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CHAPTER ONE

Winter and Warmth
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Lyle shivered a lot. He was bundled constantly, wearing two pairs of socks, long underwear and and a heavy, long-sleeved jumpsuit, and then a jacket, whenever he was allowed, atop that. He was one of the few inmates who didn't usually go outside during rec-time.

That's because he was in the Central Alaskan State Prison, which despite its name, was pretty far to the north of the state. It was remote and freezing cold. It was very often negative ten or even less than that when the inmates were given rec-time.

That wasn't just cold. That was chill, bone-splintering, lung-deflating chill that made Lyle's eyes hurt. He could put on a hundred coats and still be cold out there.

He was from Florida, originally, so this was not the kind of weather he was used to. He had never even seen snow until a few months ago, when he got to Alaska. Now it covered everything out there, feet of it, like a blanket of blinding white that made the ground and the treetops and écru-clouded sky all blend together into a cacophony of cold, cold and cold. It seeped into cracks in the walls, flowing like fog over the floors and corridors of the prison proper. It gave the whole place an almost steampunk look because wherever the inside and the outside mixed there arose towers of steam. The cold crept in like cockroaches but then the steam marked every spot, billowing boldly and bone-shakingly, wrapping alternating waves of warmth and winter around Lyle's innards and instilling in him a series of shudderous shivers.

The swirling winds howled outside like nothing Lyle had ever heard. He thought it was a prank his first night—he thought the guards must have arranged it, from some "Spooky Halloween Sounds" CD; it was like a mix of a wolf baying at the moon and a ghost shrieking into the abyss. It rang out in Lyle's ears all night as he lay there in his bunk and tried to feel warm.

In a place like this, Lyle felt cold even when he wasn't. His cell—which he shared with thirty-four other men—was well-heated during the day, and not that bad at night most of the time. He couldn't complain about that. The hallways were always cold, but most of the other workspaces, classrooms and offices were nice and warm.

But knowing how cold it was out there, and knowing you would have to eventually walk through those icy corridors again, made it seem cold even when he was in a warm room. Thousands of miles from his loved ones, Lyle shivered even when he was buried under blankets and trying to sleep. In the bunks beneath him, the bigger, rougher men moved about at nights, laughing, talking, playing complicated dice and card games that Lyle was scared to ask to learn how to play.

They often did so in the shower, which was attached to the large converted-gymnasium being used as a cell. The bunks were stacked three high in the gym part, and walls separating the gym from the two locker rooms (originally the men's and women's) had been knocked out. So the two showers were joined, though you could still see where they were separate.

The space that used to be the locker rooms separated the showers from the cell. Inside there were storage areas and some exercise equipment.

Lyle took his showers early, during the day, for a couple reasons. Firstly, the guys who hung out there at night and played games that often erupted in shouts and punches and even stabbings—the guards never came in at night—were the roughest, meanest guys in the cell. They presumably didn't like the idea of men showering during their games. Some people did shower in there at night, Lyle heard them. But that was other tough guys.

Not thin little flamboyant twinks like Lyle.

The other reason he didn't go in the shower at night was that it was freezing cold. Of course when the hot water turned on, it was plenty warm in there. They did turn the water on at night, more or less all night, Lyle could hear it running in there.

But it was right next to the outside wall. There was no heating vent in the shower itself, though there was in the locker room. That meant the shower was not particularly hot on its own. With the water running, it was plenty hot. With all the showerheads running, it was very hot.

Since it was next to that outside wall, however—the wall itself being so cold it was painful to the touch—the steam billowed in grand clouds.Every drop of water that hit that exterior wall turned to steam, and the humidity wafted in waves out from the shower and into the cell.

It was almost mesmerizing to watch in the dark at night, when Lyle tossed and turned under a mountain of blankets. The steam puffed and huffed, like a volcano erupting, little bubbles of steam arising, inky tendrils spilling out into the cell. The emergency light cast shadows in the steam, the clouds of which twinkled like disco balls, wafting warmth and humidity into the cell.

If they never ran the showers at night, it would be cold in here, Lyle thought. After all, it was warm, but not uncomfortably warm, even though those showers were constantly putting out gallons of hot water, meaning that if they weren't pumping out hot water, it would be chilly if not outright cold.

Was that why they did it? Lyle wondered if so. It would make sense. That was good then; the inmates had a system to make the cold more survivable. That realization made him feel better about his situation, and made him able to sleep without feeling cold. The steam in the shower was like a blanket, a humid and uncomfortable blanket. It was good to know he was in this together with his cellmates, even if he had barely talked to them; they were in this together, and they had all obviously been looking for solutions to this chill. It was good to see that because otherwise Lyle wouldn't have known he wasn't alone; nobody else ever really acknowledged the cold, like it would make them weaker wusses just to acknowledge they could feel it.

Lyle preferred to shower alone. He had always assumed most men did, but then when he got here, he found that wasn't true. Most men showered in groups.

Why? They weren't gay—Lyle was the only gay man on the entire cell block. They were surprisingly gay-positive—or at least they were very horny and willing to pretend to be gay-positive because they wanted to keep alive the possibility Lyle would suck them off eventually—but they still made jokes as though they didn't want to. They called each other "faggy" for looking at each other's dicks in the shower; that was a common topic of conversation. Despite that, they frequently tried to trick each other into looking at it, like a sort of a prank—Darren Trompkins, for example, once said, "oh shit, lookit that!" getting everyone's attention only for him to simply be pointing to his dick. He then called everyone gay for looking at it, and guffawed as though this was the cleverest joke in the world.

Lyle was gay, but when he tried to explain that simply looking at dicks was hardly a thrill—they weren't even erect or anything—they just laughed. Lyle had to admit he kind of liked it; not the dicks so much, but the general nudity was pretty hot. A lot of guys walked around all the time naked, chests gleaming with sweat, thick asscheeks jiggling. Lyle himself was the only skinny boy here; the rest were almost uniformly powerfully built macho men.

But he hadn't had sex since coming here. He had been told it was strictly banned and that that rule was enforced. He quickly learned, however, that it was not enforced at all—except when the guards saw it, which they very much tried to avoid. They never came in the shower. People could fuck in there as much as they wanted, the guards would never know and didn't even seem to care. 

He realized why most of the guys showered in large groups one morning when he went in by himself. Manny Garcia was there alone, facing that outside wall where steam billowed forth because the icy Alaskan winter was just on the other side of the bricks. He pricked up his ears when Lyle came in, but he didn't turn around. He had turned on three showerheads so the whole room was plenty warm.

Lyle turned on a fourth to shower. Manny Garcia was kind of hot. He had nice hair, long and thick and dense. Lyle wanted to run his fingers through it. Manny turned around and nodded at him, his dour squarish face glaring at Lyle as though he had done something wrong.

"Hey," Lyle said. He was still not planning on having sex with anyone—and Manny was hardly top on his list anyway, aside from the hair—but he still batted his eyes flirtatiously at him. Lyle thought it was time to send out some feelers and see who bites. Lyle had been told he'd be at risk in prison and should find a bigger man to have sex with in exchange for protection. He didn't much like the idea of making that exchange, but he did expect he was going to want both sex and protection while he was in here; he might as well combine them. "I like that tattoo." He looked at the bald eagle on Manny's well-muscled shoulder.

Manny nodded. He had angled his body away from Lyle, he realized, and then Manny walked out. Despite the steam cloud filling the air—Manny didn't turn any of his showerheads off—Lyle did catch a glimpse of his cock.

It was tiny.

All of a sudden, Lyle realized why most men showered in groups here: They wanted to demonstrate that they had a big cock, or at least normal-sized. Manny showered alone because he had a tiny dick. Lyle felt bad for him.

That made a lot of things seem more reasonable. That was why the guys took every opportunity to trick the others into looking at their cocks—they wanted to show off. That was why the big tough guys showered at night when everyone was around, so everyone would see it. That was why everyone trimmed their pubic hair here—he had thought that was strange, since none of them were strictly clean-shaven on their face or chest, or even back—it made their dicks look bigger. That was why most people wore boxer shorts on their way into the shower, even changing into boxers just for the walk into the showering area, which made sense once you realized they were probably all shriveled and humiliatingly tiny out here in the cold. They didn't want to bare their cock until they were in the nice warm shower, where vision was obscured by steam and all limp dicks were at their largest possible size.

Lyle grinned. He showered by himself; he didn't have a small cock, he just thought he'd be safer and have more privacy during the day. It felt good, especially since he was finally feeling more comfortable here. He was so far from his home and so flummoxed by the cold that it had been tough at first. He couldn't settle in.

But now he knew a secret. It wasn't much of a secret—obviously everyone knew Manny showered alone, and they presumably knew why. Even without showering, they frequently got naked for cavity searches and the like, so everyone had seen Manny's dick. They must have known why some people showered alone.

It was just good to know something
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