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CHAPTER ONE

The Game
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Jake was expecting to be afraid when he was shoved into the prison cell that was to be his home for seven years, but he was not expecting how pervasive the terror was in him. He panicked like he had never panicked before. He wasn't sure how obvious it was to his new cellmate either; he tried to maintain a tough façade.

The cell was a tiny rectangle with a toilet and two bunks. Pictures of naked black women with plump asses plastered the walls and ceiling. It smelled strongly of sweat, and faintly of cum. Jake's cellmate sat on the top bunk.

He was a towering figure, Harmey was his name. He had a big shaved head and a squat nose, dark brown skin and bulging muscles. Jake had been assured that he'd be given a cell with a fellow Nine Tat, which meant he'd be safe, yet he couldn't help but feel nervous. Harmey glared at Jake as though he already hated him.

"Yo," Jake said. He nodded at Harmey, who nodded back.

That was the extent of their interaction for the next two hours. Jake lay on the bottom bunk. He hadn't "unpacked" the tiny number of items he was allowed yet. He didn't want to do it at first because he was too nervous, his hands would have been shaking, and then he thought he could save it so he'd have something to do when the boredom began to get to him.

A moist smacking sound began above him. Jake had no idea what it was at first, then realized it could only be his cellmate masturbating. He gulped and blushed. He should have known something like this would happen, but he had been predicting much worse things than masturbation—he supposed all cellmates must go through this eventually. It was really a pretty minor indiscretion, even if it seemed like the most disgusting thing he had ever experienced right now. He wondered if he should say something.

"So, whatchoo in for?" Harmey asked.

Jake felt too awkward to answer. Was Harmey really trying to have a conversation while he masturbated?

When Jake didn't answer, Harmey spoke louder. "Huh? Nigga? Whatchoo doin' down there? You jackin' off? You wanna have a circlejerk?"

"Uh... no," Jake said. "I'm... I'm in for possession. Cocaine, and a gun."

"Uh-huh. You a Nine Tat, right?"

"Yeah," Jake said. "Are you beatin' yo' meat up there?"

"Yeah. You wanna suck it?"

"No!"

"Cuz I let you suck it anytime, boi. No problem. You ain't even got to ask, you can just start doin' it."

"No!"

"A'ight," he said with a chuckle. "Yo' loss."

"Do you have to do that, uh, now?"

"Ain't got to, no. Is there a better time for you, nigga? You want me to schedule it with yo' secretary?"

"Why are you talking to me while you jack off?"

"Just gettin' two things done at once, nigga," he said. "I ain't gonna rape you. You ain't gotta worry about that. I ain't a rapist."

"Good to know."

"I do play the Reacharound Game. Anyone told you 'bout that?" He asked. Then he paused and moaned. Jake's skin crawled as he realized Harmey was orgasming. His big body shifted its weight on the bunk above Jake, who closed his eyes. The sour, acrid smell of cum filled the room, and Jake felt like he was inhaling Harmey's semen. Harmey grunted like an angry hog. "Huh? You know what the Reacharound Game is?"

"No."

"It ain't really a game, that's just what we call it," Harmey said. "If you join in, then you can fuck me in the ass at night. But you gotta give a reacharound, and you gotta let me get yo' booty too, next time. I'll give you a reacharound too. We switch off, so one night you gimme a reacharound, next night I do-"

"No."

"You ain't wanna play? Nobody'll judge you for it. That's a rule around here. You don't lose no respect if you get fucked at night, wit' a reacharound. Don't count since you both get off. Ain't nobody s'posed to find out, that's a rule too, but there ain't no privacy. So they gonna know-"

"No. I don't wanna play."

"You don't wanna fuck?

"No!"

"You will. You can change your mind, nigga. You just lemme know. You can fuck me whenever you need to, I'll let you be on top first," he said. "I hope you do join in. You look like you got a nice ass." He jumped down from his bunk.

The sheen of cum on his chest and belly was bright, attention-grabbing, and the smell grew strong now that he was near Jake's bed. That made Jake gag and look away. "Damn, nigga..."

"You squeamish, huh? You one of dem squeamish niggas?" Harmey asked. He laughed and jutted his cum covered-chest forward, towards Jake in his bunk. One drop of pearly cum landed on the edge of his bunk, and Jake watched it dry there with unabashed horror. Harmey wiped his chest off with a wad of toilet paper.

"You one of them nasty niggas." Jake said. He shook his head, but smiled too, along with Harmey. He was beginning to feel better about Harmey, who, despite his size and tough mien, seemed like a jolly sort of man.

After that, Harmey started talking about his wife. He hadn't seen her in nearly a year, but he said he knew she was keeping herself ready for him. He said he'd fuck the shit out of her when he got out, even if that didn't happen until he was old and gray. Jake was glad he was friendly, even if he was also gross and seemed to talk a lot about his dick.

Then came lunch and an afternoon in the rec yard, followed by dinner. They ate at five o'clock and the morning meal wasn't until seven the next morning, so it would be fourteen hours before he ate again. Jake knew he would be very hungry by then, so he forced himself to eat every bite of the rancid-tasting dinner.

By the time night arrived and the lights turned out, Jake felt more at home and less nervous. He was beginning to think he'd be alright. But one problem that had been more serious than he thought was his horniness. He had assumed he wouldn't feel horny at all, at least not until he had been away from females for a few months.

The naked women all over the walls made it tough to concentrate. Jake was constantly just a bit aroused, daydreaming about any of those models sucking him off, bending over in front of him and showing off their tits. He wanted to fuck more than anything.

On the outside, he regularly went a few days, even weeks, without sex. But now, in here, he was feeling horny even though it had only been a few weeks since he got locked up in jail before his trial. He wanted to ask if he could pull the pictures down, but he knew Harmey would say no, would call him gay and that nobody else would back him up. Who didn't want to look at naked women?

He decided to just play the Reacharound Game. It couldn't be that bad, he thought. He'd had sex with a male friend once when they both very drunk and horny—that was just shared blowjobs, but still, he thought he'd be able to handle it. It wouldn't be the worst thing ever.

He stood up. Was Harmey asleep? He couldn't tell, and he wasn't sure how to begin.

"I know what you want," Harmey said with a chuckle, his deep voice resonant in the tiny cell. It sounded like he had been awake all along, like he had assumed Jake would change his mind tonight. He sat up and grinned. "Go'n and put the curtain up."

Jake sighed and did so. There was a spare sheet, which he taped up to conceal them from prying eyes outside the cell. Jake's hands shook. He wondered if anyone outside the cell knew why he was hanging a curtain. 

He shouldn't be too nervous, he thought. This wasn't the first time he'd had sex with a man. He'd never given a reacharound though. He couldn't help but feel like if he didn't do this perfectly, Harmey would tell the others that Jake wasn't a real man. The possibility that he'd be too nervous to even get a hardon occurred to Jake; he was horny, and there were naked chicks plastering the walls of the cell, but what if that wasn't enough?

By the time the curtain was up, Harmey was out of his bunk and on all fours on the ground. He was stark naked, his giant brown body stretching as he spread his legs. Jake was quite a bit shorter and skinnier than Harmey, so getting behind him was awkward. He had to stand on his toes.

"Don't forget, you gotta give a reacharound," Harmey muttered.

"I will..." Jake's voice sounded weak in his own mind. He hoped no one else heard him. He used his left hand to guide his dick in, while his right roamed around to the front of Harmey's body. Touching him like this felt very intimate, and reminded Jake of how much bigger Harmey was than himself.

When his cock finally entered, Harmey grunted and Jake shuddered. It felt nothing like a woman's ass, he thought, all those gay men were lying about that. Harmey's crack was choked with hair, the cheeks cold and plump, but the inside was hot and tight just like any woman's. If he could just ignore the ass itself and focus on Harmey's hole, this might be easy, Jake thought.

Harmey's dick throbbed, thick and fat in Jake's fingers. Jake shuddered. He had circlejerked once with his old basketball team, so this wasn't the first time he touched another man's cock. But he had never touched a big old horse-dick like this, and he had never felt so intimate with a man.

Harmey's muscles felt even bigger than they looked, especially in this position, with Jake's arms wrapped around his body. Harmey had hair on his chest, coarse and kinky, and there were even a few stray hairs extending over his shoulder. Jake's face mashed into the man's meaty back as he pounded away at his ass.
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