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		Ellen sighed and stared at her cell wall. It had been two months since she was first put in this integrated prison. Captain Abrams and Sergeant Tule had placed her in this prison, framed her for carrying narcotics, and gotten her as close to their target, Rick, as possible. If it wasn’t for them, she would’ve still been at the police academy, training to be the best street cop she could be.

		Her mission to get close to Rick was consistently failing. Once he had found out that she was a cop in training, she couldn’t interact directly with him. Her bunkmate, now friend, Tasha, always tried to help, but Rick was a paranoid man.

		“Ellen,” Tasha said, interrupting her thoughts.

		“Huh?”

		“Why you be so interested in gettin’ wit Rick?” Tasha asked.

		“Well… the truth is… I got nowhere to go. I need a crew when I get out of here. I know some guys on the street that my dad knew but they aren’t going to trust me. I mean, come on, no one trusts me now because I tried to be a cop. Can you imagine what’s going to happen when I get back to East Jefferson?”

		“I still don’t get why you tried to be one of them pigs. Like asking to get a target on yo back,” Tasha replied.

		“I needed the money and I figured I could make some money on the side, you know? Selling some shit on the streets,” Ellen lied.

		“You got balls girl, maybe not brains, but balls fo sho. Look, Rick is looking for someone who can handle a shipment next week. I’ve been swingin’ yo name but he’s still not much of a believer. But there’s something you can do to get his trust,” Tasha informed.

		“What? Really?”

		“Yeah, remember that one nigga, Mason?”

		“Yeah.”

		“Remember the big nigga that was next to him? Tyrone?”

		“Yeah, I do,” Ellen replied.

		“Seems that nigga has been making some deals that go against the little treaty Rick and Mason got going. Rick talked to Mason, threatened his black ass but Tyrone won’t back off. Mason claims he’s given Tyrone a lesson but I think we all know that’s bullshit. He needs someone to teach Tyrone a lesson,” Tasha explained.

		“Teach Tyrone a lesson? He’s a big black guy, what could I possibly do?”

		“That’s the thing, you make him look like a bitch and Mason has no choice but to cut ties.”

		“So… what can I do?” Ellen inquired.

		“You got to get creative girl. Mason and his crew already know Rick barely has yo back. Maybe you can be Rick’s inside woman, get up close to Tyrone, then shank him or something,” Tasha suggested.

		“Shank him? What if I fuck up? I’m dead!”

		“Then… I dunno, just hurt him. Hurt him bad.”

		“I hurt him and he’ll kill me for sure. Him, Mason, the whole black crew,” Ellen replied.

		“Nah, you see, if you hurt him, he looks like a bitch. He can’t get anyone to help come at you cause, well, you’s a woman. He has to come at you alone. Mason won’t have his back because he’ll look like a bitch. And by then, Rick will have yo back,” Tasha explained.

		“And if Rick doesn’t have my back?”

		“Tyrone will still be a dead man walkin’. You don’t get it do you? Little white girl makes you look like a bitch? Don’t matter how big or black yo ass is, you’s still a bitch to everyone else,” Tasha said with a smile.

		“So… anything I can use to shank him?” Ellen asked.

		“I could ask Rick,” Tasha replied.

		“That works with me,” Ellen said.

		Tasha nodded and stood up. The jail cell doors opened and one of the guards walked by.

		“Lunch time bitches,” he said as he walked by.

		Ellen stood up and followed Tasha out of the jail cell. She watched as other poured out of their cells. A group of black men surrounded Tasha and Ellen and escorted them towards the cafeteria.

		“How you doin’?”

		Ellen turned and recognized the black man. She’d been giving him blowjobs for the past couple of days to try to get closer to Rick. He was a bit fat, but still big and muscular beneath the layer of fat.

		“Not bad Damon. You?”

		“The usual. Kickin’ shit around, ya know.”

		He reached down and squeezed her tight ass. Ellen flinched slightly as she felt his hand squeeze harder and harder. Jerry, her ex-boyfriend from years past, walked by and paused in front of the group. He glared at Ellen, trying to burn a hole through her with his eyes.

		“What you want, cracka?” Damon asked.

		“You watch your tone nigger. Your boss might be a powerful guy but this is still a prison and I am still the ‘massa’ in here, you hear?” Jerry replied.

		Damon smirked and cracked his neck. Ellen couldn’t help but smile as she saw Jerry flinch slightly, his hand slowly reaching down to his baton. The other black men grew closer to Jerry, their larger frames easily towering over the smaller white guard.

		“Don’t make me get the warden,” Jerry threatened.

		“Look cracka, you do what you gotta do, and we gonna do what we gotta do. You keep this shit simple, we keep it simple. You wanna take this up a notch, we be ready to take this up a notch,” one of the larger, more muscular black men replied.

		Jerry backed away slightly. Another guard, much older stopped by and tapped Jerry on the back.

		“Come on kid, these niggers aren’t worth your time. We need you down in hall F now anyway,” the older white guard said.

		Jerry nodded and turned his attention back at the black men.

		“You niggers were really lucky today. And you, Ellen, I don’t know how you’ve got these guys’ backs, but you better watch yours. You stupid niggers, she’s a fucking former cop. She’s probably here to snitch,” Jerry said as he backed off.

		“Fuck you Jerry. You’re just jealous your little white dick couldn’t get me, or any other girl off. Motherfucker,” Ellen said angrily.

		She had had enough of Jerry and his little antics. He was a bit of a jerk when they were going out but he seemed to have gone off the rails since their breakup. She gave him the finger and spit on the ground.

		“Ohhhhhh shit white boy. You just got yo ass told,” Damon said with a snicker.

		Jerry inched forward, his hand at his baton but the black men quickly got in front of him. Ellen lost sight of him, the large black men easily blocking her view. Jerry shook his head and walked away.

		“Damn girl, you know what it is,” Damon said, smacking her ass.

		Ellen flinched and smiled back. Her crotch grew slightly warm as her ass grew sensitive from the hard smack. The group made their way into the cafeteria and headed into line. Ellen could feel the heat of glares headed her way from the group of white prisoners, as well as from Mason and his crew.

		“Da fuck outta my way,” Damon said as he pushed through the long cafeteria line.

		Tasha and Ellen stepped in front and waited for their food. One of the line cooks gave Tasha a nod and placed a chocolate pudding on her plate. He also ducked down and pulled up a piece of bread. Tasha walked onward, getting a plate of salad and a piece of meat.

		Ellen received a small spoonful of pudding, a cup of jelly and some cabbage. She was not as lucky as Tasha, at least, not yet. The two waited for their escorts to grab their food and headed towards the table with Rick and his entourage.

		Ellen sat next to Tasha and slid her spoon around her pudding. She wasn’t fond of the food in prison and she was more than ready to head out. Tasha tapped her arm with an elbow and broke open the piece of bread.

		“Here, take this,” she said.

		Ellen looked down and her eyes widened. There was a small razor inside the bread. She shook her head slightly.

		“What? I can’t… what am I supposed to do with that?” Ellen asked.

		“It’s protection for when you take out Tyrone,” Tasha replied, sliding the bread over onto Ellen’s plate.

		“I can’t hurt anyone with this little thing.”

		“If you get close enough to him, you can,” Tasha answered as she ate a spoonful of pudding.

		“It’s way too dangerous, I’m going to end up hurting myself,” Ellen said.

		“Is you serious? I thought you was a hood rat and you got some pig training,” Tasha said.

		Ellen hesitated, staring at the piece of bread with the razor in it. If she was lucky, she’d be able to hit Tyrone in the neck with it, but she wasn’t sure if it would do any damage.

		“You best take it before a guard sees it. I ain’t going down if you don’t grab that shit,” Tasha said.

		Ellen grabbed the bread and pulled out the razor. She snuck it into her pocket and stared at the bread. She took a bite out of the bread and nodded to Tasha.

		“Well, thanks. Hopefully I can take him out,” Ellen said.

		“Don’t worry baby girl, you’ll figure a way. That nigga is just plain dumb,” Tasha replied.

		Ellen nodded and took another bite of the bread. She wasn’t sure how she was supposed to take out a guy that was easily double her size. Rick walked by and tapped Tasha on the shoulder. Tasha smiled and stood up.

		“Guess Rick’s ready for dessert,” Tasha whispered.

		Tasha walked behind Rick and headed out to a small janitor’s room. Rick closed the door and Ellen could only imagine what was happening in that small cramped room. Ellen turned her head to see Tyrone looking at her. He gave her a wink and wiggled his long tongue at her.

		Ellen looked at the janitor’s room and then back at Tyrone. A small little thought began to formulate in her head. She looked back at her food and took another bite of her bread. The razor in her pocket felt as though it was cutting through her leg, even though it wasn’t moving or touching her in any way.

		She had to get Tyrone alone, which wasn’t going to be very hard. If she even slightly seduced him, she’d be able to get him, but the problem would be after. She had to wait until after lunch and once they were free to roam around, she’d have to get him into a bathroom.

		She finished her piece of bread and stood up. She heard a loud bang on the janitor room’s door and heard a stream of moans. Rick was going to town with Tasha in the tiny little room. Ellen’s own crotch grew warm, imagining herself in Tasha’s position for a moment.

		Ellen shook her head and made her way out of the cafeteria. She had to distance herself from Rick’s crew to have a shot at getting close to Tyrone. Like clockwork, Tyrone stood up and wandered around a bit, keeping an eye on Ellen as she walked out. He gave a nod to Mason and walked out another door.

		Ellen’s hand automatically went to her pocket, feeling the sharp razor still sitting, waiting to be used. She began heading outside but stopped as Tyrone’s huge, hulking figure blocked her way. He crossed his arms and looked down at her.

		“If it ain’t the white bitch of Rick’s nigga crew. What you doin’ slut?” Tyrone asked.

		“Just getting some air,” Ellen replied.

		“Yeah? Dat pussy of yo’s also want some air? Or maybe some real chocolate?”

		“Yeah right, you wouldn’t dare,” Ellen said as she tried to walk past him.

		“Bitch, you think I be ‘fraid of dem niggas wit Rick? Dat nigga ain’t got nothin’ on me. I been encroachin’ on his territory and you know what he do? Nothin’. You know why? Cause he some stupid ass silver spoon nigga, dat’s why. Why don’t you let a real thug nigga like me show you how to have a good time?”

		“Sounds like a tempting offer but no,” Ellen said as she tried to walk out.

		“Nuh uh bitch. You comin’ wit me,” Tyrone said as he grabbed her and hoisted her onto his shoulder.

		Ellen squirmed and contemplated grabbing the razor in her pocket. At the angle she was at, she’d be able to get the back of his neck. Unfortunately, that would mean the guards would also get a clear view and absolute proof that she was the one who injured Tyrone. She needed to do it stealthily enough that the guards couldn’t put in her solitary but at the same time, make it known that Tyrone was taken out by her.

		She continued to squirm a bit and even tried hitting his back. Her own fists hurt after hitting his muscular body. Ellen looked around as other inmates watched and laughed. Tyrone turned a corner and headed into one of the bathrooms.

		He plopped her on her knees on the dirty bathroom floor and grinned down at her. Ellen felt her leg again, making sure her razor was still in her pocket. Her heart raced as she tried to think of a way to take out the large black man.

		"Yeah bitch. Where's that nigga Rick at now?"

		"Wait, please don't hurt me, I'll do anything," Ellen replied, making sure to stress the last word.

		"Yeah? How 'bout you suck my cock?" Tyrone ordered.

		Ellen nodded silently as her mind went to work. He'd be most vulnerable from this point on, she just had to time everything right. She looked past him, measuring the distance to the exit. She'd also need to reposition herself.

		Tyrone pulled down his orange prison pants, along with his prison mandated boxers, showing off his long, already hardening black cock. Even Ellen was surprised, not only by the length but by the girth of Tyrone’s massive member. She’d gotten used to the size of black men but Tyrone seemed like another animal.

		He grinned and stroked his shaft, his member hardening. Ellen stared at his cock as it grew longer and thicker with each stroke. She saw a small drop of cum sneak out from the tip of his cock. Ellen leaned in, sticking out her tongue and slowly licked the tip. She tasted the salty drop of cum and slowly worked her tongue around the sensitive underside of his cock.

		Tyrone stopped stroking, letting Ellen take his place with her smaller hands. She spit onto the shaft of his cock and stroked it with both hands. His throbbing member felt hot on her hands as she stroked at it. She slowly wrapped her lips around the head of his cock and sucked, making sure to swing her tongue left and right under the tip.

		She could taste more of his salty cum as it leaked out onto her tongue. She slurped it up, sucking on it wildly. Tyrone tilted his head back and groaned in surprise at Ellen’s skill.

		“Yeah, ungh… fuckin’ suck dat nigga dick,” he groaned.

		He slowly gripped onto the back of Ellen’s head and pushed it forward while thrusting his hips. His long member pushed deep into her throat, causing her to gag. She put her hands on his powerful thighs and tried to pull away but he was too strong. He thrust his hips back and forth, inching his cock in deeper each time.

		Ellen drooled and her spit flew out of her mouth and onto his throbbing shaft. She could feel each little rough vein on his cock tremble as he pumped back and forth. Ellen’s vision blurred and she began to worry that she would black out from the lack of oxygen.

		Tyrone’s big fat balls slapped against her chin as he sped up. He had no plans of quitting as he fucked her face. Her slobber hung down his shaft, his balls and on her chin as she tried to slurp down his cock.

		He finally held her head down, her nose barely touching his ripped abs. She choked, and slobbered trying to struggle for air. He grunted and let her go, allowing Ellen to pull back and gasp for air. She spit onto the dirty bathroom floor and took in deep breaths.

		The stars in front of her eyes faded and the surrounding darkness slowly came back to light. She stared at his spit covered cock, glistening under the flickering bathroom lights. It throbbed up and down, like it had a mind of its own.

		“Yeah bitch, you ever get a cock like dat fuck yo sweet little mouth?” Tyrone gloated.

		He stroked himself again and tapped her cheeks with his still hard cock. He eyed the rest of her body, nodding in approval. He reached down and grabbed a handful of her clothed breast. He massaged the tit while stroking himself.

		“Mmm, can’t wait to fuck dem tits,” Tyrone said.

		Ellen carefully reached into her pocket and pulled out the razor. She slowly wrapped her lips around the tip of his cock again and nibbled between the head of his cock and the shaft. She stared up and him until she got the reaction she wanted. He groaned each time she lightly nibbled on his most sensitive spot.

		She took a deep breath, trying to calm herself. She needed to focus to pull this off right. Ellen slowly reached up, the razor hidden in one hand. After one last gulp, she bit hard on the sensitive part of Tyrone’s cock.

		“YOU BITCH!” Tyrone screamed in pain as he fell onto one knee.

		Ellen quickly swiped his thigh with the razor, and then as she pulled away, she wildly swung one more time. It cut right against his shaft and he screamed again. She dropped the razor and quickly moved away as he swiped at her.

		“I’LL FUCKIN’ GUT YOU!” He yelled.

		Ellen quickly got up, spit on his face and wiped her mouth. She hurriedly ran around him as he tried to grab her. As she cleared the door she turned and watched as he struggled to get on his feet. Ellen feared that he’d be able to recover quickly but the first cut on his leg was deep enough. He was losing blood fast and he collapsed.

		“Guards! Help!” Ellen shouted.

		A group of guards looked up at her and shrugged. Ellen waved at them, continuing to yell.

		“Help! There’s a man down!” She shouted.

		Other inmates looked at her, many of whom had seen Tyrone carry her into the bathroom. The guards finally strolled towards her, talking to each other.

		"The fuck do you want inmate... 69?" one of the guards asked as he walked up.

		"Ha, 69, bet that number fits you perfectly," the other guard said.

		Tyrone screamed from the bathroom and the guards looked at each other for a moment. They pulled out their batons and rushed in.

		"What the fuck?!" One of the guards shouted.

		Ellen grinned and saw the other inmates look at her. She winked at them and headed back to the cafeteria. Her job here was done, now that the inmates had surveyed the damage, she had definitive proof for Rick. The guards on the other hand, would be left wondering what happened. And Tyrone, would have to keep his mouth shut to them because like the streets, snitches got stitches.

		As she entered the cafeteria, she saw Rick escorting Tasha back to the table. His hand was solidly on her ass, massaging it as they made their way back. Ellen reached the table and nodded to Tasha.

		"It's done," she whispered.

		"What? Is you serious?" Tasha asked.

		"His ass is probably being carted out by some paramedics right now," Ellen replied.

		"Paramedics? What the fuck did you do girl?"

		"Let's just say he won't be working that muscle between his legs for a while," Ellen said with a smirk.

		Just as she completed her sentence, she saw a wiry black man jog in, rushing towards Mason. He leaned in and said something to Mason, causing him to look up at Ellen. Another black man, with more of a lighter shade strolled in and walked up to Rick.

		"Sup Maurice?" Rick greeted.

		"Shit nigga, that white bitch in our crew, you hear what she just did?”

		Rick shook his head.

		“Shit dawg, bitch sliced his leg and his fuckin’ dick,” Maurice explained.

		“You fuckin’ serious?”

		“Yeah, nigga is gettin’ carried away right the fuck now.”

		Rick smiled and looked at Ellen. He gave her a slight nod of approval and walked over. He bent down and looked back at Mason once before looking back at Ellen.

		“Good job. Wasn’t expecting you to go all Carrie on that nigga, but good fucking job. Guess you ain’t so bad after all,” Rick said quietly.

		He stood back up, patted her on the shoulders and walked back to his seat. Damon sat next to Ellen and grinned.

		“Shit, you really cut that nigga’s dick up?” Damon asked.

		“Damn, is the word spreading that fast?” Ellen replied with a question of her own.

		“Fuck, nothin’ in this fuckin’ prison be a secret. You one cold bitch, and you are making me so fuckin’ hard,” Damon said as he placed a hand on her lap.

		Ellen smiled in response, her body immediately reacting to his touch. Her nipples sprang to attention and her pussy grew hot. The whole experience had made her quite excited as well. Rick and the rest of his entourage finished up their meals and headed out to leave.

		Mason and his own crew walked by, glaring at Rick and his group. Mason purposefully ran into Rick’s shoulder.

		“Nigga, watch yo back,” Mason threatened.

		“Shit, if my crew was gettin’ cut up by a white bitch who barely weighed a hundred pounds, I’d be fuckin’ silent,” Rick replied with a smile.

		“Fuck you nigga. You best just watch yo self,” Mason said.

		“Don’t be encroaching on my territory then. Stay the fuck out and agree on the rules we set.”

		Rick shoved Mason back and nearly head butted him. Guards began running into the cafeteria to prevent any crazy fights from happening. The rest of the inmates circled the two black crews, hooting and hollering.

		“Fuckin’ niggers, all they do is fight,” one of the white inmates grunted.

		“Fuck you white boy, we’ll rip your ass apart next,” Mason roared.

		The guards began pulling out their batons, ready to beat any inmates in for a fight. The room quieted down and Ellen could hear distinctive footsteps headed their way. She turned her head to see Warden Morton slowly making his way through the crowd, his hands behind his back.

		“Well, well, well… the inmates are trying to run the asylum I see. Mason, Rick, you two causing trouble again, I see?” The warden said as he walked towards them.

		“No Warden Morton, no trouble here,” Mason said as he backed away.

		“Really? Nothing? No solitary to give out? How disappointing,” the warden replied.

		Mason began walking away with his crew but the warden blocked his way with his own baton. Mason looked down at the warden and looked back at Rick for a moment.

		“No, I can clearly see something’s going on. And someone has to pay for the damage done to one of my inmates. I think I teach you two a lesson,” the warden said as he looked at Mason and then Rick.

		For a moment, Ellen thought the warden also glanced at her when he looked at Rick. The warden pointed his baton at Rick and shook his head.

		“You and Mason, solitary, 2 days,” the warden said.

		“What? The fuck did I do?” Rick asked.

		“I have an image to maintain in this prison. No accidents, no fights. You two seem to have caused both.”

		The guards grabbed Mason and Rick, both of whom tried to fight them but were soon taken down. The other black men tried to get involved but the guards pushed them away. Ellen’s heart raced as she watched Rick and Mason get carted away to solitary.

		The inmates quickly quieted down. Mason’s group walked off and the warden walked along with them. They moved out of Ellen’s sight and she began walking out with Tasha and her escorts. Jerry and a couple of other guards stopped them.

		“Oh, Ellen, you dumb little cunt. Your ass is going to go to lockdown too,” Jerry said.

		“I didn’t do anything,” Ellen replied.

		“All we need is just one guy, one guy to say something and we will nail your ass in solitary for a long time,” Jerry threatened.

		“Snitches get stitches cracka,” Damon interrupted.

		Jerry shook his head and reached out towards his baton. A hand stopped him.

		“Now now Jerry. There isn’t anything that’s been done wrong. Let them pass,” the warden ordered.

		The warden watched as Damon, Tasha and the rest of Rick’s group walked by. He raised a hand and stopped only Ellen.

		“You, on the other hand, inmate 69… You and I need to talk,” the warden said.

		The warden looked to the guards and nodded. They surrounded her and grabbed her by the arms. Jerry made sure to grab a handful of her breasts as he reached for her hips. Damon turned and tried to get through the guards but was beaten to the ground.

		“Everyone calm down, I only want to talk with this prisoner,” the warden said.

		The warden moved onward through the hallways with the guards following with Ellen in tow. Ellen looked back at Tasha, her heart hitting rates it never did before. She wondered what the warden had in store for her as she followed behind.

		They entered into his office and the warden waved off the guards. He sat in his chair and stared at her for a moment. Ellen felt chills run up her spine again, her mind flashing to when she first entered the prison, his fat finger pushing into her ass.

		“Inmate 69, you sure are a handful, aren’t you? I should’ve known. Now, I know that you were the one who hurt inmate 190, but I think we both know that I have no proof. I mean, I can’t use the words of inmates in my case. Smart, very smart. I’m stuck in quite the sticky situation now,” Warden Morton started.

		He picked up a small globe on the desk and stared at it for a moment. He spun it around its axle, before placing it back on the desk. He looked at her again, his face emotionless.

		“Since I can’t really punish you, I’ll have to put a different type of judgment on you. Mason may be in solitary but his little group of thugs still want a thirst for revenge. So, you, my pretty little darling, are going to be holed up with some of his lieutenants. Don’t worry too much, they won’t be allowed to kill or severely injure you. They still have to live up to the laws of this jungle,” the warden said with a smirk.

		“What? You have got to be… no, that’s… that’s illegal!”

		“Illegal? Oh right, you were a trainee. Well, you live and you learn, right?”

		The warden placed a finger on the spinning globe, looked down and shrugged.

		“France? Wow, of all the countries I could have picked. Been looking for a place to vacation, guess France it is,” the warden said as he leaned back on his chair.

		Ellen tried to process everything the warden had to say. The warden pressed a button on his desk, and the guards came back into the office. They grabbed Ellen’s arms again.

		“Take her down to cell block C. There’s a… group of individuals that would like to talk to her,” the warden ordered.

		The guards nodded and began pulling her out of the office. Ellen struggled and the warden waved his finger.

		“Just because inmates aren’t allowed to injure one another doesn’t mean my men here can’t. Now, you either go quietly and pay your dues for the harm caused to my prison’s reputation or, you get quite the shocking of a lifetime,” the warden threatened.

		One of the guards pulled out a small taser from his side. Ellen stopped struggling and nodded her head. The guards led her down the halls, making their way towards cell block C.

		“Damn, so sad to see such a nice piece of ass get destroyed by inmates,” one of the guards chuckled.

		“She’s already probably loose hanging out with Rick and his band of niggers,” another guard said.

		Ellen bit her lower lip in anger. They turned a corner and Ellen couldn’t help but let out a small gasp. Four big black men that she recognized from Mason’s group were standing against a wall, their arms across their chests. For some reason or another, Mason seemed to only recruit large, well built black men into his gang.

		“We’ll take it from here,” one of the black men said.

		The guards shrugged and walked off. The black man made his way towards her, easily towering over her small white frame.

		“You are one crazy bitch. I can’t say we really liked Tyrone, and… you know, you put us in a great position. Tyrone was Mason’s right hand nigga, now there’s an opening,” the black man said.

		Ellen nodded quietly and looked over at the other black men who smiled.

		“Name’s Lamont, that’s Jackson, the lighter skinned nigga is Marcel and the last one’s Trevon,” he introduced.

		The other black men slowly made their way to her, looking at her up and down. Trevon was nodding with approval while Marcel was rubbing his hands together. Ellen’s heart raced as she stared at the four large muscular black men. They all looked like they were carved out of the finest marble.

		"I hear you like sucking nigga dick," Jackson said as he began pulling his pants down.

		"Why don't you get on your knees and put my fat cock in yo mouth," Marcel ordered.

		Ellen slowly got on her knees as the four black men surrounded her. Lamont reached down and pulled up her shirt, letting her breasts shake freely in front of them. Jackson reached down and squeezed one breast while Trevon bent down and licked her other nipple. Ellen moaned softly as her nipples reacted, growing overly sensitive and hard.

		"Yeah, open dat pretty little mouth," Lamont said as he tapped his fat black cock on her cheek.

		Ellen let his cock brush past her lips before she reached out and stroked it. It came to life immediately, growing rock hard in her hand. She stuck out her tongue and licked the sensitive underside of the tip. Trevon grabbed her by the waist and pulled her ass back and up. He dug into her waistband and pulled her pants and panties down. Ellen gasped as she felt two fingers plunge into her wet pussy.

		He skillfully curved his fingers and rubbed against the most sensitive part of her pussy. With his thumb, he pressed her clit, causing her to let out a loud moan. Marcel and Jackson were playing with her nipples, squeezing and rubbing them between their fingers. Lamont gripped her by her hair and jammed his cock into her open lips.

		Ellen began to grow excited. She was still fearful of this group of muscular black men, but at the same time, their powerful movements and the pleasure working its way through her was getting her off.

		"Mmm... look at dis pretty pink pussy. It's gettin' fuckin' juicy!" Trevon said as he continued fingering her.

		Ellen gagged as Lamont pumped back and forth, shoving his thick cock deep into her mouth. Her juicy pussy clenched onto Trevon’s fingers as she gagged. Trevon vibrated his hand, faster and faster, causing her juices to leak out onto the dirty prison floor.

		Marcel squeezed tightly on her nipple, sending a shock of pain to blast through her, mixed in with all the pleasure already running through her. She let out a muffled scream as she felt her orgasm surprise her. Her entire body shook and her pussy squealed with delight, unleashing a torrent of her juices onto Trevon’s hand. Trevon pulled his fingers out and laughed, giving her ass a hard smack.

		“Shit, look at this white bitch cum!” Trevon exclaimed.

		“Let me get in dat shit,” Jackson said, rubbing his cock.

		Trevon shrugged and moved out of way, standing next to Ellen and placing her free hand on his cock. Jackson placed his fat cock against the lips of her cunt and slowly pressed inward. Ellen couldn’t let out much of a sound as Lamont continued fucking her face.

		Her saliva dripped down the corners of her mouth as Lamont sped up, his thrusts growing harder and wilder. Marcel gave her nipple another hard tug and twisted. Jackson smacked her ass hard and pounded her into her juicy wet cunt.

		Lamont finally released her, letting her pull away, her spit flying onto the ground. Lamont tapped Marcel and moved out of the way. Marcel took Lamont’s place, putting his lighter skinned chocolate cock into her spit covered mouth.

		Ellen sucked away eagerly on Marcel’s cock. Jackson’s fat black cock penetrated deeply inside her, sending rolling waves of pleasure through her body. She pulled away to spit on Trevon’s cock, so that she could stroke faster on his shaft. She turned her head and quickly wrapped her lips around Marcel’s cock again.

		“Fuck nigga, them niggas on Rick’s crew got dis white bitch nicely trained,” Trevon grunted.

		Jackson gripped onto Ellen’s waist and pounded harder, causing her to slide forward slightly with each smack. His balls slapped wildly against her clit. Without Marcel holding onto her nipple, her tits bounced back and forth wildly.

		Ellen had to pull away from Marcel’s cock to get air and let out a loud moan as Jackson smashed in and out of her. She tilted her head back and screamed as her body trembled, her second orgasm overcoming her. The balls slapping against her clit was driving her absolutely off the walls with pleasure.

		Her toes dug into her sneakers as she curled them in pleasure. She stuck out her tongue and lightly flicked it along Marcel’s shaft. Jackson slowed down briefly and grabbed her ass, taking slow, long, deep strokes in and out of her cunt. His thumb teased her asshole, lightly tapping against her tight little hole.

		“Damn, look at dat asshole, let’s change dis shit up. Let’s get this bitch nice and airtight,” Jackson said.

		Ellen felt empty for a moment as he pulled back, his cock sliding out with a wet pop. He tapped his cock against her pussy lips and stood up. Marcel pulled his cock out of her mouth and Lamont, along with Trevon helped Ellen back on her feet.

		Marcel laid down on the ground, his cock pointing perfectly straight into the air, glistening from her spit. Trevon and Lamont grabbed Ellen’s legs and lifted her off the air. Jackson pulled off her pants in one swift strike, after which, Trevon and Lamont spread her legs wide open. They slowly lowered her down on Marcel’s cock, ass first. Ellen gasped as she felt the tip of Marcel’s cock push against her clenched asshole.

		“Whoa, whoa, slow!” Ellen complained.

		The two black men continued lowering her. Ellen clenched her teeth as she felt Marcel’s long, slick cock push into her asshole. An intense mixture of pleasure and pain shot through her whole body as she felt the head of his cock pop into her ass. Her pussy clenched tightly in response as well as she lowered further and further down.

		“UNGH! Fuck dis girl’s ass is tight! Them niggas on Rick’s crew don’t fuck yo ass or somethin’?!” Marcel grunted.

		Ellen could only close her eyes and let out a moan in response. She felt slightly light headed as her ass touched the base of his cock. She had to take a couple deep breaths to try to forget about the pain. Trevon positioned himself between her legs and rubbed his fat black cock against her wet pussy lips.

		Ellen gripped tightly onto his broad powerful shoulders as he slowly pushed his cock in. Her pussy wrapped tightly around his thick cock, her juices allowing him to push in fairly fast. She was amazed at the girth of his cock as she could feel each pulsating vein on his thick shaft.

		Trevon's cock pressed onward, pressing down on Marcel's cock in her ass. Before she had a chance to take it all in Lamont placed his cock against her lips. She opened her mouth, letting him penetrate her throat.

		The three black men rhythmically pounded into her ass, cunt and mouth, their large black balls smacking against her. She even managed to reach out with one hand to stroke Jackson's powerful member.

		"Ungh... ungh... agh... Fuckin' bitch is tight!" Trevon groaned.

		"You dink her pussy be tight, you should... unf... try dis ass!" Marcel replied.

		Ellen felt light headed as she choked on Lamont's cock. She felt weightless sandwiched between the three black men. Her legs slowly wrapped around Trevon's muscular waist.

		Her spit slid up her cheeks and towards her hair. The pleasure was immeasurable, bouncing around her entire body. Her fingers dug into Trevon's shoulder, trying to pull him in deeper with each stroke.

		Marcel sped up, breaking up the rhythm with his wild, fast strokes. Trevon continued on his normal pace while Lamont shoved his cock deep into her throat and paused. Ellen’s vision grew blurry and her body, once again, began to tremble intensely. Her toes curled in her shoes as she moaned with the fat cock in her mouth.

		Her pussy squeezed and pushed, forcing Trevon to pull out. He tapped her clit with one hand and her pussy responded like a fountain. Her juices flew high up into the air and onto Trevon’s chiseled abs.

		“OH SHIT! Look at dis bitch cum!” Trevon exclaimed.

		“Yo, let me get up in dat cunt nigga,” Jackson said.

		Trevon nodded and moved aside. Jackson took his place, his throbbing cock slowly pushing into her tight pussy. Lamont squeezed tightly onto both her tits and tilted his head back, his cock still implanted deep into her throat. Ellen gagged as she felt the first blast of cum shoot into her throat.

		“Ungh… fuck…” Lamont groaned.

		He pinched both her nipples as more and more of his thick, salty cum squirted into her waiting lips. He pulled away and tapped whatever was left on his cock on her chin. Ellen coughed, some of Lamont’s cum dripping out of her mouth and onto Marcel.

		“Ah shit nigga! You already cum in dis bitch’s mouth? Fuck man, gettin’ yo fuckin’ cum on my fuckin’ shoulder nigga,” Marcel complained as he continued pumping in and out of Ellen’s ass.

		“Shit, sorry nigga, she just so damn good,” Lamont apologized with a grin.

		He tapped his cock against her cheeks for good measure and moved aside. Ellen tried to swallow as much of the cum as she could but had to spit some out. Before she could even get more air into her lungs, Trevon moved in, placing his cock in her mouth. She could taste her sweet pussy juices on his cock as it entered.

		Trevon’s cock pushed the cum that was against her tongue deep into her throat. She gagged immediately as his long, fat cock penetrated her lips. Jackson’s cock wasn’t as thick as Trevon’s but much longer. He plunged deep into her cunt, penetrating further into her than Trevon did.

		“Ah shit, shit, yo, yo! Nigga, I’m tappin’, I’m tappin’ right now!” Marcel grunted from below.

		“Shit nigga, pull out, I want some of dat ass,” Trevon replied.

		It was too late, Ellen felt Marcel’s cock quiver inside her ass. It throbbed rapidly and he made one last grunt as he clenched his ass and pushed his cock deep into her. Ellen moaned as she felt his hot cum shoot into her ass, squirt after squirt filling her up. She even felt some of his thick cum dribble out.

		Marcel slowly began pumping up and down again as he cock continued to unload. Ellen was amazed by how long his cock was staying hard while it was still shooting his cum into her. Jackson continued sliding in and out, making long, slow strokes in and out of her sloppy wet pussy.

		“Shit nigga, you cum in her ass?” Trevon asked.

		“Mmm.. fuck yeah, shit is so fuckin’ tight,” Marcel replied.

		“Aw, come on, you muddafucka, I wanted a piece of dat ass,” Trevon complained.

		“Shit nigga, you can always do sloppy seconds,” Marcel laughed as he pulled his cock out of her ass.

		Ellen’s asshole clenched and unclenched, bits of Marcel’s cum sliding out her ass. He tapped Jackson’s arm.

		“Yo nigga, let me out first,” he said.

		“Damn nigga, it’s all about you ain’t it?” Jackson replied as he pulled his cock out.

		Jackson helped raise Ellen up, letting Marcel slide out. After Marcel moved away, Jackson placed Ellen on the cold prison floor. He spread her legs wide open, grabbing them by the ankles, and shoved his long hard cock back into her sloppy pussy.

		“OH SHIT!” Lamont yelled.

		Ellen felt Trevon’s cock rush out from her lips. She closed her eyes, tired, thinking that he was done. Jackson’s cock rushed out as well and her pussy let out a small squeak, as if it were complaining. Ellen heard a few strange pounding sounds and she slowly opened her eyes.

		There was group of black men beating the four black men that had just been fucking her.

		“Yo, there she is!” A voice yelled.

		Ellen squinted and she recognized one of the black men, it was Damon. After a few moments, she recognized a couple of other faces, other members of Rick’s crew.

		“Whoa, whoa, warden said this was our revenge!” Jackson said.

		“Fuckin’ nigga, don’t matter what the warden say! You don’t fuck with Rick’s property!” Damon shouted.

		Ellen was surprised to see the four muscular men from Mason’s crew were rather weak. Their muscles seemed to be nothing but show as they quickly ran off, their pants still around their ankles, or in some cases, not even on.

		“You aight?” Damon asked.

		Ellen coughed and got on her side. She spit out some of the cum that was still on her tongue. She coughed a couple more times, trying to dislodge the sticky cum held in her throat. Damon hoisted her up and carried her out of the area. The other black men grabbed her clothes.

		“Fuckin’ Mason, gonna get what’s comin’ to his nigga ass.

		She closed her eyes again and all kinds of thoughts began to drift in and out of her mind. Her boyfriend popped up in her mind. There was no way she’d be able to go back home to him and have a satisfying sexual experience.

		She felt a slight bit of guilt thinking about how he was still waiting for her to get out of prison. She tried to break it off with him, but he’d been making semi-regular visits.

		Rick's crew dropped her off in the showers and blocked anyone from getting in. Damon tapped her ass gently.

		"You go on and get cleaned up girl. You did good today. You in our good graces now," he said as he walked away.

		"The hell was that? Did I just see inmate 69 naked?!" A voice shouted.

		Ellen recognized the whiney, annoying voice. It was Jerry again, looking to cause trouble. She heard a thud and then silence, followed by clapping.

		"Fuckin' white boy, you best learn yo place," Damon said.

		Ellen heard what sounded like sniffling. She shrugged and turned on the water. As the warm water washed over her, she closed her eyes and sighed. Her body was aching, her pussy sore and bright red, and her ass was no better.

		The curtains opened and Ellen backed away, hiding her breasts as best as she could.

		"You aight?" Tasha asked.

		Ellen breathed a sigh of relief and continued showering.

		"Whew... yeah, fucking warden put me up with Mason's lieutenants. Rough ass boys," Ellen replied.

		"They all just show. Building up their bodies to try to look hard. Niggas drop like that," Tasha replied while snapping her fingers.

		“That’s for sure. They did have some big cocks though…” Ellen muttered with a grin.

		“Really? Well, when Rick gets back, I’ll see if we can recruit them,” Tasha said with a smile.

		Tasha walked off, allowing Ellen to continue showering. It was rare for her to have such a long amount of time available for a nice hot shower. When Rick was hesitant about her, he made sure she had to get her ass out of the shower quick, and he had a habit of making her take cold showers, just for the sake of it.

		She closed her eyes and looked up, letting the warm water run down her face. She washed off her pussy, making sure to clean out all the cum still lodged inside. She had to finger her ass a bit to help get the sticky cum out. Her body shivered, an intense feeling of pleasure pulsing through her as she fingered her ass.

		She felt like getting off by herself but decided against it, in favor of just cleaning up quick. She turned off the water and grabbed a nearby towel. Ellen cleaned herself up and looked at the bathroom sink counter to see a fresh set of prison clothes nicely folded and ready for her to wear.

		“Wow… full service,” she whispered to herself.

		She got dressed quickly and peeked outside. Damon and the rest of Rick’s crew were patiently waiting, their arms crossed, glaring at anybody coming near them. Ellen tapped Damon’s shoulder.

		“I’m done,” she said.

		“You sure?”

		“Yep.”

		Damon nodded and grunted. The other black men quickly formed a protective circle around her and they all started heading back to her cell.

		“What happened with Jerry?” Ellen asked.

		“Dat bitch got his ass knocked the fuck out,” Damon replied.

		“Cryin’ like a little bitch,” a black man added.

		Ellen smiled. She felt well protected now with Rick’s crew. She couldn’t help but laugh at the fact that her ex got beat and as she looked at Damon, her crotch grew hot. She’d have to give him a bit of a thank you later when she was rested up.

		“Inmate 69!” A guard yelled out.

		The whole group paused. The guard cautiously walked up to them and looked at Ellen.

		“You have a visitor,” he said.

		“A visitor?”

		“Uh yeah… a…” He looked through his clipboard, reading through his list.

		“An Alex? Alex Goodman,” the guard completed.

		“What?!”

		Ellen was surprised. Alex was the boyfriend she left behind when she took on this mission. Even though she had told him it’d be better to break up, he insisted he would stay with her. He wasn’t supposed to be visiting this day.

		“Are you sure?” Ellen asked, surprised.

		“Yep, Alex Goodman,” he replied.

		“Something you want us to take care of?” Damon asked.

		“No, no. I’ve got it. Just take me over to visiting,” Ellen said.

		The group made their way to the visiting area and made sure no one got near Ellen. Once they arrive, Ellen nodded at the black men.

		“Thanks guys. I shouldn’t be too long,” she said.

		“Aight, we be right here,” Damon replied.

		Ellen walked into the room and looked around to see Alex sitting at a table, nervously shaking his leg. He always looked scared when he was in the area. She quickly made her way to the table and sat in front of him.

		“Aww, no hug?” He said as she sat down.

		“Sorry, you know I can’t, against the rules,” Ellen replied.

		“How are you?” He asked.

		“Surviving as best as I can. What are you doing here today? I thought you were coming tomorrow?”

		“I had the day off and figured I’d surprise you,” he answered.

		“Well, you accomplished that,” Ellen replied nonchalantly.

		“You okay?”

		“Yeah, it’s just been a… rough day,” Ellen said.

		“You want to talk about it?”

		“Not right now. It’s not really a topic I want to talk about right now. You watch enough prison shows, I’m sure you can get a feeling of what goes on here,” Ellen said.

		“Oh… you talking about lesbians?” Alex asked with a horny little grin.

		“Shut up. This is an integrate prison. Lesbians won’t survive here,” Ellen replied.

		“What? They don’t even segregate you inside?”

		“Nope, that’s why this is the first integrated prison. It’s a crazy experience. If you think it’s scary here, then trust me, its way worse in there,” Ellen said.

		Alex nodded, trying to read her. Alex was a psychiatrist in training but he had a part time job as a personal trainer at a local gym. He was smart and well built, but at the same time, he lacked common sense. The fact that he was trying to be a psychiatrist was both sad and cute at the same time.

		“Look, before your head implodes, just realize that I’m not the same woman you met. I think you really should move on. I don’t know how long I’ll be here. It could be months or it could be years, it depends on my lawyer,” Ellen said.

		“I can wait. There’s no way I’m letting you do this alone,” Alex replied.

		Ellen sighed and shook her head. There was no getting rid of this man. He only smiled in return and leaned back.

		“By the way, I’ve been promoted to full trainer at Gold’s. You know, the one on Jefferson?” Alex informed.

		“Really? Sounds good. You get more hours then?”

		“Nah, they still have me part time. It’s actually by choice. I’ve been networking, getting ready to open my own psychiatrist shop,” Alex said.

		“Really? Your own shop? You have that kind of money?”

		“Almost. Been saving a lot and my dad, he’s willing to pitch in some money.”

		“I thought you weren’t going to rely on your parents anymore?”

		“Well, it’s just that… it’s been tough, you know? I don’t have you anymore, trying to make rent, it just got a bit tough. I’ve moved back in with my parents, told them about how I would really like to open up my own shop and then.. well, one thing led to another,” Alex explained.

		Alex did come from a fairly well off family, but he always wanted to stand on his own two feet. Deep down inside, Ellen knew he wasn’t cut out for it, considering he practically grew up with a silver spoon. The fact that he wasn’t just letting her go was a part of that dependency.

		“So, any other news?” Ellen asked.

		“Not much, the town’s still going to shit. It’s been a crazy time. A bunch of the auto companies are either bankrupt or moving out of town. It’s like an episode of Gangland out there, people getting robbed, stabbed, I mean, they might as well put a curfew up,” Alex replied.

		“Wow, that bad? You know, when I do get out, I’m planning on hanging out with the crew that I’ve grown attached to here. Trust me, it’s not the type of crowd you’re going to like,” Ellen warned.

		“Hey, I can get along with anybody.”

		“Look how nervous you are in here. I’m going back to my home, back in the hood. You’ll stick out like a sore thumb out there,” Ellen said.

		“Hey, you’re white, but you’ll be safe, right?”

		“Only because I’ll have a lot of these inmates vouch for me. Trust me, where I’m headed, you do not want to go there,” Ellen replied.

		“I’m sure I can handle it,” Alex insisted.

		“Look, I don’t even know why we’re talking about this. I don’t even know when I’m getting out. It’s been a rough day for me and I really want to just get some sleep. Let’s just talk more next time,” Ellen suggested.

		Alex nodded sadly. He watched as Ellen stood up. She tapped his shoulder and walked out, not taking a second glance on her way out. Alex sighed and headed out, occasionally glancing back at Ellen’s back.

		As Ellen walked out of the visiting center, she saw Damon, lightly punching one of the other black men. He looked over and smiled.

		“You done?” He asked.

		“Yeah.”

		“Well time to head back. Word is dat Mason and his crew are lookin’ to get some revenge. We gotta huddle up, get ready for any offensive,” Damon informed.

		“Is everything going to be okay?” Ellen asked worriedly.

		“Yeah, dem nigga bitches ain’t got nothin’ on us. Bitches just got muscles but they weak as hell,” Damon replied with a smile.

		Ellen nodded, feeling assured by just his smile and confidence. She watched as other inmates and even guards moved out of their way.

		“How long will Rick be out?” Ellen asked.

		“Shit, if the warden gets his way, a couple fuckin’ days. But its aight, Rick’s cuz will fix everythin’,” Damon reassured.

		“Rick’s cousin? Is that Chris Jenkins?”

		“Shit, you know him? That nigga be fuckin’ high ballin’, just ownin’ all kinds of shit. Chris has got some shit for the warden. If the warden plays hardball with his cuz, then the warden don’t get his… well, salt,” Damon explained.

		Ellen was surprised at Damon’s explanation. He was implying that the warden was involved in some kind of drug ring. This was just yet another note she’d have to get over to Sergeant Tule and Captain Abrams.

		As they turned a corner, a group of guards surrounded them. Warden Morton walked close behind tapping his baton against the wall.

		"Well speak of the devil," Damon whispered.

		"You damn niggers really don't get it do you? This is why a well educated black man such as myself cannot get any respect out there. You niggers always fighting amongst yourselves, breaking the very rules that govern who we are. Such a damn shame," the warden said as he circled the group of black men.

		"Yo, we ain't done nothin' warden," one of the black men said.

		"Ain't done nothing? Really? Is that even a sentence? Come on now, you just sound ignorant. I'm not even sure of you used a double negative there. God damn nigger!"

		The warden smacked the black man behind the knees with his baton. The black man buckled, immediately kneeling in front of the warden.

		"The black man's burden. Do I continue even trying to have a conversation with such ill educated niggers or, do I try to help my fellow colored man?" The warden said, swinging his baton back and forth.

		"Hey man, careful what you do. Big C ain't gonna like hearin' about dis this," Damon said.

		"Big C owes me some big money. He screwed me on the last shipment. Claims it was a fuck up from one of his soldiers. But until I get what I want, I don't give a fuck what happened," the warden barked.

		"Hey man, the next batch is going to have a little extra, you know Big C is good for it. We ain't never let you down nigga," Damon replied.

		The warden smacked him with his baton and nodded at the guards. The guards all began hitting Rick's crew. Ellen shrieked and tried to push the guards away but they were too strong. The guards kept beating Damon and the others until they were lying in the fetal position.

		"Now, you listen to me. I am not a nigger. You have caused me quite the headache with your bullshit. I want more than extra. That fucking guard you hit? He's riding my ass to have you placed in solitary and then transferred. You know how bad that reflects on me? Do you niggers even think about backlash? You are the fucking scum of the Earth. You listen to me, not the other way around. And you," the warden looked at Ellen.

		A chill ran up her spine as he sauntered over.

		"On your knees you fucking slut," the warden ordered.

		Ellen quietly got on her knees. The warden swung his baton back and forth near her.

		"No surprise these niggers are fighting over a piece of white trash ass. I'm so close to just being done with you," the warden said.

		He placed the tip of his baton against her chin. He slowly moved it towards her lips with a sneer on his face.

		"You like black sticks? Then suck on this one," the warden ordered.

		Ellen looked up at him in surprise. She wasn’t sure if he was ordering her to unzip his pants and suck his cock or suck the baton that was against her lips.

		“Oh come on, you really can’t be trying to figure out was I mean. Open your damn mouth,” the warden ordered.

		Ellen did as told and was shocked as the warden slipped the tip of the baton into her mouth. The cold, rough, steel like rod jammed into her mouth. Unlike a cock, the baton was unforgiving, jabbing right into her mouth. She gagged and choked as he slid the baton deeper.

		“I thought you niggers would have taught her how to suck a dick,” the warden said as he glared at the fallen Damon.

		The warden pulled out his baton and wiped the spit off in her hair. Ellen gasped and gagged for air. He twirled his weapon and walked around Ellen.

		“I warned you didn’t I? All you had to do was be the little slut that you are and instead, instead you’ve put my namesake at stake. You fucking bitch, I should just knock every tooth you have out of your god damn skull,” the warden said angrily.

		“Double,” Damon grunted.

		“Excuse me?”

		“You’ll get double in the next shipment. I’ll make sure of it,” Damon said.

		“Really? You’ll make sure of it? Without even speaking with Rick?”

		“Fucking gentlemen’s agreement nigga. But that deals goes to shit if you lay one more finger on any of us,” Damon threatened.

		“And what makes you so sure I don’t have another source lined up?” The warden asked as he approached Damon.

		“We still alive ain’t we? Not part of your disaster statistics,” Damon said as he tried to get up.

		The warden placed the tip of the baton under Damon’s chin and lifted his head.

		“Look nigger, don’t you ever think you’re my only source. And more importantly, don’t you dare make a fucking promise you can’t keep,” the warden replied.

		“I don’t fuckin’ threaten without truth,” Damon replied.

		The warden stepped away and nodded at the guards. They moved away, letting Rick’s crew recover. He gripped Ellen’s hair and tilted her hair back. He glared at her for a moment and then spit in her face.

		“You better learn your fucking place and stop causing me trouble. Do you understand?”

		Ellen nodded as best as she could while the warden was holding her hair. He let go forcefully and sauntered off, the other guards following close behind. Damon stood up and dug a handkerchief out of his pocket. He gave it to Ellen and helped her up, holding his side as he did so.

		“Fucking asshole,” Ellen muttered.

		“That fuckin’ nigga will get what’s comin’ to him. We gotta lay low till Rick gets out though,” Damon said.

		Ellen nodded and got on her feet. She wiped the warden’s spit off her face and glared at the back of the warden’s head as he walked off. Just another mark on a long list of items she’d have to report back. The group headed back to Ellen’s cell where Tasha was waiting.

		“Shit girl, what happened to you?” Tasha asked.

		“Fucking warden. Bitch ass spit on me shoved that fucking dirty nightstick into my mouth,” Ellen replied.

		“Oh hell naw. We gonna have to tell Rick,” Tasha said.

		“Your damn right we’re going to have to tell Rick. That asshole is going down,” Ellen replied.

		“Well, get some rest girl. It’s gonna be a while before Rick gets out. You better lay low until then,” Tasha suggested.

		“Yeah, I’m tired as hell. I’m done going out for now,” Ellen said.

		“Really? Thought we could go clubbin’ later,” Tasha joked.

		Ellen shook her head. “Oh fuck you. You try fucking all these damn black guys. My ass is going to be sore for days.”

		“Sorry girl, but the niggas here know you don’t shove a fuckin’ cock up a black girl’s ass,” Tasha replied with a wink.

		“Fucking black guys and anal sex. They should just fuck the white boys are here if they want to fuck some ass,” Ellen said.

		“Damn girl, why do that when there’s a hot little white girl ready to do it?” Tasha replied with a smile.

		Ellen lay back on her bed and put her hands behind her head. She had four months to go, as long as Captain Abrams kept his end of the bargain. She started trying to figure out how she could get even closer to Rick. She still had to be careful not to blow her cover in her remaining months.
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