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CHAPTER ONE

Just One Person
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"Hi, how ya doin'?" Tristan asked as he came to Dwayne's jail cell. He was a little nervous—he always was when he talked to inmates. He didn't do it that often, not beyond a simple "breakfast is eggs and bacon today" sometimes.

He had been misled by television and movies to think most prisoners were photogenic young well-muscled black men. Most of them were actually kind of old, many were fat, others woefully skinny and meth-addled, toothless, stinky hobos screaming about implants in their brains and such. The only part the media got right was the disproportionate number of black men.

Dwayne was one of the few sexy prisoners he had seen. Tristan thought his thick-bodied swagger and easygoing personality made him a real looker. He had a vaguely jolly air about him, like a stoner—Tristan even wondered if he had smuggled some weed into jail. But he had come to the conclusion that it was just Dwayne's personality.

Dwayne nodded at him. He had a surly frown on his face, though Tristan realized it wasn't aimed at him. Tristan just worked for Northern Correctional Facilities, Inc—he wasn't a jailer or a cop or a prison guard or anyone like that, he simply delivered food to the cells. He was basically a lunch-lady. There was no reason Dwayne should dislike him or try to hurt him.

But Dwayne had been mean-mugging a cop as he walked by a few moments ago, and he still had that frowny face displaying unabashed hostility. His dour, scruffy face lightened as he forced himself to look Tristan in the eyes.

"Sup."

"I didn't bring you any green beans," Tristan said. "I told them you have an allergy. They gave you buttered corn instead."

Dwayne's eyes lit up. "No shit, that's fuckin' awesome, man! I love corn! Thanks a lot." A smile appeared on his scruffy-bearded cheeks.

"You gotta put that on your form though. Tell the cops you gotta change your health registration form," Tristan said. "Tell them you forgot you were allergic to green beans. We're only allowed to make changes to the menu in response to allergies. And to religious concerns, but I don't think you can credibly claim to have a religious aversion to green beans."

"Man, them canned green beans taste like ass," Dwayne said. He took the tray of food through the little window separating his cell from the corridor. He hurriedly shoveled corn in his mouth. A few kernels got caught in his scruffy, unkempt beard. "Thanks, man, you're great. This corn's good-"

"I put extra butter in it. Real butter too. Sometimes they try to make us use that fake shit, like they use on movie-theatre popcorn-"

"Ugh, nasty!"

"Yeah, it's gross," Tristan said. "I 'accidentally' signed a contract with a dairy farm instead, so we're getting real butter at least through the end of the year."

Dwayne flashed a grin at him. "Well you know the quickest way into my heart, man, shit..." He scooped up the last of the corn and ate it. Before starting on the taco that was the main item on his tray, he stopped and looked up at Tristan. He cocked his head to the side and smiled. "Shit, man, marry me." He laughed to himself and took a bite from his taco. Crumbs fell over his chest and back onto the tray in front of him.

Tristan didn't mean to be nervous. It was silly. Dwayne obviously hadn't said 'marry me' in a literal sense, and Tristan didn't want to marry him. That was ridiculous.

But Dwayne was so sexy it hurt, and Tristan had been daydreaming about it would be like to kiss him, hug him, to caress him all over. Tristan did want him, and even a fleeting fantasy of being with him sparked by his idle comment was enough to make Tristan blush and giggle.

"What?" Dwayne was distracted by his taco. He looked at Tristan. He shoved the taco in his mouth, so it was gone in seconds. Then he popped the entire brownie in his mouth. His eyes opened wide as he chewed on it, and he took a step back. "Oh..."

He didn't hurry up on eating that brownie. Only when he had swallowed thoroughly and took a swig of his purple drink did he smile again at Tristan. "You wanna... you know... do somethin'?" He nodded to the guard station down the corridor. "They won't be here until six o'clock."

"Well... I dunno, I've never, y'know, done anything with a criminal before."

"Ah, but I ain't a real criminal. I ain't a thug. I got faith, man, that I'm gonna be acquitted. I ain't steal that car, nosir, and that's gonna come out in court," Dwayne said. He smiled flirtatiously and grabbed his dick through his orange prison pants.

"Oh really?" Tristan smiled back. He had been told the prisoners would all claim to be innocent, and that he shouldn't believe them. But he hadn't really talked to many of them. Dwayne was the first one to specifically tell him he was innocent.

"Yeah. You don't believe me, huh?" Dwayne shrugged. "Whatever, whiteboy. I don't need you. I only gotta convince one person."

"Oh. God?"

Dwayne furrowed his brow, "No, dumbass. One person on the jury. Or the judge I guess," he said.

"Oh, yeah, okay. Them too."

"So you wanna suck my dick or not?"

"Well... Yeah, but, uh..."

Dwayne already had his cock out. It dangled between his legs, easily reachable through the cell bars. He let it flop out into the hall, and it touched Tristan's thigh. He snorted. "Shit... only good thing about prison is that it's socially acceptable to get sucked off by gayboys."

Tristan blushed but dropped to his knees. He couldn't believe he was doing this. He wasn't the rough-trade type by nature. He didn't get the job here because he thought he'd get to suck off sexy convicts—he hadn't even thought of that until his friend Marybeth teased him by suggested that was why he had applied in the first place.

But he wasn't going to turn it down when the opportunity presented itself.

The tip slipped into his mouth. Tristan moaned. It tasted so good, a little musty, a little warm, a little salty. Its flavor was intense, dirty and nasty, but not gross. It tasted like manhood. It made Tristan lose himself, forgetting everything but the still-soft cock in his mouth.

It rocketed to full erection in his mouth quickly. It rocked, throbbing, pulsating like a living beast with its own heartbeat, and soon the sour and salty flavor of precum coated Tristan's tongue. He slathered spit up and down the shaft, licking it enthusiastically, slobbering all over it as he sucked his own spit back up before spitting it back down.

He knew how to treat a cock right. Tristan giggled at the shocked, exhilarated expression on Dwayne's suddenly wide-eyed face Dwayne grunted as he tried to fuck Tristan's throat.

"Ahhhhhhh..." Dwayne leaned back, jutting his hips forward to force his dick between the cell bars, which he gripped firmly. The bars being in the way made it difficult to deep-throat his dick, since Tristan couldn't easily touch it with his hands at the same time he sucked it. He had to suck it hands-free—which he thought was hot, that was how blowjobs should go anyway.

But he could reach up and slip his hands underneath Dwayne's tee shirt, massaging his chest and his nipples. A choke escaped from Tristan as he opened his mouth wide, allowing Dwayne to hump his face, balls slapping against Tristan's chin.

The precum flowed freely, copiously down the shaft and coating Tristan's cheeks. Most men didn't produce this much precum, Tristan thought, it was nice. He giggled and slapped his own face with Dwayne's cock. He wasn't a size queen, but it was nice to have a big slab of meat to play with for once. He smeared the precum-and-saliva combination that coated the shaft over his own face, making a big mess on the floor in the little netherzone between the cell bars, neither in the cell nor in the corridor outside it.

Down that corridor was the police officers' control room. That was where somebody could—but rarely did—monitor the jail cells, it gave a clear view of the whole area. No one was ever there—Tristan had literally never seen a single officer in there, except to get records from the file cabinets in one corner of the room.

"Ah, shit, ah, you can almost make me forget I'm in here, whiteboy. Shit..."

Tristan smiled up at him. He stopped sucking and thwacked Dwayne's dick against his tongue over and over. Each time he did, another burst of salty precum hit his senses, and he moaned a little more. He slurped up his own spit where it clung to Dwayne's shaft.

"So you're really innocent?" Tristan asked with a shrug, like it didn't matter—which was true, it didn't matter, Tristan couldn't do anything about it regardless. It wasn't like he knew any lawyers or could bribe a judge, or go on some quest to vindicate Dwayne.

All he could do was suck dick.

Dwayne sighed and nodded like he didn't really want to be "that guy", always maintaining his innocence while he was locked up. He didn't expect Tristan to believe him. He leaned his head back and moaned too. He put his hands on his hips. "Yeah, man, it was my friend Lamar. Or former friend, anyway, I guess. He framed me cuz I stole his girl," he said with a cocky laugh. He liked having a conversation with someone who sucked his dick; girls always made such a big deal out of it, they wouldn't have a casual conversation while doing it. "He stole that car and parked it at my house just to frame me. He knew the cops would assume it was me if that was where the car was."
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