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        There's never any escape ... when you're a slave to love.

      

        

      
        Stan has worked with the prisoners in the sub-basement for a while now.

      

        

      
        But none of them have even come close to turning his head, or turning him on.

      

        

      
        Now there are three new prisoners who have caught his eye. All three are young and incredibly hot, and they all look like they could be brothers.

      

        

      
        Lane ... a fiercely aggressive prisoner finds out what it's like to give into his secret desires of submission.

      

        

      
        Devin ... always willing to give of himself in every way possible to help his friends.

      

        

      
        Jonathan ... a natural sub who does everything he can to keep the peace between his friends and their captor.

      

        

      
        Eventually, he finds out there is also a forth. Jonathan is another young man who has come to rescue his group of friends. He comes to break them out of the training warehouse, but when he is caught he decides to stay. He can’t bear to be separated from his friends again.

      

        

      
        Stan knows better than to lose himself in the fantasy of having all of them for himself …of creating his own private harem out of these four young subs … especially since Jonathan isn’t even a prisoner there. But he can’t control his desire for all for of the men who resemble each other so much. The temptation is just too real for him to resist.

      

        

      
        He looks the other way when he feels deep in his gut that something isn’t right, even when he receives a threat to let the men go or suffer the consequences. So now Stan and Grant and all the other men who work at The Dungeon and the sub-basement will face an unknown group who threaten the very foundation that has built up their secret underground sex empire.

      

        

      
        Love Slaves: The Complete Series - A Dark M/M/M/M/M Romance was previously published under a different title by X Collins. It has been extensively rewritten and edited. This version is a dark romance of 77k words that includes themes of BDSM, humiliation, group activities, imprisonment, punishment, and death.
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      Lane

      

      I had no fucking idea what was going on. I’d been in this shithole for a week, at least that’s how long it felt. There were no windows, and I could tell from how many steps I’d taken down the metal staircase when they first brought me here that we were at least two stories underground. So obviously there was no light. Just a huge room lined with cells and dank air. Air that was filled with the stench of sex that was so thick it practically coated my mouth.

      The place I was in looked like a prison, but it wasn’t like any I’d ever been in. When I was brought here, and my blindfold was removed, they told me to strip down until I was completely naked, then I was put into a cell with a bunch of other dudes. And I mean, a whole bunch—like fifteen or twenty—and I’d never been in a cell with more than one other guy before.

      Sure the drunk tank at the local jail had a bunch of dudes hanging around, but that was usually only for the night. They’d be sleeping in a corner or sitting right up next to you on a bench, or gripping onto the bars and crying that they didn’t mean it. That they didn’t belong there.

      It sure as hell wasn’t like that in prison. I mean, there were plenty of complaints about being framed and railroaded and given an unfair trial. That kind of thing happened all the time. Especially to guys like me who didn’t have money for a lawyer … or a bribe. Hell, I didn’t even have money for a pair of pants that didn’t have stains on them.

      If you looked desperate and poor that’s exactly how the system treated you. You got a whole lot of nothing. That was the same criteria they used when it came to putting us behind bars too. Pretty much every guy in every prison and detention center I’d been in had been assumed guilty, charged, and sentenced based on appearance alone. And for someone like me—someone who had no money and no connections—once you were in the system it was pretty much impossible to get out.

      The one good thing I could say about prison life was you at least had a little space to yourself. You could get on your bunk and stare at the ceiling if you needed some time alone. With one other cell mate you could do that. But not here. Not with twenty other men crammed together into one ten by ten foot cell.

      Sure they provided bunks to sit and sleep on, but there was always some other jackass taking up all the space. Always. There was also a nasty toilet and sink in one corner, but other than that it was nothing but wall-to-wall dudes. I didn’t shit, and I barely even peed for the first few days because there was always some guy standing a foot away from me, even when I was on the can. And some of those guys were really weird, or just plain mean.

      I was no saint, for sure, but these days I usually kept my head down. I had no interest in messing with anyone, and I definitely didn’t want to be messed with. But plenty of guys in that cramped cell wanted nothing more than to get some shit started. Punching, and kicking, and name calling. Pretty much doing anything they could to start a fight, and the guys running the place didn’t seem to give a damn in the slightest.

      The only thing they seemed to care about was making sure everyone got their daily dose. That was another thing that was really suspicious. The fact that they were actually handing out drugs to the prisoners. Each guy in the cell with me got a shot, or a pill, or whatever the hell they had written on the clipboard they were always carrying around. And not just pharmies, although I recognized plenty of those. Mostly the guards in this place were doping us up with some real good shit, and I’ll tell you, not a single prisoner was complaining. Definitely not me.

      What was even weirder, though, was the guards would come into the cell every once in a while and they would remove a prisoner or two, but it wasn’t because they were trying to break up any fights. Like I said, they didn’t give a shit what we did to each other in there. I just started to notice that they were moving prisoners around for some other reason, and I had no idea what that was.

      It would have been nice to know, though, because I was sure my turn was coming up pretty quick. But I learned a long time ago that no one was gonna do a prisoner any favors. When you were considered a lowlife like me, you got what you got and you’d better be thankful, even when it was a kick in the stomach.

      I’d been in the joint since I was eighteen. That’s seven years now, and I’ve never heard anything like this sounds coming from down the long corridor that ran down the center of this prison. Men screaming and wailing, and the sounds of whips and chains hitting flesh. The men were obviously being beaten, but it sure as hell sounded like they were getting fucked too. And hard.

      Those screaming sounds went on most of the time, and always right after one of the men had been taken out of this cell. So I guessed when I got taken out I was gonna be the one making those noises, and I that wasn’t  something I was looking forward to at all.

      I didn’t even know why I wound up here. I asked the guys who transported me and they didn’t say a word. Then I asked the guys who took off my blindfold, and they just turned and walked away, locking the cell door behind them. After a few days I wound up talking to one of the other dudes in my cell, and his story was really similar to mine, which was a little unsettling.

      Apparently he’d been put in solitary confinement after a fight, just like me. His had taken place in the yard, while mine had started in the commissary, but either way, it was basically the same. After weeks in the hole he was taken out. He thought he would be put back in his cell, but instead he was given the “opportunity” to cut his sentence short and be moved to a new training facility.

      The nature of the situation was made pretty clear right up front. Sex, submission, and drugs—that’s the way they sold the transfer. They said this new place wasn’t for everyone, but if you were the type who might enjoy that sort of thing it was the chance of a lifetime. A one-way ticket out of prison, and loads and loads of fucking. All you had to do was be willing to submit, or go through a training process to become a sub. That was the way the warden put it, anyway.

      The dude I talked to told me he immediately signed the papers, was put in a prison transport van, then moved across the country for days. And I shit you not, the exact the same happened to me. Right down to the words that came out of the warden’s mouth.

      That guy was taken out of the cell yesterday, and I haven’t seen him since. I really wanted to know what the hell was going on out there, but I sure as hell wasn’t interested in striking up a conversation with any of the other lunkheads in the cell. So after he left, all I did was sit there waiting for my turn to be taken out, or for one of my cellmates to try starting something up with me.

      I could see it in their eyes every time they looked at me, sizing me up to see if they would be able to take me. I’ll tell you one thing, I would have killed any one of those guys with my bare hands if they tried it. I’ve done it before, and by the looks of things, I was pretty sure I was gonna have to do it again.

      As far as I was concerned, what I was doing while I waited there was a hell of a lot more productive than starting a fight or worrying about being jumped. I spent my time thinking about how the hell I was going to get out of that place. I replayed my arrival over and over again, thinking back on how many steps it took to get down here, counting the guards that came and went and passed by the cell all day long, and looking around for something … anything … that I could grab and use as a weapon. Any little shard of metal or plastic or glass that might help me escape.

      I was lost in thought on my escape plan, and zoned out on whatever they’d shot me up with earlier that day, when the cell door was unlocked and opened. I had planned on being ready for them the next time they came in, but it totally took me by surprise when one of the guards grabbed me.

      When I first got to this place they put a plastic bracelet on my wrist, the kind you get when you’re in a hospital, only it was really tight fitting. Right up against the skin. Just before the guard grabbed my arm I felt the most intense jolt of energy hit me, like a fucking lightening bolt straight through my body, and I fell to my knees. I had no idea what happened, and before I knew it I was pulled onto my feet and was being dragged out of the cell.

      All the time I was sitting there waiting for my turn I’d been wondering why the other prisoners just let themselves be taken out. I could tell some of them were getting shocked somehow, but most of them just went along without a word.

      I kept thinking that as soon as any of those guards came at me I’d do something fancy like a leg sweep, knocking them flat on their back. Or maybe I’d just lunge right at their face and dig my thumbs into their eye sockets. Then I pictured myself running out of that place as fast as I could, laughing at all the idiots I left in the dust.

      But none of that happened. When the guard came into the cell I didn’t have time to blink, let alone defend myself. I was frozen in place by the bolt of electricity they sent through me. I figured it had to be the bracelet. Nothing else was touching me.

      Once I got out into the corridor and heard the click of metal bracelets around my wrists I knew I was screwed. I didn’t want to let myself be put in that position again, restrained and completely defenseless and at the mercy of these sick fucks, especially when I didn’t have a stitch of clothes on, but it all happened so fast.

      The guard walked me down the corridor, and as we passed other cells and alcoves and desks I looked around, trying to absorb every detail of this massive underground room I was in. I was also trying to locate any kind of weapon. A pen from the desk would work. I just had to get my hands on one.

      But then I saw real weapons—batons, whips, paddles, and other things used for corporal punishment. The only problem was they were all locked away inside the other cells. Cells where naked men were cuffed and chained to the bars and tables. To just about anything really, while they were being paddled and beaten and whipped, and fucked silly on both ends. I’m no wuss, but walking past those cells scared the hell out of me.

      The guard behind me kept pushing me forward, then stopped me when I was standing in front of a big metal door. He quickly put both of my ankles in shackles that were attached to a chain, then left me standing there. I stepped back a bit, inch by inch, until there was no slack in the chain.

      That’s when I noticed it was attached to an eyebolt that was embedded in the concrete floor. I was hoping, with the guard gone, I might be able to slip away unnoticed. I figured I’d get away, then cut the shackles off somehow, but unfortunately I couldn’t move any further. I could turn my head, though, and when I looked behind me I saw that the chain on the floor was attached to at least nine more sets of shackles.

      As I waited there I watched the guard slowly fill up each set with another naked prisoner … then another … then another. Some were trying to fight back in a fit of rage, some were barely able to move, and some of the guys they added to the chain gang were actually crying. And every single one of us was as hard as a rock, with our cocks sticking out straight in front of us. It was humiliating.

      I chalked it up to whatever they had us on. Each guy in my cell got something slightly different, so I didn’t know about them, but I was sure they had me on a cocktail of some kind. I definitely felt the affects of a downer because my thinking was pretty slow and foggy. But I could also feel 411, or Magic Dust, tingling away inside me. Those were just a couple of street names for Euphoria, a sex drug that had been really big for a long time. Definitely as long as I’d been behind bars.

      It was being made and sold in just about every corner of the country. They literally couldn’t make it fast enough to keep up with demand. It made a lot of sense, though. The drug was like everything beautiful and good and amazing you could think of or feel rolled into one pill, which made reality that much harsher when you came down.

      I was into it big-time when I was a teenager, before I got sent up. But I hadn’t touched it since then. No use getting all jacked up and ready to fuck when you’re surrounded by a bunch of smelly jerks. That was my thinking, anyway. So when I felt that familiar buzzing feeling throughout my body, and realized I couldn’t get my cock to go soft no matter what I thought about, I knew immediately what I was on. What I didn’t know was why. Why would these guys be giving us, lowly good-for-nothing prisoners, our drug of choice? What was in it for them? This shit wasn’t free, that was for sure.

      When all of the shackles were filled up the guard came around to the front of the line, unlocked the metal door, unhooked the chain from the eyebolt, and started walking. He didn’t say a word to any of us about what was happening, or even that we were starting to move, and it sounded like some of the guys in line behind me almost fell over.

      But once we got started everyone kept pace with the guard as we entered a pitch-black tunnel. The guard had a headlamp on, and since I was right behind him I could see everything wherever his light fell. He was mostly looking straight ahead while he walked, and when I craned my neck around his giant head I could see that the tunnel went on for a long ways.

      Like I did when I was first let out of the cell, I looked around wildly to see if there was anything I could use as a weapon. My hands were cuffed behind my back, so hitting him with something would be pretty much impossible. I knew I had to get right up on his ass in order to make any kind of impact on him. But the thing was, some of the guys behind me were dragging their feet, so most of the time there was no slack in the chain.

      After walking for a ways I noticed a metal railing sticking out of an alcove. I realized that must have been the set of metal stairs that I came down when I was brought here. My only hope was to push this guy as hard as I could and hope he would hit his head on the railing. After he was knocked unconscious I would figure something out. Hopefully the rest of the guys I was chained to would work with me on this. I couldn’t imagine why they wouldn’t. I was literally offering them a get-out-of-jail-free card.

      As we approached the metal railing I sped up a bit so there would be some slack in the chain in front of me. Then when the railing was right in front of the guard I had enough room to step behind him. I used my whole body, slamming into him from behind and from the left so that he fell to the right. My aim was good. His head hit the railing and he fell to the ground. But immediately there was some kind of crazy siren that echoed throughout the tunnel.

      It was hard to get the guys in the chain-gang organized to move in the same direction. It was dark and the light on the guards headlamp was shining straight up at the ceiling, so everything around us was blacked out. I kept trying to direct them with my voice but the siren was so loud I could barely even hear myself.

      But eventually they figured out what I was trying to do and they all descended on the guy, using their feet and knees to keep him out. I dropped down so I was sitting on the dirt floor of the tunnel with my back to the guard. I scooted backward until I could touch him, then felt around with my hands on his belt and in his pockets until I found a bulky set of keys.

      There was so much yelling and commotion in that tunnel that I didn’t even realize a bunch of guards had already descended upon our little group activity. Suddenly I was picked up by both arms. I felt one of my wrists pull down hard, then I felt a snap, and I was sure it had broken. I didn’t feel any pain, but the keys fell out of my hand and were lost in the darkness.

      I felt the first blow to my face, and I was out like a light. I have no idea what happened after that. The next thing I knew I was waking up in a completely different cell. One that was huge and was filled with two or three times as many prisoners as the one I’d just been taken out of. Some with clothes on, and some like me, completely naked.

      “That’s the one, Stan,” one of the guards said as he pointed at me. “He was the one behind me. He jumped me.”

      There were three or four guards staring at me, not to mention a least fifty prisoners. I had no idea what to do. My arms were still cuffed behind me, and I tried to rub them to see if one was broken. The skin was raw, but I didn’t feel any sharp pain. I noticed the plastic bracelet they’d put on me wasn’t there anymore, though.

      I was lying there on the floor trying to piece together what had happened in the tunnel when one of the men gave the others an order.

      “Tie him down to the table.”

      Two of the guards walked over and grabbed me by the arms and yanked me up.

      “Whoa!” I yelled. “Wait a minute! I didn’t jump anyone! I tripped on something and fell. I guess I must have landed on top of you.”

      “Yeah, right,” the guard said with a laugh.

      “It’s true! And what about all the other guys. They were kicking you. I didn’t pull anything like that.”

      “You were the one with the keys when we got there,” one of the guards said as he bent me forward over a metal table. He uncuffed me, stretched my arms to the sides as far as they would go, then shackled them in place at the corners. Then he spread my legs and cuffed them to the other side. I was bent over one end of the table and my torso was resting on top, but my feet weren’t touching the ground so I couldn’t get any leverage.

      “Have at him,” one of the guards said.

      “What the fuck?!” I twisted back and forth, trying to find some way to get out of the shackles or relieve the pressure on my limbs that were being pulled tight, but there was no give it all. That didn’t stop me from struggling, though. I knew what they were going to do to me. I didn’t need to see the way those prisoners in the other cells were being treated to know what was about to happen. The guards were telling these guys to use me any way they wanted. They were giving more than fifty men the green light to go to town on me.

      Before I could yell another word, my mouth was filled up with an enormous cock. It wasn’t even completely hard and it was already stretching my mouth as wide as it could go. Then I felt the inevitable behind me—the head of a cock pushing its way inside my asshole. I’d never been fucked in the ass in my life. Not in the last prison I was in, or by any of my boyfriends. That wasn’t the way I rolled. Not that anyone knew, anyway.

      Some big, burly dudes took it in the ass, and that was totally fine. To each his own, I always said. But as far as anyone around me knew, I was a pitcher not a catcher. I’d never even let anyone stick a finger in there. And here I was with my asshole being opened up wider and wider with each passing second. The guy giving it to me wasn’t using any lube, and he wasn’t going slow at all. He was burying his cock as fast as my clenched asshole would let him.

      The pain was incredible, but it was almost impossible for me to focus on any one thing. There was my asshole being forced open, my mouth being stretched impossibly wide, my throat taking a cock halfway down while I tried not to gag, and the yelling and screaming of dozens of men that surrounded the table.

      Then suddenly I had a hand firmly wrapped around my cock.

      I wasn’t hard when they put me on the table. I guess being passed out has its advantages, and even though I was on a mega dose of whatever the hell drug mix they had me on, my body had relaxed completely. But as soon as my mouth and asshole were filled up, and I was being pounded relentlessly on both ends, my cock sprang right back to life. And as soon as that happened one of the guards grabbed a hold of it and started jerking me off.

      I knew it was one of the guards. Even over the yelling and screaming coming from the jacked up prisoners I could hear all of them laughing about milking the new stud. And about how many times they were going to make me come tonight. They were even talking to each other about how many gallons of juice they were gonna get out of me to feed the other prisoners.

      I had no idea what they were talking about. All I knew was I couldn’t keep myself from coming, then getting hard again, then coming again. It just kept happening over and over. I tried to hold back. I tried to focus on anything else but the hand moving up and down the length of my cock and the way my prostate felt as it was being hammered.

      But no matter what I thought about, I couldn’t stop the sensation of waves of warm tingles from spreading through my body, or the stream of cum from shooting out of my cock. As much as I hated to admit it, I couldn’t stop from getting more and more turned on by the humiliation of it all. The fact that I was being forced to take dozens of cocks in the face and ass. That I was a huge, scary dude—someone who the guys in the other prisons feared—and here I was being forced to bend over a table and offer myself up.

      “Oh, fuck yes!” the guy behind me yelled as he smacked my ass. “He’s gotta be coming! His asshole’s quivering like crazy. It’s so fucking tight!”

      I could feel the muscles in my asshole involuntarily squeezing and releasing as I continued to come, and it pissed me off that it was giving the guy who was fucking my ass even more pleasure. Pleasure at my expense. But there was nothing I could do. I just had to lie there on the table while, one after another, my fellow prisoners filled me up on both ends with their cocks, and then with gallons of their cum.
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      Devin

      

      “It’s that time again, sweetheart. Roll over.”

      I had been sitting on the thin mattress at the back of the van, curled up with my head resting on my knees, when I heard those words. I didn’t have much choice but to do what they said, so I let myself roll onto my side, then rocked myself back and forth until the weight of my body was on my knees and my head.

      My hands were cuffed behind my back and I hadn’t been able to put them in front of me for days—to use them to eat, or to pee, or jerk myself off. But there were hands that occasionally did all of that for me. Hands I couldn’t see that would suddenly just be there, wrapped around my cock.

      I felt those invisible hands move around my waist and undo my pants, then pull them down so that both my ass and cock were exposed. I was so used to the feeling of being used that it barely registered in me anymore. I had no idea who these men were, where they were taking me in this van, or why I was even being transferred. All I knew was that fighting back never got me anywhere, except prison, where I had been for the last couple years.

      “Oh, fuuuuuuck,” I heard from behind me as the head of a cock pushed through my opening. “That’s a nice, tight asshole you got there.”

      The cock in my ass moved back and forth, faster and faster, until I felt and heard a pair of balls smacking into my own as the man behind me jack-hammered into me. Then I felt a hand reach around and grip my hard cock.

      “Damn, you’re already hard. I’ve never seen anyone who liked getting fucked as much as you do.”

      I gritted my teeth and tried to pretend I was somewhere else. Anywhere else than with some unwashed transport guard, or greasy inmate, or potbellied warden. Ever since I’d been put in prison I had been picked on, beaten up, and used every single day. If I’d known what was going to happen to me before I was arrested I would have tried to run.

      It’s not that I minded being used. I got off on it, actually. That’s one of the reasons I’d agreed to this transfer in the first place. From the way they described it, I was going to a training facility for subs. And by that I was pretty sure they meant sex slaves. It sounded like I would eventually be submitting to someone for the rest of my life in lieu of a life sentence in prison, which was fine with me.

      I was a natural sub. Always had been. I was also a bit of a masochist too. Ever since I had my first sexual impulses I fantasized about serving, and pain, and being used. I just would have preferred to have chosen the person I submitted to. But I knew now that I was in for life that wasn’t going to happen.

      When the cops arrested me and told me the drugs I’d been selling had killed a bunch of people I should’ve taken any opportunity I could to get away. One of my mistakes was trusting that the investigation would show that I was innocent. But the biggest mistake I made was believing there would be an investigation in the first place.

      I’d lived long enough to know that cops didn’t give a shit about people like me. People who didn’t have money and had to spend most of their time trying to make any kind of living on the streets. They’d say that I was scum. That I sold drugs and therefore didn’t have anything to offer society.

      But they said that even before I started dealing to survive. They said that about my whole family because we never had enough money. Even though my parents both worked, sometimes more than one job each, we were always poor and usually on some form of public assistance. Apparently that’s justification for treating a person like garbage.

      So I shouldn’t have been surprised when I was found guilty on all eight counts of murder, then sent to prison for the rest of my life. After my parents died and the person I loved most in the world went to prison I had pretty much given up anyway. As far as I was concerned, I’d already been in prison most of my life, so being put behind actual bars wasn’t much different.

      With everything I’d gone through—having people I loved taken away from me, having to scrape by to keep my family safe, being treated like a criminal no matter how much I tried to go straight—I’d completely lost my will to fight and defend myself. The other inmates in the prison I’d been sent to picked up on that vibe real fast. Even though I was a big, burly dude I quickly became one of the prison bitches. I took cock whenever, and however, any of the other prisoners or guards wanted it.

      I didn’t always enjoy having randos fucking me in the ass all day and night, but by that point it was hard to work up the energy to care about anything. So I just let it happen. I closed my eyes and shut off my mind. I pretended I was somewhere else. Somewhere nice where people weren’t always trying to get something outta me, or take something from me. And I pretended I was with the person I really wanted to be with. Someone I was sure I would never see again, except in my mind and in my dreams.

      So that’s what I was doing. Pretending this transport guard who was fucking me in the ass was someone else, and that it was that other person who was stroking my cock. I let myself get lost in the dream, and in the sensations. I’d had so much practice at this I could easily fall into the dream and almost believe it was real. So I let myself get worked up until I was right at the edge of an orgasm.

      But even through my dream I knew what I was supposed to do. I knew what this guard wanted. He’d fucked me multiple times a day ever since I’d been blindfolded and loaded onto this van. He was playing with my cock for himself, not for me. He wanted to make me come so the muscles in my asshole would tighten up and would squeeze his cock.

      I could feel what he was doing. His hand would speed up to try to get me to come faster, or he would slow down his thrusts. I knew he wanted to sync everything up so I came just before he did, so my asshole would quiver and tighten up right as he was about to orgasm.

      “Oh, fuck, that’s it, that’s it! You’re about to come, aren’t you? Aren’t you?”

      I could hear the desperation in his voice, and I could feel the way his hand gripped my cock. It was a little too firm for my liking, but I’d gotten used to coming in just about any situation, with any level of stimulation, and with any man, regardless of whether or not I was attracted to him.

      I inhaled deeply, then relaxed and just focused on my dream. I pictured the person I wanted to be with, the feeling of his cock pounding into me, and his hand wrapped around my cock, even though I’d never actually felt any of those things with him in real life. Lane didn’t even know I had thoughts like those in my head.

      I let myself drift to the thoughts about Lane fucking me and touching me. He’d been my best friend for years before he was taken away, but I’d always thought of him as a brother too. We were that close.

      As I continued to be pounded in the ass by the transport guard I thought about Lane’s scent and voice and the way his skin felt against mine. Those sensations became the center of my universe, and I let myself fall into a deep hole where that was all that existed. There was no van, no transport guard, no prison, no pain. There was just me and Lane. And in that moment, I came.

      I heard the man behind me groan as he shoved his cock inside me as deep as he could.

      “Hell, yes,” he said as he let go of me and smacked me on the ass. “That was fucking perfect.”

      He pulled my jeans up over my ass, tipped me over and rolled me onto my back, then shoved my cock in my pants and zipped me up.

      “We’re stopping for food pretty quick. Waddaya want?”

      I rolled over until I was lying on my side with my head resting on the mattress. “Milkshake, I guess.”

      “That’s it? You’ve had nothing but milkshakes every day since we’ve been on the road. Aren’t you getting sick of them?”

      “Not really. I like milkshakes. Besides, they’re the easiest thing to eat with my hands cuffed behind my back.”

      I said that last part thinking maybe the guard would take pity on me and let me eat a meal like a normal human being, but he didn’t, and that didn’t surprise me at all.

      “Yeah, I’ll bet. Well, we’ll be arriving at our destination tonight, so this’ll be your last meal in the van anyway.”

      “But not necessarily my last meal in cuffs, right?” I asked.

      “I can’t tell you what’s gonna happen when you get there. I don’t have any of that information.”

      I didn’t believe him. But then again, I didn’t believe much of anything anyone told me these days. “Do you at least know where we’re going?”

      “Can’t tell you that either. Once we unload you someone’s coming to pick you up to take you to your final destination. They don’t give us that kind of privileged information.”

      “Yeah, that’s what I figured,” I said with a sigh. “Chocolate milkshake is fine.”

      “No problem.”

      I felt the mattress move as the guard got up, then I was alone in the back of the van again.
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      After we stopped to eat—or drink, as was the case with my milkshake—the van started up again. I wound up with another round of ass-fucking from the other transport guard, then a couple of hours of peace and quiet until the van finally came to a stop. I figured this was the end of the line so I prepared myself for the worst.

      I had no idea what that was, and I honestly didn’t give a shit. I just didn’t care about anything anymore. Part of me hoped they would push me off a dock and let me sink. Honestly that sounded better than anything I could imagine.

      When we came to a stop and I was pulled out the back of the van it seemed late. Like, middle of the night late. I didn’t know why it felt that way exactly. I was still blindfolded and couldn’t see a thing, but I could feel the cool air. It sure as hell wasn’t the kind of air you felt on your skin during the day when the sun was shining.

      Also everything was incredibly quiet. We could have been in a field in the middle of nowhere for all I knew, but that wasn’t the vibe I was getting. The ground underneath my feet was hard—concrete or pavement—and every sound any of us made echoed around me. I had a feeling we were in some kind of courtyard, or a parking lot in the middle of a city surrounded by buildings, but I had no real way of knowing that.

      As I stood and waited to be moved wherever they were planning on taking me, I heard more sounds echoing off the nearby walls. Metal clanged and hinges groaned as some sort of door was opened up, then there was the sound of footsteps descending metal stairs. As the footsteps progressed they became almost muffled, like they were going down into a deep hole.

      “Three steps forward, then you’re gonna want to take the first of many steps down,” a voice said next to my head.

      “Where am I going?” I asked as I felt a firm grip on my arm and a push forward.

      “You’ll find out when you get there. Two flights down. And you’re gonna wanna lean back a little so you don’t fall forward down the stairs.”

      It would’ve been a hell of a lot easier if they’d just taken the damned cuffs off so I could hold onto a railing or something. I almost said that to the guy behind me, but I knew he wouldn’t give a shit. Nobody gave a shit about prisoners. They just wanted us locked up and out of the way to create the illusion of keeping the streets safe. But as far as I was concerned, the streets weren’t the dangerous place to be. At least on the streets I could run and hide and get away from danger.

      I made it all the way down the two flights of stairs without breaking my neck, and when my feet hit the floor I realized I was walking on a mixture of dirt and gravel. And just like the feeling I had after I got out of the van, I knew there was no sun shining in this place. It felt damp and dark and hollow, like an underground tunnel.

      I almost tripped as I was pushed forward from behind, but I caught my balance just before I went flying face first. I was cold and tired and my muscles ached, and my legs felt like sandbags as I tried to keep up with the guards. It was probably due to a diet consisting solely of milkshakes and being confined in the back of a van for the last week. Not to mention depressive thoughts that constantly crept through my mind. Having no will to live pretty much zapped all my energy.

      My little crew came to a stop and I heard a lock turn, then more creaking metal hinges. I knew a door had opened up in front of me, but not just from those sounds. The atmosphere around me suddenly felt like chaos. Some men were shouting while others screamed and moaned. And the intense smell of sex hit me in the face like a ton of bricks.

      Above all of the sounds and smells that were assaulting me from every angle I could hear the transport guards talking to someone.

      “Where’s this one from? We weren’t expecting a shipment tonight.”

      “Yeah, we got here a day early. This one’s Graves. Devin Graves. He’s from …” There was a pause while the guard rifled through some papers. “The maximum state prison down in LA. We took him over to Texas, then up through Vegas. The last place we scanned him in was Reno, so there’s no record of him coming into Oregon.”

      “Great, that’s perfect. I’ll take his paperwork. I’m taking a group of them over to the warehouse right now. Go ahead and cuff his ankles to the chain at the end of this line.”

      “Sure thing, boss.”

      I felt myself being pushed again, then turned around. Then, after I felt metal cuffs tighten around my ankles, and something being attached to my wrist, the blindfold was removed. I squinted at first. I hadn’t seen light in at least a week. And as I scanned the cells and prisoners around me I thought about what I’d just heard. They took me out of prison in LA, then transported me around to different states for a week so that it would look like I had … what? Escaped? In Reno? What the hell was that all about? Suddenly this place seemed really fishy to me.

      Without me getting much of a chance to take in my new surroundings the chain-gang of prisoners I was attached to started moving. A huge metal door in front of us opened up, which I assumed was the one I’d just come in, since I hadn’t moved very far. So we were going back out into that same tunnel.

      When all of us made it through the doorway, including the two guards who had brought me in, the door was shut behind us and we were completely surrounded by pitch-black darkness. I shuffled along with everyone else, feeling my feet being pulled forward by chains attached to the guy in front of me just seconds before I was about to take a step.

      The entire experience was disorienting, especially with the flashlights behind me. Every time I was about to focus in on something to get my bearings, the beams of light would move and I wouldn’t be able to see a thing.

      When we reached a staircase on my right the flashlight beams stayed focused for much longer, because that’s where the two transport guards who had brought me down were headed. Apparently that was where we had come from, and that’s where they were going. Once they started climbing up the stairs there was no more light behind me, so I was basically walking blind.

      It felt like we’d been walking for at least fifteen or twenty minutes, but it was impossible to tell since everything was so dark and confusing. But we did finally come to a stop in front of another huge metal door. The door was unlocked and opened and we were ushered inside. After I stepped in I heard the door being closed, and I shuddered slightly when it was locked behind me.

      We were in a basement, but it was huge. Like some kind of massive warehouse. Our chain-gang crossed one end of the basement, then we were all loaded onto what looked like a service elevator—the kind with a big metal door that comes sliding down from above. The guard hit the button for the 9th floor and away we went. When we got off we were taken down a long hallway that was lined on both sides with huge cells filled with more prisoners.

      It was insane. There were so many cells and so many men inside them. The hallway just seemed to go on and on, and I wondered if all eight floors under this one had the same set up. We stopped in front of a cell toward the end of the hallway, and as we stood outside waiting for the door to be opened I could see that there was some kind of commotion going on inside.

      It was hard to tell exactly what was happening because there was a huge crowd gathered around in a circle. Every few seconds one of the men would move and I could see that someone was tied down to a table right in the center. I could only catch an occasional glimpse of what was going on, but it looked like the guy on the table was being fucked on both ends. And it looked like the circle around him were other prisoners lined up, waiting for their turn to use him.

      “All right, everybody get up against the bars.” The guard who had brought us over was stopping in front of each of us one at a time as he removed the handcuffs, then he checked a clip board against the plastic band on our wrists. I realized that was what had been put on me when I got here, but I had no idea what it was for. “As I uncuff your ankles you can go ahead and enter the cell.”

      The line started moving, and one by one the men in front of me were unlocked from the chain and put into the cell. I couldn’t help but watch what was going on in there, and as I got closer to the door something caught my attention. It was a tattoo on the arm of the guy who was tied down to the table. The one who was being used by everyone in the cell.

      It didn’t seem possible, but the tattoo looked exactly like one Lane had. I was with him when he designed it and got it eight years ago, and it was just about the coolest thing my sixteen-year-old brain had ever seen. Pretty unique too. It was an intricate cuff made up of middle eastern motifs that curled and swirled around each other, and it was really hypnotic. I supposed it was possible that someone else got the same tattoo, but it seemed pretty unlikely to me.

      I couldn’t imagine it was Lane, though. I hadn’t seen him in so long. Not since he’d been ripped away from our apartment in the middle of the night. It all happened so fast, but I remember every second like it was yesterday. The cops busted in, firing their guns like maniacs. Lane pushed us under the bed. From there I watched them grab and cuff him, then take him out the front door as he yelled and screamed, telling all of the cops to fuck right off while he tried to twist out from their grasp. That’s the last I saw of my best friend in the whole world. As far as I’d heard, there wasn’t even a trial.

      Just as the cuffs were removed from my ankles and I was pushed forward into the cell, the dude who’d been fucking the mouth of the guy on the table came and stepped aside. He was laughing as the guy coughed and gasped for air. I stared at the top of the guy’s head as cum dripped down onto the floor below him, then when he looked up I just about lost my mind. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. The guy who was tied down to the table was Lane.

      “Lane?!” I yelled. “Lane!” I was pretty sure he couldn’t hear me over all the commotion, but I kept yelling anyway. “Lane! Holy shit! What are you doing here?!”

      “You know this guy?” The guard who had just unchained me was standing right next to me.

      “Yeah, I know him. He’s my brother.”

      “Like, for real brother? Or ‘bro’ brother?”

      I looked at the guard in disbelief. “He’s my friend, okay! My best friend! What the fuck does that even matter to you?!”

      The guard looked at Lane, then back at me, and laughed. “Well, I had to ask. The two of you actually look related.” He grabbed me by the arm. “I think this guy’s next,” he said as he pushed me forward until I was standing right in front of Lane’s face. His ass was still getting plowed from behind, but when his eyes rolled up I could tell he saw me.

      “Lane, holy shit,” I said as I stared down into his bloodshot eyes. I couldn’t believe they were doing this to him.

      When we were younger he took a bunch of us under his wing. He was older than a lot of the kids who lived on the streets. Kids who’s parents had either died or had kicked them out of the house because they couldn’t deal with raising them anymore, or just plain couldn’t afford them. Lane said he couldn’t stand the thought of any of us being without a father figure, so he decided that’s what he would be.

      He told us we were all brothers, that we were a family, even though none of us were related by blood. We all took his last name because we really did feel like a family, and that we belonged together. It wasn’t legal or anything, but that didn’t matter since everything me and Lane and Josh and Jonathan did seemed to be wrong somehow. Just our existence felt like goddamned crime most of the time.

      But no matter what happened with our little group Lane always stood up to anyone who tried to fuck with us, and he promised he would always take care of us. I’d been with him since I was pretty young, maybe eleven or twelve, and I always looked up to him. But the thing was, as I got older, I didn’t want to be Lane … I wanted to be with him. I never told him that, though. I never told anyone. It was just a little dream I had that I used to make myself feel better during really dark times. And times had been dark for years.

      Now Lane was here in this strange prison. Not only that, he was right in front of me tied down to a table. I could tell he saw me, but he didn’t say anything. After I said his name he just looked back down at the ground, like he was humiliated for me to see him like this.

      I felt something touch me from behind and realized the guard was reaching around my waist, unzipping my pants and pulling them down. I gripped his arm with my hands to stop him. “What are you doing?” I asked, looking behind me.

      “Just having a little fun,” he said as he took my cock out of my pants. “Hands down at your sides,” he said, then started jerking me off. I was horrified by what was going on in that cell, but my sub reflexes kicked in, and within a couple minutes I was hard.

      I was completely in shock and didn’t know what to say. But I was pretty sure there was nothing I could do to stop the guard. There were too many men around me. Other guards and prisoners who I knew could take me out within seconds. Besides, I was so use to being told what to do in prison I just fell right into that same damned pattern.

      When my cock was fully erect the guard slid it into Lane’s mouth, then pushed me forward. I tried to lean back, but the guard kept shoving me and poking at me from behind until I was all the way in. My cock had completely disappeared inside Lane’s mouth and I was deep-throating him. I pulled back until just the head was in his mouth, then stood there for a moment. I didn’t know what to do. I was so confused and freaked out. I didn’t want it to be this way. In all the times I’d fantasized about fucking Lane it was never like this.

      I felt the guard push my hips from behind. “Go on, fuck your brother!” he said with a laugh. “Fuck him right in the face!”

      I felt horrible for Lane. I knew this was probably killing him, being surrounded by a bunch of prisoners who were laughing and cheering as he was being plowed on both ends. Not to mention having my cock down his throat. I knew it was probably incredibly humiliating for him.

      But there was nothing I could do. I had no choice but to move my cock in and out, slowly at first, then picking up speed. I didn’t have to close my eyes this time because I could see him right in front of me, plain as day. And as much as I hated myself for enjoying this moment, I stared in awe at Lane—at his long eyelashes, and his rosy cheeks, and his pink lips that were wrapped around my shaft. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from him as I pumped myself in and out of his mouth until I came down his throat.
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