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		Ellen stared at her boss, her mouth wide open in surprise. He leaned back on his chair and placed both hands on his lap. He crossed his legs and stared right back at her.

		“This… this, wait, what?” Ellen asked.

		“You aren’t fit to be a cop. So go on, tell me how I’m right,” her boss said, a smug smile on his face.

		“Sir, I… I just. I haven’t even graduated from the academy yet. But I have every right to be a cop,” Ellen shot back.

		“Eh, you see, you say that but…” her boss pulled out a folder and tossed it onto the desk.

		“From what I’ve read, your father was Paste White Pete, right? Dealt heroine, sometimes crack. I knew him pretty well, smart enough to not take the shit he sold but still dumb as a rock."

		"With all due respect sir I am not my father and you can't judge me based on his actions."

		The door to her boss' office swung open and a large, built white man strutted in. He made sure to slam the door behind him.

		"Hey Captain. This the fuckin' recruit?" He asked as he made his way towards the two.

		"Yep, this is Ellen. She's in the middle of telling me that I can't judge her."

		"The fuck? Who the fuck do you think you are to try and lecture Captain Abrams? Hm? Fuckin' chip on your shoulder or something?" The man barked as he slammed his hands onto the desk and leaned forward.

		He had a thick, heavy accent. She caught a whiff of whiskey on his breath. She glared up at him, and crossed her arms.

		“I’m sorry sir, but I have no idea who you are," she said.

		"Who am I? I'm the fuckin' Sergeant who can nail your ass for trying to be a dumb shit. I can put your ass in jail right now or kick you to the curb right fuckin' now!" He shouted.

		"Whoa now. Calm down. Ellen, this is Sergeant Tule. He's the head of our Special Investigations Unit. As you can see, he's pretty wound up. He sees girls like you enter the workforce and just fail. It's bad enough that you're of the female gender but add onto the fact that you've got family history that's not favorable to cops and you're in a bad position. Am I right Sergeant?" Captain Abrams explained.

		"Fuckin' yeah. I saw your fuckin' file and knew immediately that we had to pull you out!" The Sergeant yelled.

		"Sir, I can handle the training. Have you seen my marks? I've been hitting all high marks in everything. I even set a new record for the mile run two weeks ago," Ellen calmly shot back.

		"Well, whoopdie fuckin' doo. You want a fuckin' gold medal? I'm telling you right now that you aren't cut for this. You don't have the guts, the skill or the fuckin' mentality to be a member of this police force. In all my years of experience I can practically sniff out the ones that won't make it. And trust me, you aren't fuckin' cut out for it!" The Sergeant shouted back.

		Ellen looked back at Captain Abrams, trying to read him. She was trying to figure out if this was some kind of test.

		"Captain Abrams, you know that anything beyond my scores and paperwork is just hearsay. I have what it takes."

		"The fuck you talking to him for? Do you think Captain Abrams has time to judge a little shit stain like you? You talk to me, you understand? I'm calling the shots!" Sergeant Tule yelled as he leaned in again.

		"I don't even report to you," Ellen said.

		"Oh that's it, I'm fuckin' kicking you out right now!"

		Tears slowly formed in Ellen's eyes. She wanted to be a police officer. She wanted to be everything her father wasn't. The Sergeant stood upright and crossed his arms.

		"Ok, I think that's enough," the captain interrupted.

		Ellen wiped her eyes and looked at him in confusion.

		"You grew up in those streets out there right? Down those eight miles of hell. Detroit is going down such a shitter it's frustrating. There was a time when this city was a powerhouse," the captain said.

		"My father used to talk about it. Before he was laid off and had to start selling drugs," Ellen replied.

		"Paste White Pete. Did you know he worked as a CI for a bit? Gave us all kinds of info on Chris Jenkins and his crew," the captain informed.

		"No, I didn't know," Ellen replied, genuinely surprised.

		"Yeah, still think he was dumb as a rock, but he still had a good heart."

		"Good heart?! He sold drugs out there," Ellen said.

		"The union screwed him over. As much as I hate to say it, he really didn't have another choice," the captain replied solemnly.

		"So it was true? I always thought they were excuses."

		"There's always two sides to a story. Those union boys made sure their story was the right one."

		"Motherfuckers..." Ellen whispered.

		"Oh, look at that, you do have some fuckin' fight in you," the Sergeant quipped.

		"Fight? My... no, our lives, my family's lives went down the shitter since my father was let go," Ellen fired back.

		"Well, this is your chance to really hit back hard. Chris Jenkins, you've heard of him right?" The captain asked.

		"Yes, drug lord, runs one of the largest gangs in Detroit city."

		"Not just from your training. You know him right? Your father used to work for him."

		Ellen tilted her head and thought back to her time when she was young. She recalled a large black man occasionally stopping by at her place. Always seemed threatening even when he laughed or smiled. She placed her hand on her chin and nodded.

		"I... I think he's visited our place before. A long time ago," she responded.

		"He was probably just a Lieutenant back then, working his way up the gang. He's amassed quite a lot of power now."

		"What does that have to do with this meeting?" Ellen asked.

		"He's being quite cagey now. Officers going down in the line of duty, the money and drugs flying through this city. We need to stop him," the captain explained.

		"What can I do?"

		"Informant. We need someone on the inside to track his movements," Captain Abrams replied.

		"An informant? Can't you just get any druggie off the street and make them a confidential informant?"

		"What, are you retarded? You are retarded. You have to be. You think Jenkins is that easy to get? He's a Negro but he's a smart one. He's distanced himself from it all. We get a CI and we'll maybe get one his soldiers. Maybe. You got to think through this shit," Sergeant Tule interrupted.

		"Look, I don't know the current situation. I thought-"

		"And that's your problem. You were thinking!" Sergeant Tule exclaimed.

		"You just told me to think things through, now you're telling me my problem is thinking. Which is it?" Ellen fired back.

		"Oh fuck this. Don't you fucking get sassy with me. Fuck I'l-"

		"That's enough. Simmer down a bit Sergeant." The captain interrupted Sergeant Tule with a stern look.

		The captain crossed his legs and clasped his hands. He looked at Ellen and leaned back on his chair again. There was a moment of silence as he gazed at her.

		“You want to serve this country, I get it. You specifically want to serve and protect the citizens of this particular city, this long, forgotten wasteland known as Detroit, I get it. And I know you have your thoughts of what it means to serve and protect. But believe you me, the blue uniform only goes so far,” Captain Abrams started.

		Ellen sat silently but nodded in agreement. Ever since she was a kid, she had wanted to be a cop. After living with a criminal, her own father, she promised herself that she would live a good, righteous life.

		“But there are people out there who are more than just the uniform. The duties they perform, it’s to serve and protect but in a different way. Getting inside the enemy and killing it from the inside. That’s what we need right now,” Captain Abrams explained.

		“But if I’m just providing intel, how can I kill Jenkins and his gang?”

		“Depending on the intel you bring us, we can start making his lieutenants fight each other. Make them think that one of them is working for us,” Captain Abrams replied.

		"And if they find out I'm a cop?"

		"You aren't. As of today, you're being kicked out of the academy. Smuggling paraphernalia is highly illegal," Sergeant Tule said as he leaned in and pulled out a bag containing pills.

		"Wait... those aren't mine! You're framing me?!" Ellen blurted out in a mix of rage and confusion.

		"If you take our offer, only Sergeant Tule and I will know your secret. No one else. Your records have been changed and you aren't on any kind of payroll. We'll pay you under the table, cash." Captain Abrams explained.

		"And if I don't?"

		"Then you're out of the academy. What else can I say?" Captain Abrams replied.

		"You're not giving me much choice."

		"You're up shit creek and you're fuckin' shit out of luck." Sergeant Tule said as he stood straight and crossed his arms.

		Ellen knew she was screwed. The academy was all she had going for her. It was the only thing she wanted in life. She wanted to be the opposite of her father but now she was being asked to be just like him, a CI, confidential informant.

		"I guess I really don't have much of a choice," Ellen responded.

		The captain shook his head and stood up. He walked to the corner of his desk and sat against the edge. He crossed his arms as he looked down at her.

		"That's not the attitude I was hoping. You do have a choice. You alone can single handedly take out one of the most dangerous gangs in Detroit today," he said.

		"But I won't be a cop."

		"You will. Once this all blows over, I'll put you on my special ops team. Hell maybe you have Sergeant Tule here reporting up to you," Captain Abrams said as he looked over at the sergeant and smiled.

		"Oh fuck no," the sergeant replied.

		"Regardless, once Jenkins is down you will be a cop. None of this on the street bullshit either. I'm thinking Detective maybe?"

		Ellen's mouth opened but she couldn't find the right words. Even straight out of the academy it would take years to get anywhere near the Detective level. And to be part of a special ops team, for someone with her background, it would be unheard of.

		"How long am I going to be undercover?"

		"That depends. The faster you make it up the ranks, the better chance we have of bringing Jenkins down."

		"Okay. I'll... I'll take it."

		"Great! First things first, we need to fill your paperwork to get you out of the academy. And then, we book you, get you in prison, you serve a six month sentence and then you’re out,” Captain Abrams explained.

		“Six months? What am I supposed to tell my boyfriend? Or any of my friends for that matter,” Ellen protested.

		“Boyfriend? You… wait, you don’t have a boyfriend. That ain’t on your fucking file,” Sergeant Tule said.

		“My file? What kind of file do you have on me?” Ellen asked.

		“Look, if your boyfriend is that much more important, then forget about it. You know what, forget this whole deal,” Captain Abrams said as he walked back to his chair.

		“Wait, wait,” Ellen interrupted.

		She paused, staring at her captain and then her sergeant. She’d been with her boyfriend for about a year now and they weren’t really making waves in their relationship. Maybe it was for the better for her to move on without him. She tapped her feet and then nodded.

		“Fine, I’ll go. Six months though?”

		“What, that seem like too much?” Sergeant Tule asked.

		“No, it… it actually doesn’t sound like enough,” Ellen replied.

		Sergeant Tule smirked and shook his head. “You’re getting smarter.”

		“It’s simple, we let you off light because you attempted to be a cop. Don’t forget, you’re going to prison, not some small time jailhouse. That puts you in quite a tough position,” Captain Abrams answered.

		“Which means a six month term ain’t exactly an easy sentence. Even that fucker, Jenkins, will know that you got off light,” Sergeant Abrams added.

		“Which means you’ll still have to prove yourself to him. But, at least it gets your foot in the door,” Captain Abrams said.

		“I must have missed something. How does me going to prison get me towards Jenkins?”

		“One of his cousins is in the prison we’re planning to send you to. He’s in there for another year, but we can get him out a little earlier. But you need to get close to him,” Captain Abrams said.

		"Him? An integrated prison?"

		"Yes. It's rare but it just so happens that he transferred over there. Though with the recent budget cuts, I'm guessing we'll be seeing more integrated prisons." Captain Abrams said.

		The little voice in the back of Ellen's mind was screaming. An integrated prison was not something that had crossed her mind when they said she'd go to prison. Men and women both sharing the same prison, the yards, maybe possibly even the showers. A chill ran down her spine at the thought.

		"Will you assign some guards to protect me?" Ellen asked.

		"Sorry, no can do. You walk out of the room and that's it, you're on your own. We pay you on the side but very little communication between us after that," Captain Abrams replied.

		“That’s… that’s a bit dangerous, isn’t it?”

		“That’s part of the job. Take it or leave it,” Sergeant Tule replied.

		Ellen bit her lower lip, thinking through the possibilities. It seemed either way she was getting kicked out of the academy. Either she went out with a blast or went out with a whimper. She nodded and stood up.

		“Fine, I’m in,” Ellen said.

		“God damn, took fucking long enough,” Sergeant Tule said.

		“We’ll let you have a day to get things in order, but after that, you’re on your own,” Captain Abrams said.

		***

		Ellen sighed as she was escorted into prison. There were other prisoners with her, their wrists and ankles chained, just like hers. Several of the prisoners were large black men, all grinning in her direction. There were only a couple of other females, one Hispanic, the other half black.

		Her last conversation with her boyfriend was awkward and painful. Letting him know that she was going to jail for six months but being unable to tell him the exact reason why. Strangely enough, he accepted the fact that she was going to prison and told her he would wait.

		“Damn, fine ass white girl up in here,” one of the big black prisoners said.

		“Ellen?” One of the guards asked.

		Ellen looked to her side in shock. She instantly recognized him, an old ex-boyfriend from back in college. Who, sadly, did not part ways amicably with her. She saw him smirk.

		“I thought you were training to be a cop,” he said aloud.

		The other prisoners turned their heads and stared right at her. Her heart raced as she realized she was in serious danger. This was not how she planned to start off her stay in prison.

		“You wuz some pig in trainin’ or some shit?” One of the prisoners asked.

		“Fuckin’ bacon, bet you taste damn good too,” another prisoner quipped.

		“The hell is wrong with you?” Ellen said towards her ex, glaring at him.

		“When your ass is getting pounded in that prison, I want you to know that I’m the one who told everyone in there that you were going to be a cop. Serves you right,” he replied.

		Ellen’s jaw dropped at his comment. She couldn’t believe he was doing this. In fact, he was the one who was cheating on her that caused her to break up with him. She couldn’t believe the audacity of her ex to put her in this situation.

		They were all stopped once they were inside a large room with nothing but gray walls. A large black man in a suit carrying a nightstick sauntered in with a greasy smile on his face. He tapped the nightstick in his hand and then leaned against one of the walls.

		“Alright, fresh recruits into the system. Always fun seeing new little bitches enter into my system. I’m the warden around here. My name to all of you, is Warden Morton, like the fucking salt. Most of the time however, you’ll be calling me sir. Do you understand?” He introduced himself.

		The prisoners nodded. The warden walked back and forth while shaking his head, unsatisfied with the response.

		“That is not how you respond. You respond with yes sir!”

		“Yes sir!” A small group shouted, including Ellen.

		“That is no good. No fucking good at all. I guess I’ll have to just show you little bitches who owns this place,” the warden said threateningly.

		A group of prison guards strolled in carrying what appeared to be tasers. The warden wandered next to one of the larger black prisoners and slammed his nightstick onto the back of the prisoner’s knees. The prisoner instantly fell onto his hands and knees, shouting in pain.

		“Now, if you want to end up like him, or even worse, maybe I’ll fucking electrocute your ass. So… first things first… strip!” He ordered.

		Ellen’s eyes widened in shock. She looked at the other prisoners who seemed similarly shocked. The male prisoners just shrugged and began taking off their clothes while Ellen and the two other female prisoners were reluctant.

		“That means you ladies too,” the warden said.

		The half black woman was first, slowly taking off her top. Ellen watched as the Hispanic followed the half black woman’s lead, slowly taking off her own top. Ellen looked around, her eyes slowly glazing by the other prisoners. Her mouth opened slightly as she saw one of the larger muscular pull down his boxers, revealing that he was extremely well hung.

		The black man looked in her direction and the two met eyes. He clearly saw her looking down at his member and winked. The warden wandered near Ellen, swinging his nightstick.

		“Are you not understanding the rules of this prison?” He asked.

		Ellen shook her head and slowly began taking off her own top. The half black woman wasn’t wearing a bra, letting her large round breasts flop out in the open. She stood quietly in just her panties while the Hispanic woman stood in her bra and panties. Both had their clothes hanging at the ends of their handcuffs and ankle cuffs.

		Ellen pulled down her pants and stood in just her bra and panties as well, her top hanging against her own handcuffs. Like the other prisoners, she could not pull her legs out from her pants due to the ankle cuffs.

		“Obviously you ladies don’t seem to understand the point of this exercise. Strip naked, we need to make sure you don’t have any contraband,” the warden said.

		Ellen nervously looked at the other women. The Hispanic woman slowly pulled off her bra and then her panties, carefully covering her breasts as best as she could, as well as her trimmed bush. The black woman did the same, revealing her clean shaven crotch.

		Ellen watched as the male prisoners licked their lips, staring at the women. The warden glared at Ellen, prompting her to take off her underwear.

		“Now stand fucking still. We’re going to have these nice men here take those cuffs off of you so we can get those clothes off. You even think of touching these guards and I swear you will be in so much pain your first night here that you will wish we just fucking killed you,” the warden threatened.

		The army of prison guards slowly made their way past each prisoner, unlocking their cuffs. Ellen thought that one of the male prisoners would fight back but they all seemed quiet. The guards finally passed her, unlocking her from her shackles and walking off.

		“Good job you little bitches. I love fresh meat, so scared shitless,” the warden said with a smile.

		He slowly sauntered back and forth in front of them, smacking his nightstick against the palm of his hand. He looked at the ladies for a long time, his eyes looking up and down at their bodies. He slowly made his way towards the Hispanic lady and placed the tip of his nightstick against her nipple. He slowly flicked her nipple with the nightstick.

		“You’ve got some nice fat nipples there, looks mighty fucking tasty,” the warden said while grinning.

		The guards took their clothes and walked off. The warden handed his nightstick to a nearby guard and dug into his pockets. He pulled out two rubber gloves and slowly slipped them on.

		“Now, we have to make sure you’re not bringing shit into this prison that isn’t allowed,” the warden said as he wandered over towards the half black woman.

		“What the fuck?” The half black woman said, slowly backing away from him.

		“Stand fucking still,” the warden warned.

		He slowly made his way around her and placed his hands at her hips. He slowly slid his fingers upward towards the underside of her breasts. He slipped his hands under her breasts and cupped them, giving them a hard squeeze. Ellen couldn’t believe her eyes as she watched him lean in and lick the half black woman’s neck.

		“This… this isn’t legal,” Ellen uttered.

		“Excuse me?” The warden asked, turning his head towards her.

		“You’re, you can’t do this. Female prisoners are supposed to be handled by female guards,” she said.

		“Oh really? Why, thank you for the fucking lesson. Don’t worry, you’ll be next,” the warden replied.

		He bent down and began sliding his hands up and down the half black woman’s legs, making sure to stop right against her pussy lips. His fingers slowly rubbed against her pussy, inching their way into her. The half black woman gasped in surprise.

		“Nice and fucking tight. Not sure if you hid anything in there,” the warden said.

		He stood up and stared down Ellen. He tossed his gloves off and made his way towards her. Ellen flinched as he made his way around her, slowly sliding his hands along the top of her ass. He slowly wrapped his fingers around her ass cheeks and in one quick motion, gripped and spread them, exposing her tiny puckered asshole to the cold prison air. Ellen gasped and tried to move away but the warden kept her in place.

		“Oh… tasty, tasty, tasty… it’s been a while since a white girl has been in here,” the warden said as he leaned in close to her ass.

		She could feel his hot breath creep past her sensitive asshole and down between her legs. Ellen shivered as she felt his fingers slowly made their way between her ass cheeks. She gasped as she felt the tip of his finger slowly press up against her tightly closed ass.

		“Hey! Whoa!” She screamed.

		“Calm down, I need to know there’s no contraband up in this ass. I’ve seen all kinds of shit sneak by,” the warden said.

		She cried out in pain as she felt his index finger slowly press in past her tightly clenched hole. She closed her eyes and gritted her teeth as she felt his fat finger slowly wiggle inside her ass. The fact that he was no longer wearing gloves made it worse for her.

		“Damn, wish I could get me a piece o’ dat ass,” one of the black prisoners said.

		The warden slowly pulled his finger out and stood up. He made his way in front of Ellen and placed the finger that was in her ass against her own lips. Ellen flinched as the warden slowly pushed his finger past her lips.

		“Clean my finger,” he ordered.

		“Oh shit!” One of the prisoners laughed.

		Ellen pulled back, her eyes wide in horror. The warden smirked and walked away. He looked up at the guards and nodded his head. Another set of guards walked in with hoses and pointed them at the prisoners.

		“A little punishment, courtesy of that dirty white bitch,” the warden informed.

		The hoses unleashed a torrent of cold water that blasted against all the naked prisoners. Ellen screamed in shock as the icy cold water smashed against her. She had to cover as much of herself as she could with her arms. She could feel the glares of the other prisoners on her as they were all hit with the same ice cold water.

		“Fucking bitch!” A prisoner shouted.

		The hoses were powerful, nearly knocking Ellen to the ground. She couldn’t believe this was how prisoners were being treated. Once she got out, she had to report this to Captain Abrams. The hoses finally shut off and Ellen stood silently, shivering as the water dripped down her body.

		“Nice and fucking clean. Good job boys. Now, go on, let’s keep this train moving. Any one of you fucking get out of line and I will hurt you,” the warden warned.

		The line of prisoners was led down a hall, past a pair of steel doors, and finally past the other prison inmates. The walls were lined with small, dinky rooms, each filled with two prisoners. They were hooting and hollering as they watched the new naked prisoners being led in.

		“I’m gonna fuck dat bitch right der, dat fuckin’ sweet Mexican pussy!” A prisoner shouted.

		“I want dat fuckin’ white bitch suckin’ my big black cock!” Another screamed.

		Ellen did her best to cover her breasts with her arm as well as her crotch with her other hand. She felt absolutely embarrassed as she continued forward, the cold water still dripping off her naked, wet body.

		Some of the inmates were banging against the bars of their prison. Others were reaching out, trying to touch the new, fresh meat entering their prison. The warden stopped and turned.

		“Welcome! This is your new fucking home. Make friends, have fun, just do not fucking cause disturbances. I promise you, if you try to cause something here, you better get ready to reap what you sow. As these stupid mother fuckers that are already here will attest to, I am not a man you want to mess with,” the warden said.

		The prisoners seemed to quiet down as the warden talked. Ellen held back her tears of embarrassment as she stood naked in the center of the prisoners. Another set of guards appeared carrying orange prison suits. They tossed the prison suits on the ground and kicked them towards the vicinity of the new prisoners.

		“Those are your new uniforms. Wear them well, and don’t fucking get them stained,” the warden ordered.

		Ellen, along with the other prisoners, quickly grabbed their new clothes and put them on as fast as possible. The warden grabbed a clipboard from a nearby guard and began flipping through the papers.

		“You see the numbers on your shirts? That’s your new fucking names. Now, 121324, you and 121985 are now roomies,” the warden said.

		All the new prisoners looked down at their shirts for their numbers, Ellen was 121369. Two of the new prisoners were led down to their cells. The warden continued listing off the pairs. Ellen finally heard her number followed by another.

		Ellen looked around to see that she was paired with the half black woman. She breathed a small sigh of relief knowing that her roommate was a female. After another announcement of numbers, Ellen turned her head to see the Hispanic woman being led down alongside a big black man, most likely her new roommate.

		Ellen and her new cell mate were shoved into their jail cell and the prison bars were shut closed. The half black woman wandered over to one of the beds and plopped down, placing her hands behind her head. Ellen sat on the other bed and looked at her.

		“Hi,” Ellen greeted.

		The half black woman continued staring up at the ceiling.

		“My name’s Ellen,” she continued.

		“No it’s not. You’re fucking 69. I’m 32,” the half black woman replied.

		“I… um… sorry, I…” Ellen wasn’t sure what to say next.

		The room fell silent and Ellen lay back on her own bed. She surveyed the small room. There was a small toilet between the two beds and two small desks at the end of each bed. Every jail cell looked exactly the same.

		“First time?” The half black woman asked.

		Ellen turned her head in surprise.

		“Yes,” she answered.

		“I been in and out of these fucking prisons for a while. First time in a fucking integrated one. You really a fucking pig?” She asked.

		“What? No, well, I guess. I was aiming to be a cop but they caught me bringing drugs into the academy. I had to get my fix,” Ellen lied.

		“The fuck? You really took drugs into a fucking police academy? Damn you bold. What did you want to even be a pig for if you was doing smack?”

		“My uncle. Said he’d pay me to get through it all and shit. I figured I could get some free cash, maybe get some inside tips and sell some shit on the side,” Ellen answered.

		“Well, looks like you’re shit out of luck. If this is your first time, you better get an understanding of the game and quick. It’s just like getting smack in the hood. You gotta do what you can to get by. Either find someone strong and be their bitch, or make an impact and make someone your bitch,” her cellmate replied.

		“So, I have to try to make some guy my bitch?” Ellen asked.

		The half black woman laughed and turned her head towards Ellen. She shook her head.

		“Like I said, first time in an integrated prison like this. My guess would be that you won’t be able to make any guy your bitch. Shit, fuck numbers. Name’s Tasha. You really are a fucking newbie aren’t you?”

		“I’ve been in and out of little county jails but never a prison. So what’s your plan?” Ellen asked.

		“Guess it’s to be someone’s bitch at this rate. The best thing you can do is to be quiet though. Stay in the cell, don’t leave, just be invisible,” Tasha replied.

		Before the two could converse any further, a couple of black men walked by their cell. Ellen quickly quieted down as she saw the two muscular black men paused and turned. There was a smirk on their faces as they poked their heads into the women’s cell.

		“Oh shit nigga, we got some fresh meat up in here,” one of them said.

		“Sup ladies, name’s Tyrone and this is Mason. You ladies new?” The other introduced.

		Ellen avoided eye contact while Tasha stood up, her hands on her hips. She seemed relatively unimpressed by the two large black men.

		“You guys supposed to be in this area?” She asked.

		“Oh, we got a little nasty one. You obviously new then. You see, my man Mason here owns this cell block. You ladies want protection, you stay wit us,” Tyrone explained.

		“What makes you think we need protection?” Tasha fired back.

		“Well shit, you a woman of color, you know how crazy some white boys be. In dis cell block, you got them fuckin’ dirty Spics, and then them crazy ass white boys. Lookin’ at you, I’d say you’d be better off with us niggas,” Tyrone said.

		“And what’s the price for your protection?” Tasha asked.

		“Shit, you know what the price be. Give us some of dat sweet ass pussy and we block them mamacitas and them fuckin’ white trash from tappin’ dat ass,” Tyrone said.

		“We’re more than happy with protectin’ that sweet white ass of yours too,” Mason finally spoke as he looked at Ellen.

		Ellen squeamishly looked at Mason. This was not part of the deal she had struck with Captain Abrams. She was told to find a black man by the name of Rick, with a nickname of Big Bull Rick. The only help Captain Abrams had provided was to put her in the same cell block as him.

		“Are you sure you own this place?” Ellen asked.

		Mason crossed his arms and laughed. Tyrone shook his head in disbelief and leaned against the bars.

		“Is you… is you serious?” Tyrone balked.

		“I want to make sure that if I’m going to be someone’s bitch, I’m going to make damn sure I’m not being tricked into being the wrong person’s bitch,” Ellen retorted.

		“Shit, you is serious. What, you think we be playin’ you?” Mason asked.

		Tasha tapped her foot in the ground and nodded. “She got a point, ya’ll niggas gotta prove who you be before you get us.”

		“Shit, I got half a mind to just rip them clothes off you right now but fuck it. You’ll come around. Or shit, you can fuckin’ hang with the white trash or the Spics,” Mason said as he turned and walked out.

		Tyrone grabbed his crotch and smiled at Ellen. He followed behind Mason and smacked the bars once with his thick forearm, causing Ellen to flinch. Tasha shook her head and sat back on her bed.

		“So you have some fight in you, huh?” Tasha asked.

		“Just listening to your advice, find someone strong and be their bitch,” Ellen replied.

		“You learn quick. Fuckin’ warden,” Tasha muttered as she grabbed her hair and squeezed, draining out some of the cold water from before.

		“I’m really sorry about that. If I had just did what he said,” Ellen apologized.

		“Nah, that fuckin’ perv would’ve hit us with water anyway. It’s part of the initiation. They do everything they can to break you down, make you feel sub-human,” Tasha said.

		“Better give these guys a shitty rating on Yelp or something huh? They have no accommodations,” Ellen joked.

		Tasha shrugged. “I ain’t got no fuckin’ clue what you talkin’ about.”

		Ellen sat up and tilted her head forward. She squeezed her hair as well, trying to get water out of her hair. A couple of prison guards wandered by, smacking their bars with their nightsticks. Ellen recognized her ex as one of them.

		“Oh, hey bitch,” he said.

		“Look, Jerry, you cheated on m-”

		“Whatever. Shut the fuck up. I’m just here to tell you that its play time. You are not allowed to just sit in this cell and rot. Prison rules. Get your ass out and head out to the yard. Both of you,” Jerry said.

		“We just got here and we’re still wet. You have any idea how cold it is outside?” Ellen asked.

		“Do I look like I give a fuck? Rules are rules. Now get your asses out of the cell before we go in there and beat the shit out of you both,” Jerry replied.

		Ellen got up and walked past Jerry, who patted her ass. Tasha followed behind, glaring at Jerry. The two followed the other inmates down a long corridor. Ellen spotted Mason and Tyrone up in front, flanked by another couple of muscular black men. She wondered if Mason was telling the truth, and if he was, she wondered where Big Bull Rick was.

		As the two women stepped out into the cold outdoors, the various prisoners paused in the middle of their workouts and stared at them. Ellen looked down to see that her nipples were rock hard, poking past her thin orange uniform. She quickly crossed her arms over them, trying to hide them.

		“Fuck it’s cold,” Tasha said.

		Ellen surveyed the land, there was a group of bald white men in one corner. There were quite a few huddle together for some reason near the bench they had taken over. In another corner was a group of Hispanic men, lifting weights and high fiving each other. There were some Hispanic women sitting close to them, huddled together and laughing.

		Oddly enough, there were two separate groups of black people. Ellen immediately recognized Mason who was barking like a dog as Tyrone lifted weights. There was a couple of other black men laughing and almost taunting Tyrone as he struggled to bench press a large amount of weights.

		The other group was quieter, huddled together and playing with dice. Some were even smoking, which Ellen found oddly strange. The guards didn’t seem to stop the men from smoking as they played. She had been given a general description of Rick, but sadly no picture.

		There was a man with braided hair leaning back on the bench talking with a guard. He was large and muscular, wearing a tank top and his orange pants. He took a hit from his cigarette and passed it to the guard while laughing. He seemed to match the description that was given to her and she could kind of see a tattoo of a spade, the Jenkins’ crew’s gang sign, on his bulky shoulder.

		“Why are there two groups of black people?” Ellen asked.

		“I’m guessing Mason was lying about being the big guy on the block,” Tasha replied.

		“Or maybe they’re an off shoot?” Ellen inquired.

		Tasha shrugged and looked around for a place to sit. There weren’t many places to sit, unless they headed towards one of the groups.

		“Well shit, it’s fucking freezing and there’s nowhere to sit. How about we bounce some questions with those guys and see if Mason was telling the truth,” Tasha said as she nodded her head in the direction of the other black men.

		“Is that really a good idea?” Ellen questioned.

		“Well, I know those Mexicans over there don’t like colored people like me, and then them white boys, as fun as they might be, they aren’t much protection. It’s always the niggas that seem to have all the power in these parts,” Tasha said.

		“I don’t know if they’re going to want a white girl like me around,” Ellen replied.

		“You can’t be serious girl. Them niggas always like white girls. Don’t worry, I got your back girl,” Tasha reassured.

		The two began walking towards the other group of black men. Ellen turned her head and met eyes with Mason. He was staring at the two women, eyeing them as they made their way closer to the other group of black men. He seemed rather unimpressed and for a moment, she thought he shook his head.

		“Guess he’s not very happy,” Ellen whispered to Tasha.

		Tasha turned her head and looked at Mason. Mason tapped Tyrone who was still lifting weights. Tyrone tossed the weights to the side and eyed the two women as well.

		“Fuck ‘em,” Tasha replied.

		The two made their way towards the large black man who had the tattoo on his shoulder. He looked up at them and tapped the prison guard. The guard stood up, dusted off his ass and pulled out his nightstick.

		“Something I can help you ladies with?” The guard asked.

		“We’re here to talk,” Tasha replied.

		“About what?” The guard asked.

		“Who you? You speaking for the black man?” Tasha shot back.

		“Excuse me? You’re looking for a beating aren’t you?”

		“Hey, hey man, chill,” the man with the long braided hair said.

		“You’re the leader of this little gang here I’m guessing?” Tasha asked.

		The black man smiled and took a puff of his cigarette and leaned back. He gave a small nod, his eyes glancing at Mason and his crew.

		“Maybe I am, what’s it to you?” He asked.

		“Rick?” Ellen asked.

		Tasha looked at Ellen, a look of confusion on her face. The black men sat up straight, surprised.

		“Excuse me?” He asked.

		Ellen bit her lower lip, her heart racing as she saw the large black man glaring at her. It was as if he was looking right through her.

		“Are you Rick?” Ellen repeated.

		“The fuck is this? You fuckin’ playin’ a game on me man?” The black man asked, tapping the guard’s leg.

		“The fuck, you trying to blame me? These girls are new. I saw Mason and Tyrone hanging out at their cell,” the guard replied.

		“Mason and his crew huh? What, you been asked to try and shank me or some shit? You’re doing a fuckin’ horrible job,” the black man said angrily.

		“I’m just checking. I’m from your hood, East Jefferson… well, if you’re Rick,” Ellen answered.

		“East Jefferson huh? Shit, I never seen you before.”

		“I left for a while. My dad was Peter Welsh,” Ellen said.

		“Who the fuck is that?”

		“Peter… Uh… Paste White Pete,” Ellen said.

		The black man laughed and clapped his hands. He leaned back again and took a hit from his cigarette. He nodded and looked over at the guard, giving him a look. The prison guard nodded and walked off.

		“Paste White Pete… fuck, I haven’t seen that cracka in years,” he said.

		He stood up and extended a hand.

		“You got me, Big Bull Rick. You are?”

		“Tasha.”

		“Ellen.”

		“Fuck, how is my hood doin’?” Rick asked.

		“Still the same. Jenkins is still rocking the hood,” Ellen replied.

		“Damn nigga, I knew he’d be kickin’ it. Shit. How is Paste White Pete by the way?”

		“He… he passed away,” Ellen replied.

		“Aw shit, that’s always painful. Hate losin’ family. Lost one of cuz’s before I came up in here,” Rick said.

		“So them niggas over there tried to recruit us. They were talkin’ about bein’ the owners of this cell block,” Tasha informed.

		“Yeah? Mason and his crew? Fuckin’ dumbass niggas. I own this block!” Rick shouted, making sure Mason could hear.

		“So, how’s a couple of girls like us get up in your crew?” Tasha asked.

		“You girls want to get in my crew huh?” Rick asked.

		Tasha shrugged. “Maybe.”

		“Shit, two sexy ladies like you? I think you know the answer to your question,” Rick said.

		“Lookin’ to get your cock sucked?” Tasha asked.

		“More than that. And my crew needs servicin’ too. You ladies in?”

		Tasha looked at Ellen, and then turned her head towards Mason. Mason shook his head and gave them the finger.

		“I’m in. How about you girl?” Tasha asked.

		Ellen hesitated. This was not part of the job. She was hoping that Tasha would do most of the heavy lifting. Rick turned to his crew and waved them in.

		“Hey niggas, get over here, we got an initiation up in here!” Rick yelled out.

		Rick’s crew of black men slowly sauntered over towards the two women. Ellen flinched as the men slowly surrounded both of them.

		“Whoa, whoa, shit, that one’s mine. You guys share the other one,” Rick said as he pointed at Tasha.

		“What… wait, wait a second,” Ellen said.

		“As much as I like white girls, I love me my black girls. And you look like a nasty freak,” Rick said.

		Tasha slowly made her way towards Rick, shaking her hips seductively. She looked back at Ellen and paused.

		“You gonna be okay?” Tasha asked.

		Ellen looked around at the group of black men. Her heart raced as the black men licked their lips and surrounded her. She wasn’t sure if she wanted to go through with this. Rick tilted his head and looked at her.

		“You not in? I’ll just call them niggas back,” he said.

		Ellen gritted her teeth. This was her only chance to get close to Rick. Failure here would mean that she would never get near Rick again. Worst yet, it would mean she’d have no protection.

		“No… uh… no, I’m good. How do we do this?” Ellen asked.

		“You and my niggas are about to have some fun. Just follow them,” Rick said.

		Ellen nodded. Rick’s crew led Ellen towards an outdoor bathroom. There was a group of white guys hanging out at the entrance. One glare at them from the black men forced them to move out of the way.

		“Fuckin’ traitor,” one of them muttered.

		“What you say cracka?!” One of the black men shouted.

		The white men flinched and backed away. Ellen followed behind the black men, entering the dirty bathroom. The interior was even uglier, stains lining up the floors and walls. The doors to the toilet stalls were gone. There was a dirty piece of metal on the wall, acting as a mirror.

		The black men slowly pulled off their clothes. One of them locked the door and grinned at her. Ellen looked around, counting about six different black men in the bathroom with her. Each of them were large and muscular, looking as if they were etched out of marble.

		“Yeah bitch, take that shit off girl, let’s seem dat sweet ass white pussy,” one of them said.

		Ellen felt as though her heart would jump right out of her chest. Her face grew bright red as she slowly pulled up her shirt. She was embarrassed, just as embarrassed as before when she was naked in front of all the inmates.

		Her hair was still wet from the cold shower she was given by the prison guards. As she pulled down her pants, her eyes caught something swinging near her. Her jaw dropped as she saw the long, black member of one of the inmates.

		“Holy shit,” she whispered.

		“You like what you see?” The black man grinned, swinging his manhood back and forth.

		Her boyfriend was nowhere near the size of the black men that were now surrounding her. They were easily double, if not triple the size. This was one part of her assignment she would definitely have to avoid telling her boyfriend.

		“Get on your knees and suck our cocks,” one of the big black men ordered.

		Ellen slowly bent her knees, grimacing as her knees touched the dirty ground. She didn’t want to even know how long it had been since the bathroom had been cleaned. The black men’s members looked even larger at eye level.

		She reached out and grabbed two while she slowly circled the tip of one with her tongue. The black men moaned and bumped fists. The remaining black men stroked themselves, squeezing and playing with her large breasts.

		The cock in her mouth slowly hardened, as did the two in her hands. She wrapped her soft, red lips around the cock and sucked lightly. She had to get them off as quickly as possible. The longer she took, the more chances they would have at fucking her.

		

		The black man in front of her grabbed her by the head and pushed his cock in further. Ellen immediately gagged as his long, thick hit the back of her throat. She couldn’t believe how long his cock was and, to make matters worse, it was growing even longer as it grew hard.

		Her boyfriend was much easier on her as she could easily fit his cock in her mouth. The black man in front of her was insanely different. Even with just half his cock in her mouth, he was already making it into her throat.

		“Ungh… yeah… ungh, fuckin’ suck my cock, yeah… fuckin’ get it down your throat,” the black man ordered.

		The two black men she was stroking spit on their cocks, lubricating her strokes. They tilted their heads back and groaned, letting out loud, guttural sounds.

		“Yeah, stroke faster,” one of them said.

		Ellen stroked faster, as she gagged on the big black cock in her mouth. She felt a hand slowly slide between her legs and begin teasing her pussy. Her body began to respond, growing warm while her pussy grew hot and wet. Her nipples grew hard as the black men teased them.

		“Yeah, dis white bitch is gettin’ nice and wet. Bend forward a little bitch,” one of the black men ordered.

		She felt the man behind her push her upper body slightly. The black man behind her got on his knees and placed his hard black cock against her tight wet cunt. He pressed forward without warning, jamming his enormous member deep inside her.

		Ellen let out a loud muffled scream as she felt his fat cock slide deep inside her cunt. She had never experienced a cock as large as the black man’s behind her. It was a strange mix of pain and pleasure, causing her to grip tightly onto the cocks in her hands.

		“Oh… fffffuck… squeeze my shit,” one of the moaned.

		“Shit, this bitch be so fuckin’ tight! Fuck, it be squeezin’ my shit like crazy! Like a fuckin’ vacuum!” The man behind her exclaimed.

		Ellen continued to let out muffled screams as the man behind her drilled into her. His big fat balls slapped against her clit with every rough pump. The man in front of her was just as rough, slamming his now fully hardened cock in and out of her mouth.

		

		The men playing with her tits squeezed harder, while pulling on her rock hard nipples. One of the black men tapped the guy in front of her, wanting his chance at her. The man in front of her sped up, trying to get as much pleasure as possible before switching.

		“Come on nigga, share dat shit,” the man impatiently said.

		“Fuck, aight. Been so damn long since I had a white girl,” the other replied back.

		The man in front of her finally pulled away, his long, black cock sliding out, covered in her spit. Ellen coughed and spit on the already dirty ground. He slapped his cock against her face and finally moved away.

		The next black man had a shorter but thicker cock. He quickly jammed his cock into her mouth. It barely fit as he shoved in. Her jaw ached as he tried to jam in inch after inch into her. The man behind her was relentless, pounding faster and harder, causing her to slide on the dirty floor. She had to let go of the two cocks in her hand and bend forward, supporting herself with them.

		She slid forward with each stroke from behind and then quickly slid back when the man in front of her jammed his cock back into her mouth. The dirty, sticky floor barely did anything to stop her from moving. The other black men impatiently paced around, wanting their shot at her warm, wet holes.

		“Fuck man, we need to change positions. Let’s get a cock up in dat sweet ass of hers!” One of them shouted impatiently.

		“Yeah! Let’s fuck her ass!” Another agreed.

		Ellen panicked as the black men quickly grabbed her and raised her off the floor. The black cock in her cunt squeezed out with a wet pop. Ellen cried out in pleasure as she felt the black cock pop out. It made her feel empty and her pussy squeezed tightly, craving to be filled again.

		They carried her to one of the toilet stalls. One of the men plopped down on the dirty toilet, his cock pointed straight into the air. Ellen was slowly lowered down on his cock, her pussy stretching to accommodate his fat cock. She tilted her head back and let out a scream of pleasure.

		Her feet touched the dirty ground and his balls hit the entrance of her cunt. The man she was on top of grabbed her hips and began thrusting up and down. Another man turned and extended his hand out.

		“Yo, which one of you niggas got lube?” He asked.

		“Here you go nigga.”

		Ellen gasped as she felt something cold and slick slide between her ass cheeks. They were pouring lube at the top of her ass and letting it slide towards her asshole. For a brief moment she wondered where they had gotten the lube from, but the thought soon vanished as she felt the tip of a black man’s cock slowly press into her asshole.

		“Oh no! Wait! Oh God! Go slow! Please! SLOW! It’s too big, IT’S TOO BIG!” She screamed.

		The black man behind her didn’t care to go slow, instead opting to push hard into her virgin ass. Ellen planted her face into the broad, muscular chest of the black man pounding her cunt. She had never felt so full in her life as the two cocks plowed in and out of her holes. She closed her eyes and gritted her teeth, feeling each little bump on both cocks as they slid in and out.

		“Ungh! UNGH! Fuck dis ass is like fuckin’ heaven nigga! Shit is fuckin’ tight!”

		“Shit, move down a little. Let me squeeze up on dat toilet,” one of the black men said as he squeezed into the stall.

		They moved forward a bit, the man beneath her nearly falling into the dirty toilet. The black man who had squeezed in slowly managed to position himself onto the back of toilet and placed his cock against Ellen’s lips.

		Ellen opened her mouth, letting the thick black member slid above her tongue and into her throat. All three of her holes were now full of big black cocks sliding in and out, pounding her small white frame. She felt as if she were floating, her mind completely bank except for the intense feelings of pleasure.

		She moaned loudly with the black cock in her mouth. Saliva dripped from the corners of her lips as the long hard cock slid deep into her mouth. The pain from the cock in her ass was balanced by the extreme feelings of pleasure from her cunt being pounded.

		“Yeah, fuckin’ air tight! I love white girls!”

		“God damn niggas! Let’s get some of dat!”

		The black men fucking her all sped up. The bathroom was full of nothing but the sounds of her ass being pounded, mixed with the sounds of moans. Ellen lifted her feet into the air as the three black men pummeled her small frame.

		“UNGH! FUCK!” The man in her ass groaned as he pounded his hand into the side wall of the stall.

		Ellen felt the hot rush of cum flood into her once virgin asshole. It felt like he was unloading gallons of cum into her poor tiny ass. He pulled his cock out, letting his cum slide out from her widened ass. Small clumps slid onto the cock sliding in and out of her cunt.

		He tapped the tip of his cock against her ass cheeks and stepped away. Another black man immediately took his place, jamming his member deep into her cum filled ass. The man sitting on top of the toilet groaned, his cock trembling in her mouth.

		His cock oozed out his sticky white cum. It was extremely thick, nothing like her boyfriend’s. It had a strong, bitter flavor to it and it clung to the insides of her mouth and throat as she tried to swallow it.

		“Yeah, swallow dat shit,” he ordered as he gripped her head.

		The new cock in her ass was extremely thick, most likely the one she was blowing before. She could feel warm cum leaking out of her ass as he pounded in and out of her. Ellen felt the cock in her cunt tremble, and her cunt was soon filled with the black man’s hot cum.

		“Mm… yeah… fuckin’ tight ass cunt,” he said as he groaned.

		“Yo nigga, spin her ass around, let me get up in dat pussy,” the last black man said as he stroked his cock.

		The black men quickly lifted her up and the man in her ass kept his cock inside her as they spun around. He sat onto the toilet, constantly thrusting in and out. The last black man positioned himself between her legs and jammed his cock into her cum leaking cunt.

		Ellen screamed as she felt an orgasm rush through her. Her pussy squeezed tightly onto the cock hammering in and out of her, her own juices mixing with the cum inside her and trying to squirt out. She wrapped her legs around the broad, powerful waist of the black man as she came. Her toes curled in pleasure as she felt the two powerful black cocks hitting depths that had never been touched before.

		She coughed as she felt thick bits of cum still clinging in her mouth and throat. She wrapped her arms underneath and around the black man’s broad shoulders, her fingernails digging into his rough skin. She felt as if she were being hammered by two stone statues.

		Both of the men groaned at the same time. There was a strange tingling sensation that ran through her body as she felt both of their cocks quiver inside her holes. A rush of warmth filled her as both men held tightly onto her and pushed in deep.

		Both her already cum filled holes were blasted by another thick blast of jism. She was filled to the brim as both men unleashed their loads. Like the previous men, their cum was thick and hearty, making her feel full. The man on top of her pulled away first, pulling his cock out of her widened, cum filled cunt.

		“Fuck, agh… damn dat felt fuckin’ good,” he said as he walked out of the stall.

		The man underneath her pulled his cock out of her gaping wide ass and gently tossed her onto the dirty floor. Cum leaked out from both her holes as she lay on the grimy bathroom floor. The last black man left the stall and wandered over to one of the sinks.

		“Shit nigga, we got ourselves a white woman. Woo, I needed get my nut off!” One of the black men said excitedly.

		Someone banged on the door to the bathroom. Ellen heard the door creak open and her heart stopped. She began to worry that there were more black men headed in.

		“The fuck you boys doing in there?” She heard someone ask.

		“Just doin’ what we niggas normally do. You can ask Rick what we doin’ if ya want,” said another voice.

		“Oh, Rick sent you boys in here? You guys… you guys smoking any weed by any chance? Last time you boys had some good shit,” the voice answered back.

		“Nah, we ain’t smokin’ no joints today man. We just havin’ a planning session, dat all.”

		“All right boys, well, if you do get a hold of tha-“

		The door closed and the black men swung by the toilet stall. They were already dressed and carrying her prison clothes. One of them tossed it at her.

		“Put your clothes back on bitch. Today’s initiation is done,” he said.

		Ellen slowly began putting her clothes on. Her entire body ached every time she moved. She looked at her pants and then up at the black men.

		“Can I at least shower first?” She asked.

		The men all laughed.

		“You think this is a fuckin’ spa or some shit? Rick will ask the guards to let you in the showers tonight. Until then, you best just hold that cum inside,” one of the said with a smile.

		Ellen reluctantly pulled up her pants, feeling cum leak out of her ass and pussy with each movement. After she put on her shoes, the black men led her out back to the courtyard. The group made their way back towards the remainder of the crew, who were all huddled together.

		Her eyes widened as they neared the huddled group and she saw that Tasha didn’t have it any better. In fact, it might have been worse. Tasha was on her hands and knees being pounded from behind by Rick. There was a reason his nickname was Big Bull, his cock was stunningly huge. Ellen couldn’t look away as she watched his glistening member slide in and out of Tasha’s cunt.

		“Damn, you niggas already done?” One of the black men surrounding Rick and Tasha asked.

		“Ha ha, fuck you nigga.”

		Rick groaned and plunged his cock deep into Tasha’s pussy. He squeezed her ass cheeks before smacking her ass. He pulled out and pulled his pants up.

		“Yeah, fucking love initiations,” Rick said as he winked at Ellen.

		Tasha pulled up her pants and quickly put on her orange shirt. The black men dissipated and Rick pulled a pack of cigarettes out of his back pocket. He lit one up and sat down on the ground.

		“Shit, you ladies are now a member of the Spades up in here. Your asses are protected up in here. Any of those fucking crackas or Spics get on you, you just give a holla. And if those niggas bother you, you tell me personally. I’ll deal with whatever nigga decides to mess with you,” Rick informed.

		“How… how do I know if… well, I mean, the whites and Hispanics I can easily tell but how do I know if someone’s on your crew or Mason’s?” Ellen asked, feeling slightly stupid asking the question.

		Rick pointed at the tattoo on his shoulder, and then showed that he had the same tattoo on his forearm.

		“My crew’s got our sign. Mason’s crew got some stupid ‘M’ tattoo on them,” Rick explained.

		“Seems simple enough,” Ellen replied.

		“And when in doubt, just hang out with me,” Rick suggested.

		“Okay, that works,” Ellen said.

		Her ass and pussy ached and her whole body was sore, but at least she had protection while she was in prison. She was also one step closer to Rick, which in turn meant she was closer to Jenkins.

		“Oh ho ho, if it ain’t the former piggy,” a voice called out.

		Ellen cursed under her breath as she saw Jerry walk by. He had a smirk on his face as he looked at her, and then Rick. Rick squinted at Jerry and then looked up at Ellen.

		“Former piggy?” He inquired.

		“Oh, look at you Ellen, getting protection without even tell all your secrets,” Jerry teased.

		Rick stood up and straightened his shirt. He stared down Jerry.

		“Spit it out cracka.”

		“Ellen here went to the academy. Got caught with drugs in there, that’s why she’s here,” Jerry informed.

		Rick looked at Ellen, suspicion in his eyes. Ellen avoided his gaze.

		“Dis true?” He asked.

		“Yeah, I was out of money, no job, no future. I figured if I could at least be a cop, I could get money and get some dirt on some cops.”

		“So you wanted to be a dirty cop?”

		“Yeah, something like that. I heard you could make a killing taking bribes and shit,” Ellen lied.

		“I could respect that,” Rick said.

		His gaze lingered, judging her, trying to read her. There was no way he could think she was a cop after what she had just done with members of his crew in the bathroom. Yet, he continued staring suspiciously.

		“You don’t want a dumb bitch like her in your crew, do you? I mean seriously, who brings drugs to a police academy?” Jerry questioned.

		Rick finally looked away to lock eyes with Jerry. He reached out and grabbed him by the collar.

		“You know the rules white boy. Don’t fucking talk down to my boys. If I have suspicions, I’ll look into it or have someone look into it. You don’t fucking question anything I do,” Rick threatened.

		Jerry nodded and backed away once Rick released him. Jerry walked off quietly. Ellen was amazed by the fact that Rick was able to lay his hands on a guard. She wondered how Rick could have such power in the prison. Once she got out and got in touch with Captain Abrams, she had to report the situation.

		“And you.” Rick looked at Ellen. “Nevermind the shit about staying with me. You can stay with members of my crew and talk with Tasha but I need you out of my business for now.”

		Ellen nodded. If she said anything, she knew that Rick would immediately get angry with her. He was not a man to be questioned from what she’d seen. Just as she had made one step forward, Jerry had caused her to take two steps back.

		The sirens in the courtyard went off signaling that outdoor time was over. Guards began leading the inmates back into the prison cells. Rick put his arm around Tasha and walked with her. Ellen was surrounded by the five black men that had just fucked her, who were keeping their distance from Rick.

		She had to gain back Rick’s trust somehow before her six month stay ended. If she continued down the path she was currently in then once she got out of prison alongside Rick, she’d be in a horrible situation. She had to quickly figure out a plan to get in the good graces of Rick and his crew.

		Ellen watched as Rick’s hand moved down and squeezed Tasha’s ass. Ellen wondered if Tasha could be the key to getting her in a good light. Rick and his crew dropped off the two women and went about their way. The other inmates walked by, completely ignoring the two ladies.

		“How are you feelin’?” Tasha asked.

		“Tired and… aching. I’ve never been with a black man before,” Ellen admitted.

		“Yeah? Once you go black,” Tasha joked.

		“I didn’t think it was real. My god, they were huge,” Ellen replied.

		“How many?” Tasha asked.

		“I took on all five guys. I feel so… dirty. There’s still cum all over me,” Ellen complained.

		“Don’t worry, I know how you feel. I put in a good word with Rick. Once lock down is done, a couple of guards will come by and let us out. We can go get a shower then,” Tasha informed.

		“Oh thank you! A real shower…” Ellen said.

		Tasha smiled and stared outside of the cell, watching as the inmates slowly filled up the other jail cells. Ellen stood beside her, watching. The faster they were put in their cells, the faster she would be able to clean herself off.

		“Rick doesn’t trust you,” Tasha said.

		Ellen nodded. “Fucking Jerry.”

		“That white boy is gonna be a problem for you in here, ain’t he?” Tasha asked.

		“Yeah, he’s got a real problem with me,” Ellen replied.

		“Don’t you fuckin’ worry. I told you I got yo back. I get where you’re comin’ from. I’m gonna get Rick to teach that white boy a lesson. And you, shit, I’ll keep putting in the good word for you, but you’re gonna have to make it up the ranks,” Tasha said.

		“Make it up the ranks?”

		“Blow ‘em, fuck ‘em, do some nasty shit. Make them understand that you ain’t no fuckin’ pig,” Tasha replied.

		“Jesus fuck, I don’t know if I can handle what I did today again,” Ellen said.

		“You better get used to it. Once them niggas go down on you like dat, they don’t stop,” Tasha informed.

		Ellen sighed and nodded. As the two stood silently, a pair of guards wandered by and tapped their jail cell. The bars opened up and the two were led down to the showers. Any guards who tried to make noise were threatened with nightsticks.

		As the two walked by Rick’s cell, he nodded at them. Even with the small glance, Ellen could still see the suspicion in his eyes. He took out a cigarette and lit it up as the two walked on towards the shower.

		The two women finally reached the showers and turned on the water. The guards left the room, letting them have privacy for once. As the warm water flushed onto Ellen’s body, she closed her eyes and began to think. She had to figure out a way to get Rick to trust her.
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			African Gangbang Tour
		

		
			Fucking the Black Neighbor Bundle (Four Story Bundle)
		

		
			Two Black Guys, a Girl and a Pizza Place
		

		
			I Fucked My Best Friend’s Black Granddaddy
		

		
			Big Black Vegas Gangbang
		

		
			Big Black Gangbang Double Pack (Two Pack Bundle)
		

		
			Garage Shop Gang Fuck
		

		Exclusive Sneak Peak

		Take a look at this exclusive excerpt from an offshoot of The Black Neighbor series, African Gangbang Tour. Audrey, a rich trophy wife gets to go to Africa to meet her husband. What she finds is an amazing tour… and African Gangbang Tour:

		African Gangbang Tour

		Audrey didn’t listen, she grabbed the key card and ran to the elevator. Before Adom could even stop her, she was on her way up. She silently slid the key card and opened the door slowly, she wanted to surprise him. Unfortunately, when she peeked in, the sight of what her husband was doing actually surprised her. He was standing, his head tilted back and a slim black woman was on her knees, sucking his dick. Audrey gasped and quickly closed the door as quietly as she could. She felt her blood boil and ran back down. Audrey needed a break, some kind of breathing room to straighten her thoughts. She saw Adom still at the car talking to one of the hotel staff.

		“I want to go here.” Audrey ordered Adom as she pulled out the flyer she picked up at the airport.

		“The Mandinka tribe tour? But miss, you haven’t even rested, your husband..”

		“My husband can damn well wait that piece of shit.” Audrey responded, sharply cutting off Adom.

		Adom shrugged and helped Audrey back into the car. The drive to the African village was quiet, with Audrey staring off at the flat plains of Senegal. She wanted revenge and she wanted it badly. Before she could think of a plan, Adom turned.

		“We’re here.” He explained.

		Audrey hopped out and looked around. There was a big black man in a small shack, selling tickets. She walked over to him with Adom close behind. The big black man looked up with a smile.

		“Sorry, we will be closed soon.” He said.

		“Please let me just tour for a short time. I can give you money.” Audrey responded.

		The big black man looked at Adom, then at Audrey, shrugged and lent out his hand. Adom pulled some cash out and gave it to him.

		“You wait here.” Audrey ordered. “I need some time alone.”

		The big black man pointed at the village, where a tall, slender black man stood, in cargo pants and a tank top. “Follow him.”

		Audrey did as told, almost tripping on her long high heels. She reached the slender man.

		“Is this the tour?” She asked.

		“Hi, my name is Adika and yes, if you follow me this is the tour.” He replied with a heavy accent.

		The two walked into the village where mostly black men were walking around. They were all skinny yet muscular and wore the same loincloth. Audrey’s eyes caught a glimpse of one of their cocks as he walked by. The suspicions she had from the black cab driver were answered as she could tell that the African tribesman also had a long black cock dangling between his legs.

		“Where are all the women?” Audrey asked.

		“They have actually been moved to another village this summer. Our tour is doing some renovations. The men here are actually laborers. We actually don’t get a lot of tourists here.”

		“Oh no, poor guys…” Audrey responded as her mind began to race.

		“Look, Adika? How about you go back to my driver, tell him I told you that I needed some alone time.” Audrey continued.

		“Well, that’s not allowed.” Adika responded.

		“He’ll give you lots of money when I get back. And nobody comes to bother me or else no one gets money.” Audrey replied.

		###

		Does Audrey’s little payoff work? Does she get revenge on her husband with the village tribesmen in Africa? Grab a scolding hot copy of the African Gangbang Tour to read on!
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