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Solitary Seductions
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The cold, barren walls of my solitary confinement cell had become my only companions for what felt like an eternity. Each day blended into the next, a monotonous cycle of loneliness and despair. I, Michael, had been stripped of my freedom and thrown into this hellhole for a crime I didn't even commit. But little did I know, on this fateful night, my mundane existence was about to take a tantalizing turn.

As the sun dipped below the horizon, casting an eerie orange glow through the tiny window in my cell, I heard the familiar sound of footsteps approaching. It was dinner time, and the guard on duty would soon be delivering my bland, tasteless meal. I sat up on the hard cot, my body aching from the lack of movement and stimulation.

The heavy metal door creaked open, revealing a tall, muscular figure silhouetted against the dimly lit corridor. My heart skipped a beat as I recognized him. It was Officer Ryan, the most handsome and intimidating guard in the entire prison. His chiseled jaw, piercing blue eyes, and broad shoulders sent shivers down my spine every time he came near.

"Evening, inmate," he said, his deep voice echoing in the confined space. "Dinner time. Hope you're hungry."

I nodded, my mouth suddenly dry as I took in his appearance. He was dressed in the standard uniform, but on him, it looked like a second skin, accentuating every muscle and curve. I could smell his masculine scent, a mixture of sweat and some exotic cologne, as he stepped closer.

Ryan placed the tray on the small table, his eyes never leaving mine. There was an unspoken tension between us, a silent understanding that something more was about to happen. I felt my cock stirring in my pants, a rare occurrence in this joyless place.

"You know, Michael," he said, his voice low and husky, "I've been watching you. You're different from the rest. There's a fire burning inside you, even in this godforsaken place."

I swallowed hard, unsure how to respond. Was he flirting with me? My mind raced as I tried to process the situation.

"You want something more, don't you?" he whispered, taking a step closer. "Something to remind you that you're still alive, still a man."

I nodded again, unable to find my voice. The desire in his eyes was mirrored in my own.

"Then let's give you what you crave," he said, his hand reaching for the zipper of his uniform.

With a swift motion, he exposed his broad, muscular chest, adorned with a light dusting of hair that trailed down to his navel. My breath caught in my throat as I gazed upon his chiseled physique.

"Go on, touch me," he urged, his voice thick with desire. "Feel what freedom tastes like."

I hesitantly reached out, my fingers trembling as they made contact with his warm skin. I traced the contours of his pecs, feeling the hardness beneath, and then ventured lower, exploring the ridges of his abs. His muscles flexed under my touch, and he let out a soft groan.

"That's it, boy," he whispered. "You like what you feel?"

I nodded, my face inches from his, and then I leaned in, inhaling the scent of his armpits, a heady mix of sweat and manly musk. It was intoxicating, like tasting freedom itself. I couldn't get enough, so I buried my face in the crook of his arm, my tongue darting out to lick his salty skin.

"Fuck, yeah," he growled, his hands gripping my hair. "Suck on my pits, you little slut. Show me how much you want it."

I obeyed, my mouth working feverishly, sucking and licking his armpits as if they were the sweetest candy. His scent invaded my senses, driving me wild with desire. I could feel his hard cock pressing against my thigh, a thick bulge straining against his pants.

"That's enough, bitch," he said, pulling me away. "Now it's time to worship my real prize."

With that, he freed his massive erection from his pants. My eyes widened at the sight of his thick, veiny shaft, easily eleven inches of throbbing manhood. It stood proudly, glistening with pre-cum at the tip.

"Suck it," he commanded, grabbing my hair and forcing my head down.

I opened my mouth, taking him in as far as I could, my lips sliding down his length. His cock filled my mouth, stretching it to its limits. I gagged slightly, but the sensation only fueled my desire. I sucked and bobbed my head, my tongue swirling around the head, tasting his salty essence.

"Yeah, that's it," he grunted, his hips thrusting gently, fucking my mouth. "You're a natural-born cocksucker, aren't you?"

I moaned around his shaft, my hands reaching up to cup his heavy balls, massaging them gently. He was so big, and I could feel the power he held over me with every inch of his cock.

Ryan's breathing became more labored as I deep-throated him, my nose buried in his pubic hair. He grabbed my hair tighter, controlling the pace, using my mouth for his pleasure. I was his toy, his plaything, and I loved every second of it.

"That's enough," he panted, pulling out of my mouth with a pop. "Now it's time to feel real pleasure, you filthy little prisoner."

He pushed me onto the cot, positioning me on all fours. I felt vulnerable yet excited as he grabbed a bottle of lube from his pocket. With skilled hands, he coated his thick member, making it glisten in the dim light.

"You're gonna take every inch of this," he growled, positioning himself behind me.

I braced myself as I felt the tip of his cock pressing against my tight hole. He pushed slowly, stretching me, filling me with his heat. I gasped as he breached my entrance, inch by inch, until I felt his balls slap against my ass.

"Fuck, you're tight," he grunted, his hands gripping my hips. "But you're gonna take it all."

He began to thrust, his cock sliding in and out of my willing hole. The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of pain and pleasure as he pounded into me. I moaned, my face pressed against the rough blanket, my body trembling with each powerful stroke.

"You like it rough, don't you, inmate?" he panted, his voice hoarse with lust.

"Yes, sir," I managed to reply, my voice hoarse from the cock that had just been down my throat.

Ryan slammed into me harder, his hips meeting my ass with a satisfying smack. I could feel his balls slapping against me with each thrust, his cock hitting my prostate with expert precision. I was lost in a haze of pleasure, my body betraying the strict rules of the prison as I begged for more.

"Please, sir," I pleaded, my voice breaking. "Fuck me harder. Make me forget this place."

He obliged, his hands gripping my hips tightly as he pounded into me with abandon. The sound of our flesh slapping filled the small cell, a primal rhythm that drove us both wild. I felt my cock leaking pre-cum, aching for release, but I knew I had to hold on, to let the guard take his pleasure first.

Ryan's grunts grew louder, his thrusts becoming more erratic as he neared his climax. I could feel his cock swelling inside me, a sign that he was about to unload his seed.

"I'm gonna breed you, you little slut," he growled, his voice strained. "Gonna fill your hole with my cum."

His words sent me over the edge. I came without even touching myself, my orgasm ripping through my body as I cried out in ecstasy. Ryan's cock twitched inside me, and I felt his hot load shooting deep into my bowels, filling me with his essence.

As our hearts pounded and our breathing slowed, Ryan pulled out, his thick cock glistening with a mixture of lube and cum. He looked down at me with a satisfied smirk, his chest heaving.

"That was just the beginning, inmate," he said, zipping up his uniform. "You'll be seeing a lot more of me during your stay here. And I promise, it'll be anything but solitary."

With that, he left me lying on the cot, my body spent and satisfied, my mind reeling from the intense encounter. I knew I had just experienced something forbidden, something that could get us both in serious trouble. But in that moment, I didn't care. I had tasted freedom, and it was more addictive than I could have ever imagined.

Little did I know, this was just the first chapter of a torrid affair that would push the boundaries of prison life and leave me craving more...
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Tattooed Temptations
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I was the go-to guy for tattoos in this hellhole they called a prison. My skills with the needle were renowned among the inmates, and I took pride in my work, creating intricate designs that would forever mark their bodies. Each session was an opportunity for me to unleash my creativity and satisfy my craving for skin art. But little did I know that a new prisoner would walk through my makeshift parlor doors and ignite a desire that went far beyond the realm of ink.

He entered with a confident stride, his muscular frame filling the doorway. I could tell he was new, his skin devoid of the scars and tattoos that adorned most of the hardened criminals here. His bright blue eyes scanned the dimly lit room, eventually settling on me. "You're the artist, right?" he asked, his deep voice sending a shiver down my spine. I nodded, my throat suddenly dry.

"Name's Jake," he introduced himself, extending a hand. I shook it, feeling the calluses on his palm, a clear sign of a man who wasn't afraid of hard labor. "I've heard about your work. Wanted to get myself a little souvenir before I get out of this place."

I gestured for him to take a seat, my mind already buzzing with ideas. "What did you have in mind, Jake?" I asked, my voice steady despite the growing anticipation.

"Something unique. I want it to be my little secret, a reminder of this place," he said, his eyes intense. "I was thinking of a design on my ass. Something that'll make me feel like I own this damn prison."

I raised an eyebrow, intrigued by his request. Most guys went for the usual—skulls, barbed wire, or their gang's insignia. But Jake wanted something different, something personal. "An ass piece, huh? That's a bold choice. Got any specific ideas or should I surprise you?"

A mischievous smile played on his lips. "Surprise me. I trust your skills, and I want something that'll make me feel alive every time I look at it. Something that'll remind me of this moment."

I couldn't help but feel a rush of excitement at his words. The challenge of creating a custom design, combined with the raw desire in his eyes, was intoxicating. "Alright, Jake. Let's get you stripped down and see what we can do."

Jake wasted no time, eagerly removing his shirt and pants, revealing a perfectly sculpted body. His skin was smooth, a blank canvas waiting to be marked. I ran my fingers along his firm buttocks, feeling the warmth of his flesh, and began to sketch my idea directly onto his skin.

As I worked, I felt his body tense beneath my touch. "Relax, Jake. This is just the beginning. I want to make sure the design fits you perfectly." My fingers traced the contours of his cheeks, mapping out the outline of a fierce dragon, its wings spreading across his lower back. I could feel his breath quicken as my fingers brushed against the sensitive skin of his crack.

"Fuck, that feels good," he whispered, his voice hoarse. I smiled, my cock already stirring in my pants. I was getting turned on by the power I held over this man, the way he surrendered to my touch.

"Just wait till I start tattooing," I promised, my voice low. "This is gonna be one hell of a ride."

I prepared my equipment, selecting the finest needles and vibrant inks. As I worked, Jake lay face down, his breath coming in shallow pants, anticipating the first touch of the needle. I positioned myself between his legs, my knees brushing against his thighs, and began to ink the outline of the dragon.

With each pass of the needle, Jake's body trembled. The vibrations of my machine sent waves of pleasure through him, and I could hear his muffled moans as the ink sank into his skin. I worked slowly, deliberately, savoring every moment. The dragon's scales took shape, each one a work of art, and I couldn't resist running my free hand over the freshly tattooed skin, feeling the heat radiating from his body.

"Oh fuck, that's intense," Jake groaned, his voice raw. "Keep going, please. I need more."

His words were like fuel to my fire. I leaned closer, my breath hot against his skin, and continued my work, filling in the details of the dragon's wings. My fingers traced the lines of the tattoo, spreading the ink and stimulating his nerve endings. I could feel his ass clench with each touch, his muscles taut and responsive.
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