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The following piece of fiction is intended as ADULT entertainment and 
has been posted only to an appropriate group on the Internet. If it is
found in any other place this is not the responsibility of the author.
All characters in this story are fictitious, any similarity to 
persons living or dead is purely coincidental. The author does not
condone or endorse any of the activities detailed in this
story, some of which are dangerous or illegal. He does not condone actual violence against women or men, or non consensual sex. These stories are a sexual fantasy, nothing more.

Synopsis: A simple story of gang rape and submission, set in a male prison.

When you are in the showers in prison you tend to get in and out as fast as possible. Once out of the cubicle you dry yourself very roughly and start trying to get your clothes on. When I saw that the changing room was nearly empty and I was the last I started pulling my pants on over my still wet thighs, desperate to get dressed and out of there. When I heard the door open my heart missed a beat. I kind of knew it would be Frankie without even looking round. His henchman stood guard outside the door, and Frankie opened his towelling gown. I tried to look him in the face, but in the corner of my vision I could see his dark cock hanging over his balls, swinging as he walked towards me. 
"Get on your knees" he said. 
"Please Frankie, I'll pay you off, I swear. Give me another day." 
He replied "On your knees".
I knelt and faced his penis, dangling from his dark knotted hair. He slipped it into my mouth like a flaccid lump of dead meat. It was fat rather than big, and tasted of piss. 
"This isn't payment" he said as I sucked his limp cock into my mouth "this is interest". Slowly he started to harden and swell between my lips. 
"It is my boys who call in the debts. Once you've sucked my dick I'll get them in and give you a foretaste. Just two of them. If you haven't paid up by tomorrow it'll be four of them. The next day will be eight. You get my drift?" 
His penis grew in my mouth, probably more at the thought of his men gang-banging me than what I was doing to him with my inexperienced tongue. He pulled my head back by the hair. His cock sprang out and up against his stomach. 
"Do you understand?" 
I looked up at him. 
"Yes Frankie". 
With a nod he pushed my mouth back down onto his erection. I felt his knob pop out of the end of his foreskin and throb against my tongue. 
"Have you ever had eight men? One after the other? No lubrication? I'm told it hurts. In fact I'm told it's agony". 
He paused and thrust his erection several times into the back of my throat, throbbing at the thought, then he said "Stand up and turn round". He made me stand against the tiled wall, arms and legs spreadeagled, as though I was about to be searched. Then he pulled my wet underpants off my buttocks, put his slippery fat cock between them and forced it slowly up my bottom. 
I must have whimpered with the pain of him going up  because he said "This is nothing, boy. Wait until my men have finished with you". Suddenly I could feel him filling me, moving in my bowels, his breath on my shoulder. "Have you ever been gang-banged boy? All those big men's cocks, one after the other?" He thrust up inside, making me squirm against the wall. "You'll be begging them to stop, but they won't. Afterwards you won't be able to walk, boy,  never mind sit down". He hammered several times into me, I felt him stiffen and grow inside my bottom. "Have you ever sucked cock after it's been up? You will do. You'll taste your own shit on their cocks, one after the other". He jerked spasmodically and came, panting against the back of my neck. 
"Stay there" he said as he pulled his cock backwards out of my ass with a loud plop. I heard him walk away and I stayed standing against the tiled wall. "Your go" I heard him say to the two men outside. "And don't be nice to him". 
They came in and I heard them undoing their trousers. A cock was rammed up my backside, already stiff as a truncheon. The buggering was brutal, and very violent, but could only have lasted fifty seconds before he emptied his testicles into me. I was pushed down to my knees and he stuck his dirty cock into my mouth as the second henchman knelt behind me and stuffed himself up the split crack of my buttocks. The cock in my mouth tasted of a mixture of shit and sperm, and I remember hearing him tell me to clean it. In my backside the second phallus ploughed in and out like a piston, each wrenching thrust making me whimper on the cock in my throat. Suddenly he wedged his length so far up my ass that I felt his balls squash between my bum cheeks, just as they pumped their load up me. I felt the throbbing of his testicles subside between my buttocks and he pulled out. Wordlessly they both zipped up and walked out of the shower room, leaving me on my hands and knees, my underpants down my legs, my asshole on fire, and my throat sticky with the residue of sperm and shit. 
It was my first gang rape. And when they've broken you, you know it isn't going to be the last. Frankie would always find an excuse to punish me if he wanted to. And once word got around the prison that I was a whore then I would never be safe. Prostitution was common place, forced sex and rape more so. As I knelt there, the water still dripping from my body and their sperm moving in my bowels, I knew that those few agonising minutes of anal rape had changed my life forever. Soon any strong man with balls full of spunk would be able to have me, if he was bored of wanking. Most of them though t of their wives and girlfriends whilst fucking ass, but it was my rectum that would take their seed. 
Sure enough the next day I was unable to pay off the debt. And four of Frankie's men paid a visit. They had me one by one on the floor of the shower cubicle. I could see them in a line outside, patiently waiting their turn, cocks hard in their fists. This time none of them came in my ass. Instead, after buggering me, they all ejaculated in my mouth and made me drink it. That way there was no lubrication in my ass between cocks, and the pain was excruciating. The last cock that went into my mouth was covered in blood. My blood. When I had finished licking his shaft clean, he pushed it in and urinated down my throat, making me drink it until my belly swelled up with the volume of his piss. One of them fetched a leather belt, and whilst two held me down to the floor he lashed my wet buttocks and back with it until it was covered in purple weals. It made him hard again, so whilst the others were getting dressed he gave me one last fuck in the ass whilst I wriggled under him, from the pain of his cock, his muscled body rubbing against my bruised back and buttocks. I felt him pump into my bottom before he left me. I lay there on the wet floor of the showers, my body stinging from the beating, with the taste of piss, shit and spunk in my mouth, and I resolved to re-double my efforts to raise the money. 
I took on all the payable jobs in the prison, the ones that no-one else wanted and were prepared to sell on. I ran errands and carried out duties. And in the end I even sold myself to another man for sex. Jimmy in cell 42 had long had his eye on me and I used to be repulsed by it. Now that I had been gang raped I no longer cared, but I did know he would pay for the privilege, even if some men would only take me by force. So on three occasions the two of us had quick fumbling sex in the toilet cubicles, knowing that being caught by the guards would mean a beating and solitary for four weeks. The first time I sucked him off, the next two times I took it up the ass. And whilst I didn’t enjoy it, at least he was gentle, and it didn’t hurt like it had on the shower floor. 
My luck took a turn for the worse when Big Jake was moved in to share my cell. He was known as big because at eighteen stone this ex-wrestler was indeed very big. And from the first night he made his intentions known. Scarcely were the lights out before he pulled me out of my bed, pushed me flat down to the ground, pulled my trousers down and lay on top of me. His cock was small, although perhaps that was just in comparison with the rest of his body. But when all that weight was on top of you he could get it an incredibly long way in, and was strong so he fucked like an animal, crushing all the air out of my body. Virtually every night he climbed on top of me on my bed. I gave up even putting my trousers on, but lay there naked waiting for him. When he climbed on top I just spread my legs as wide as I could, to make it as easy as possible, and just lay there for the five to ten minutes it took for him to fuck himself into coming in my bottom. After a while I was able to switch off and not even think about it. It was part of the daily ritual, just like brushing my teeth and going to the toilet. He never wanted another position, and he never tried putting it in my mouth. He was probably thinking of his wife, not my ass. So I learnt to just lie there and take it, and I too could think about something else.
Finally I raised enough money to pay Frankie off, and I went to his cell. He was sitting in an easy chair, reading. After the usual pleasantries he asked if I had the money and I handed it over. “Well done” he said. “Now if you hadn’t got behind, you could have spared yourself all that trouble”. I nodded, but didn’t want to speak. He undid the belt of his dressing gown and flicked his gown apart. He was wearing nothing underneath it, so I could see his hairy parted thighs, and his dark cock, curled like a warm sleeping animal between his legs. He looked up at me, but said nothing. I knew what was expected of me. I knelt down at his feet, put my face between his thighs and started to flick my tongue around his flaccid cock and his furry balls. Slowly he hardened and rose erect in front of me, and I duly licked up his shaft and then slipped my mouth down over his knob, sucking him into my throat. Since that first blowjob he had made me do, several weeks before, I had now learnt my craft. I had learnt it during those gang rapes, and I had practiced my skills on Jimmy in the toilets. Frankie quickly became very aroused, thrust himself to the edge of his seat to get deeper into my mouth, and arched his head back as I sucked and slavered on his length. In very little time he grabbed the back of my head, buried his cock down my throat and came with a deep groan. As the last pumps of his cock emptied his testicles into my mouth I thought on the fact that I had pleasured the man who had ordered my rape and my beating. But I couldn’t feel any resentment. I was just glad that it was over for the time being. I swallowed it all down, and stood up, licking my lips clean of the last few drops that had slipped out. He did his dressing gown back up, hiding his softening member, and picked his book up again. He didn’t even look at me again, so I turned and went to the door. His henchman, who had been silently watching all this, stood aside from the doorway, and let me pass out into the corridor. That night, as Big Jake’s weight crushed back down onto me, and his cock probed insistently up my buttock crack until it found my anus, I decide that as long as I kept out of Frankie’s way, and avoided any more gang bangs, then I could put up with the sex, at least until my parole came along. Big Jake’s erection slid remorselessly up my back channel, and he started to fuck, rhythmically and routinely, as he always did…
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