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CHAPTER ONE

Peter had owned Rose Bud Computers for five years now. He had named the business Rose Bud because his mom’s name was Rose and his dad’s name was Bud. Peter had been interested in computers from a young age. At the young age of six, he had asked Santa for the newest computer for Christmas. Peter was an only child, and he usually got everything he asked for.

Peter soon taught himself how to write code and was creating his own computer programs and games. Unfortunately for Peter, most of his programs and games were similar to ones already on the market, and he wasn’t able to sell them to make money. It didn’t bother Peter too much because his friends were supportive and would play his games every chance they got. In fact, Peter was able to program cheats for the most popular games he and his friends liked to play. They were soon unbeatable.

Peter was content writing code, but when tragedy struck at the age of 17, Peter had to find a way to support himself and make a living. His parents were tragically killed in a car accident, and unfortunately for Peter, his parents didn’t have any life insurance, and if it hadn’t been for his best friend, Greg’s parents, he would have been homeless.

They agreed to be his guardian and gave him a place to stay for as long as he needed it. When Peter turned 19, he was tired of being poor and was determined to figure out a way to make some easy money. It was Greg who put the idea of opening a computer repair business. They both knew how to write code, knew how to upgrade a computer’s system, and find any malware or spyware on computers. Rather than pay other people to do it, they figured they could do it and charge a minimal amount for it until they got better known.

It wasn’t long before word got around that they were as good as the bigger companies, and they didn’t charge as much. Their clientele grew, and they decided it was time to move out of the basement and into an actual store. The main problem was neither boy had any credit, so no real estate company would even consider talking to them about renting or buying a building. Even though they had a decent amount of money in their joint account, it wasn’t enough.

Peter was playing around with some coding one day and accidentally hacked into someone’s bank account. This person had millions in their account, so Peter figured they wouldn’t miss a hundred thousand. He quickly transferred this money into his personal account. He knew what he was doing was wrong and didn’t want to get Greg in trouble if he was ever found out. Peter continued doing this until he had a nice nest egg built up for their company.

Peter had a building in mind that they could own without having to pay another company rent. He called the real estate company and offered them a cash price for the building. They accepted his offer as he knew they would because the property had been sitting empty for several years, and they were anxious to unload it.

Peter presented the deed to the building to Greg, who couldn’t believe his eyes.

“How?”

“We’ve had a good month, and I gave them an offer they couldn’t refuse.”

“Cool.”

They had their equipment packed and had moved their business out of the damp basement in a few hours. They soon had their company up and going in a matter of days. Now that they had an actual building that people could see and come to, their business grew exponentially. They were soon so busy that they decided to branch out into two separate businesses and hire other employees.

Peter had always made sure that his friend’s name was never associated with the fraudulent money he had used to purchase the building. Yes, his friend was considered as part-owner, but on all the paperwork, he was nothing more than an employee. This way, if anyone ever figured out what Peter had done, Greg wouldn’t get into trouble. Peter made up a fake purchase agreement where it looked like Greg had bought him out of his half of the business to keep Greg’s name in the clear.

Greg’s business was on the other side of town so they could reach more people. Although they were two separate businesses, they stayed in touch daily. Peter had named his business in honor of his dead parents.

Peter and Greg’s companies continued to grow, and they soon had more clientele than they could handle. They knew it was time to open more stores and put their best employees in as managers. Peter and Greg had made a name for themselves. Their businesses grossed them almost a million dollars each year, and they could travel anywhere they wanted any time they wanted. Greg had found a woman to love, and he had recently gotten married. Peter had any woman he wanted, but he never found one that he thought he could live the rest of his life with.

Peter continued working at Rose Bud and was very successful in his endeavors. He was working on a computer when he heard the door open. He looked up to see two men in black suits walking toward him. Deep down, Peter knew who they were and why they were there. He had already written a letter to Greg to tell him what he had done if this day ever happened. Peter quickly logged into his email account and sent this letter to Greg.

Peter slowly stood up and walked to the counter where the two men were standing.

“Hello, can I help you?” It surprised Peter that his voice was so calm.

“Are you Peter Gallagher?”

“Yes.”

“May we see some ID?”

“Sure,” Peter slowly reached into his back pocket and brought out his wallet. He handed the men his driver’s license.

The men looked at the license and handed it back to Peter.

“Thanks. Do you know why we are here?”

“Not really?”

“Well, it has taken us five years to track you down, but we finally figured it out. You were almost perfect at keeping your signature hidden, but in the last few transactions, you got sloppy. We are here to arrest you for bank fraud. You stole quite a bit of money from several people.”

“I don’t have any idea what you are talking about.”

“You didn’t hack into people’s bank accounts about five years ago and steal money out of their accounts?”

“No.”

“You own a few computer repair companies, don’t you?”

“I own one company.”

“You don’t own Greg’s Computers over on Wilshire?”

“Nope. The only business I own is Rose Bud.”

One of the officers made a few notes in a notebook.

Peter heard his email alert go off on his computer and knew that Greg had emailed him back, and he probably had more questions. Peter took a sideways glance at his computer.

“Is there something you need to take care of before we take you in and book you?”

“I need to call my assistant to come in and take care of these computers and get them back to their rightful owners. I suppose you are closing the doors here?”

“They will be. Make sure whomever you call knows they are just to fix what is here now. They can’t take any more computers in to be fixed. The US government now owns this business.”

Peter nodded, made a few calls, kept the information vague, and locked the doors. Brandy had a key to get in, and she knew what to do. Peter went willingly with the officers to be booked.

Peter wasn’t sure what he had expected to happen when this day finally arrived, but it wasn’t anything like he had thought it would be. He was read his rights, handcuffed, and put into a car. He was taken into the basement of the station to be processed. The processing wasn’t what he thought it would be either. Peter figured he would have his mug shot taken, be fingerprinted, and things like that. When these things were done, he was taken into another room, where he was told to take all his clothes off.

Peter looked around at the three officers who were in the room with him. “Um, do you have to watch?”

“It is called a strip search. Did you think you would get to do it in private? Now take your clothes off.”

Peter did as he was told. One of the officers picked up every piece of clothing that he took off and examined them thoroughly. Once Peter was completely naked, one of the officers told him to bend over and grab his ankles.

Peter looked at each officer in turn. “Why?”

“Just do it!” One of the larger officers walked over and gave Peter’s shoulders and push to bend him over.

Peter realized they weren’t joking, and he grabbed his ankles. The same big officer snapped on a pair of gloves and shoved his fingers up Peter’s ass. He was not at all easy, and Peter went up on his toes. Peter gritted his teeth to keep from yelling. He figured if he caused any more problems, things might get a lot worse.

Peter heard laughing behind him and figured this was something this group enjoyed. Peter wasn’t wrong. These three officers loved embarrassing new prisoners. They did whatever they could within specific boundaries.

One of these officers was Clyde. Clyde was married, but he had a big secret. Clyde liked taking new prisoners and turning them into his “special projects.” Clyde knew when he saw Peter that Peter would be his new project. Clyde’s manhood twitched just thinking about all the fun he could have with him.


CHAPTER TWO

Peter was having a very hard time getting used to living inside a prison. Some of the prisoners were nice enough, but you had to watch everyone. If they said they could help you out with something, it usually meant they had an ulterior motive. If you didn’t come across with your end of the bargain, you could expect to get beaten up in the shower, in the yard, or in your cell.

There were also the mean prisoners that didn’t care about anything. They would just attack you in broad daylight no matter who was around or who saw. These prisoners were usually on a specific floor, and they didn’t always get to associate with everyone. They weren’t in solitary confinement or anything, they just had a reputation for being mean, and they were watched closely.

Peter was finishing up in the shower one evening when one of the mean prisoners blocked his exit.

“Where do you think you are going?”

“Back to my cell.”

“Really, I don’t think so. You haven’t paid your dues yet.”

“Dues, what dues?”

“My dues.”

This big prisoner dropped his towel and exposed his huge 12 plus inch manhood. Peter tried his best not to look at it, but he just couldn’t take his eyes off of it.

“Like what you see?”

Peter wrenched his eyes away from this guy’s manhood and swallowed hard. “Um, what?”

The prisoner walked closer to Peter and swung it at Peter. “Go ahead, touch it.”

Peter backed up, “No, thank you.”

“That wasn’t a request. That was a demand.”

The large prisoner reached out and grabbed Peter’s hand. Peter tried to pull away but stopped when he felt pain shoot through his hand. Peter thought the prisoner had just broken a few bones in his hand. Peter didn’t have a choice but to let this huge guy place Peter’s hand on his soft manhood.

The prisoner placed Peter’s hand on his manhood, and he put his hand on top of Peter’s. He began stroking his manhood until it started getting hard.

“Feels nice, doesn’t it?”

Peter shrugged. “I suppose.”

The big prisoner laughed. “Oh, you are going to get to know Big Tom a lot better.”

The prisoner pushed Peter down on his knees and pushed his semi-hard erection toward Peter’s mouth. Peter clamped his mouth shut and gritted his teeth. The prisoner grabbed Peter’s hair and shook his head. Peter felt pain shoot through his head.

“Open your mouth before you make me mad.”

Peter knew he couldn’t fight this prisoner off, so he reluctantly did as he was told. Peter opened his mouth, and the prisoner pushed Big Tom into his mouth. The prisoner held on to Peter’s head and quickly shoved his erection in and out of Peter’s mouth. He shoved Big Tom into Peter’s mouth until Peter began gagging. He held Peter there until Peter started fighting him. He finally pulled his erection back until just the tip was still in Peter’s mouth. Peter hurriedly pulled some air into his lungs before this prisoner pushed Big Tom back into Peter’s mouth. The prisoner quickly set up a rhythm, and it wasn’t long until he shot his load into Peter’s mouth.

“Swallow!”

Peter tried his best to swallow, but it was just too much. He did swallow some of it down but not all of it.

The prisoner pulled his softening manhood out of Peter’s mouth. Peter bent over and vomited into the shower drain. He had never been so humiliated in his entire life. The prisoner bent over so he could talk into Peter’s ear.

“This month’s dues have been paid. I’ll see you next month.”

Peter remained bent over the drain, heaving. The prisoner left, and it wasn’t long before Clyde walked into the shower.

“Hey, Peter, you’ve been in here a long time. Is everything okay?”

Clyde saw Peter bent over the drain dry heaving. He bent down and touched Peter’s back. Peter scooted back against the wall.

“Oh, hey, it’s okay. I’m not going to hurt you. Can you tell me who did this?”

Peter just shook his head. He hadn’t been in prison long, but he knew not to rat out other prisoners. Besides, he didn’t know the guy's name. He knew the name of his penis, but he had no idea what the man’s name was.

It took Peter a few tries to be able to speak. “I don’t know his name; I am not going to be known as a stoolie.”

Clyde looked at Peter’s hand. “We need to have that hand looked at; it’s beginning to swell. Did he do that to you too?”

Peter just shrugged.

“Okay, I got it. Let’s get you dressed and to the infirmary.”

Peter had forgotten about his hand until he tried to use it. Clyde helped dry him off and get him dressed. Peter began to relax around Clyde. For some unknown reason, he felt safe with Clyde.

Clyde wet a washcloth with cold water and wrapped it around Peter’s hand. The coolness actually felt good. Clyde led Peter down the hall to the elevators. Clyde used the two-way radio that was attached to his shirt and told the other guards he had found Peter in the showers and was going to take him to the infirmary for a possible broken hand. Clyde pushed a code into the keypad beside the up and down buttons, and the elevator doors opened.

When they were behind the closed doors of the elevators, Clyde turned to Peter. Clyde put himself between Peter and the camera so the cameras couldn’t see what either man was saying.

“I know you don’t want to get another prisoner in trouble, but this kind of abuse needs to be reported. Did he do anything other than breaking your hand?”

Peter just looked down and blushed. Clyde knew the other prisoner had made Peter suck him off. That’s why Peter was dry heaving in the shower.

“I understand. You don’t have to say anything. You need to find another prisoner and befriend them. It is best if you have a few friends in the shower with you. You won’t get targeted as often if you have other people around you.”

Peter just nodded. Clyde continued talking. “I know you haven’t been here long enough to get to know anybody well enough to make a friend. I know some guys on your cell block, and I’ll be glad to introduce you to them. They are good guys that don’t expect anything in return. You guys will just have each other’s backs.”

Peter nodded. “That sounds good. Thanks.”

“Hey, no problem, not everybody who works in prison is a bad guy. I try my best to help everyone. I’m going to put you in solitaire for a few days for your protection.”

The elevator stopped, and the doors opened. Clyde led Peter down another hall until they got to another gate. The gate buzzed, and the two walked through. Clyde opened a door on the right. Peter saw a doctor and nurse in this room.

“Hey, Clyde, what do we have?”

“I think he broke his hand. He fell in the shower.”

“Fell in the shower. Most of our new ones fall in the shower.”

The doctor unwrapped Peter’s hand, and it was swollen and already bruised. “Yep, it is definitely broken. Let’s get some pictures so we can get it set right.”

Once they got Peter’s hand put into a cast, Clyde led Peter back down the same hall and onto the elevators. This time, Clyde punched the G button on the elevator. Peter wondered where Clyde was taking him.

The elevator doors opened, and all Peter could see was a long row of cell doors. Clyde walked to one of the doors and hit the button on his two-way. “Open cell number 14.”

The doors to the cell clicked open, and Clyde led Peter into the room. It was actually nice for a solitaire confinement room. It was actually furnished better than his normal cell. There was a desk with writing paper and pens, a bunch of books on a shelf above the desk, and what looked like a very nice mattress on the cot.

“Wow, this is nicer than my normal cell.”

“Glad you like it. We will be getting to know each other very well in this room.”

Clyde walked up to Peter and kissed him deeply on the lips. Peter pushed Clyde away.

“You aren’t any better than the prisoner who attacked me in the shower.”

“I know what you are probably thinking about me right now, but you will realize soon enough that I’m not out to hurt you. I’m only going to try and make your life here easier.”

“How can this possibly make my life easier?”

“If the other prisoners see that you have my protection, they will stay away from you.”

“I figured that would make me look like a helpless case and would get picked on worse.”

“Nope, it will actually help you. I know you’ve been through a lot already today, so I’m not going to do anything tonight, but we will begin our friendship tomorrow. Get some rest and take care of that hand.”

Surprisingly to Peter, he did actually sleep well that night. He also realized that being in solitary confinement wasn’t so bad. He could read, write, sleep, or do whatever he wanted to without bothering anybody else or without being bothered by anyone else.

Clyde came into Peter’s cell late the next day. To Peter’s surprise, Clyde was dressed in plain clothes. He wasn’t in his uniform. Peter wasn’t crazy. He knew what Clyde was going to have him do, and he really didn’t feel like he had much choice. If having sex with Clyde would make his life inside easier, then he would do what he had to do.

Clyde sat a picnic basket down on the desk and placed another bag on the floor. Clyde opened the picnic basket. He took out two beers and handed one to Peter. Clyde took out two plates. On these plates were a steak and baked potato.

“How were you able to get these things down here?”

“I’m a guard; I don’t get questioned about things. Eat.”

Peter ate the most delicious steak that he had eaten in a very long time. The beer was wonderfully cold going down his throat. To end the meal, Clyde took out two pieces of cheesecake and a thermos of coffee.

“Wow, that was delicious, Clyde. Thank you.”

“You are welcome.”

Clyde moved over to the cot and sat beside Peter. “There is one more thing I’m going to need you to do for me.”

Peter nodded. “I know you are going to want some sexual favors from me.”

“Oh, it’s a lot more than that.” Clyde opened the bag that he had placed on the floor. He brought out a piece of lacy black lingerie and a pair of heels. “Put this on.”

Clyde stood up and turned his back to Peter. Peter felt completely defeated, but what else could he do? He quickly took off his prison jumpsuit and slid the lacy black lingerie on. He shoved his feet in the heels and was surprised that they fit.

“I’m dressed.”

Clyde slowly turned around and immediately grew hard when he saw Peter standing there in the black lace and heels. Clyde walked over to Peter.

“Wow, you look great in black.”

“Thanks, I guess.”

Clyde kissed Peter deep and hard. To Clyde’s surprise, Peter kissed him back. Clyde broke the kiss and kissed down Peter’s face to his neck. He then moved to Peter’s collarbone and down his chest. Clyde licked each of Peter’s nipples and watched them pucker. Clyde couldn’t resist; he bit each of Peter’s hardened nipples and smiled when Peter sucked his breath in between his teeth.

Clyde kept kissing down Peter’s body until he got to his navel. Clyde dipped his tongue into Peter’s navel and then traveled lower. When Clyde got to Peter’s soft manhood, he paused. He moved the black lace to the side and sucked Peter’s softness into his mouth.

To Peter’s surprise, feeling Clyde’s hot mouth around his soft manhood actually felt great. Peter felt his manhood begin to grow. Peter closed his eyes and tried his best to enjoy what Clyde was doing to him. Clyde put a lot of suction on Peter’s manhood as he slid it in and out of his mouth. Clyde changed his position and was able to swallow Peter’s manhood down his throat. Peter sucked in another breath.

Peter was by no means a virgin, but he hadn’t ever had a blow job that felt this great. It surprised him that his best blow job was coming from another man. Peter started moving his hips back and forth in time with Clyde’s sucking. Peter felt an orgasm building, and he grabbed the back of Clyde’s head. Clyde felt Peter grow bigger in his mouth and be started moving his mouth faster and faster on Peter.

“Clyde, oh, God, yes, please, don’t stop.”

Clyde swallowed Peter’s erection again and put a tremendous amount of suction on it. Peter began shaking and sweating. Peter pulled Clyde’s head closer to him, if that was even possible at this point. Peter’s shaking increased, and suddenly he shot his load down Clyde’s throat. Clyde swallowed every drop that Peter unloaded into his throat.

Clyde held Peter’s softening manhood in his mouth for a few more minutes before he released it. Peter collapsed onto the cot to catch his breath. Clyde didn’t give Peter much of a chance to catch his breath. Clyde leaned over Peter and kissed him. Clyde was careful not to bump Peter’s broken hand. Clyde ran his hand down Peter’s body, stopping to play with his nipples before moving down his stomach and to his softened manhood.

Peter was breathing slow and deep, willing his body not to respond to Clyde’s hand. Clyde rubbed Peter’s softness, lowered his hand to massage his balls, and trailed his fingers down the seam that led to his puckered tightness.

Peter wiggled but knew he was at the mercy of Clyde. Clyde lowered his head and kissed Peter again. He pushed his tongue inside Peter’s mouth and explored every recess. Clyde’s hand kept playing with Peter’s softness while he deepened the kiss.

Peter kept making his body stiffer and stiffer, trying to keep Clyde from touching him. Clyde finally broke the kiss.

“We can do this the hard way or the easy way.”

“Then I guess it’s going to have to be the hard way because I really want you to stop touching me.”

Clyde got up off the bed and walked over to the bag he had brought with him. He rummaged around inside the bag and brought out handcuffs, rope, and a handkerchief. When he got back to the bed, Peter had sat up and scooted up against the wall. He was hugging his knees with his arms making sure to keep his broken hand protected.

Clyde stood above Peter and looked down at him.

“Are you sure you want to do this the hard way?”

Peter just shrugged. Clyde looked at Peter and realized he couldn’t use the handcuffs on him because of the cast. He would have to use the rope. He just hoped he had brought enough. Clyde bent over Peter and quickly secured the rope around Peter’s ankles. He then pulled on the rope and tied it around the foot of the bed.

Peter had to either lie down or get his legs broken. Peter flopped over onto his side.

“Raise your arms above your head.”

Peter just looked at Clyde. Clyde sighed. He reached out and grabbed Peter’s good hand. Clyde tied the rope around Peter’s wrist and pulled it above his head. Clyde then went to Peter’s broken hand and tied the rope around the cast, and pulled it above his head. He then tied both of Peter’s hands together and tied them to the head of the bed. Peter winced in pain as this put pressure on his hurt hand.

Peter wiggled around, trying to get comfortable, but it was no use. He stopped moving and tried to shut off his brain. Clyde once again lay down beside Peter and began kissing him. Clyde didn’t take his time with Peter this time. He pinched Peter’s nipples. Peter sucked in his breath. Clyde’s hand went to Peter’s soft manhood. Clyde was rubbing Peter’s manhood roughly. He squeezed Peter’s balls hard.

“Damn, man, do you have to get so rough!”

Clyde didn’t say anything. He just kept rubbing Peter. Clyde moved off the bed for only a moment. He quickly took his clothes off and then moved back onto the bed. He didn’t lay down beside Peter this time; he instead straddled Peter’s body. Clyde once again sucked Peter’s soft manhood into his mouth. He rolled it around in his mouth. He softly chewed on Peter until he felt life come back into his softness.

Clyde felt his manhood come to life at the same time Peter did. Clyde pushed his hardness down toward Peter’s mouth. Peter turned his head, trying to avoid Clyde’s manhood. Clyde released Peter’s erection with a pop and got off the bed. Clyde grabbed Peter’s hair and held his head still. He pushed his erection against Peter’s mouth. Peter gritted his teeth and kept his mouth firmly shut.

“Open your mouth.”

Peter shook his head no. Clyde pressed his erection harder against Peter’s mouth until Peter tasted blood. Peter’s mouth was beginning to hurt with the pressure Clyde was putting on it. Peter reluctantly opened his mouth and allowed Clyde to put his erection inside.

After what Peter had gone through in the shower, he was not a fan of having another man’s erection shoved into his mouth. Before Peter even thought about what he was doing, he bit down on Clyde’s erection.

Clyde yelled in pain and pulled his erection out of Peter’s mouth. He yanked Peter’s hair and pulled his head up to meet his face.

“You do that again, and you will be sorry. Now open your mouth and be nice.”

Peter swallowed hard, trying to keep from having a panic attack.

“I’m sorry, Clyde. After what….” Peter almost said the inmate’s name that had attacked him in the shower. Peter took a deep breath and continued.

“I’m sorry, I just can’t. Not right now.”

Clyde backed up and nodded. “I get it. It’s fine. We won’t do that right now. We’ll move on to something different.”

Peter frowned. It wasn’t long before Peter realized what Clyde had in mind. Now Peter wasn’t naïve about how men had sex; he just never thought about it actually happening to him. Clyde moved to the foot of the bed and loosened the rope that was tied around Peter’s ankles so that he could bend his knees. Clyde went back to the bag and pulled out a tube of lube.

Without saying anything, Clyde moved in between Peter’s legs. Clyde bent over Peter and began kissing him again. Peter actually kissed Clyde back this time. Clyde moved down Peter’s body until he was at his softness. Clyde gently lifted Peter’s softness and kissed the tip. He swirled his tongue around the tip and then pulled it into his mouth. Clyde chewed and sucked on Peter’s manhood until it began to grow.

Peter sighed deeply when Clyde swallowed his erection down his throat. Clyde began humming, and this shot a different kind of sensation down Peter’s erection. Before Peter could stop himself, he groaned and lifted his hips. Clyde built a steady rhythm of moving Peter’s manhood in and out of his mouth. Clyde began massaging Peter’s balls and ran his fingers down the seam toward Peter’s puckered ass. Peter stiffened for a moment. Clyde kept rubbing Peter’s virgin hole while applying more and more pressure. Peter gasped when the tip of Clyde’s finger popped inside. Clyde eased his finger a bit farther inside and started moving it around in circles.

Peter groaned and lifted his hips. Clyde began moving his finger and mouth to the same rhythm. Peter started shaking and sweating.

“Oh, God, Clyde.”

Peter was thrusting his hips as best he could as his orgasm shook him to his core. Peter threw his head back and let out a long groan while he emptied his load in Clyde’s mouth. Clyde didn’t waste any time. He moved himself up to his knees and positioned his hardness against Peter’s tightness.

“No, Clyde, I can’t, please.”

“Just relax.”

Peter laid his head down but couldn’t relax. Clyde grabbed the lube and put a glob onto the tip of his erection. He rubbed his erection against Peter’s tightness until his ass was shiny with the lube. Clyde placed the tip of his erection against Peter and pushed.

“Peter, this is going to hurt you a lot more than it has to if you don’t relax.”

“I don’t think I can.”

Clyde moved up Peter’s body until he was kissing him again. Peter began relaxing as Clyde kissed him. Clyde moved his body just a bit and was able to push his erection into Peter.

Clyde paused to let Peter get used to the feel of Clyde’s erection inside him. Peter brought his hips up off the bed when Clyde entered him. Clyde moved back onto his knees and pushed his hardness farther into Peter. Clyde moved slowly in and out of Peter.

All Peter could feel at first was nothing but pain.

“Clyde, you have to stop. I can’t take anymore.”

“Give it time. You need to relax a bit more.”

Peter took a deep breath and tried his best to quit thinking about what Clyde was doing and learn how to just feel what was happening. Slowly but surely, Peter began enjoying what Clyde was doing to him. Clyde began stroking Peter’s softened manhood in time, with his erection moving in and out of him. Peter couldn’t believe his body. He felt his manhood getting hard one more time. He had never been able to come more than one time in one day. Clyde had already made him come twice, and he could feel another one building.

Peter thought he must have lost his mind because he soon began begging Clyde to move faster and harder in and out of him. Clyde was happy to oblige. Clyde didn’t stop stroking Peter’s erection while he made love to his hind end. Clyde began sweating.

“Peter, you are about to make me cum.”

“Yes, shoot your hot cum into my ass.”

“Happy to oblige.” Clyde shot his load deep into Peter’s bowels as Peter shot another load across Clyde’s face and his own chest.

Clyde stopped moving until his breathing got back to normal. Peter forgot to breathe for a moment while he was shooting his load everywhere. Peter let his breath out in a whoosh and took in a deep, ragged breath.

Both men lay still until they had learned how to breathe again.


CHAPTER THREE

Clyde finally climbed off Peter and untied the ropes. Clyde rubbed Peter’s arms and legs to stop them from shaking. Clyde lay down beside Peter and pulled a blanket up over the both of them. They were both asleep in only a matter of minutes.

Peter woke up first. For a moment, he had forgotten where he was and what had just happened to him. Peter turned on his side, so he was facing Clyde and just laid there and thought about everything he and Clyde had done together.

Clyde woke up and looked up at Peter. “Hey, how are you feeling?”

“Yeah, I mean, I’ve never. I’ve done that to a willing woman but never once thought about having it done to me. I have to admit that you give a blow job a lot better than any female I have been with.”

“Well, it takes a man to know what a man likes.”

“I guess.”

Clyde allowed the silence to take over the room because he knew Peter needed to take some time to adjust. Peter finally broke the silence.

“I need to ask you a question.”

“Okay.”

“Do you do this to all the new prisoners?”

Clyde smiled at Peter. “No, I just get a feeling about someone and know they need some extra help adjusting to life on the inside. I knew that about you.”

“Okay, so why do you choose to do this to them?”

Peter motioned around the room and to what he was wearing. Clyde wasn’t sure he could answer Peter’s question so that he could understand it, but he was going to try.

“That question is a bit harder to answer. Let me first give you some background about me. I have been happily married for over 30 years. I have two children. The youngest just went to college, and the older one will be getting married next month. The sex life with my wife has been non-existent for a very long time. We went through all the channels of marriage counseling and did everything the therapist told us to do, but nothing helped. Well, that was until I saw something in this prison that turned my life around. I knew the men in prison had sex with each other, but I had never seen it happen. I was doing my nightly rounds when I heard some weird noises coming from a cell. I looked in and saw one of the prisoners sucking the other one. Something inside me woke up. Now don’t get me wrong here; I am by no means gay; I lean more toward being bisexual. Are you bored yet?”

“No.”

“Well, when I got off work, I talked to my wife about what had happened because we had agreed to not keep secrets from each other. She was a bit shocked at first, but when I dove deeper into how it made me feel, it made us both so horny we made love for the first time in years. It was honestly the best sex we had ever had.”

“So, you watched men have sex with other men, go home, tell your wife about it, and then you get to have sex with your wife, too?”

“Yeah, it’s a win-win for everyone.”

“So, when did you decide to start having sex with the prisoners?”

“Oh, about one year ago, there was a guy who was detoxing, and we had to put him down here. I came down to check on him and caught him masturbating. I don’t know why but I just couldn’t leave. He asked me if I got off watching him, and I told him that yes, I did. He surprised me by asking if I wanted to help. So, I played with his balls until he shot his load. From that day on, I would come down, and we would play around with each other. He was actually the one who taught me how to make love to a man.”

“Wow, nobody ever caught you?”

“Nope, none of the other guards like to come down here, so I volunteer. That way, I can have my fun without being interrupted.”

“Sounds like you have a pretty good thing going for you. So, does your wife get to have sex with other people?”

“Yes, if she wants to.”

“Wow, sounds like quite an arrangement.”

“It works for us. I wouldn’t recommend it to everyone.” Clyde reached over and tucked a stray hair behind Peter’s ear. “There really is something special about you. You know, I’ve looked over your file, and I have to say that you got a bum deal. I have a friend who’s a lawyer, and I’m going to have them look at it to see if they can help you out.”

“Wow, Clyde, you would do that for me? You hardly know me.”

“Hey, there’s been a lot of men come through here that were innocent. I have tried my best to help when I can. I’ve helped some of them get acquitted or had their sentences reduced.”

“What is it about my case that makes you think they gave me a bum deal?”

“Well, the first thing is you only stole enough money to buy your first building. You could have stolen a lot more, but you didn’t. This was your first offense, and normally, the DA would cut you a deal, but they didn’t even offer you one. I feel like there is someone else out there who noticed what you did because they were doing it too and caused the feds to find you instead of them. It just all seems too fishy for me.”

“So you think your friend will help me?”

“I can ask. That’s all I can do.”

Before Peter realized what he was doing, he reached out and kissed Clyde. “Thank you. I have felt like I’ve been drowning until right now.”

“Glad I could help. Now, I have to get home. I have the next two days off. Someone will bring you food, but they are just going to slide the tray into the slot. They won’t come into the room.”

Peter nodded. “Have a good time.”

“I always do.”

Clyde did what he promised Peter. He called his friend, and they promised to look into Peter’s case. There was just something about Peter that Clyde couldn’t get out of his mind. What was it about Peter that is so different than all the other prisoners he had made love to? Clyde didn’t know, but he couldn’t wait until he got back to work to be with Peter.

Clyde was getting ready to leave for work when his friend called him. He agreed to meet them at the prison in 30 minutes. When Clyde arrived at the prison, he went straight to the warden’s office. His friend was already waiting for him.

“So, what did you find?”

“Well, I was just telling the warden that Peter was set up. Someone inside the banking system had also been stealing people’s money at the same time Peter was taking the money for his business. They were the ones who found and inserted Peter’s coding signature into the system. They were also the ones who made sure the feds found it. They have been taking money from rich people for more than ten years. The feds were closing in on them, and that’s when they found Peter’s signature and decided to frame him.”

“Wow, so can we get them arrested and Peter out?”

“It isn’t that simple. These things take time. I have to go back to the feds who did the investigating and tell them that they were wrong. They don’t like being told they did something wrong. It’s going to take me some time to convince them otherwise. I have my computer genius working on the system now so I can present them with all the evidence I’ve found. I can’t go in there without any proof of the fraudulent proof.”

“How long do you think it will take?”

“It’s hard to say. One month, six months, maybe a year, or possibly more. These things just take time.”

“Is that the best you can do?”

“Yes, Clyde, it is the best I can do. Give me time and let me do it right, okay?”

Clyde nodded. “Okay, I’m sorry. I hate knowing we have an innocent man in here, especially when he has to be kept in solitary for his safety.”

“I know it’s frustrating.”

Clyde’s friend left, and Clyde went to work. He made his rounds and then went down to see Peter. When he opened Peter’s cell, the sight he saw made his blood run cold. Peter was lying crumpled in a heap in the middle of the floor. Somebody had come in and beat the hell out of him.

“My, God, Peter!”

Clyde ran to Peter’s side. His face was swollen, bloody, and bruised. Clyde bent down to see if he could hear or feel Peter breathing. He felt Peter’s weak breath touch his cheek.

“Oh, thank God, you’re alive.” Clyde hit his two-way radio and called for help. Clyde stood still but was livid. He watched the guard’s faces that came to help carry Peter up to the infirmary.

Peter groaned in pain as the guards picked him up. Once they had Peter safely in the infirmary, Clyde went to the warden.

“How did this happen? Who was assigned to him?”

The warden pulled the schedule. “Um, well, nobody was assigned to him.”

Clyde stood up and paced around the room. He was trying his best not to scream at the warden. He ran his hands through his hair.

“So, Peter went two days without any food or water, but some way, somehow another prisoner was able to get to him and beat him within an inch of his life? I will be filing a formal complaint against you and this prison.”

Clyde made his way to the infirmary to check on Peter. The doctor and nurse were trying their best to wash the blood off of him so they could see how bad his injuries actually were. Clyde wasn’t supposed to use his cell phone while on duty, but he took the time to call his friend and inform them of what had happened. They agreed to drop everything else and begin an investigation into the prison.

Peter had multiple cuts and contusions on his face. Both his arms had been broken. They had cracked three ribs and broken all ten of his fingers. Clyde had seen professional boxers who hadn’t looked this bad after going ten rounds in the ring. Once the doctor had gotten Peter fixed up as best he could, he walked out to talk to Clyde.

“I don’t know who did this to him or what they have against him, but I don’t think they are going to stop until he’s dead.”

“Yeah, I’ve got to get to the bottom of this.”

Peter stayed in the intensive care ward of the hospital for six months. During this time, Clyde did his own investigating into who was behind Peter’s attack. His friend was working their fingers to the bone to get Peter out of prison. Peter had been moved back to solitary to stay until he learned how to use his hands again.

Clyde made sure he saw Peter every day, even on his days off. Clyde had narrowed the suspects down to three people, one of them being a guard. To him, the guard made more sense because they had a key to open the cell.

Clyde always let Peter know it was him on the outside of the door by doing a special knock. Clyde opened the cell door and walked inside. Peter was sitting on the bed doing his hand exercises.

Clyde closed the door behind him, put on the special deadbolt he had installed, and placed a board over the peephole.

“How are you feeling today, Peter?”

“Pretty good; I’m working hard to get the use of my hands back. They are coming along. Wanna see?”

“You know I do.”

Peter reached out and took Clyde’s hand. He squeezed Clyde’s hand. The grip wasn’t that strong, but it was getting better.

“They are coming along pretty well. Hey, my friend called me today. They are going to be making a motion in front of a judge tomorrow. Hopefully, with everything that has happened to you here plus all the other things they’ve found, you might be out of here soon.”

“Yeah, you won’t get upset if I don’t get too excited.”

“Hey, I know it’s a long shot but the fact that you have been attacked here twice, with the last attack being one that almost killed you, you aren’t safe here, so by law, they are going to have to move you someplace; else.”

“Really, that’s a real thing?”

“Sure is.”

Peter smiled brighter than he had smiled in months. To Clyde’s surprise, Peter leaned over and kissed him.

“What was that for?”

“Always believing in me, treating me with respect, even though, well, you know….”

“Hey, it’s the least I could do.”

Clyde sat down on the bed beside Peter. He leaned over and captured Peter’s lips in a fiery kiss. Clyde’s hands went into Peter’s hair, and Clyde pulled Peter closer. Peter’s hands moved up and held Clyde’s face. The two men explored each other’s mouths like it was their first time.

Clyde pulled back from the kiss and looked Peter in the eye. “Are you sure you feel up to fooling around?”

“Yeah, I think so. I just have to be careful with my hands.”

“No problem.”

Clyde helped Peter take his shirt off, being careful with his hands. Peter slowly unbuttoned Clyde’s shirt. His fingers still weren’t the best, and he fumbled a bit with the buttons. Clyde moved his hands up to help Peter. Clyde kissed each one of Peter’s fingers. Peter pushed Clyde backward onto the bed and kissed him deeply. Peter kissed his way down Clyde’s body, stopping only to suck on his nipples.

Peter fumbled a bit with the button on Clyde’s pants, but he got them undone and pulled down Clyde’s legs. Clyde’s erection was straining against his underwear. Peter carefully pulled Clyde’s underwear down, and his erection sprang free. Peter bent his head and licked Clyde’s erection from its base up to the tip. He swirled his tongue around the tip and stuck his tongue into the slit on top.

Clyde sucked in his breath. Peter rolled his eyes up to look at Clyde, and that look alone almost sent Clyde over the edge. Peter placed his mouth around Clyde’s erection and slid it down his throat. Clyde groaned and closed his eyes. Peter soon had a rhythm going that was driving Clyde wild. Clyde’s hands moved down and tangled themselves in Peter’s hair. Clyde began moving his hips in time with Peter’s mouth.

“Peter, oh, God, oh, God, yes….”

Clyde shoved his erection as far back into Peter’s mouth as he could get before he exploded. Peter drank down every drop that Clyde squirted into his mouth. Clyde spent the night with Peter, and the two made love in every position they could imagine.

By the end of the week, Clyde’s friend had gotten Peter’s case acquitted. He was finally a free man after eight months. Clyde’s suspicions about the guard and the prisoners were right. The prisoner that attacked Peter in the shower was blackmailing one of the guards. The prisoner had seen the guard sleeping while on duty and had taken a picture of him. The prisoner made the guard do whatever he wanted him to. When he found out that Clyde was off for two days, he made the guard open Peter’s cell, and he and another prisoner had beat Peter to a pulp.

The guard and the warden lost their jobs. The warden lost his job because he was just found to be incompetent as a warden. The courts added 25 years to the two prisoners’ sentences for attempted premeditated murder. The guard was sentenced to six months in prison and had to do 200 hours of community service.

Peter got his business back, and to his surprise, Brandy had kept their clients happy by working on their computers in her house. It was like he hadn’t been gone for almost a year. It was good to be back at work doing what he loved.


INTERESTED IN MORE?

Did you know that I have over over 60 books on Kindle & Audible, if you’re looking for another exciting read then please consider picking up another of my books, I would really appreciate it x


FREE TEASE

I would like to give you a taster of my other book called “The Sissy’s Dominant Wife”, if you like the preview then please consider picking the full book up

She walked around behind Carl and squatted down behind him. She bit his right butt cheek hard. Carl stiffened but didn’t say anything. He felt his manhood harden in response to her bite. She sucked the skin she had bitten into her mouth and chewed on it. She sucked harder and pulled back until the skin popped out of her mouth. She had left a nice hickey on his ass. She reached between Carl’s legs and felt his erection.

“My, my Carl, you do like it rough.”

Cassandra quickly snapped on a strap-on. This one was bigger than the one she used last week, plus it had a dildo attached so she could pleasure herself as she did Carl. She walked around in front of Carl and lifted his head by pulling his hair.

“Suck my dick.”

Carl looked at the large purple penis Cassandra had strapped on to herself. He swallowed hard. She pushed her large purple penis against Carl’s mouth. Cassandra pressed against Carl’s mouth harder.

“Open your mouth,” Cassandra said through gritted teeth.

Carl closed his eyes and opened his mouth. Cassandra shoved the big purple strap on into Carl’s mouth. She pushed the strap into the back of Carl’s mouth until he gagged.

“Swallow it!”


THE END

Thank you again for purchasing this book, I hope you have enjoyed it!

AUTHOR NAME IS ALICIA CASTELLE.

Could I ask you a favor? If you did enjoy this book, could leave me a review on Amazon? If you search for my name and the title on Amazon you will find it. Thank you so much, it is very much appreciated!

OEBPS/image_rsrcD6.jpg
al ICEASEASIT E] L E






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




