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Jasmine Black

Twenty-three-year-old Madeline “Mad” Madison has quite the temper. She got ten to life in prison due to her getting mad at her late boyfriend and there’s only one way she knows of to keep herself calm and she’s not getting that type of rehabilitation in prison. That is, until she’s assigned hard labor and taken by two naughty 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 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, Mad. Get your ass out here! You’re on the chain gang today.”

Wow! I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I’d applied for work on the chain gang months ago and I was finally in! 

Quickly I stepped to my prison cell door, which was all shiny gray metal and I slid my hands out the slot so he could shackle my wrists. 

I’d been in solitary confinement for a month because once again my temper had gotten me into trouble, but I just couldn’t keep calm when my rights were being trampled on, especially when it came to food. 

I’d demanded my fair share of vegetables that particular day and when I was told they were out of vegetables, I’d lost it on the bitch behind me in the line up who’d told me to get over it and get a move on. I’d put her in the infirmary with a broken nose and a concussion. Too bad I had to learn the hard way there were no rights in here for prisoners, even for the ones, like me, who took no shit from anyone. 

“You’re in for some hard labor, Mad. Heard talk that you’ll be raking leaves out of the ditches all day,” Officer Myers said as he looked through the small bullet proof Peeping Tom window at me. He had short cropped red hair with matching freckles and pimples, along with a smirk on his face, but that didn’t bother me much. I didn’t care about hard labor. I just wanted to get out of this freaking isolation, the penitentiary and into the fresh air, even if it was to work my ass off.

My cell door slid open and he instructed me to walk ahead of him down the hall. We passed through several units, each one having locked doors that slid open when Officer Myers spoke into his breast mike. And then he directed me into a small room where seven other lady inmates were seated along a wall on a bench.

All of them looked mean and pissed off when they saw me walk in. I didn’t recognize any of them. They must be from the other Blocks. So I just ignored them. 

Besides, they were ugly older bitches and I didn’t know why they were all frowning. They should be grateful to get to the other side of that twenty-foot-high cinder block wall topped with razor barbed wire. 

“Okay ladies, there are your boots and gloves. Get those orange jumpsuits on over your clothes. Pick what fits you the best. Leave your shit on those shelves over there. After you’re done, line up here for your leg shackles.” A bored looking bald guy said from the other side of an open doorway. 

He was pointing to a really long shelf lined with folded orange suits, work boots and gloves and then he pointed to another shelf that was a quarter full of other people’s shoes. I figured those shoes belonged to ladies from other chain gangs that had already gone out this morning. 

The women grumbled as we all stood and headed to the shelves. I removed my shoes, slipped into a jumpsuit that fit relatively well, then tried on a couple of pairs of boots until I found a comfortable size then put them on. I grabbed a tattered soft pair of work gloves and joined the other ladies in the line. I was at the end of the line, but I didn’t care. I was getting the hell out of here for the day.

Had I thought I’d be doing hard time in a freaking prison for killing my boyfriend, I would have simply made myself disappear before I’d accidentally, or maybe not so accidentally, killed him. 

But hey, in my opinion, the women of the world were better off without that piece of shit. I clamped down on my anger at thinking about him and watched as the guard handed me shackles for my ankles. I put them on, the clinking sounds of the heavy chains on my wrists and now my ankles irritated me.

Oh great. I couldn’t even pick my nose without the chains making a racket. And so much for trying to make a run for it.

“Don’t look so fucking down, prisoner. You’re pretty enough. I’m sure you’ll come back all smiles, especially on your first day.” The old bitch of about fifty, who stood in front of me, muttered over her shoulder as she frowned and stared me up and down.

“Fuck off,” I whispered.

She chuckled. “You’re a live one, aren’t you. The guards like the rowdy young girls. They’ll have some fun with you.”

It was my turn to frown as I wondered what she meant by her remarks.

The clinking of everyone’s chains grated on my nerves as we were ushered down a hall into a large garage containing many prison vehicles and then we were guided onto a waiting prison van.

But I forced myself to stay calm and gaze out the window as the van started to move out of the garage and into the sunny day.

Five years I’d been here. Five years since I’d been in a vehicle.

Fuck, it was great feeling the sunshine beating on my face as it streamed past the thick-paned windows. I closed my eyes and remembered how I’d gotten here.

It had been a sunny autumn morning just like this one. I had once again been hoovered back into resuming a relationship with my on again, off again, boyfriend, Dane, who kept dumping me and then coming back.

During our time together, he’d gone from Mr. Jekyll to Mr. Hyde and back to Mr. Jekyll again. He’d been like a freaking seesaw and I never knew what mood he’d be in from one minute to the next. I’d get red-hot angry at him for his behavior and he’d say let’s have sex to calm you down. So we did and I’d always feel better after a good roll in the hay.

As the relationship progressed he’d started blaming me for all his wrongdoings. Accusing me of sleeping around yet I found out he was the one screwing around. Then he’d started hitting me and then he’d blame me saying I had forced him to do it because of my anger. 

Over the months I’d known him, he’d broken my jaw, my arms, ribs, fingers, and I couldn’t name it all. To this day, healed body parts still ached. 

Every time he left me; he’d come back a changed man. Romancing me with dates at expensive restaurants and professing his eternal love to me and that he was a changed man because of me. For some crazy insane reason I thought this last time he would stay Mr. Nice guy.

I was wrong. Again.

We’d had great sex that last night together, to “calm me down” because I’d been so angry at him for leaving in the first place. We always had great sex but I had come to realize over the years of incarceration, that's all we’d had. 

Every other thing about him was no good. He’d been a virus
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