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CHAPTER ONE

I Love Italians
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Rashad was terrified as he walked naked through the corridors of Brutewood Penitentiary, but he hid it with a well-timed sashay of his hips whenever he passed a group of inmates. He was gay and he had no intention of hiding it. He knew that, if he played it right, being gay was a good thing behind bars.

Luckily, Rashad loved servicing alpha male thugs like the mainly black and Latino men who filled Brutewood's cells. So he hoped that's who his cell-mate would be. He was certain he could get any black convict like himself—but bigger, stronger and tougher—to agree to protect him in exchange for sexual favors, which Rashad was excited to perform anyway. 

A part of him had always hoped he'd get to spend a little time in prison. He knew he'd hate the isolation, the boredom, the deprivation, but he had always loved macho alpha male thugs. They didn't even have to have perfect prison-toned bodies as far as he was concerned. Rashad thought the swagger was sexier than the details of a man's body size and shape.

He was both disappointed and elated to see the scowling man who sat on the upper bunk of the tiny cell. Rashad was disappointed because he was neither black nor Latino—he was white—but he was elated because he was sexy.

Rashad's new cellmate was Sonny Migaccio, and he was a square-jawed Italian with a dense mop of black hair, broad shoulders and a hairy chest. Rashad wanted to pounce on his cock even before the guard shut the cell door.

"Hi," Rashad said, managing to restrain himself long enough to get it out. He smiled coquettishly. He didn't know how comfortable Sonny was with man-on-man sex, so Rashad tried to play up his feminine flamboyance. He sighed dramatically, opening his mouth wide to show how much he could fit in there. "My name's Rashad."

Sonny just nodded at him. He snorted and looked Rashad up and down. Rashad could pinpoint the exact moment when Sonny realized Rashad was gay. His nostrils flared and he rolled his eyes.

Rashad's gaze was drawn to the massive bulge in his prison pants. He looked to have a big cock, probably uncut. Rashad was drooling already. He didn't normally like white men very much, but Sonny was plenty sexy—Rashad smiled, recalling what his brother told him once: Italians are the white equivalent of niggas, Rashad. Don't nevuh fuck wit' dem. Rashad had never followed his brother's advice.

"You like what you see?" Rashad asked as he put his clothes down on the bottom bunk. He turned around to display his bare, plump brown ass for Sonny.

"I am one-hundred percent hetero, queerboy. If you ain't got tits, I ain't interested," Sonny said. He sounded bored, his Italian-New Jersey accent resonant in the tiny cell. He sneered in Rashad's direction but didn't look at him directly.

"Are you sure? I could sure use a strong man to protect me. This is a rough place. A big boy like you could treat me as bad as he wanted to," Rashad said. He stepped closer and licked the air near Sonny. "I'd love every second of it."

Sonny pushed Rashad's face away from the bunk. "Not interested, queermeat. There's some black pimps in Block H, they'll take you in. Hope you like gettin' fucked." He said that last part as though he didn't believe anyone enjoyed getting fucked.

"I do. But I'm not interested in being pimped out," Rashad said. "I want one man. One perfect man I can worship like the god that he is." Rashad's heart pounded. If this didn't work, he wasn't sure what he would do. There were a lot of advantages to having your cellmate be your protector, Rashad thought. He didn't want to give up on this, especially since Sonny was so hot.
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