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CHAPTER ONE
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The Prison Guard

Officer Wendell Thomas was short and bullish, with a shaved head and a squat, broad nose. He called himself a bodybuilder—he didn't have a perfect figure because he didn't eat well and his exercise regime was inconsistent, but he was stacked and barrel-chested, with brilliant green eyes and a dense mustache.

Mason always got horny whenever he saw him, including today, when Officer Thomas had come over as soon as Mason came home from class.  "Hey! Mason! Hey, I got, uh... I got a need, man, you gonna like it!"

Mason stood up. "What's up, Wendell?"

"Hey, can I come in? I gotta ask you something." He was still so worked up he hadn't realized Mason stood some twenty feet to his left. He spoke into the door like he thought Mason was inside.

"I guess."

"I wanna do it in there, come on, man," he said, pleading, almost whining.

"I'm over here, Wendell, what's wrong?" Mason said. He had to say it a couple times before Officer Thomas looked over at him.

"Oh. Hi."

"Hi," Mason said.

Officer Thomas came over to the side-porch. He still wore his uniform shirt, his badge crookedly laying over his heart. There were pit-stains just barely visible, and another stain—maybe mustard—on his collar. His face was ruddy and tense, eyes bulging out. There was a bulge in his crotch too, so apparent that Mason assumed it couldn't be a hardon. Why would he race home with a hardon? Who even had a hardon like that, with all the subtlety of a Family Guy character? Most men would just rearrange themselves to hide it.

"Are you okay?"

Officer Thomas looked like he had rushed over here to say something, and now didn't know how to ask it. "Uh, look, like... you remember, uh... my party? When you were, like... drunk? And I was really drunk? Like real drunk?"

"Of course," Mason said.

"Well, like, I, uh... I remember you, like, you wanted... uh... to taste my dick-"

"I did want to, that's a good memory," Mason said. He put down his textbook on the little table next to him.

"Well, like... okay."

"What?"
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"I mean... yeah. You can do it," Officer Thomas said. His face had been reddish from exertion when he showed up, but now all of a sudden, he turned beet-red. From his neck to his scalp, he looked like a cranberry sat atop his head. He blanched.

"What?"

"You can... do it."

"Oh! You want me to jack you off? What made you change your mind? I thought you-"

"Holy fuck, just do it! If I wanted to talk first, I'd find a girl!" He snapped and tried to push Mason to his knees.

Mason was still confused, but he decided he might not get to do it if he didn't do it right now. He could always ask why when it was done.

So he dropped to his knees and pulled Officer Thomas's slacks down. As soon as he started, Thomas was trying to ram it down Mason's throat, before his cock was even all the way out. He was already on the verge of orgasm.

"Shit, what happen-?" Mason's voice was cut off by a hard cock pushing into his mouth.

"Ah, thank god, man, shit..." He paused and sighed like he had been waiting for this for hours, like Mason was finally scratching an itch that Thomas hadn't been able to take care of all day. "Sorry, I shouldn't thank god for this. That ain't right." He moaned. Precum flowed down Mason's throat.

Mason looked up and made eye contact with him. He wanted to ask what was going on, but Officer Thomas didn't answer. He just closed his eyes and drilled his dick deeper down Mason's throat.

"There's this feller in lockup right now, he in for armed robbery. He got a costume on, dressin' like a girl, you know that? What's the word for that?" He didn't wait for an answer. "He dress up like Gillian Anderson—X-Files-era Gillian Anderson. Shit, man, he look good as fuck. Shit, man, back in the 90s, I just 'bout nutted whenever I looked at her, man. I watched e'ry episode of that show but I couldn't tell you one thing about it, 'cept for how her tits looked."

Mason kept sucking. Now that Officer Thomas was talking, he no longer seemed as close to orgasm. But then he closed his eyes and moaned, picturing Gillian Anderson. He held onto Mason's head and rode his mouth. Mason choked on his big dick, but he managed to swallow the whole thing, his nose nuestling in Thomas's pubes.

He reached up to massage Officer Thomas's pecs, which flexed and stayed hard as iron. He played with both nipples. Thomas moaned, undulating, fucking Mason's throat like it was a pussy.

"Shit... Man, you gotta keep this a secret. But uh, that dude, he been tryin' to taste my dick too. When he put this wig on, he look like Gillian Anderson, hoss, I got a hardon and it just wouldn't go away," he said. "So I rushed home so you could do it, I ain't wanna get in trouble. Lotta guys there do it, y'know, they love it and they do it so good. You don't even know how good they do it, man, better than girls..."

His balls rose up in his sac, and Mason could feel his orgasm coming. His cock pulsated in Mason's throat. Officer Thomas talked a lot by nature though, he was one of those rednecks who filled any quiet moment with talking.
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"Budinsky is the worst. Walter Budinsky, he love gettin' dome from men in there. He let 'em do it for extra puddin' cups or whatever, smoke breaks, turning the AC on, he don't care, he'll get dome from any of 'em for whatever they want," he said. His voice broke as cum sprayed into Mason's throat.

He gasped as though the orgasm hurt. He bit his lip. His muscles all flexed beneath his uniform shirt, under which Mason's hands still caressed his strapping flesh. He held on tight, forcing his entire dick down Mason's throat so he shot his wad all the way into his belly.

It was creamy and thick and warm, and it made Mason so horny he moaned. Mason shot his own wad onto the floor of his back porch.

"Shit!" Officer Thomas backed off. His face was still red, now also sweaty and exhausted. "Shit! Goddamn, man, that ain't fair, you throat too good."

Mason giggled and cleaned his lips off. He stood up and kissed Officer Thomas on the neck. It was enough to make Thomas stiffen up and grunt. His hands nervously fluttered, then gently pushed Mason away.

"No kissing," he said.

"Okay," Mason said. He wiped a few stray globs of cum off his cheeks. "So tell me about that Officer Budinsky. What's he like?"

***
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Officer Budinsky was taller than Wendell, and he was bigger—he was a former college baseball star, so he used to be a huge, stacked athlete. There was still a plaque celebrating him on campus, Mason had seen it. He didn't quite have the perfect shape he did when he was a star athlete, but was still the biggest powerhouse on the state prison staff. He was big enough that they had had to special-order his uniform parts.

Mason started drooling as soon as he saw him. He had managed to get a shadowy pic of him off Facebook, that was why he agreed to this. But he wasn't expecting this cocky swaggerous redneck with a glorious mustache and a mean snarl.

The plan was for Mason to commit a minor crime that would get him arrested. He had possessed a small marijuana pipe that had never been used—that meant it wasn't technically a crime, but that wouldn't be known until it was tested (it was actually not tested at all—Mason ended up having to hire a lawyer to get the charges dismissed later). He should have been kept in the local jail overnight.

But Officer Thomas had "accidentally" booked him into state prison. Mason didn't complain, so no one bothered to check that he was actually assigned to be there—the local jail dropped off new arrestees all the time if they were too dangerous to be kept in jail and didn't have an imminent court date; paperwork sometimes lagged inmates, so Mason's arrival was a surprise, but that was not in itself too strange. Tomorrow, Mason's paperwork would be reviewed by prison administration, who would scold Officer Thomas for bringing the prison a low-value inmate only to have to send him back for an arraignment and release the next morning. Thomas had arranged for himself to avoid getting in serious trouble by marking Mason as "disabled"—the prison took all disabled arrestees because they had the facilities for it—Thomas said that Mason had simply lied about being disabled, and Thomas was forbidden from asking what the disability was, so he had taken it at face value.

Staying there overnight gave Mason just enough time to get processed by Officer Budinsky. That was who Mason had his eyes on. Officer Budinsky had agreed to give it up Mason's behind. Mason had insisted he wanted to be treated like any other inmate.

That was who came into the small room where Mason waited, heart beating swiftly. His palms were sweaty. He was already erect even though nothing had happened yet.

"Alright, boy, my name is Officer Budinsky. Yes, that's my real name and if you even think about snickering at it, I will teach you the world's most difficult lesson in respect. You pickin' up what I'm puttin' down, boy?" He glared down at Mason.

"Yes, sir, Officer Budinsky."

"Good. Take off ya clothes," he said.

Mason shivered and followed orders. This room was cold. Officer Budinsky kept a close eye on him as he undressed, and he opened his mouth when Mason pulled his underwear down. But he didn't say anything—Mason suspected that he was going to insult him for having a small cock only to see that Mason, in fact, didn't.

"Good. Rules in this place is simple. You follow orders, all the time. Never ask no questions, boy," he said. "No smoking. No cursing. No disrespect. No mean-mugging. No racial slurs."
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"Yes, sir."

"Good. Turn around and bend over. Grab your ankles and get ready to squeal like a piggie." He paused to see how scared Mason was. 

"Oink," Mason said in a feminine voice.

"Oh. You's a sissy..." Officer Budinsky seemed a little disappointed. 

Mason shrugged. "But thanks for the tip. Hopefully you won't stop with just the tip. I prefer the whole shaft."

"Boy, are you tryin' to jack me off? Cuz I'm here to search you for contraband, not listen to you actin' like foul," Officer Budinsky said. He quickly patted down Mason's thighs and chest.

"Those two things are not mutually exclusive," Mason said. He looked behind himself and winked his asshole at Officer Budinsky, who was just pulling a latex glove on.

He grunted and snarled. He pressed a button on the radio on his shoulder. "This inmate has requested extra privacy. Please shut the cameras off."

A finger rammed into Mason's ass. He felt considerable pain, but there was a glimmer of pleasure too. Mason moaned, exaggerating the sound as much as he could. That made Officer Budinsky grunt like he was disgusted by the sound.

Then Mason clenched his ass around Budinsky's finger, holding onto it. Budinsky stuck a second finger in there. "You got anything in there, boy?"

"Just a couple fingers," Mason said. "But I've got an idea of something else that might fit. Or even better yet, might not fit."

Mason pulled off him. He felt a surge of desire. Officer Budinsky had an intense look in his eyes. Mason couldn't tell if he was happy to get a nut off, or if he was annoyed that Mason didn't act ashamed or frightened. Regardless, he looked aroused, and Mason could see his dick getting hard in those uniform pants. A part of Budinsky seemed a bit afraid, or at least nervous about Mason being so forward with him. He was used to being more intense than the inmates he throated down.

Mason dropped to his knees and unzipped his slacks. Budinsky's cock flopped out. No wonder he wanted to make fun of my dick size, he's massive, Mason thought to himself.

His dick was half-hard even before Mason popped it into his mouth. He deep-throated him right away, guzzling his shaft all the way down. Budinsky was used to a little reluctance, and didn't know how to take this.

His dick stiffened up right away in Mason's mouth. He had a nice, long cock that fit perfectly down Mason's throat, filling him up and pulsating against his tongue. Mason choked but didn't let that slow him down.

"Goddamn, boy, you excited. Don't get too worked up. My dick's still gonna be here tomorrow, and you still gonna be locked up, I expect." He hooted like a cowboy, though his voice sounded more nervous than he presented himself as. He grunted like he often got deep-throated by men like this.
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Mason giggled. He pulled off his dick and smiled. "Do you have any lube?"

"Course. Since you actin' real nice, I'll even use it," he said. There was a tube of lubricant there on the counter. Budinsky squeezed some onto his dick and over Mason's ass as he bent over.

On all fours, Mason jutted his ass high in the air, wiggling it back and forth. "Come on, get it in there," Mason said with a snapdown, like he was getting frustrated. 

"I'll get in ya when I'm ready, boy," Budinsky said with a snarl. He flopped his hard dick over Mason's ass. This, Budinsky thought, felt like a seduction.

So he made it as unseductive as possible. He rammed his dick in unceremoniously—he was lubed up well enough that it went in easy anyway though. Then he moaned and blushed. A shiver of pleasure ran up his spine.

He hadn't expected it to feel this good. Mason was not only good at this, he was better than any of the other inmates Officer Budinsky had ramrodded before because he was experienced, lubed-up, willing and had planned on this from the beginning. He took every inch of Budinsky's cock and begged for more.

"C'mon, ram me, harder, Budinsky!"

Budinsky gritted his teeth and plowed into Mason. His entire cock slid in and out without any difficulty. He couldn't believe how good it felt—better than any woman, ass or pussy or mouth—he groaned and pounded on his chest as he slammed in and out of Mason's tight ass.
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He was so surprised by how good it felt that Budinsky reached his orgasm quickly. He writhed, slapped Mason's asscheeks, and then pinned him down with his broad chest. His cock throbbed deep within Mason's ass.

"Here I go, boy, gonna fill you up..."

Cum sprayed within Mason, a massive wad, as though all of the bad prison sex Budinsky had been having had left him with swollen balls, and he was finally getting rid of all that pent-up cum. It was creamy and hot and it seeped into Mason's flesh, so much of it flowing within him that Mason imagined he could taste it as he shot his own wad onto the floor.

"Ah, shit, man, damn..." Officer Budinsky said with a grunt as he pulled out. "I'm glad you're here. How much time you got?"
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CHAPTER TWO
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The Cellmate

It was obvious that Officer Freeman wanted to humiliate Mason by making him walk to his cell stark naked, with his hands above his head so he couldn't cover himself up. Mason didn't want to give him the satisfaction of being humiliated, so he kept his face grim and placid.

Hey sonny, you ever take it in the ass before?

You shake that thing so perfect!

You got the purtiest lips I ever seen, boy.

He felt his dick stir to attention when they passed a cell where a large black man wagged his bare cock in Mason's direction. That didn't upset Mason so much; he enjoyed the sight on its own merits, but of course, he didn't like the implied threat. 

When Officer Freeman stopped at a cell, Mason's heart pounded. He could feel dozens of pairs of eyes watching him, most importantly the gigantic beastly man in the cell right in front of him. Mason's new cellmate was a brutish brown-skinned monster, Mason thought, like a shaved beast. He wasn't ugly, but he certainly wasn't handsome either, with a squat, bullish face, wild cornrows and a scruffy chin. He wore only a pair of thin shorts, so his body, pockmarked with scars and tattoos, was nearly bare.

Officer Freeman pushed Mason into the cell, then slammed the door shut without a moment's hesitation. Mason stumbled and nearly fell, avoiding it only because he landed on his new cellmate.

"Fresh fish! Fresh fish!"

The man grabbed Mason and threw him up against the wall. He kept his face still and emotionless. "What's yo' name, homeboy?" His broad chest heaved and he screwed up his wide nose.

"Uh, Mason," he said.

"You gonna fight me?"

"What?" Mason's heart skipped a beat.

"You gonna fight me? If you gonna fight me, let's do it now," the man said. "If not, then we can just move on."

"Oh, okay, well I don't want to fight you," Mason said, glad to have the choice. It didn't seem like a real option anyway—Mason was about a third this man's size. He sighed and slid away from the man's body. The tiny cell didn't leave him many places to go, but he didn't want to be pinned between his cellmate's massive frame and the wall behind him. 
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"Good. My name is Thumper, sweetheart," he said, licking his lips. Something about the way he said sweetheart was offputting to Mason. It was both menacing and affectionate at the same time.

"Oh. Uh, my name is Mason," he said.

"Thumper love the taste of fresh fish! Taste like intact ass..."

Thumper nodded. Mason pushed around Thumper's strapping body to the bunks. Thumper seemed to enjoy being in the middle of the cell, in the way, meaning Mason couldn't get anywhere without squeezing past him. The bottom bunk was empty, so Mason sat down on it. Apparently this was going to be his bunk for the foreseeable future.

"Nah," Thumper said. "Don't sit down." Thumper smiled. "I gots a question for ya." He took a deep breath, like he was nervous about how Mason would answer the question

Mason nodded, and Thumper stepped forward to put one heavy hand on Mason's shoulder. "You got nice skin, boy." He smiled cruelly at Mason, and flexed his chest muscles. He wore only tattered underwear, prison-issued so even the parts that weren't worn away were threadbare. His hairy groin and heavy cock were plainly visible.

"Don't go easy on 'im, Thump!"

Thumper looked Mason up and down as though both disgusted and aroused by what he saw. Mason didn't react with horror or shame or anything but unbridled lust, which Thumper obviously picked up on immediately. Thumper whistled.

"Why ain't you in 'im yet, Thumper?"

"You one of dem sissies, huh?" His smile shifted from cruel to victorious as Mason nodded, looking down awkwardly at his feet. "Oh hot damn, homeboy, that's the way to do it!" He got down on his knees in front of Mason, amid the hooting and laughter from the other cells. "I swear, I'll protect you and love yer tender body, boi, if you obey me and treat me right. Will you be my prison wife?"

"Uh... yeah, I guess," Mason said. 

Thumper smiled, stood and swept Mason up in his arms. He kissed him on the lips and plunged his tongue into Mason's mouth. Mason was shocked that he would do something so unmanly, especially as a few of the nearby prisoners began hooting.

"Don't kiss 'im, homeboy, that's gross! Stick it in him! Let us watch!"

"Destroy 'im, Thump! Rip his ass apart!"

"Nah! We gonna make love, homeboy," he said over and over, even as the others yelled back. One of his giant hands swept over Mason's back, and Thumper moaned as he felt Mason's smooth skin. He growled, his kisses turning to licks as he covered Mason's face with his spit. "You taste nice, boy. I ain't had a girl in years, homeboy. You gonna be my girl now. I treat you right, don't you worry yo' pretty little head."

"Okay..." Mason's heart pounded. Though aroused, Mason was so shocked, and terrified of the hooting prisoners in the nearby cells, that he couldn't think of how to proceed. He just stood there awkwardly as Thumper licked his face like a cat cleaning its kitten.

Thumper had a massive swinging dick. Mason had never seen anything like it. His eyes bugged out as he imagined himself taking that piece of meat in his ass—was it even possible? Thumper pulled away from Mason, swung his dick between his fingers and smiled deeply.

"You nervous about them other homeboys? They ain't gonna hurt ya. I wouldn't nevuh let 'em hurt ya, boy. You my plaything now, I's gonna protect you forevuh," Thumper said. He flexed his biceps, each one of which was bigger than Mason's head. His skin was slick with sweat. "I give us some privacy." He licked his lips, looking over Mason's body. Then he grabbed the sheets off his bed and Mason's.

"Nah, Thumper, let us watch, homeboy!"

"Make 'im squeal!"

"You homeboys shut the fuck up!" Thumper said. He had thumbtacks ready, and he quickly pinned the sheets up to block the view in from outside.

"Come on, Thumper, we need a show!"

Mason was less nervous now that no one could see what was happening. The men kept yelling, hollering, demanding to be allowed to see. Thumper smiled. He swept Mason into his arms and kissed him again.

"You my sweet little baby," Thumper whispered. He sucked on Mason's ear, then gently pushed him down to his knees. Mason felt more calm, even sexy, now that no one could see—even if it was obvious that everyone knew what was happening in here—and he kissed Mason's chest. He licked his nipples and allowed Thumper to push him down to his knees. Mason licked a trail from his thick pecs, down the hairy trail in the center of his belly, and licked from the root to the tip.

Thumper shuddered and his dick twitched. He let out a booming laugh and pumped his biceps again. He flexed his pecs and even punched his own chest with his fists. "Yo, homeboys, he doin' it! He really loves me and shit, yeah! Hot fuck, I got the best cellmate, man! Thank god, I been waitin' for a girlie-boy fo' years."

He poked his head out past one of the curtains, keeping it tight around his face so no one could see Mason. Thumper beamed and laughed, his dick jerking in Mason's mouth as he chuckled. "Yo, he doin' it, he lickin' it and shit, he treatin' me good, boy! We might nevuh come outta this cell."

"You into that shit, Thumper?"

"Hell yeah I's into it. You don't even know, damn... I been waitin'!" He howled into the corridor between cells. Someone else joined in, and for a minute or two it sounded like a whole pack of wolves filled the prison. Then Officer Freeman barked at everyone to shut up; it seemed they were all frightened of him, so they did as they were told. Thumper turned his head back to Mason and grinned. He spat on the root of his cock.

He blushed as Thumper's dick perked up in his mouth. He groaned, flopping his meat against Mason's face and chin. It was as thick as Mason's forearm, and almost as long. The thought of taking that entire thing in his ass made Mason shiver with fear and anticipation.
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Thumper's dick tasted like sweet and savory candy, like salty meat, throbbing in his mouth. It tasted of pure, distilled manhood, Mason thought as he stroked himself off too. Thumper was precisely the kind of man Mason would have daydreamed about being with before he had been locked up. 

"Make a face like this, boy," Thumper said. He made a circle with his mouth and stuck his tongue out. He had a big tongue, even bigger than the relative size of the rest of his body. Mason did as he was told, sticking his tongue out. "Good. You look pretty like that. Lick yo' tongue on my dick."

"Make 'im choke on it, Thump!"

But he didn't actually wait for Mason to lick, he gripped Mason strongly by the ears, his big round face turning serious as he drilled his dick in down his throat.

Mason gagged on the sour taste of sweat, which he loved, as Thumper's dick jabbed into the back of his throat. He nearly pulled his tongue back in but Thumper clucked his tongue, and Mason managed to sneak it out again. He slathered spit on Thumper's dick, which was so big he only fit half of it, maybe less, in his mouth.

"I'm-a ram you now, boy," Thumper said. He peered down to look right in Mason's frantic eyes. He smiled. "Don't worry. I ain't gonna hurt you. I got a whole tub of hog fat here, and I gonna lick that pussy till it's open  and drippy like Freeman's wife's pussy, okay?"

Then Thumper pulled his dick out of Mason's mouth. He swiped it across Mason's face a few times, grinning like an ape as he smeared spit and precum over Mason's face. He kneeled down behind Mason and pressed his face into Mason's ass without a word of warning.

Mason had had men lick his ass before, and he had had men do it enthusiastically. But none were like Thumper—he attacked Mason's asshole as though it was a lollipop with a prize inside. His gigantic tongue plunged in, so thick it hurt at first, but its soft, moist heat won Mason over.

He slobbered loudly, making the other inmate laugh; Mason suspected they thought the slobbering sounds were Mason getting throated down. Mason had to lift his ass to meet Thumper's face, and Thumper used both hands to lift Mason up. He even gave Mason's dick a few casual strokes as he lapped at Mason's ass.

This whole experience had been so surprising and stressful that Mason only realized how pleasurable it was after a few minutes of licking. Intense sensations ran up Mason's spine from his ass, and he moaned loudly.

"I hear dat!"

Mason blushed. He couldn't stop making noise, as Thumper's thick tongue lapped at his ass, every motion sending waves of pleasure up his body. He moaned and crooned and begged for more.

"This next part is gonna be cold, boy, but you gonna be glad you got it," Thumper said, out of breath after sucking Mason's hole so furiously. "It'll make my dick a lot easier to take in." He licked Mason's asscrack all the way up to his face. Mason shivered as a slop of something cold and slippery hit his ass. It was hog-fat, stinking of pork and grease.

It quickly warmed up and melted most of the way, like warm wax dripping from his ass. Even with the lube, he still wasn't sure he'd be able to take the whole thing inside himself.

He felt tiny as Thumper gently put him in position. He directed Mason to bend over the foot of the lower bunk, which meant Thumper had to squeeze in behind him and in front of the cell bars. At that corner, the sheets that Thumper had hung ended with a few inches to spare, which meant that Thumper's ass pressed against the bars. A guard walked by and snickered.

A burst of pain shot up his ass. Mason bit his lip to avoid howling in agony, which he knew would only set off more teasing from the other inmates. But he had to really struggle to control himself, and he lifted one foot off the ground like a dog pissing. 

"God, ramrod me hard," Mason said, blushing, whispering because he didn't want anyone to hear how much he wanted this but he couldn't bear to stop himself from saying it. "I love your cock, Thumper..."

"I know, sweetheart. But you keep sayin' it." Thumper was firm but gentle. He kept pushing his dick in until he felt resistance, then stopped and cooed. He caressed the back of Mason's head with his callused fingers. He kept applying more hog fat every few minutes.

Eventually Mason realized he had taken the whole thing. It was so huge inside him he couldn't think of anything else in this moment. He squirmed as pleasure overwhelmed the pain he had been feeling—Thumper finally began hitting that spot deep in his ass that Mason had been waiting for.

"Yeah, that's it," Thumper said, smugness in his voice. "I was lookin' fo' that spot. I love watchin' you squirm wit' pleasure, boy. I like makin' boys like you feel goooooood!" Then he called out to everyone in other cells. "He takin' it right, homeboys! He doin' everything he should! We gonna have a li'l honeymoon ovuh here!"
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