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CALL DENNY SARGENT

Denny swerved into the new
apartment-complex parking lot and
kicked down his chopped Harley. He
ran his fingers carelessly through his
windblown hair. His big hand tucked
his tanktop into his jeans. His watch
digited up a red 10:14 PM. Good
timing. Den had kept his trick waiting
a hungry fourteen minutes.

Upstairs at a window the drapery
fell back into place. The john was
primed and waiting. Over the phone
the two men had sorted out their
parts. Den knew precisely what the
man wanted. The scene would start
the minute Denny stomped through
the door.

As he approached the iron security
gate, the lock buzzed. Den smiled.
The dude upstairs was hot and
anxious. Den didn’t come cheap: but
he was worth every cent. He kept his
body honed to a lean. muscular
definition. He ignored the small
elevator. His oily boots took the stairs

Denny Sargent, 20, muscular
biker for hire. Will coach your
trip the way you like it: light to
heavy, fantasy or reality. Limits
respected. When you want a
man, call Denny Sargent.
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two at a time. The door to the apart-
ment hung partway open. Den
pushed on in. Immaculate. Home of
a Clean Queen. Everything in its
place. Up against one wall hung a
sheet where furniture had been pre-
cisely pushed aside. Cameras lay
ready, The man was kneeling,
obedient, in the middle of his equip-
ment.
“Lay out the bucks.” Den said.
The man counted out fifty in tens.
“Get your camera working."
*Yessir." The man looked up at
Den. “Will you strip off slowly., sir?"
Den unfastened his heavy belt. He
pulled his tight white tanktop slowly
up his belly, exposing his big chest,
brushing the shirt over the light sweat
of his armpits, popping it off over the
tossle of his hair. The man fell to his
belly on the floor. His tongue licked
Den’s boots. “Get up. pig.” The man
rose. Den ordered him to pull off his
bike boots. Denny fingered open the
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metal buttons of his dirty levis. He
reached in and felt his cock. Hot.
Thick. Juiced at the tip. He pulled it
out, veined and thick. It lapped
down over the opening of his fly. Its
head was big and rounded. Its cir-
cumference grew bigger than mouth-
size as Den milked the long shaft.
Shaking, the man shot Den's pic-
ture, Twice. Three times. All differ-
ent angles. Den let his jeans slide
slowly to his knees. He rested his
hands on his hips. His shoulders
widened. Neither man said a word.
Both knew instinctively that the other
knew his end of the business. The
camera clicked in front and then be-
hind Denny. He pulled off his jeans
and pulled on his black boots. He
crouched down and the man shot
low and three-quarters to the side,
catching the worn steel plate on the
heel of Denny's boot resting right
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