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Taken Series

Jasmine Black

Twenty-four-years old and eight months pregnant, Madeline “Mad” Madison has been recaptured and sent back to the same prison where she enjoyed being pleasured by two prison guards. It isn’t long before the same two men plus a third guard take a naughty interest in her baby blossoming body.

It looks like another escape attempt will just have to wait until Mad’s naughty fantasy of being taken by three prison guards becomes a sizzling reality.

(Sequel to Taken by Two Prison Guards)

Other stories by Jasmine Black include:

Taken by Two Doctors, Taken by Three Doctors, Taken by Two Bikers, Taken by Three Bikers, Taken by Two Billionaires, Taken by Three Billionaires, Taken by Two Bosses, Taken by Two Cowboys, Taken by Three Cowboys, Taken by Two Firefighters, Taken by Two Carpenters, Taken by Two Personal Trainers, Taken by Two Santas, Taken by Two Elves, Taken by Three Bodyguards, Taken by Two Cops, Taken by Two Prison Guards, Taken by Two Lifeguards, Taken by Two Mountain Men and more!
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This book is licensed for your personal use only.
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This is a work of fiction. Characters, places, settings, and events presented in this book are purely of the author’s imagination and bear no resemblance to any actual person, living or dead or to any actual events, places, and/or settings.
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“Hey, Queen. Nice to see you back. Looks like we can pick right up where we left off.” 

I trembled with excitement at the familiar nickname and turned toward the voice of Dixon as he and two other prison guards flanked the south side of my cage on the prison exercise yard. I stopped dribbling my basketball inside the twenty-foot by twenty-foot enclosure complete with asphalt ground, a basketball hoop and plenty of metal chain-link fence surrounding me. 

I got one hour a day outside in the fresh air and since I was in solitary no one else was around and Dixon could say whatever he wanted if he kept his voice low enough that the security cameras didn’t pick up what he was saying.

Dixon had given me plenty of pleasure before I’d escaped. He’d also impregnated me. I suspected on purpose, but hey, maybe the condom ripping had been an accident, like he’d said. But hard to believe, especially since he did have a pregnancy fetish.

“And it looks like the Queen has brought along a little present.” 

Ashton, the other prison guard who’d given me much pleasure right along with Dixon, before I’d left, was staring at my very pregnant belly.

I sighed with resignation as I tossed the ball away. It bounced a few times, rolled against the fence, and stopped. 

I’d hoped I’d give birth outside these prison walls, but my luck ran out when someone must have recognized me at one of the places I did housecleaning in a city I’d never expected anyone would know me. 

The thought that my sister, Donna, and her husband, might have ratted me out had crossed my mind. They were the only people who knew where I was staying. We’d reconnected after my escape. She’d been thrilled to hear from me, but pissed when I’d told her I’d escaped. She’d gotten all happy when I told her I was pregnant and that I wanted the kid to be born outside of the prison system. 

To my surprise she’d helped me get situated in a city about two hours from where she lived and even came to visit. She’d insisted she was careful when driving to my place, reassuring me nobody followed her. We’d had several visits together at my little apartment since I’d settled. She’d even brought my three cute little nieces, all under the age of six. It had been such fun. Life had seemed so normal. 

I’d also managed to extract a promise from her that if I’d ever get caught again, she’d take the baby and raise her until I got out. She loved kids, so maybe she had screwed me over so she could get my baby all for herself.

Or maybe it had all just been bum luck that someone had seen me and called the cops.

“Just in time for the spring planting too. Not sure how she’s going to bend over and plant seeds with that big, voluptuous belly of hers in the way,” came a third prison guard’s deep guttural voice.

I swallowed and inhaled slowly, calming the anticipation racing through me as I gazed at him. I had never seen him before. 

He was cute. Kind of appeared like the accountant type with his dark rimmed glasses, but the rest of him looked strong and muscular, just like Dixon and Ashton. 

He wore the traditional guard uniform, just like the other two men. Neatly pressed dark blue shirt, tan pants which was tented quite boldly between his thighs, shiny black boots and a baseball type cap with the words prison guard inscribed in white across the front.

As I studied all the weapons each man wore; guns, batons, tasers, and radios, I pondered how lucky I’d been to escape the prison system.

I grinned inwardly. 

Heck, I knew why. These guards thought with their cocks. It was their weakness. I knew what they wanted this time around too. It was in the predatory way they studied me. And in the naughty way my body was humming up a storm of anticipation. Oh, yes, I was going to enjoy picking up where we’d left off. 

Only this time I sensed it was going to be three prison guards taking me and not just two. The idea of being in a foursome just about blew my mind and in a really good way.

I’d been in solitary for a couple of weeks since being recaptured and brought back here. But my second night back, I’d discovered the arrangement of butt plugs smuggled in with my supper tray, just like the last time I’d been incarcerated.

The arrival of the plugs had happened mere hours after I’d been intimately examined by the male prison doctor, who, while I’d had my feet in the stirrups, his finger leisurely stroking my clit, had brought me quickly to the edge of climax, while he’d casually commented that it was safe for me to have sexual intercourse right up until the baby came. The baby was still situated quite high inside me, he’d said.

I’d thought he’d meant he’d wanted sex with me, and I would have willingly obliged since he’d aroused me so much, but the examination had ended shortly after, leaving me all hot and bothered. 

That same night the butt plugs had appeared. 

That’s when I knew that Dixon and Ashton wanted me again. 

Man, this prison sure did have some naughty stuff going on behind the scenes between the male guards and the female prisoners. All of it illegal of course. 

But hey, a girl on the inside had to look out for herself, right? If I had the opportunity for less physical work on the so-called one-woman chain gang, which it appeared was going to be just me again, in trade for some sexual fun, I was all for it.

I would gladly entertain Dixon, with his fetish for pregnant women, and Ashton with the ass fetish.

But what about this new prison guard? What was his thing? I was curious to find out.

“We’ll see you bright and early in the morning, baby mama. Make sure your plug is out,” Dixon said with a wink. 

My pussy creamed up a storm and my ass clenched around the butt plug as I watched all three of them casually walk away.

Oh boy, I could hardly wait until tomorrow. 

But in the hot and bothered way I was reacting at the thought of a foursome; I knew I’d need to put out the fire ravaging my aroused body at lights out. 

Tonight. 

* * * * *
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I SCRAMBLED INTO BED and covered myself with the meager blanket supplied by the prison as the lights dimmed signalling time for bed in my solitary cell. I’d spent the afternoon reading, playing solitaire on the laptop, eating supper, talking to my unborn baby, and then doing some light stretches as I tried to distract my mind from fantasizing about having sex with three men.

But every little while the thoughts would turn right back to Dixon, Ashton and that other guard who’d visited me in the yard today. 

My thoughts twisted through all kinds of scenarios. Doing oral on them, them taking me anally, vaginally, or both. I’d been thinking up ways where I could just relax and enjoy the outdoor sex while the men did all the work out on the fields.

I chuckled to myself, closed my eyes, and waited for the guard to do his usual check. The guard that I had here in solitary on night duty was an old coot. He looked like a dirty old man, in the way that he leered at me, but he’d always been nice to me. 

He was the one who’d brought my supper tray with the butt plugs a couple of weeks back, so it appeared he was in on the shenanigans going on in this prison system too.

I tensed as I heard footsteps approach my cell door. I closed my eyes pretending I was asleep. I heard what I call the Peeping Tom window in the door slide open. The window was what the guards used to look into the cells and take a head count of the prisoners. 

I waited and waited. Wondered why he wasn’t sliding that window closed quickly like he always did. I mean it only took brief moments to check to see if I was here and hadn’t escaped.

A naughty excitement whipped through me. Was he maybe watching me?

I opened my eyes and looked over. No one was there. But the Peeping Tom window was open. 

He had to be there. I hadn’t heard any footsteps leave.

Oh crap
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