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“So, before I go any further with any more evidence. Is there anything you would like to tell me Joy?” The Prison Director looked up at her from his desk, his glasses perched on the tip of his nose. She heard Sgt. Rollins, her tier sergeant, shift in the seat behind her. It was over, she knew it. There was no reason to fight it, they had all the evidence they needed. 

“I resign, sir.” Her voice was weak. Her breath caught in her throat. 

“I think that’s best Joy. And, as you know, since you voluntarily resign, we won’t pursue criminal charges against you. So, you don’t have to worry about that, at least.”

“Yes sir.” Her head hung low, she stared at the carpet. A terrible ending caused by an even worse decision. Though, she couldn’t tell herself she wouldn’t have done it all over again if necessary. In fact, as she thought about the whole adventure, her body reacted. Her pussy tingled at the thought of the past months.

“Joy, you are...were such an outstanding employee. Exemplar, really. How in the world did you get flipped by such scum as the D-Block Devils?” The Prison Director removed his glasses and wiped them with a cloth. She always felt silly calling him the Prison Director, but they were a private correctional company. It was against the law for anybody to refer to themselves as a warden if they didn’t work for the government. 

Joy stammered. She knew she didn’t have to tell him everything, but she felt compelled. Maybe he would tell the next correctional officer using her mistakes. 

“I...it started with Ellis...”

“Of course, Ellis. He’s always behind everything. But, how did he flip you?”

“I don’t know sir. He was kind and attentive. He listened to me. My husband and I have been going through a rough patch, and we’d stopped talking. Ellis would stand with me at my post and talk, just talk. Over time, I found myself getting closer to him. After a while, I looked for him. And if he didn’t see me, like when he went on lock down for beating that other inmate, I missed him. It hurt when he was away.” 

She continued, “Then he stopped seeing me because the other inmates thought he might be snitching. So, I offered him something to have him come back to me.”

“And what did you offer him?”

“Me.”

A stony silence settled over the office. Sgt. Rollins shifted behind her.

The Prison Director continued. “By that, am I to understand you offered him sexual favors to visit you?”

“Yes, sir.”

“What kinds of sexual favors?” He took a piece of paper out and made marks on it, as if her was making notes. 

“Sir?” Joy was perplexed. Did he want her to tell him the exact sex she had with Ellis?

“I want to know what sex acts you performed with inmate Ellis.”

She shifted her weight. “Um, well, normal sex. Um, oral. Stuff like that.”

“And, was it only with him?”

She paused. He stopped writing and looked up at her. “Well?”

“No, sir. There were others.”

“Others from the same gang?”

“Yes, sir.”

She felt her face growing red. Her full humiliation at the hands of the prison gang was about to be revealed. Everything she had been holding inside for so long was coming out. 

The Prison Director said, “Well, who? How many?”

“All of them.”

“You had sex with all the members of the gang? They turned you out? Like a whore?”

“They said they would report me if I didn’t. And, I believed them.”

He continued writing, and murmured, “Classic.”

Joy bit her tongue. She wanted to tell him it wasn’t classic. She knew she could have gone to the prison investigators and confessed everything. They would have used her to get charges against the gang, and she would have been transferred to another facility. 

But, it would have been a lie. She enjoyed their attention, the comfort it brought to her at work. She wasn’t getting it at home, her husband of twenty years, Tommy, had stopped paying attention to her years ago. Her daughter, Ella, was off living the carefree lifestyle of a twenty year-old. She would pop in to change clothes, maybe eat something, and then be gone for days at a time. 

Sometimes, Joy would come home and feel like she was in an empty house even if everybody was home. So, when Ellis began to talk to her and listen to her thoughts it was a breath of fresh air. She was rejuvenated and excited. When he made the inevitable play for her, inside a small office off the rec room, she gave in willingly. 

She remembered the feel of his hard muscles as she gripped his shoulders, feeling his tongue inside her mouth. She was wet immediately, her panties soaked from the passion he incited in her. As she felt him unbutton her uniform pants, and she unbuttoned her top, her heart fluttered and her mind soared to heights she hadn’t felt since she was a love-struck teenager and first met her husband. 

Initially, it was straight fucking and sucking. She would suck his cock, a large slab of meat like she had never seen before, and then turn around and let his take her from behind or up against the wall. But later, after Ellis began to bring her little gifts, it turned into passionate lovemaking. Even if they were partially clothed in a broom closet or utility room, it was still more erotic and romantic than being nude in a bed.

But, then one day he asked her a favor. A small favor, could she take some photos of herself naked? He was going to have to “take care of business” for the gang, and he would be going to solitary afterward. He wanted something to remember her by. 

With little thought, she went home and took several pictures of herself in different pieces of lingerie. She trusted he would keep them hidden, he loved her like she loved him and men wouldn’t show other men pictures of their women. She didn’t bother to hide her face, or the distinctive tattoos she had on her body. 

The day after she delivered the pictures to him Ellis committed the “business” he told her about. It had gone wrong from the start. And, what should have been a simple assault for discipline against one of his fellow gang members, turned into an attempt murder charge. He was transferred that night to a different facility, over 300 miles away. 

Joy was devastated. She went home and her house was empty. She cried herself to sleep. The next day as she stood outside the dining room exit door, Bones, the new leader of the D-Block Devils, handed her a small piece of paper and walked away. 

Her eyes opened wide in horror, and her breath stopped. It was a copy of one of the photos. She was nude, on her bed, legs spread wide with a ‘come fuck me’ look on her face. She flipped it over. On the back was written “Meet me in your usual meeting place in ten minutes. Or you know what will happen.”

She hurried to the room. It was an isolated utility room off one of the lesser used halls. She and Ellis met there often, it was one of the few areas where she was sure they would never be disturbed. After making sure nobody followed her, and the camera was still broken, she slipped into the dark room and closed the door behind. 

The light flicked on and Bones was in the room, there were three other members of the Devils with him. All of them had lewd, twisted smiles on their faces. 

Bones walked up to her, he was tall and thin, and his body was covered in tattoos up to his chin. At 23 he was almost half her age, but despite his youth, his face and body told a life of violence and treachery. He was a hardcore gang member who didn’t waste time. “Hi, Joy.”

Joy shivered at the way he casually called her by her first name. 

He flipped several of the photos in front of her face. “So, we know everything about Ellis and you. And we are going to give you one chance to make things right with us. First, you are going to be ours from now on. You will fuck and suck any one of the brothers whenever they want it, as long as it doesn’t jeopardize our relationship. Second, you will begin to bring in little packages for us. I’ll tell you where to go to get them. Now, if you accept this deal, I promise we will never tell a soul about you. You get to keep your precious career and pension. As an extra bonus, I also promise you will never be assaulted by an inmate. If there’s a riot, you’ll be the safest guard in the prison. So, what do you say, sounds fair, right?”

He was standing in front of her, towering over her. She felt her legs go weak. Joy always had a powerlessness around alpha males. It was one of the reasons she married her husband Tommy, he had been a Type-A dominant male, always in charge. His confidence and charisma was one of the reasons why he wasn’t jealous or threatened by her working in a prison. 

“I need to think about this.” She said.

“Nope. You make the decision now, or we turn everything in to the shift sergeant.”

Joy felt her stomach churn, her knees felt as if they would buckle. It was now or never, she could throw everything away, or keep it all. 

“OK.”

Bones chuckled. He touched her chin, making her look in his eyes. “Good girl. Wise decision. And, you know, there’s no time like now to start.” He reached down and brushed her brown curls away from her collar. He slowly began to unbutton her uniform shirt. She felt it releasing with each button. The room was deathly silent. The only thing she heard was the heavy breathing of the other inmates. Her hands hung limply to her side. 

Bones pulled the shirt out from the waistband
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