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	Yuma Prison

	By Dale Chase

	Prison doesn't fix a man, it ruins him. And if it's Yuma Prison, that Arizona hellhole, the ruin goes deep. Many a man is lost to the place, cooked to nothing in an adobe cell where he welcomes the relief of death. Those of us keeping on do so in defiance, sending the grim reaper down the cellblock row to feed on the weak. Life in the cell is bare, hard, and crowded.

	Six men inside a nine-by-eight foot adobe cell, no window, just a lattice-like iron door letting in mostly hot air. Two tiers of bunks, three bunks to a tier, and that was it, save for a slop bucket. When a man did give up his life, he gave us room so we weren't always sad to see him go. Things went on inside that cell, as they will when men are confined. Going in at seventeen, I was set upon and learned not to fight. By the time my sentence was up, I was setting upon others.

	I am free now, having done my six years, but I am ruined in too many ways to count. Just twenty-three, I feel old while young, used up before my time. I don't look back, but this matters little because some of that hellhole sticks to me and I fear won't ever let go.

	Five dollars was given to me at my release, that and fresh clothes. Not new, just clean and better than what I had inside. In the town of Yuma, people look at me funny, though I wear no number or stripes, but maybe it's just me thinking wrong because I've no idea how to go among people anymore. I have to learn that.

	Both prison and town sit on a bluff overlooking the Colorado River, and first thing I did when I walked from the prison was to venture to the river's edge because it had pulled at me something awful while inside. Steamboats would call, and I could hear men shout, and it drew me to think on a seafaring life. Now, I stand to view the river and know it's not my way. It's water I want, not the river. And shade. It was kind of prison authorities to release me in early spring, before the heat turns mean. I stand under a tree to view the river. I take in fresh air of which I'll never get enough. I stretch my body, enjoy having room to spread out.

	First order is to find work, because five dollars won't last, though it does get me a whiskey at the Acme Saloon. I first tasted the stuff at sixteen and it had a part in my downfall a year later, but now I welcome the promise, dulling the edge, brightening the outlook. Standing with my back to the bar, I watch men playing cards, laughing, and drinking. A few women are present, one sitting in a fellow's lap. I have no idea on women. It's men I turn to.

	Sipping a second whiskey, I enjoy a new kind of heating up, my body awakening to what's before me. A fellow catches me looking and gives me the eye, drops a hand to his crotch to adjust himself. He cocks his head with the question and I nod, follow him out. He's maybe ten years older, but fine-looking. He takes me behind the saloon, gets out his dick, and pushes me to my knees. I take him into my mouth and suck out his load, then stand, undo my pants, and tell him to face the wall. He grins and does as asked. I mount him and have me the best come in six years because it's not inside a goddamned cell with others looking on. As I let go in the stranger, I feel my first real taste of freedom.

	Once we're buttoned up, he turns to leave and I stop him. "Any work hereabouts?"

	Now he gives me a different eye, looking me up and down. "You from the prison?"

	"Just got out and I need work."

	"You got a couple choices. There's a silver mine five miles north, pays good, but I'm thinking underground work may not suit you. There's ranches along the river where you might get on, but I don't know how many will hire an ex-con."

	I'm not liking my prospects when he gets up close and says, "There is one other way."

	I step back because my first thought is law-breaking, which I'm not about to do, but he assures me it's on the up and up because the local law turns its head. "The Acme's got rooms upstairs where the girls take men for a price, you know. Well, Abel Fortnum, the owner, likes to have a young fellow up there too for those of us that go the other way. Earn you some money and it's not exactly hard labor."

	This brings thoughts of life in a cell, that clawing pit, so I thank him for the information and go on about my business.

	"See you around," he calls as I walk away.

	It being a fine day, I head to the nearest ranch outside town, but there's no work, and the owner says I won't find anything upriver. "You'd best try the mine," he says. "They'll hire anybody."

	* * * *

	My five dollars are down to one when, three days later, I enter the Acme Saloon and ask for Abel Fortnum. When he comes over, it's like he knows what I'm going to say, because he looks at me like he's going to give me a try. "Upstairs work?" he asks.

	"Guess so. I'm needing money and can't find a job."

	"Come with me."

	Upstairs is a hallway with rooms on one side, and as we pass one, I hear a woman laughing. At the next, I hear bedsprings squeak. The end room we enter, and soon as the door is shut, Abel says to strip. "I have to make sure you got the goods."

	I do as asked and stand bare for him, hating him for what he's making me do, hating him more for giving me such awful opportunity. He nods, has me turn around, then comes over and starts to handle my dick. Before I can speak, he drops and pulls me into his mouth, where he sucks me off. He then sits back, wipes his mouth, and says to get on the bed. I know what's coming.

	When he's bare, he says he doesn't hire anybody without a try, so he proceeds to get into me and ride out a come. He's okay-looking, but sweaty as hell, and by the time he's done, the room reeks of him. As he dresses, he says I'm hired. "Fifty cents a throw, I get half, you get half. The more throws, the more you make, and I expect lots of business. In between, you show yourself in the bar just like the girls. Man gives you the eye, you take him upstairs, let him know he'll have to pay, and with your looks, they will pay. Once you're done for the night, you can sleep in the room at no charge. You get Sunday off. If you prove to be popular, I may raise your price, so do a good job at satisfying the men and you'll prosper. Now clean up, come downstairs, and go to work."

	"How about food?" I ask. "I'm powerful hungry."

	"Sam, that's the bartender, he'll fix you a sandwich."

	It is not the life I want, but when I ask myself what I do want, I have no idea. "Free" was all I thought about, and I am that. I don't have to labor in some mine or punch cattle. I tell myself it's temporary, and as, not an hour later, I take my first fellow upstairs, I hold onto that.

	* * * *

	In the weeks that follow, I am well-used. Some men just want to get in and get off, but others want more, and I oblige. A couple are married and experience shame after they're done. I find myself trying to assure them that it's okay to need more than a woman can provide. For this they are grateful, though they still skulk away.

	One night, the marshal, a fine-looking man, big and gruff, comes over to me. I'm thinking he's going to bust me, but instead he takes me upstairs and spends an hour just playing around with me. Lying naked, he's content to lick me all over, to suck here and there. He runs his fingers through my hair and I run mine through the hair on his chest. His dick is hard but he doesn't seem pressed to use it, which I find rare, as most men's dicks run them. Not so the marshal, and I wonder if that's why he's marshal, having such control. He also kisses me.

	I had not been kissed by anyone before this, and when I flinch, he assures me it's all right. "Men can kiss. It's not all fucking." I find he is gentle with his kisses, never mind that thing prodding below. I am swept away by such attentions, such softness in a man of his stature, such care. "I've had my eye on you," he says between kisses. "You've captured me."

	I want to say how that's quite a turn, ex-con capturing the law, but he's kissing me again and I fall into a sort of swoon. I kiss him back, then his tongue is there, pushing, and I open to him, and holy hell, this gets me going. I start sucking his tongue and I get a hand on my dick because I want to come so bad. He gets this, slides down, sucks me off, then returns to his quiet play. "There now," he says amid more kisses. "I mean for this to last."

	Sometime later, he raises my legs and drives his cock into me, at which I come again. He's powerful in his thrusting and I'm liking every bit of it because there's more to him than the others, than any man who's ever taken me. The swoon returns, and when I receive his spunk, I feel grateful, which is a new thing for me.

	After, we lay together, his arms around me, and I have no idea what to do because I've never been held. Growing up, there was little affection in the house, it being a hard place, so this marshal, whose name I don't even know, is winning me over, not by his dick, but by his holding on.

	"What's your name?" I ask. "I only know you as Marshal."

	"Jack Halligan. You call me Jack in here, Marshal elsewhere."

	"I'm Wynn Dyer."

	"I know. I asked Abel the first time I saw you. He explained your circumstance, being an ex-con."

	"Guess I'll wear that forever. Not Wynn, but Wynn the ex-con."

	"It will fade in time."

	An hour has to have passed when he says he needs to get back to work. He dresses, then hands me a dollar. "I know you don't get much from Abel."

	"Thank you, Jack. I'm most grateful."

	"I'll be seeing you again."

	When he's gone, I clean up, but sit a spell before going downstairs.

	* * * *

	In one way, Jack's attentions make life better, but in another, they make it worse. The better is him bringing light into my life, his caring ways making me forget all else. The worse is after he's had his hour with me and left, I then have to allow other men and I don't want it, not at all. I want Jack alone, and I hate the first fellow who, even if he's clean, seems dirty. I have to work at being agreeable, but manage because I must earn my pay. After a day or two, it gets easier, Jack fading a little. But then he returns and brings that light again, pure pleasure. This time he gives me two dollars.

	"You ever loved anybody?" he asks one day when we lay naked after a good round. He's been seeing me over a month now, once or twice a week.

	"No," I tell him. "Ain't had much opportunity. I went to prison at seventeen and there's no love in there. Before that was my folks' ranch, which wasn't much. Six of us kids, hungry a lot of the time. Pa had a horse business, so I know horses, got to liking them better than people. Looking back, I now think most of the stock was rustled."

	"Anybody ever loved you?"

	"Nope."

	He rolls over to face me. "I am loving you, Wynn. Can't help myself. I been gone on you since first sight and it gets stronger the more I know you. What do you think about that?"

	His eyes are a clear and deep brown, showing me warmth. He wears a full mustache and has good features, but I don't know what to think about what he's saying.

	"I don't know love," I say. "Don't know how to tell if I know."

	He kisses me, gentle-like, then again. "Fair enough. You'll know it when it hits."

	"I care for you," I say, feeling bad that I'm not as gone as he is.

	"It's okay, Wynn. You're young and you been through hell. You need time and that's one thing I've got."

	* * * *

	He doesn't speak of love again until we're three months in. I know him well now as he's confessed to things a marshal maybe shouldn't. He had me lick his backside, put my tongue in, which drove him wild, and he's done it to me. There's some shame in
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