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“The tW° me_" |i¢k9d his a"'"Pit$ §?§'n?'l?s"1?a1§’3?.ZZI'1§’$a$§§§s¥?e"i?tg

and ivnqued his mwih deeply They Li:.°;le;;i?:?:;.';i"::;°.¥;;L;“:;
a on good as it feels, don’t you worry

’ about $16.50 tonight. | ll bunk you in

weren’t gonna let him go anywhere, my,;§1ng:sf<;)re§;‘eev-v';1atmare,

and '19 t want t0. H6 bl'G3thGd you 901 yourselfadeal-'
“lf you work out okay, Kid, I can

and even get you a job."
“You sure must be somebodyl"

fldlg His big blond face broadened into a

59 grin as wide as open plains. His blue
- eyes already had that curious

western squint that made a man
% want to teach this Kid in a hurry all

the stuff he was in a quicker hurry to
know.

“l’m managing a western shop off
Castro. Hell, if I put an authentic
Texas..."

. .Oklahoma. .

. .cowboy like you behind the
counter, all these urban cowboys are
gonna walk on their own tongues to
my door." He put his hand on the
Kid’s rawboned shoulder. He felt
strong, sinewy, through his western
shirt. “Enjoy it all," he said.
“Nothing like being the new Kid in
town.”

That had been two days before
Jim was left alone to tend the
western store by himself for the first
time. He felt shit-sure he could han-
dle the job. Sure was a hell of a lot
easier stacking shirts and checking
boot sizes than it was dogging cattle
on his daddy's ranch. Besides, the
smell of the new leather in the boots
and belts, and the C&W playing on
the shop radio, made him feel right
at home. He smiled thinking how
easy putting out a little of his dick
had been. Hank was a goodlooking
man, and one hell of a cock
swallower. Jim's own eight inches
squirmed around in his Levis when
he remembered the number of times
he and Hank had fucked each other
in the last forty-eight hours. He put
his hand on his crotch and smiled.
He was still hot to trot.

A couple gayboy customers came
in and cruised him hard. He was nice
to them. Why not? They were all
after the same stuff. Then for about
twenty minutes, he was alone in the
shop, rubbing his long, thick-veined
dick through his jeans, when the
best looking customer he ever did

3 see walked in and asked for a pair of
tight Levis. Jim kept one hidden
hand on the big head of his dick, and
with the other pointed toward the
jeans. “The fittin’ room’s back to the
right a ways,” he said.

ll
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Five minutes later, a real wellbuilt way they moved him around the into the Kid—up to the hilt. The
man, more muscled than the first, store with the same sort of confi- Kid’s loud moan gave Will a trem-
came in and picked up a pair of dence that a couple oldhand cow- bling rush. Then his big hands
Levis. “Think these'll fit?" he asked. pokes can handle a young wild gripped the cowboy’s hips and they

Jim sized up the huge bulge in the stallion in a dusty corral. took a ride no mechanical bull at
guy's crotch. “Y'all better try the They took turns fucking his young Gilley’s ever dreamed of.
next size, sir." blond face, slicking up their hard The western gear shop was per-

The guy switched jeans and cocks to switch-hit between his fect for breaking the Kid in. Stacks
headed back to the fitting room like mouth and his butt. Will and Miles of Acme boot boxes and Wrangler
he'd been there before. Jim watched knew their moves. While Jim was shirts and Levis jeans smelled new
him slowly unbutton his worn Levis gulping Will's cock down to full and fresh as the Kid himself. Miles
with one hand as he shouldered his choke, his ass, still highschool tight and Will looked at each other over
way through the fitting room's from the saddle, was stretching like the boy's body and decided to go
swinging doors. wet-and-willing rawhide to accommo- for it.

What happened next continued date the size and plunge of Miles’ The Kid was all the sweetmeat a
the Kid’s education in San Fran- dick. The two men rocked the young guy could ever want to*fuck full of
cisco. He turned out to be such a cowboy between them.+le was manseed: mouth and ass. Their lust
fast study that, later, when Hank moaning at the size and pace of the for his innocent blond goodlooks
found out, he sent the Kid down the hard dicks insistently plugging him drove their cocks deep and furiously
next night to the End-Up Bar Jock- at both ends. Miles and Will smiled into him. His moans made them hor-
strap Contest. “You got appeal,” at each other: the Kid was a real nier with lust. The Kid was begging
Hank said. “Getting you up there working cowboy. They never heard a them to fuck his ass, his face; to
stripped to a jock is a thousand discouraging word. suck his dick and ass; to deepfrench
bucks of free pub|icity.” Meanwhile, The Kid’s mouth was hungry for his throat right past his Oakie moan-
the Kid had a fast lesson in group- cock. His dick was hard for sucking. ing drawl for more!
sex to learn. His ass was ripe for rimming. He Will's load shot across the Kid’s

The guys back in the cubicles knew he'd found the action he'd laid ass. Miles’ spunk hit his face.
were checking each other out. The awake many a night beating off to Together, between them, they held
first one knelt and reached for the back in Tulsa. Shoot! He'd even seen the Kid, who smelled like new-mown
enormous dick hardening in his face. these two guys in one of those hay, in their big arms, squeezing his
They had been fuckbuddies once leather-western type magazines that young body tight while his hard-
before during a hot night out on the his ma had found. That had been the calloused cowboy hand beat his own
town. Miles, who had come in first week before, and the reason why, he meat, while their fingers went up his
was kneeling before Will's cock. He left to get exactly where he was. ass, cupped his balls, and ran across
grabbed a handful and tongue- Will moved behind the cowboy’s the hardness of his frame. They
teased the wet head up to full glory. butt. He gave each blond cheek the pinned him, and worked him, and
Will leaned against the wall enjoying kind of slap a horse accepts for held him tight between them right up
the deepthroat of Miles’ mouth suck- guidance from a good rider. The to the full gallop of his first threeway
ing his shaft. Miles’ own meat stood Kid’s moan was impaled on the shaft cuming.
at attention between his legs. In the of Mile’s cock. Will liked the long,
way the shop mirrors reflected the lean, lanky look of the blond back: C '
fitting room mirrors, Jim was watch- tight haunches that he slapped P '
ing it all. ' again, narrow boyish waist flaring Leo was Contestant Number Three

“Did you catch a look at the Kid at out to his big rawboned shoulders; the night he fell for Contestant Num-
the counter?" Will asked. his blond head sucking Miles’ cock; ber Four. Their eyes had met, and

Miles looked up with a mouthful of his lean-muscled arms holding onto fixed on each other, wordlessly say-
cock and grinned. He winked at Will. an old wooden chair for support ing all, the night they both entered
Wordlessly they made their instant under the weight of the two men who the End-Up Bar Jockstrap Contest.
pact: corral, strip, and initiate that ate his ass, licked his armpits, and Stripping down for his appearance
lean and hungry-looking cowboy. tongued his mouth deep. They had a onstage, Leo sized up the darkhaired

“Hey, cowboy,” Will ordered. His hard hold on him; they weren't gonna boy next to him: slim, muscular,
full voice came from deep inside his let him go anywhere, and he didn't darkhaired, and hung big. He liked
big balls. “Bring us another pair of want to. He breathed and tasted and the way the guy had stepped into his
jeans." swallowed the hard-riding juices of black jockstrap and slowly worked

Jim, figuring something was up, their sweating bodies. the elastic up his legs, tucking his
and figuring the something was The Kid knew was was coming. balls into the pouch, momentarily
going to be interesting, reached for a Will's dick stood at hard attention; letting his big cock flop up and out
tighter size, and moseyed his slightly holding his hands out from the Kid’s and over the waistband. He was a
bowlegged way back to the fitting defenseless cheeks, he aimed the show-stud. Leo like.d that. He ex-
rooms. He stopped, and smiled at glistening, thick head of his cock, posed his own dick hanging long
the two big cocks waiting for him. handlessly, like a real sex-pro, and lean from his blond crotch; then
Hank had told him the customer's straight at the sweet blond pucker of slowly, almost teasingly, he pulled
always right. the cowboy’s well-rimmed asshole. on his own blue jockstrap. They

Slowly, Miles and Will stripped the He pushed, again handlessly, the turned toward each other..Their
juicy young cowboy out of his gear. head of his dick against the prac- black and blue pouches equally full.
He was like the ham in a sandwich tically virgin hole, and then slowly, ln tight mirror-image, the dark one
between them. They hardened at the with all the skill of Big City smiled into the blond smile that
scent of his fresh meat. He liked the cocksmen, slid the length of his dick wanted as much as it flaunted.
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‘ on Leo’s chest. Leo's hands guide Leds hands grip Jamie’s dark hair.
Jamie‘s head. Blue sky above them. “_Suck my_ big dick." He forcefeeds_
Blue water below, They dive tggether his meat into the hot mouth until his

Con!inued!rompage65 deep into the pool. Stroking. Swim- '°ad is hai"t'i9_9e'ed 393"‘ i" his
Th End_U MC mien ted their ming. Surfacing in water-slick em- '°d- H‘? P‘_1“$ h'm§e'H'ee-

e p up . brace Qhmhihg to the ed Jamie lifts Leo s butt and hun ril
- .. - .. . ge of water 9 Y

¢'Ul$e- A"d "QW Wl" Y°U_ W9|°°m9» and skv_ Jamie-s hands vvgtk devvn rims him. A look comes into his
he announced to the 8tlt(,1l8l'iC8, Leeis chest and hips, pulling his eYes- He t-°We'$ °,Ve', ‘-90- Hi? e"9"9YContestant Number 4. . .

_ biue eekstr - - _ and dick and dark presence rise over
Leo broke 9“ ms hard stare’ and ing hgs hardace>gl2.wl-Tehpfi:l:|%l?:’bigee the |aid'b3°k b'°nd- He smeads

Pounded out mm the mumcolored blond dick into his mouth. Sucks it Le°"5 |e93- T"'"ab°"t is fa" P'aYligthtst_of_thte stage. deep gown his thteat_ Feeis the rigid when a man’s fantasy fucks him
‘S '8 eo’ t e Sam over veins twining around the velvethard back '-eds groans tum into i“"9'e

gee; afggsifogrigzsiiggatgeaged shaft. Tastes the sweet cockjuice. a"ima' Ciies Wide‘ the dafk f°|ia9°
' ' . d U’! D ht |. H l

Cancer. And he works as a busboy. I-9° Pulls Jamie UP- iiand -t‘° ham Zggd wi§e,ro%en?:i);to tle igrig
He-‘S been in San Fransisco lust two "‘eY 1°’" “?°" '“ea‘- L” '°a¢“°$ ‘°’ lean slow fuck while he beats hisdays He save heie -etavihgi with the baby oil, and rubs down Jamie’s own’meat_ “Peek me hard," Leo
friends in Marin.” The MC sized Leo b°dY- His tea" mU$¢|ed_b°dY savs
up Over his chpboafd “Who are you gleams, S|iCk6l"lS. The 0|‘ Spl'63dS Ja.rnie!s rh
here ~th teh- ht, Lee?" from one body to the other. Their tor- .. Y H - . -WI '9 slid t th J . t. d Fuck me hard! Leo s hand ierks“l didn’t come with anybody 9 °99 9i- amle 3 '05 OW". -

io~igiii.~- maid. iqiguemion Le-<>"s<=<><=i<»i<-»~<i~<.= 3iZ§i°3.'ié2J;"Li*liiiL%L*.$.‘i’;‘2i’.i3
The crowd °hee'ed- mmse" to fu“ hardom out across his tight belly landing in
“Db you have a favorite fantasy, “Yotu like that, dori’t you?" Leo heavv eiets en his ehest_’

Leo? Says ‘,Y°“ "K9 that-_ Jamie pulls out of his spasming
“Yeah. I have a fantasy.” Jamie swallows him deeper, then ass. he sttaddies Leg-s hibs ietking
“What is your fantasy here at the pulls back off his cock, lifts it, and his 'butt_siiek meat eve, the bunt

Entd-Up?_” dives in for the free-swinging’ balls. neeiing up in his nave|_ His dick .

l noticed there wasanother Con- Leo pours more oil on Jamie_s ath- tides huge in his hand_ i.ie stabs it
testant. . . letic body. He works it into his harden intensitving’ bevving in eiese

“We see how your dirty mind is shoulders and chest. Then he pulls eve, Lee-s face. working his ieaded
wheeling tonight, Leo!” The MC his nuts from the hungry mouth and disk betvveen theii tvve beiiies. Zete_
moved in tighter on the young blond. stabs down the willing throat with ing in en i_eg-s eves begging hitn te
“What’s the other Contestant’s his oil-wet cock. His driving thrusts euin_ He teats an His bddv aiehes
number?" work his wild young dick deeper. He bask; tagt_ His hand bgiis his disk

“Contestant Number Four." is in command. Fuck-crazy. “Get up devvn te the base one haid iast time
“So let’s do two Contestants and bend over,” Leo orders. Jamie i_ie hgids it bv the teet_ The head gt

together. Would you all give the clap flips over on his belly; his butt in the his ted exbibdes Cum sheets the
for Contestant Number Four: air. iength gt Leg-s vvtithing bedv hits
Jamie!" Leo's tongue darts into the dark, his eheek_ A igng iine gt vvhite euin

The dark-complexioned Jamie hairy ass. He sucks on the tight hangs aigng his bignd iavv_
strode out into_the bright stage light. pucker, wetting it, loosening it. _iatnie_ stiii stroking, ieans in gvet

':ThlS is Jamie. He's from Georgia. Jamie pushes his hole back toward Leo’ inching tin te his iaee, kissing
He s a Capricorn. And he says he's a the blond mouth, feeding Leo his the gum en hi-siiins_
model." hairy crack. Full of ass, Leo stands, -~ - ~- - -

The MC stood between the blond his dick bobbing over the wet hole: tantTahs€’edJni:1t(i3g?-Y8’ '8 a lockstrap
and the brunette. “So, Leo. You think touch of head to ass, tentative Thev dive intg the beet tegetheti
this man can fulfill your fantasies?” probe, then full-push penetration. Thev disseive bask to the End_Un

“l think he could more than fulfill The long blond shaft docks deep up stage
my fantasies.” inside the hairy young butt. Leo ~-That-s Contestants Three and

“And what about you, Jamie?” spreads Jamie’s cheeks wide apart; i:gun~ the MC savs_ i-Let~s heat it tet
“l think he could do the same for he works his dick expertly out and these tvv-b tine gentietnen_ A tough

me." in, teasing Jamie into asking for aet td ieiievv_--
“Okay, gentlemen. Let's see what more and begging for it harder. Hip- 

happens here. . holding the ripe ass, Leo fucks
in a soft-focus dream, the Contes- Jamie’s hole, driving his face into

tants dissolve into each other’s the chaise lounge. The grip of
arms. Their contest numbers still Jamie’s tight ass on his dick makes C°”"””°‘”’°”'”°g°56
hang form their necks, but they are Leo pull out. “Not yet," he says. it?" He stepped closer, his eyes soft
outdoors, poolside in Marin. Hands “Not yet." and friendly, looking directly into
running over bodies. Tongues Leo slips up on the chaise, flat on Peter's. “My name's ChuCk,” he Said.
wrapping around tongues. Hugging. his back. Jamie climbs between his and offered his hand.
Palming. Groping. Two love-wrestlers legs and sucks the taste of his ass Peter could feel the electricity
exploring ancient holds on their of the golden wet hardon. His tongue coming from the man’s body. A
young bodies. flicks around the pearl-drop of pre- strong, manly sexuality. He was .

Jamie licks, nuzzles, sucks down lube oozing out of Leo’s piss-slit. aware that his basket was straining
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