greedy little cum slut. Swallow that shit.”

He palmed her head like a basketball and grasped the base of his dick

“Hold still, fuck-girl,” he said hoarsely. “Where you want this nut? Ya mouth?”

She nodded.

He grunted. Squeezing the top of her head, he snatched his dick from her wet, sloppy mouth and began jerking at his dick in rapid back-and-forth motion, its head slapping over her swollen lips—until a hot jet of cum shot into her eyes.

She shook, shutting her eyes as the thick cream coated her lashes, blurring her vision. He grunted again, his hand jerking over his incredibly thick shaft as he aimed another spray of his nut into her face. The creamy load slid down her nose, then dropped from her lashes.

Satisfied with his liquid paint job, he trailed two fingers over her face, collecting his cream. Then he held them to her lips.

“Open your mouth.”

He smeared cum over her lips, then scooped more of his nut onto his fingertips and slid it over her tongue. “Suck it,” he said huskily.

Her mouth closed over his fingers, and she tasted his musky essence and sucked at his fingers until he’d finger-wiped her whole face and fed her every drop. And then he slid his still-hard dick back into her mouth and pumped away until another nut flooded the inside of her mouth.

Her jaws burned. Her knees ached. But, she was surprisingly wet. And almost willing to let him fuck her too—if he wanted pussy too.

He stepped back, his limp dick flopping out of her mouth. She eyed him through cum-coated lashes as he stuffed his sticky dick back into his underwear and zipped his pants.

She quickly stood to her feet, then took the wet rag he handed her and washed her face. He waited until she was done, then reached for the two Burger King Whoppers and large fries sitting on his desk and handed them to her.

“Now get the fuck out,” he snarled.



FOUR

Only the Strong Survive . . .

“Don’t eat my shit. Don’t touch my shit. And don’t say shit to me unless I want to be bothered with you.” Contempt coated the brown-skinned inmate’s words like crackling fish grease. She stood in the middle of the cell in a white sports bra and men’s white boxer shorts.

Heaven blinked.

She’d just stepped into the cell, and hadn’t expected to be greeted with such disdain. She’d been in lockup—or the hole, as they called it—for the last sixty days for slicing Snake’s face open over on 3 West. And now it seemed as if everyone over here was having a problem with her since the notorious bully had had her face split open to the bone, and a part of her ear sliced off. One hundred and fifty stitches later.

The woman stood in the way as Heaven tried to get to her bunk. Clearly, she’d been waiting for her. Wanting a confrontation.

Heaven held her breath. She didn’t think she could do this. This, this . . . general population shit. She could already tell she would have problems over here. And the whole idea of having to constantly watch her back was a bit daunting. She’d either have to get off this housing unit or she’d end up back in solitary.

Lockup seemed like a much more suitable choice. At least down in the Dungeons (what the inmates called solitary confinement since it was housed over in another section of the prison where you had to walk through a long, winding tunnel to get to), she didn’t have to deal with this type of shit. She was housed in a single cell, and showered alone.

At least with being on twenty-three-hour lock, she didn’t have to deal with anyone, other than the guards who had to do their mandatory thirty-minute tours or pass out food trays with whatever inmate worked kitchen detail, or when the COs had to let her out for her daily hour.

During which time she came out to shower, and, maybe, write a letter. She was only allowed to make collect calls once every fifteen days (which she never did). And she didn’t have access to a television, so she’d usually shower for twenty minutes or so, then return back to her cell to read a book. One of the female officers, Ms. Kimberly, was always nice enough—any time she worked overtime on that unit—to pass down her books after she’d finished reading them herself.

But now—mmph.

She’d have to share a cell with this cranky bitch. And be stuck using a shower with at least sixty other women over on this tier. She wasn’t sure how this was going to work for her.

At least her time over on 3 West, as short as it had been, felt more like being at a country club compared to this shit she was currently assigned to. 4 East. The moment the housing officer had clicked open the door, she’d felt like she’d walked into the hood.

And she had.

4 East was clearly one of the prison slums. Every other female she’d seen in the day space had looked impoverished. Dirty. Trashy. Prison misfits. Junkies and ex-addicts surrounded her. Many appeared to be women who looked like they’d been around the block a few times. Others appeared to have spent the majority of their lives lying on their backs, or from being down on their knees tricking.

She hadn’t meant to pass judgment, but she didn’t feel comfortable being around all these derelicts. She already knew the moment she ordered her canteen, her shit would get stolen. And, the last thing she was going to do was sponsor a bunch of broke-down bitches.

Heaven inhaled and blinked in the grim reaper. She hadn’t done shit to this bitch, and here she was already on the defense barking orders. Heaven bit her tongue, though. She didn’t want any problems. But she wasn’t going to let this broad punk her, either.

She was doing her bid, alone. She had no friends here. Well, fuck. She really hadn’t had any friends on the streets, either. Not any that she could honestly say she trusted, or knew would have her back.

She took another deep breath. “I’m Heaven.”

“Bitch, I know who you are,” she said nastily. “You the uppity bitch who cut my girl in her face. Try that shit over here ‘n’ you’re gonna end up with your throat slit, and your guts spilling out ya ass.”

Heaven cringed. “For the record. I didn’t just up and cut your so-called girl. She stepped to me trying to get up in my pussy. I wasn’t interested. And when I asked her nicely to leave my cell, she refused. She put her hands on me, first. So be clear.”

Hand on her hip, the menacing inmate snarled, “Bitch, for the record. I don’t. Give. A. Fuck about what she did to you, first. She ran shit over there, like I run shit over here. Period.”

Heaven ran her tongue over her teeth. All she wanted to do was brush her teeth, and shower. Not argue. “Listen. I don’t want any problems with you. But, do me a favor. Please. Don’t call me a bitch.”

“Sweetie, you over here in my space. I’ll call you what I want. I heard all about you. Some uppity bitch, who thinks she’s better than the rest of us. Bitch—yeah I said it. And what?” She stared Heaven down. “You ain’t no different from anyone else; your ass is in a jumper with a state number like the rest of us. So that makes you a convict like the rest of us.”

Heaven took her in. A platinum bob of hair brushed along her jawline. Her lean, toned body reminded Heaven of a dancer’s. And though she had acne, she was still pretty. Pretty rough, that was.

Mindful not to touch her as she stepped further into the cell, Heaven sat her meager belongings, all neatly wrapped inside her bed sheet, atop her bunk, then smoothed nervous hands over her jumper pants.

She didn’t want to be in this cell with her no more than she wanted her to be. That was the only thing they clearly had in common. Still, she wanted to be civil. Or at least, pretend to be.

“Keep your shit over on your side,” her new cellie snarled. “And if you snore, I’ll smother ya ass in your sleep. Got it?”

“Then I guess lucky for the both of us, I don’t snore,” Heaven replied lightly.

The inmate swung her bob. “No, bitch. Lucky for you.”

Heaven scowled.

This shit was not going to work. And she was not sleeping in the same cell with this roguish bitch. Period. So before she went off, she politely snatched her shit off the bunk and proceeded out the cell.

“That’s right ho, step!” the inmate spat, causing a few inmates within earshot to laugh. “Before you get stomped out.”

“Coletta, you know you wrong for that, girl,” someone said. “Chasing that stuck-up ho out your cell like that.”

“Girl, fuck that bitch. She ain’t welcomed up in here!”

“I know that’s right,” someone else said.

Heaven heard them, but refused to give any of them a second glance, even though she knew she should probably pay closer attention to her surroundings, in case one of them hoodrat bitches tried to attack her from behind.

Let ’em try it!

Admittedly, she was still trying to figure out the dos and don’ts of prison life, but one thing she was sure of: whatever the pecking order, she was not about to be that bitch at the bottom of the rung getting pissed and shitted on.

She tossed her hair—real hair—and stomped down the stairs.

Some of the female inmates sitting at various tables in the day space stopped playing their card and board games, mesmerized by her. Others eyed and tapped their homegirls gesturing with their heads over at Heaven—a few even whistled and suggestively flapped their tongues—as she marched her way over to the housing officer with her belongings in tow.
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