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The heavy metal doors clanged shut behind me, signaling the beginning of my prison sentence. As I stepped into the dimly lit corridor, my heart raced with a mixture of fear and anticipation. I, Tommy, had heard the stories about what happened to young men like me in places like this. But I had no choice; my freedom had been stripped away, and now I had to navigate this new, harsh reality.

I was led down the corridor by a burly guard, his keys jingling with every step. The sound echoed off the cold, concrete walls, creating an eerie melody. We stopped in front of a cell, and the guard unlocked the door, pushing it open with a creak. "This is your new home, kid," he grunted, his breath smelling of stale coffee. "Make the best of it."

Stepping into the cell, I felt a sense of claustrophobia wash over me. The small, cramped space contained two bunks, a toilet, and a sink. It was barren and uninviting, a stark contrast to the outside world I had left behind. As I turned to face the guard, ready to ask about my cellmate, a deep voice startled me.

"Welcome to hell, pretty boy."

My eyes adjusted to the dim light, and I saw him for the first time. He was sitting on the top bunk, his muscular frame almost too big for the narrow bed. His dark eyes pierced through me, sending a shiver down my spine. This was Aaron, my cellmate, and from the looks of it, my future tormentor.

"I'm Tommy," I managed to stammer, my voice cracking under his intense gaze. "I-I guess we'll be sharing this place."

He smirked, revealing a hint of white teeth. "Yeah, we will. And let me tell you, this place ain't for the faint of heart. You gotta be tough to survive in here, and from the looks of it, you ain't got what it takes."

I felt my face flush with embarrassment. I knew I didn't fit the typical mold of a hardened criminal, but I had no intention of backing down. "I'll manage," I replied, trying to sound braver than I felt.

Aaron laughed, a deep, throaty sound that filled the cell. "We'll see about that. But for now, let's get you settled in." He hopped down from the top bunk with surprising grace and extended a hand.

I hesitantly took it, feeling the warmth of his rough skin against mine. His grip was firm, almost too strong, but I didn't pull away. There was something intriguing about this man, a dangerous allure that both scared and excited me.

"I'll show you the ropes," he whispered, his hot breath tickling my ear. "But first, we gotta make sure you understand the rules."

I nodded, my curiosity piqued. Aaron's eyes glinted with a mischievous spark as he pulled me closer. "Rule number one," he said, his voice low and husky, "is that what happens in this cell stays between us. No snitching, no matter what."

I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry. "I understand," I whispered.

"Good," he replied, his grip tightening around my hand. "Now, rule number two is that I'm in charge. You do as I say, when I say it. Got it?"

My heart was pounding, but I nodded, unable to find my voice. Aaron's dominance was both terrifying and arousing, a sensation I had never experienced before.

With a swift motion, he pushed me against the wall, his body pressing against mine. I could feel his hardness through our clothes, and my breath quickened. "Rule number three," he growled, his lips brushing against my ear, "is that you're mine. Every inch of you belongs to me, and I'll mark you as such."

His words sent a jolt of desire through my body. I was both scared and excited, a strange cocktail of emotions I couldn't comprehend. Aaron's hand traveled down my chest, his touch electric. He cupped my crotch, and I gasped, feeling my erection throbbing against his palm.

"You like that, don't you?" he whispered, his breath hot on my neck. "You want me to claim what's mine."

I couldn't speak, my body betraying my desire. Aaron's fingers worked their way into my pants, and he freed my throbbing cock, stroking it with purpose. I moaned, my head falling back against the wall. His touch was rough yet skillful, and I couldn't deny the pleasure coursing through me.

"That's it, pretty boy," he growled. "Let me hear you."

I bit my lip, trying to stifle the sounds of pleasure, but Aaron had other plans. He reached for a bandana from his bunk, quickly fashioning it into a makeshift gag. Before I could protest, he had it wrapped around my mouth, silencing my cries.

"Don't want you making too much noise," he said, his eyes dark with desire. "Not yet, anyway."

With my mouth bound, he pushed me towards the lower bunk, his strong hands guiding me. I felt vulnerable, at his mercy, but a part of me relished the surrender. Aaron positioned me on the edge of the bed, my legs hanging off, and then he knelt between them.

His hands explored my body, tracing my muscles, and igniting a fire within me. He kissed and nibbled my neck, leaving a trail of wet kisses down my chest. I squirmed, desperate for more, but he took his time, teasing me with every touch.

With deliberate slowness, he pulled my pants down, exposing my nakedness. I felt exposed, but Aaron's gaze burned with desire, making me feel powerful. He ran his fingers along my inner thighs, inching closer to my aching hole with each stroke.

"Please," I managed to mumble through the gag, pleading for him to take me.

Aaron smirked, his eyes full of mischief. "Oh, I will, pretty boy. But first, I want to taste you."

With that, he leaned forward and began to lick and suck my sensitive nipples, sending waves of pleasure through my body. His tongue teased and tormented, driving me wild. I bucked my hips, seeking more contact, but he held me down, his strong hands pinning me in place.

He continued his exploration, trailing kisses down my stomach, until his face was level with my throbbing erection. I could feel his hot breath against my skin, and I yearned for his touch. Aaron's hands gripped my hips, holding me steady as he leaned forward and took me into his mouth.

The sensation was electric. His lips and tongue worked in perfect harmony, sucking and stroking with expert precision. I tried to thrust my hips, but he held me firmly, controlling the pace. I moaned into the gag, my body trembling with pleasure.

Aaron's mouth left my cock, and he looked up at me, his eyes wild with desire. "You taste so good," he whispered, his breath hot on my sensitive skin. "But I want to taste all of you."

With that, he positioned himself behind me, his strong hands spreading my cheeks. I felt exposed and vulnerable, but the anticipation was exhilarating. Aaron's tongue darted out, teasing my hole, sending shivers down my spine.

He rimmed me with skill, his tongue dancing and flicking, driving me to the brink of madness. I squirmed, desperate for release, but he held me firmly, his hands now gripping my hips. I could feel his erection pressing against my thighs, a constant reminder of his desire.

"Please," I begged, the gag muffling my words. "I need you."

Aaron chuckled, the sound vibrating against my skin. "Oh, you'll have me, pretty boy. But first, I want to feel you clench around my tongue."

He plunged his tongue deep inside me, and I cried out, the sensation overwhelming. He worked me with abandon, his tongue thrusting and twisting, driving me closer to the edge. I was lost in a haze of pleasure, my body surrendering to his skilled touch.

As I teetered on the precipice of orgasm, Aaron pulled away, leaving me breathless and desperate. He quickly removed the gag, and I gasped for air, my chest heaving.

"Now," he growled, his voice hoarse with desire, "it's time to mark you as mine."

I barely had time to process his words before he positioned himself at my entrance, his thick, veined cock pressing against my hole. With a single, powerful thrust, he claimed me, filling me with a mixture of pleasure and pain.

I cried out, my body adjusting to his size. Aaron held still, giving me a moment to acclimate to his invasion. I could feel his heart pounding against my back, his breath hot on my neck.

"You okay, pretty boy?" he whispered, his voice gruff.

I nodded, my hands gripping the sheets beneath me. "Keep going," I pleaded.

Aaron began to move, his hips thrusting in a steady rhythm. He fucked me with purpose, his cock hitting all the right spots. I moaned, my body responding to his every stroke. He reached around, stroking my neglected cock in time with his thrusts, driving me closer to the edge.

"That's it, come for me," he growled, his voice raw.

I couldn't hold back any longer. With a final, powerful thrust, I climaxed, my release coating our bodies. Aaron followed soon after, his hot seed filling me, marking me as his own.

As our breathing slowed, he collapsed onto my back, his chest heaving against mine. I could feel his heart racing, a mirror to my own. We lay there, entangled in each other, our bodies glistening with sweat.

"Welcome to prison life, Tommy," he whispered, his lips brushing my ear. "From now on, we stick together. You and me against the world."

I smiled, feeling a sense of safety and excitement I never knew existed. This was just the beginning, and I couldn't wait to see what else this forbidden romance had in store.
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