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CHAPTER ONE

Cold Never Ends
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Dane found prison interminably boring, and the Central Alaskan State Prison was cold too; it seemed no amount of heat would warm the place up; the cold had seeped into it, and it made the boredom impossible to tolerate. He didn't think it would be boring like that, but it was. There was an hour wait before everything—before medical appointments, before meals, before going back to the cell after meals—everything. The guards, disappoiningly enough, were neither sexy nor nice. They were just shitheads and tubbos who smelled like vomit and gasoline.

There were plenty of sexy guys too, among the inmates, but Dane found that disappointing as well—it now looked like he was not going to have sex while he was here, at least not unless he got transferred out of Cell Block Epsilon.

That's because he had arranged for a friend of his to vouch for him with the Blue Roses Motorcycle Club—bikers. Dane was a slim gay man who was wealthy (he kept that part a secret), so he was very likely to be targeted if the others found out.

But he was not in the Blue Roses' cell. He was in Epsilon. There were no bikers here. There were a bunch of black men, a gaggle of cholos who never talked to anyone else, one stony-faced Japanese guy with a body to die for, a bevy of meth-smoking rednecks who were stringy and strung out, a couple Jamaicans with skinny bodies and dicks thicker than their thighs, and a bunch of elderly crack-smoking hobos.

The bikers, however, were all in Cell Block Tau, and that, Dane thought, was bullshit.

No one touched him. The Blue Roses had spoken for him. No one hit him, which was nice. No one stole his stuff, which was nice. But no one really talked to him either, and no one wanted to have sex with him. They didn't know what he was like or what his relationship with the Blue Roses was. The Blue Roses were not exactly pro-gay, so if Dane had been some head honcho's little brother, for example, anyone who fucked him might get their ass beat because Dane's big bro wouldn't accept that he was gay.

Not even Dane reassuring them made anyone feel safe in doing anything to or with him. Somehow a rumor had arisen that Dane had some connection to Rimsakov, a Blue Rose who was high-ranking and very much respected.

But he sure could play around, and the more time went by, the more playing around he could do, as the others in Epsilon became more and more confident that Dane was not really anyone special. 

Cell Block Epsilon was a large gymnasium-type cell in which dozens of men slept in bunks stacked three high. There was some bench-presses and other workout gear in one corner—the "rec area"—and beyond that, the shower, a perpetually steamy land of hot and cold.

The Central Alaskan State Prison was (literally) freezing cold pretty much year-round. It had been subzero for at least part of every day since Dane had reported here to begin his sentence. The shower was perpetually steamy because the whole cell was so cold; the heating was ineffective on its own. The hot-water heater, however, was plenty powerful, and the river and hydroelectric dam provided so much water that the prison made no effort to limit their use of water and electricity. It was cheaper than electric heat. So the inmates kept the hot water on most of the time. That sent waves of warmth—and steam—from the shower into the cell.

Dane loved it. He would have spent as much time as he could in the shower, surrounded by naked men, but he thought he'd wrinkle up like a prune. The shower was cramped, since part of it was unworking and blocked off, so there were only four showerheads. Men frequently had to share, naked bodies soapily rubbing against each other.

"Hey. Want some help soaping up?" Dane asked one day when he'd been here for a few weeks. He finally felt comfortable enough to just plain go for it. He wasn't sure how to proposition a straight guy in prison. Movies made it seem like the straight guys just went for it, no questions asked, but real life was more complicated.

For safety's sake, he waited until that one stony-faced Japanese man, Yasuhiro, was in the shower alone. Dane figured he was so solitary that it wouldn't really matter if he turned him down. He'd probably never tell anyone. And Japanese people, he thought, were more or less pro-gay, so he seemed safe.

Of course his best trait was his handsome face and six-pack like a Hollywood god.

Yasuhiro looked at him, and Dane giggled. Dane held his hands up, coming closer to Yasuhiro, who muscles rippled in the bright light and gleamed with soapy shower water. His tattoos flashed colorfully, and his long dick made Dane stare and drool a little. Yasuhiro shook his head, though something in his eyes made Dane think he regretted saying no.

"Are you sure? I got real nice hands..." Dane asked. He giggled again, more nervously. Yasuhiro had very deep, intense eyes. Dane lost himself in them. He wanted to say something else flirtatious, but he just looked into Yasuhiro's eyes, which betrayed not a hint of emotion.

"Fine. If you wish." Yasuhiro wrinkled his nose. He stood there like a soldier at attention, hands at his waist. His colorful tattoos gleamed moistly.

Dane lathered his hands up and rubbed Yasuhiro's back, muscles flexing beneath his fingertips; Yasuhiro was rigid like he was merely tolerating this, then he slowly relaxed as Dane worked suds up and down his skin. His face was stoic and unyielding. "My name's Dane. You're Yasuhiro, right? I like your tattoos. Do they mean something?"

"Yes."

"What do they mean?"

Yasuhiro glared at him. "They contain information that is meaningful to me."

"Oh." Dane rolled his eyes. His hands reached around Yasuhiro's body and rubbed his muscles. Suds covered him now, though he wasn't entirely visible to Dane due to the clouds of steam that filled this place up. Yasuhiro scowled as though he wished Dane would hurry up, but he had moved out of the direct spray of water, so Dane just got him soapier and soapier.

His hand slid lower. He approached Yasuhiro close enough that his limp dick rubbed against Dane's bellybutton, as Dane's hands wrapped around Yasuhiro's waist. He gently squeezed each of Yasuhiro's asscheeks, which were harder than Dane had ever thought possible—Yasuhiro had not an ounce of fat on his body, so his asscheeks were like hot round stones; Dane couldn't even have pinched him if he had wanted to, because there was not enough graspable flesh.

More people headed into the shower, and Yasuhiro shoved Dane away. "No more." He frowned as he did it as though mad that Dane had done so.

That was it. Dane was miffed. What a jerk, he thought. He hadn't even gotten to stroke his dick even once. Yasuhiro had clearly craved a nice soft touch, so why didn't he let it happen?

Dane decided to make him jealous. He waited for the next man to come in, and it was one of those cholos, with a shaved head and a short but muscle-bound body. Dane went through the same process with him—Cazador—but found that this target was much more open to it than Yasuhiro.

"You wanna soap me?" Cazador asked. His lilting Southern-California Spanish accent hung above the roar of the showers, or the laughter of the other men in the shower now. Cazador made a kissy face and flopped his dick in Dane's direction.

"¡Cazador tiene novio!" A few of the other cholos soaping themselves up smirked and smacked their lips at him. Cazador licked his lips, looking at Dane with simmering intensity. He pawed at the ground with both feet like a bull about to charge.

Dane nodded and blushed; there were more people in the shower than he had intended to have when he first did this, but it was too late now, and he even found it kind of erotic. Cazador laughed and nodded, and Dane began soaping up his body. He didn't even need to ask if Cazador wanted a handjob; before he knew it, Cazador faced this way, dick out, throbbing in Dane's hands.

"Acariciarlo," Cazador said softly, pumping his hips, moaning even before his dick got hard—he was obviously playing along with his buddies.

From their body language and Cazador's tone (and the high-school Spanish Dane slightly remembered), Dane suspected Cazador had been complaining of horniness and lack of women (that was a pretty good bet anyway). Cazador was showing off for them to prove how much he needed to bust a nut.

But he was also showing off to hide, Dane thought. Cazador fucked Dane's hand like he was inexperienced, overcome by passion, covering it up forced forced cocky laughter. His knees buckled and he leaned his heavy body against Dane, half-fucking Dane's hand and half-humping his thigh. He grunted into Dane's ear.

"Damn-" Dane groaned, Cazador's dense muscles squashing him against the wall. Dane was crushed by his hefty muscle, and he let go of Cazador's cock.

Cazador barely seemed to notice, he just rammed his dick against Dane's asscheek and upper thigh, humping furiously gasping, panting. Dane licked his chest as his hands massaged Cazador's back.

Cum sprayed out and onto Dane's thigh, a great big intensely fragrant wad of it. Cazador let out a throaty groan with an inarticulate sound attached, which must have been a Spanish word because it made the other cholo's laugh. One of them came up closer and smacked Cazador's ass—that was an inside joke, it seemed. Dane's entire waist and one thigh and both asscheeks were coated in cum. He was against one—frightfully cold—outside wall, so his right side was icy but his left side was hot with cum and Cazador's warm muscles pressed against him.

Dane laughed along with Cazador, who kissed him on the lips, then murmured something that was probably rude—but it was in Spanish so Dane didn't know. Dane shoved him off, in a way that was both playful and serious. He rinsed the cum off his body, as Cazador and the other cholos left.

Dane went back out to the cold of the prison cell, smiling, until he saw that Yasuhiro was there, reading a book but eyeing Dane with hostility. Dane ignored him. But he was annoyed too—he had hoped to make Yasuhiro jealous, but it was obvious that hadn't happened.

Yasuhiro just looked at him like Dane was an obnoxious jerk, which, Dane had to admit, was partially true.
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