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While this story is presented as fiction, some scenes, emotions, and situations are inspired by the author’s real life experiences while incarcerated. Certain events are drawn from memories and observations from behind prison walls, while others have been fictionalized for storytelling purposes. Names, characters, and some situations have been created or altered to serve the narrative.
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Chapter 1

The Setup
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The interrogation room door clicked shut behind Monica Jones as she stepped back into the hallway.

For a moment she simply stood there.

Calm.

Collected.

But inside her chest her heart was still beating faster than normal.

In a place like this, that mattered.

Because the Georgia prison system was not built for mistakes. It was built to swallow them.

Joe Smith had learned that the hard way. He had moved to Georgia chasing a reset, thinking distance from his past might change something. One year later, he found himself lost inside the Georgia prison system, buried under steel doors for protecting himself and his family, surrounded by strict politics and a structure that did not forgive weakness.

And now... everything connected to him was starting to move.

Investigator Randall Pierce had walked into that meeting thinking he had the upper hand.

By the time she walked out... the power had shifted.

Monica allowed herself the smallest smile.

Pierce had been confident when the conversation started. He had his paperwork spread across the desk, his questions lined up, his little investigator routine ready to go.

But the moment she mentioned the video...

Everything changed.

The look on his face replayed in her mind.

The confidence disappearing.

The hesitation.

The realization that the person sitting across from him wasn’t the easy target he expected.

Monica walked down the hallway slowly, her boots echoing against the polished concrete floors of the administrative wing.

Prison mornings were already in motion around her. Radios crackled. Officers moved in and out of offices. Somewhere down the hall a steel door slammed shut with a heavy metallic bang.

Normal prison sounds.

Normal prison rhythm.

But Monica’s mind was still back inside that room.

Pierce had tried to intimidate her.

Talking about contraband.

Talking about staff getting too friendly with inmates.

Fishing for something.

Anything.

But Monica had learned something important during her years working inside prison walls.

Information was power.

And she had just reminded Pierce of that.

The flash drive in her pocket felt heavier than it really was.

That tiny piece of plastic held enough leverage to keep Pierce quiet for a while.

Maybe not forever.

But long enough.

Long enough for Monica to keep doing what she needed to do.

She turned the corner and walked back toward the housing unit control station where she was posted that morning.

From the outside looking in, the prison ran on rules and structure.

Schedules.

Counts.

Security procedures.

But anyone who worked long enough inside those walls knew the truth.

Power inside prison wasn’t just about rank.

It was about leverage.

And Monica Jones had just secured hers.

She stepped into the control booth overlooking the housing tier and sat down at the desk.

Rows of security monitors glowed in front of her.

Dozens of inmates moved through their morning routines down below, some lining up for chow, others leaning against railings talking quietly, a few pacing their cells.

But Monica barely noticed them.

Her mind had already shifted somewhere else.

To someone else.

Joe.

The memory of the ice machine room crept back into her thoughts before she even realized it.

The dim light.

The quiet hallway.

The way Joe had pulled her close like he had been waiting for that moment just as much as she had.

The way he held her afterward.

Not rushed.

Not careless.

Like she actually mattered.

Monica leaned back slowly in her chair.

That was the part that kept replaying in her head.

The way he held her.

Men on the outside had never treated her like that.

Not really.

They talked big.

Made promises.

Then disappeared the moment things got complicated.

But Joe...

Joe was different.

Joe listened.

Joe paid attention.

Joe understood her.

And somehow...

A man locked inside prison walls made her feel more wanted than any man walking free.

She shook her head slightly and laughed under her breath.

“Let me call Joe,” she murmured.

Inside the control booth was a phone used for internal prison communication.

Officially it was meant for coordinating between officers and departments.

Unofficially...

It had become something else.

Monica and Joe had figured out a system weeks ago.

A clever one.

Joe had a contraband cell phone.

And Monica had access to prison lines.

So when she called his number, they pretended.

Joe would act like he was out on the street.

Like he was home waiting for her to get off work.

And Monica would play along.

Monica dialed the number from memory.

The phone rang twice.

Then Joe answered.

“Hello there, love.”

His voice instantly made her smile.

“Hey baby,” Monica said softly, leaning back in her chair. “What you doing?”

Joe chuckled.

“Oh nothing much... just laying here watching TV waiting on you to get home.”

Monica rolled her eyes playfully.

“Boy stop lying.”

Joe laughed softly.

“Let me have my fantasy.”

Monica smiled softly.

That was how they did it.

Whenever she called from a prison phone, Joe already knew to stay in character. He never slipped.

Never asked questions he shouldn’t ask. Never said anything that might make a monitoring officer stop and listen twice.

He became the man waiting for her at home.

The man stretched out on a couch somewhere, half-watching television, killing time until his woman got off work.

And Monica stepped into the fantasy with him every time.

For those stolen minutes, prison disappeared.

No bars.

No towers.

No uniforms.

No sentences.

Just a man and a woman talking the way couples talked every day, about what he was doing around the house, what she planned to do after her shift, what they were going to eat, what bills were handled, what money had been moved.

Regular conversation.

Safe conversation.

But underneath every word was the thrill of what it really was.

Joe was good at it, smooth enough to make the lie sound like truth.

And every time Monica heard him slip into that role so easily, it pulled her in deeper.

They talked a little longer.

Then Joe said casually, “Hey babe... I went to the bank earlier today and dropped about fifteen hundred in your account.”

Monica smiled knowingly.

That was their code.

Joe didn’t have access to a bank, so he sent her money through Apple Pay or Chime. Inside the prison, however, cigarettes were the real currency. Monica had been slipping him cans of tobacco through supply deliveries. Joe moved them around the compound.

And every week...

Some of that money made its way back to her.

It was a quiet little operation.

Smooth.

Low risk.

“Thank you baby,” Monica said softly.

“You deserve it,” Joe replied.

They talked a little longer before Monica had to make her watch rounds.

“I’ll call you back in a bit,” she whispered.

“I’ll be waiting.”

She hung up slowly.

Then sat there staring out across the housing tier.

But her thoughts were moving fast now.

Joe.

Lola.

Destiny.

Three women circling the same man.

And Monica didn’t like sharing.

Not one bit.

She leaned forward slowly.

Joe was special.

Different.

A man like him didn’t come around often.

And Monica had no intention of losing him.

Her eyes narrowed slightly.

“There’s got to be a way,” she whispered.

A way to make sure Joe ended up with her.

Only her.

And then suddenly...

An idea formed.

Monica stood up from her chair.

She walked calmly down the hallway toward
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