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Submitting To My Black Master

 


I sat on the top bunk, hugging my knees to my chest.
I’ve been in prison
for less than two hours and already I was so terrified I was almost
shitting myself. I hadn’t met my cellmate yet — didn’t even know
the guy’s name — and I just hoped and prayed I picked the empty
bunk. The bottom one looked a little ruffled, like someone had sat
on it for a bit.

I watched in wide-eyed terror as other inmates, clad in
orange like me, wandered past my cell door. The range was open for the afternoon,
allowing people to go out to the yard or to the library or whatever
else it was people “inside” did in their free time. Each person
that walked past looked into the cell and made eye contact with me.
Every single one of them looked like they pitied me.

What the hell did they know that I didn’t?

An older man, maybe in his fifties, actually paused when he
saw me, rather than walking past with that same look of
pity. He
looked up and down the range, chewing his lip, then he came
in.

Was this my cellmate? He didn’t look so bad — I could handle this. I
would be okay if he was my cellmate. But, then, why were people
looking at me with pity?

“Hey,” he said. He had his hands in his pockets and a slight
slouch to his shoulders — he looked completely non-threatening.
Even his voice sounded kind.

“Hi.”

“My name’s John,” he said. He held out his hand.

I finally let go of my knees and took his hand, giving it a
shake. “Adam.”

“What’re you in for?”

I’d
rehearsed this — I knew I had to sound strong and confident if I
was going to survive a year in here. “Drug trafficking,” I said.
Truth was that I had been caught with a small amount of drugs just
after buying them — strictly for my own use at a party later that
night. The judge, though, wanted to make an example of me — whereas
others in my situation often got fines or community service, she
had thrown me in prison for a year.

I’d
been warned not to sound like a pussy, otherwise I’d be everyone’s
bitch. That was the advice of my uncle — he’d served six years in
prison for manslaughter. When he heard about me, he sat me down and
talked me through everything to expect inside.

“And you?” I asked. “What are you in for?”

“Embezzlement. I was the accountant for an auto parts
manufacturer and helped myself to some of the company money,” he
said. I sensed no shame in his voice, but I didn’t hear any pride,
either.

I wondered if John wanted to fuck me. My uncle had warned me about
that, that there might be someone who wanted to rape my ass. He
hadn’t said if I should allow it or not — but he did say that some
people will offer protection if I put out for them, whereas others
might just rape me and pass me around the range to all the other
guys.

“Are you ... are you my cellmate?” I finally
asked.

His eyes flared open, like he was terrified of
something. “No,” he said. He glanced over his shoulder; we were still
alone. “No, I’m not. Your cellmate is, uh ... his name is Tyrone.”
He said the man’s name like it was cursed or something.

I felt a shudder of fear tremble through my body.
I was scared enough
already; I didn’t need to know that my cellmate was someone who
struck fear in the hearts of others.

He eyed me, examining and assessing me. “You’re a young, skinny thing,
aren’t you?”

Why did that
make me even more terrified?

“I’m nineteen.” I didn’t respond to the “skinny” part.
Anybody could see I barely weighed one-fifty. But I had to know
more about my cellmate. “What’s Tyrone like?”

John’s eyes widened again, looking like we were talking about
the devil himself. “Tyrone is, well, he’s the toughest guy here.
And he, uh, he likes skinny young guys like yourself. He goes
through them rather quickly.”

“Go-goes through them?”

And there was that look of pity that I saw in everyone
else. “His
cellmates usually don’t last more than a couple weeks before they
get sent to the hospital and then transferred to a different
range.”

“The-the hospital? For what?” I had horrific visions of
being beaten to a bloody pulp, of having an arm ripped off, or of
having my face bashed in.

“Anal trauma.”

Those two words echoed through my head. Anal trauma.

I’d
never taken a cock before — I had no attraction to men whatsoever.
But when my uncle told me this might happen in here, I’d started
fingering myself while I was out on bail. It had been painful at
first — excruciatingly painful — but I had managed to get a finger
up there, then two, and, on a good day, three. Although it hurt,
and I thought of it as torture, I just kept doing it because my
uncle said I’d probably be fucked. I wanted to make sure I was
ready. Weirdly, I found it got easier every time. Hell, the last
time I did it I actually enjoyed it a tiny bit. But, no matter how
much I might have enjoyed it, John’s words terrified me.

“Anal trauma?” I finally said, repeating his words like they
were my death sentence.

He nodded, sadly. “Are you gay, son?”

I shook my
head.

“My only advice, if you don’t mind me saying so, is to just
accept it. Tyrone will do it no matter what you say. He always
does.” His eyes looked sad. “Maybe you’ll be one of the lucky
ones.”

“John!” a harsh, gruff voice shouted. “Get the fuck out of
here!”

I looked behind John to find a tall, muscular black
man. He had
tight cornrows running over his head, leading to tight braids that
hung to his shoulders. Dark tattoos lined his arms and crawled up
his neck. And on his face was the ugliest scowl I’d ever seen.
Tyrone.

My heart felt
like it stopped beating, like this glare from Tyrone was enough to
kill me on the spot.

John gave me a quick look of pity, then turned and hurried
out of the cell, squeezing past Tyrone’s hulking form.

Tyrone approached me. He was easily six and a half feet and well over
two hundred pounds — and all of it was pure muscle. I could smell
his body odour and could see rivulets of sweat running over his
body; he must have been working out. He raised a hand and I
flinched, expecting to be hit. Instead, he gripped my chin, moving
my head from side to side, like he was examining an
animal.

“You’re a pretty one,” he said.

I felt
like I’d been doused with ice water — I shivered in fear and felt a
wave of icy coldness rush through my veins. Of all the cellmates, I
had to get the one that likes to fuck men until they need to go to
the hospital. Didn’t the guards know this was happening? How could
they not? They probably just didn’t care.

“Are you scared?” Tyrone asked in response to my
shiver.

“No,” I lied.

“You should be.”

Another
shudder ran through my body. I knew what I had to do to survive — I
had to let Tyrone fuck me. To resist would make it more painful and
I knew he would just get what he wanted anyway, but to give in
would still be painful, just maybe not “anal trauma” painful. I’d
do anything to not end up in the hospital like the
others.

A harsh
buzzer cut through the air. I flinched and looked out the door of
our cell.

“What was that?” I asked, almost breathless, almost
gasping.

“Lock-up. It’s bedtime, boy.”

Five
minutes later, the cell door slid shut and the heavy clunk of the
lock sounded like a gunshot, echoing in the brick and stone room.
Tyrone smiled at me, his white teeth looking sinister, and then sat
down on the bed beneath me.

I laid
down on the bed and looked up at the ceiling. Would I make it
through the night? Or was he waiting until I got comfortable and
then pounce on me in a few days?

A heavy
set of footsteps echoed up the range, coming our way. I looked at
the cell door and saw a portly guard walk by, looking in our cell
to ensure Tyrone and I were both inside. I made eye contact with
the guard and he gave me a look of pity, a look that told me he
knew I wouldn’t last long, and then he continued on, checking the
rest of the cells. Ten minutes later, the lights went out in all
the cells, leaving only a dim illumination from the
corridor.

My heart
pounded in my chest and I knew my eyes were bug-eyed. I tried to
still my breathing to calm my entire body, so that I could listen
for any movements below me. Would he do it tonight? After what felt
like half an hour of total silence and stillness, my heart calmed
and my eyes drifted closed. Maybe I would be okay.

Then I
heard the rustle of fabric from the bed beneath me. I strained to
hear any further sounds, but it was silent. Okay, he just rolled
over.

I jerked and
gasped when a hand landed over my mouth.

“Don’t scream, white boy.” Tyrone’s voice was low and harsh
in my ear. “Now get on your fuckin’ knees.”

He
released his hand from my face and I didn’t scream — I was too
terrified to do so. I shuffled to the edge of the bunk and hopped
down, but in my nervousness, I stumbled and fell to my knees in
front of him. Something heavy and warm slapped my
forehead.

Oh, God,
it was his cock. And it was fucking huge!

I could
just barely see it in the low light, the dark skin glistening; his
pants and underwear were bunched at his ankles. My heart fluttered,
but I couldn’t tell if it was still fear or if it was something
else. I reached up and took his cock in my hand — it was so thick,
I could barely wrap my fingers around it. He was hard — rock hard —
and I could feel his dick pulsing.

Tyrone
batted my hand off. “Don’t fuckin’ play with it, faggot. Suck it,”
he hissed.

I opened
my mouth and slowly brought my lips to the tip of his cock. I
couldn’t do it ... I couldn’t. I knew this might happen and I’d
done my best to prepare myself for it — but right here, right now,
I couldn’t suck Tyrone’s cock.

Suddenly, he grabbed the back of my head and slammed his
cock into my face. It pushed through my lips, slid up my tongue,
and stabbed against the back of my throat. I coughed violently, but
he held my face firm against him and his dick muffled my cough. My
jaw already ached from being stretched so wide and I really only
had maybe half his length in my mouth.

And I
realized I wasn’t revolted. This was ... this was actually kind of
hot. I moved my tongue, massaging it against his shaft, tasting his
sweat, feeling the soft skin of his hard dick. I reached down and
massaged my own dick — finding it already rock hard — beneath my
clothes.

Tyrone
pulled his hips back, dragging his cock out of my mouth, and I
suddenly felt empty, like his cock belonged in me or something, and
then he slammed it into my mouth again. I held back from coughing
more. He fucked my face, his cock pistoning in and out of my
mouth.

A new,
sweet taste hit my tongue — Tyrone’s cock was leaking precum — and
it tasted so damn delicious. I’d tasted my own precum and cum
before and never liked it, but I could drink Tyrone’s sweet nectar
all day.

I moaned in
pleasure, the sound filling the confined space of our cell.

Tyrone gripped me close again, shoving his cock halfway
down my gullet, then pinched my nose closed. I couldn’t breathe
— fuck I couldn’t breathe. I struggled, tried to push his hands
off me, tried to back away from him, but his grip on my skull and
nose were too solid. My lungs screamed for air and I felt myself
start to get lightheaded.

Seconds
before I was sure I’d pass out, Tyrone let go of my nose and pulled
his cock out of my mouth. I sucked in air, taking heaving
breaths.

Tyrone
squatted down next to me and whispered harshly in my ear. “Make
another sound and I’ll fuckin’ ice you, bitch. Get me?”

I was
still sucking in air and couldn’t respond. Tyrone slapped me across
the face, my cheek stinging from the impact.

“Got it, cocksucker?”

I nodded.

“Good. Lose your pants.”

A chill of fear ran through me. I knew what was coming next
— he’d stick it in my ass and ride me until he blows his load.
John’s words from earlier still rung in my ears,
anal
trauma. I’d
done some research on anal sex before coming here, just in case. If
I were relaxed and wanting this, then it would be less painful. If
I were to fight it, then it would hurt like a motherfucker and had
a higher risk of damage. Anal trauma echoed through my mind again. I had to want this.
I had to be eager for the joy of anal sex.

And I
began to feel a heat, a warmth emanating from my groin and
spreading upward, combating the chill of fear. I think ... I think
deep down inside, part of me really did want this. I could do this.
I could survive this. Hell, I might even enjoy this.

Before
Tyrone could slap me again for not obeying him, I stood up and
shoved my pants and briefs down to the floor and stepped out of
them. Tyrone shoved me forward and my shins hit his mattress,
making me fall forward with my ass in the air, pointed at
him.

I knew
enough from my research — and maybe the couple gay vids I watched —
that Tyrone would prep my ass, maybe finger it or rim it or
something, so that I’d be nice and loose for his cock. He’d have to
work a long time to make me loose enough for the monster he had
hanging between his legs.

Tyrone
wrapped my dirty briefs around my face, sliding them down so they
slipped between my lips and made a gag. He gripped the sides of my
briefs tight behind my head, making it impossible to spit my
disgusting briefs out or even move my head.

I heard Tyrone spit and then heard the slick sounds of him
stroking his cock with it. My eyes widened and fear pumped through
me. He wasn’t going to prep my hole. Fuck. He was going to just shove it in.

The head
of his cock pressed against the tight knot of my hole. My fear was
making me tighten up; I needed to get loose. Pain flared as he
started to press forward, pushing through the knot. If I didn’t
open up for him, I’d be the next anal trauma patient by
morning.

I grit
my teeth against the pain and closed my eyes. I’d seen enough to
know it could be immensely pleasurable. Some guys got off on
getting fucked — not needing to touch their own cocks or anything.
I tried to focus on that, on the pleasure and joy that could come
from this.

I wanted this. I wanted this. I wanted his cock in me. I wanted him to
fill me with cum.

My hole
loosened up a little, allowing him to slide in a bit. It felt like
he’d shoved his whole cock in with how intense the friction was,
but I felt his thighs against my knees, so I knew he was still
standing quite far back. He maybe had only the head in.

The
tight ring in my ass was still locking him out. I’d encountered
that ring when I’d tried fingering myself. If I didn’t loosen up
and he pushed past it, I’d be in for a world of pain.

I
focused again on how much I wanted this, on how much I needed to be
a cockslut. I felt my ass loosen a bit, softening under the
pressure of Tyrone’s enormous spit-slicked cock. He leaned against
me, pushing himself harder against my ass, and it felt like
something was tearing in me. I grit my teeth, my dirty briefs still
in my mouth as a gag, and let out a low grunt, barely managing to
hold back from a scream of pain.

When his
mushroom head popped past the tight ring, he paused and my tense
jaw loosened enough for me to take a few gasping breaths. In that
moment, I tried to take stock of my body. My ass hurt like hell,
but it would be okay — I don’t think there was any actual damage.
Sweat poured off my body, dripping down to Tyrone’s bed. And my
cock ... my cock was consistently hard throughout this whole thing
and had even started throbbing. Some part of me, at least, was
enjoying this.

Tyrone
tied my briefs around my head so that he could use both hands to
grip my hips. Those meaty hands wrapped around me, dominating me,
and I submitted to them willingly. I felt an unexpected rush of
sexual satisfaction knowing I was being taken care of by this
powerful black man.

Then he
shoved his hips forward, stuffing his huge cock in me. I collapsed
on the bed and he didn’t stop — he kept pushing forward and his
cock plunged into me. God, it fucking hurt, but it was so fucking
amazing. When it felt like his cock was halfway up to my gut and I
felt so full — so fucking fuller than I’ve ever felt — his pelvis
lay flat against my ass.
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