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CHAPTER ONE

The Steamy Shower
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Mace Summersnow sashayed through the Central Alaskan State Prison, which, despite its name, was well to the north of most of the state. Outside, a blizzard raged, but in here it was warm and dry, aside from a few spots where the cold seeped in. The other inmates stared at Mace as he walked through. He had always loved being the center of attention—and now he was naked, carrying his bedding and a small duffel bag full of the clothes and other personal items he had been allowed to bring.

They made him be naked for this walk to his cell because they wanted to embarrass him. He'd seen enough prison movies to know that. He didn't want to show that level of vulnerability, and anyway, he was a gay man and drag queen who loved attention, so he didn't need to be embarrassed. He shook his ass in a seductive way, aiming it at no one in particular; then, when the guard beside him looked unhappy about it, Mace shook his ass in his direction, and the guard scowled.

Another reason to be confident about walking through prison naked was that Mace had a big dick, one which looked even bigger in comparison to Mace's short and lean body, as though he had stolen a larger man's penis. He made sure everyone could see it. When one particularly sexy inmate looked at Mace and licked his lips, Mace put one finger on his lips and pretended to blush scandalously like Betty Boop. He stuck his ass up and wiggled it.

"Damn, boy-"

"Hell yeah! We got another gayboy, huh?"

"Hey, boy, you gay, right? You wanna be my girlfriend? I promise I won't eat you up," said one inmate as Mace walked by. That made Mace shiver because he was so scary-looking—he genuinely looked like he might have eaten Mace.

"C'mon, Summersnow," said the dour guard who escorted him to his cell. He grabbed Mace by the shoulder and dragged him away from the hooting men. "No sex in prison."

Mace scoffed. "Okay. Good to know. I will definitely respect that rule," he said. He slapped his own asscheek. "If I break it, will you punish me?"

"I'm serious, Summersnow. It's a rule." The guard opened the door to Mace's new cell. He gestured into it.

"But Officer Hotcheeks, I have questions about-" Mace said with a giggle before the guard shoved him in. A dozen or so inmates were in the cell already, watching Mace with wide-eyed interest.

Mace gulped but tried to look confident as he faced his new cellmates. He wasn't expecting a large gymnasium-style cell, which he shared with thirty-seven other guys. There was an open area full of weight-lifting gear at one end, beyond which were the showers.

There was plenty of space, Mace thought. He wasn't expecting that; he assumed a prison "cell" would be tiny. He went to one of the empty bunks and put his stuff down. He shimmied his ass again to get more attention, though now he was nervous enough not to care too much about that.

A lot of the guys here weren't that attractive. Mace wasn't surprised. A part of him was astonished, but he knew prison life wouldn't be like the movies wherein most inmates were sexy young bucks with perfect teeth and six-packs. About half of the men in this cell looked either old or nasty or meth-addicted or who-knew-what-else. Someone in one corner was even smoking something that Mace was pretty sure was meth—it wasn't tobacco, anyway, and it wasn't marijuana. It sure as hell wasn't a clove cigarette either.

It was cold in here. Mace had been cold when he walked naked through the prison, but he had assumed that was because he was naked. But this prison cell was uncomfortably cold even with his clothes on. A few minutes after he arrived, one of the raunchy hobo-looking dudes—who, despite his nastiness, had a great wiry muscled body and a nice cock—walked into the shower and turned it on.

The hobo cackled loudly and called out, "Someone come in here and drop the soap, lemme get in ya guts! It's lonely in here!"

Steam billowed out in such quantities Mace nearly panicked and shouted "fire!" It was a shocking amount of steam, so thick it had a certain physicality like you could dice it and chop it with a knife. He headed back there to see what was up.

It was just steam. The shower area attached to this cell was at a corner, so two walls faced the bitter Alaskan winter outside. It was usually well below freezing in the shower—until a shower was turned on—because there was no heating vent in the showering area. Once it got cold enough, someone turned on one or more showerheads and left them on, pumping hot water that turned into steam and filled the cell. This prison was drafty and cold, but it put out enough hot water to steam the entire cell up.

Within a few minutes, it was warm and moist in the cell. Mace sprawled out and sighed on his bunk. It was comfortable—a bit humid, but nice—despite the cold outside. He could live with this, he thought, it was like living in a sauna.

"Hey, man, how you doin? You wanna suck my dick?" asked a sexy man, approaching Mace's bunk. His dick was already out. He was Deon Snodgrass, and he was plenty sexy—he had a nice charming dimpled face with a big nasty scar on his neck and a thick body. He wasn't quite Mace's type—too chunky by a bit, and somehow both too dirty and too clean-cut—and anyway Mace didn't want a reputation as a slut—so Mace just shrugged.

"Not really." Mace made an exaggeratedly bored face. "Flex your arm." He watched as Deon flexed one bicep and kissed it. He looked at Mace to see if he approved, then licked the bulge atop his bicep. 

"C'mon, baby, I know you want it-"

"Nope. I do not. Go away," Mace said dismissively. "I don't approve of that. You have to respect me when I say no. That means no telling me 'I know you want it'. I'm a big boy, I can tell you when I want it," he said loudly enough for everyone in the cell to hear. He sensed they were all listening intently.

"Okay, yeah sorry-"

"Go on. You can try to flirt with me again tomorrow." Mace opened his eyes wide and frowned like a kindergarten teacher. Deon grumbled but walked away, muttering that he would go jack off.

That meant men stopped coming onto Mace for a little while. They all saw him turn Deon down in a very public way, so they stayed back for the time being. That was fine with Mace. He fully intended to have lots of sex—the one nice part about being gay in prison was all the hot sex with straight alphas, he thought, so he wasn't going to miss that—he just thought it was important to first establish some ground rules. He didn't have any source of power here besides his sexuality. That meant he needed to use sex for maximum leverage to make it through his incarceration.

No one talked to him all afternoon.

Dinner came soon, and Mace ate quickly and quietly by himself. He was surprised to find the food wasn't really that bad. It wasn't great, but it tasted like a microwaved TV dinner. He'd eaten worse meals before. It was acceptable.

That night, Mace was cold and lonely and scared. He hadn't really let himself be upset about being in prison until now. He didn't think it was fair. He'd been arrested for theft, but he genuinely hadn't done it.

Still, there was nothing to do about it now. He just needed to get through it. He shivered in his bunk. Even with the shower running, this prison cell was cold at night. Mace wondered if he could drag his bunk into the shower and just sleep in there.

"Hey, baby, I'll keep you warm. I'll keep you real warm," came a deep throaty voice. It was a Native man named Tommy Doughton. He was tall and broad-shouldered, with a rippling chest and long hair. He was kind of rough-looking—that was normal here though, Mace thought; Tommy had a craggy face and a few wrinkles here and there on his body, plus a big nasty bullet-wound on his belly—which didn't look that old. "Let me in ya butt."

"Hmmm..." Mace giggled. Tommy had an intimidating mien, especially now in the dark, when he was shrouded in shadows. "You can sleep here with me. But no fucking me in the butt. I'll give you a handjob. I don't do anal on the first... date."

"Fine," Tommy said. He brought his own blanket and pillow from his bunk and slid in. He was cold—he'd been standing in his boxers in the cold air, waiting to gin up the courage to talk to Mace—but his body was thick and well-built, and once he was under the covers, he soon heated it up. Tommy immediately grasped for Mace's ass, but Mace teasingly tickled and pinched his chest.

"Slow down, big boy..." Mace said, sucking on one nipple and getting a mouthful of scar-tissue, but also making Tommy's pectoral muscle ripple beneath his lips.

Mace rolled onto his side to give Tommy enough room. Mace laid his head on Tommy's chest, burying himself under the covers. He took a deep breath, inhaling Tommy's scent and basking in his warmth. It felt good to finally be warm—Mace had been cold since the sun went down and the temperature plummeted.

Mace touched his dick and Tommy groaned. His cock rocketed to full erection even before Tommy had started stroking. Tommy let out a crude throaty moan, like he was opening a crypt in his lungs.

His dick throbbed beneath Mace's grasp. Mace used his other hand to play with Tommy's nipples and stroke his muscles, which made Tommy's massive body squirm. Tommy pumped his hips, fucking Mace's hand beneath the covers.

"Ah, shit, baby, I love you, I wanna marry you and pump you full of nut, shit, damn, I wanna love you-" Tommy's whole body rippled and he sucked in his breath. 

Cum sprayed over Tommy's chest. Mace giggled and sucked up every drop. His own dick was rock-hard and jabbing against Tommy's thigh. Tommy sighed, his muscles relaxing. He didn't seem to care about Mace humping his thigh and asscheek at all.

When Mace realized Tommy was fine with that—he drifted off to sleep with Mace rubbing his dick over his muscles—Mace smiled and crawled atop him. He was plenty warm now. Mace rested his face on Tommy's pecs and rubbed his dick between Tommy's thighs.

He was still awake a bit, Mace could tell. He was pretending to be asleep so he could let Mace hump his leg without it feeling too gay. Mace thought that was sweet. Most straight guys would never let him do such a thing.

Finally he shot his wad onto Tommy's limp dick. Then Mace lowered his head and sucked that clean too, which was enough to awaken Tommy all the way again. Tommy grunted as Mace slurped up cum off his post-orgasmic cock. Then Mace curled up atop his chest and kissed him on the neck, still buried in the blankets.

"Hey, will you be my boyfriend?" Tommy asked.

"No, sweetie," Mace said. He wasn't going to commit this soon. There were still plenty of hot guys to consider.

Aside from the cold, Mace thought, he just might like prison life.

He awoke the next morning still atop Tommy's chest, his dick still rubbing against Tommy's crotch. Mace was shocked that Tommy didn't seem to mind. He
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