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My first week
in prison was now over and it wasn’t as terrifying and dangerous as
I had thought it would be. But then, I had the protection of
Tyrone.

The cell was
still dark — it was morning, but still an hour or so before any
lights would turn on or anyone else would wake up. Tyrone’s massive
chest laid bare against my back — skin against skin — as he
breathed deep and regular. He had his muscular arm draped over me,
his hand dangling against my tight abdomen. And his bulge,
contained merely by a tight pair of briefs, pressed against my ass
crack. I was totally and completely naked, because Tyrone had
ordered me to strip each and every night.

My hole itched
as his bulge brushed against it, begging to be stuffed once again.
This was a new thing to me, this desire to get fucked — I hadn’t
known I had a secret craving for cock until I got in here and had
to submit to Tyrone. And he was big — long and thick. My uncle had
warned me this might happen, that I might have to put out to stay
safe, so I had fingered myself relentlessly in my days leading up
to my prison sentence. But no amount of preparation had readied my
hole for Tyrone’s massive meat.

And my uncle
didn’t tell me I might like it. He made it sound like getting
fucked was torture — but to me it was heaven. Tyrone and I fucked
every morning and every night — and we’d fucked a few random times,
too. Although ... it wasn’t so much “we fucked” as it was “Tyrone
had his way with me.” And although I enjoyed it, it’s not like I
had agreed to this ... this arrangement. Tyrone was my cellmate and
he was known for using his cellmates until they needed to be
hospitalized for anal trauma. I was apparently the first to survive
longer than a few days, not needing emergency ass care. There was
supposedly something different about me; I’ve heard the guys
whisper behind my back that I must be a power bottom or
something.

I don’t know
where the feeling came from, but as I lay there with Tyrone’s heavy
arm over me, I began to feel resentful. Here I was just entering
into the prime of my gay sex life and I had submitted to Tyrone, my
master. I’d seen the guys in the showers, seen the meat they had
swinging between their legs ... and this cock-slut inside of me
that Tyrone had awakened ... I wanted to taste all of the men in
the shower, suck them off and then have them shove their shafts up
my ass.

But I couldn’t
explore. Tyrone wouldn’t let me. He’d claimed me as his, without
even having to say the words, and there was no escaping this. I’d
submitted willingly, yes, but now I was wondering if I had gotten
into something before I was ready.

I wanted to
explore, to be the cock-slut I was meant to be, but I was tied down
in this master/submissive relationship that Tyrone had more or less
forced upon me. There were benefits, sure, but were they worth the
cost of sexual exclusivity? Prison was a dangerous place — I
totally understood that — but surely I could manage on my own.
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