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CHAPTER ONE

The Bar
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The bar was called Black Tuesdays, and Sammy liked it because it was full of hot guys and not many women. That particular combination tended to lead to him getting to stroke off—or more—at least one sexy guy each time he went there.

Tonight was no exception. One lean and lanky biker in black leather writhed beneath Sammy's grasp as he gave him a handjob in the tiny, dingy bathroom stall. He was Gearie, and he hadn't brought any money for beer tonight. That was why Sammy gave him a handjob in exchange for five dollars, enough for two cheap beers here.

Cum sprayed over Sammy's hand and onto the floor of the grimy bathroom. Sammy leaned in and kissed Gearie on the neck as he stroked his dick with one hand. Gearie bristled a bit but didn't complain.

One of the most glorious things about Gearie was that he smelled bad—not really stinky, just with a strongly masculine aura that stank of the repair garage he had worked in earlier today. He smelled like oil and rust and steel, and a bit of sweat. Sammy sucked on Gearie's neck hard enough to leave a hickey, which Gearie wouldn't have allowed but he had a layer of scraggly beard hairs that covered up the hickey anyway. Since no one was watching and no one would be able to tell later, Gearie just pretended he hadn't noticed.

Gearie grunted, his breath condensing on Sammy's cheek. Sammy's hand snuck under his sleeveless shirt, caressing his chest and tweaking his nipples, while Gearie's whole body shook. Sammy smiled at his shocked expression.

They were always shocked, even though Sammy had done it to them before. Gearie always said that, when he was done getting a handjob from Sammy, he thought it wasn't that good and he didn't need to go out of his way to do it again. But when he did do it again—when he wanted Sammy to buy him beer again—he thought it felt better than any handjob could. Once it was over, however, his mind would start to minimize it, and he'd remember what it felt like to get jacked off by a woman with tits you could touch as you orgasmed.

Sammy couldn't compete with tits. But he could compete on being agreeable about it, he thought as Gearie slunk off and was replaced by a thick-bodied black biker with a mustache. He already had his cock out—waving it through his fingers at Gearie as he walked away.

"Hell yeah, Gearie, you wanna play wit' my balls while he jacks me off? Hey? Hey, Gearie-" He laughed because Gearie just ignored him. He wiggled his girthy shaft at Sammy and came into the bathroom stall. "I heard you give handjobs for beer."

Sammy grabbed his dick at the same time as he placed a five-dollar bill in the black biker's shirt pocket. Sammy giggled and the black biker groaned, his dick already half-hard. Sammy stroked slowly at first, then quickly sped up.

"Shit... You know I'd have done this for free? Don't need beer to bust a nut," the black biker said. He leaned his head back. "I ain't even know this bar had someone like you!" He pounded his fists on the wall of the stall behind him. He bucked his hips like he wanted to fuck Sammy's hand, then he gyrated even harder, like he thought his dick was already in Sammy's ass and he needed to force it in deeper.

"Relax, lean against the wall," Sammy said. He tried to touch the black biker's chest underneath his shirt, but the man kept leaning forward, on Sammy, fucking his hand hard. Sammy had to use both hands just to support the man so he didn't crush him.

Like Gearie, the burly black biker hadn't started drinking yet. He had told everyone in the front of the bar—his biker buddies—that he was getting a handjob first because he was horny, it was actually because he was in desperate need of money. He hoped to not have to pay for any drinks tonight.

"Lemme in that ass, man, I can't cum from a handjob-" He grunted and rubbed his face on Sammy's, as his cock pulsated powerfully in Sammy's hand. The man seemed to want to kiss Sammy but thought that was too gay, so he just rubbed his face against Sammy's. Their lips did touch, so it was a sort of a kiss, but Sammy's tongue couldn't penetrate the other man's lips, making it a rather dry and chaste kiss. Meanwhile the man's cock was anything but dry, humping Sammy's belly underneath his shirt while Sammy tried to keep jacking him off.

His big muscle-bound body trembled and shook, dick jutting under Sammy's tee shirt and rubbing over his belly. Their position had changed so quickly Sammy was barely jacking him off anymore—and found it difficult to get ahold of his precum-slimed dick as it rubbed over Sammy's flat belly—when the man blew his wad.
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