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Master and I had been through so much together in my short
time in prison with him. Last week’s attempt by his rival to rape me and
keep me still had me trembling in fear at night, but Master seemed
to sense when it was bothering me, because he would always stroke
my arm to both warm me and calm me down.

That was the other big change. Master loved me, I knew. He
showed me much more affection and intimacy than a Master would
normally show a sub. And I gathered it was much more affection and
intimacy than Master had ever shown anyone before. While this was
turning into my first gay relationship, I got the sense that this
was Master’s
first, too. Given that I was his first cell mate to
not
be promptly rushed
to the infirmary, suffering from anal trauma, it was clear to me
that I was the only guy who had gotten close enough to him for a
long enough time for these feelings to even begin to
develop.

My thoughts
were interrupted as I finally reached the counter in the cafeteria.
I was handed a small metal tray, preloaded with unappetizing food.
I turned from the counter and carried my tray over to the table
where Master and I usually sat. I spotted him from across the room
and he smiled at me, that smile instantly sending my heart
racing.

As I got closer, I saw who Master was talking with. That
was surely the other thing new to Master’s life. John, the kindly older man
who greeted me on my first day and quickly become a friend of mine,
also became a friend of Master. He wasn’t Master’s normal type of
friend, given that he wasn’t in a gang or constantly making threats
of violence, which made him a positive influence on Master. Even in
my brief time of knowing and submitting to him, I’d seen him mellow
out just a touch.

Thankfully, though, he hadn’t mellowed out when dominating my ass. A
warm glow filled me as I remembered how he had pounded my hole last
night while forcing my face hard into the mattress. My hole itched
to be stretched by his massive cock again. I couldn’t wait until it
was lights-out time at the end of the day, because Master liked to
fuck me brutally hard before bed, to help him fall
asleep.

I reached our table and sat down beside Master
— he slipped his
hand between my legs and gripped my thigh, reminding me that he
owned me. I got a thrill every time he did things like that. John
leaned forward to see me around Master and winked at me; he no
doubt knew where Master’s hand was right now, as Master wasn’t
discreet about it.

“We were just talking about you, kid,” Master said. His
voice was rich and low.

“You were, Sir?”

“You’re gonna be out on probation soon and I’m worried about
you out in the free world. I’ll be out six months after you and I
wanna get even closer to you at that time, but six months is a long
time for you to be alone, without me watching over you.” I heard
genuine worry in Master’s voice, but it was so minimal that I doubt
even John picked up on it. I knew Master better than
anyone.
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