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All characters depicted in sexual situations in this publication are eighteen years of age or older.
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CHAPTER ONE

Mudstomper
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Mudstomper was built like a pro linebacker, but he dressed like a bluegrass hillbilly complete with bare feet like dinner plates, overalls with the legs rolled up and a stick of hay between his teeth. His shoulders were corded-muscle, veiny, his skin taut, his jaw square. 

His real name was Shane or something, Avery couldn't remember. He hadn't known which wrestler he was going to like until he got here. He loved wrestlers.

And as soon as he saw the picture of Mudstomper, Avery knew what he was going to do.

He pretty much ignored the warmup match between Colonel Bling and Wyatt Wyoming. They were both reasonably sexy, but not enough to wet Avery's whistle (he was going to try to get their autographs later, as they might be worth money if either one blew up in a couple years). Wyatt Wyoming was a cowboy and a good guy, while Colonel Bling was a heel, like an evil black-thug version of the KFC Colonel. The sexiest moment was when Bling pantomimed humping Wyatt's face. It made the crowd go wild, and Avery began to enjoy professional wrestling.

He was close enough he could see the line between Bling's dark brown thigh and his slightly paler, fleshier asscheek. His spandex speedo was crawling up so his ass-flesh was partially visible. He could see the cheeks ripple as he picked up Wyatt Wyoming and slammed him on the ring. Avery could see Bling's hand rubbing against Wyatt's cock at one point—accidentally, and only for a second, but still, it made Avery laugh.
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Before Avery knew it, it was over.

And there was Mudstomper. He was the good guy in the match, up against a heel named Killer Green, a tall man with a bizarre green-and-translucent catsuit on. Avery didn't get that choice at all.

Mudstomper was the clear crowd favorite. He delivered a monologue of some sort—Avery didn't listen to a word—just yards from where Avery sat, in the front row, so close Avery smelled Mudstomper's ball-sweat beneath those overalls. He spoke with a rolling, exaggerated drawl.

"And thaaa'sss why, Killuh Green-uh, that uhhz why... I will destroy ya! I'll ride you to the state prison like a hohse, I sweah on my sistah's grave!" Mudstomper roared and pounded on his giant chest, screaming over the frenzied audience. Avery was entranced by a pearl of sweat sliding down Mudstomper's bicep and the greasy blond tangle of hair that Avery wanted to dive into.

The actual match went in a blur. Mudstomper won, and those meaty biceps shook, sweat dripping off them, as the ref held his hand up. The crowd went wild. Mudstomper cheered with them. So did Avery.

And then it was over.

The arena was bedlam. Fans shouted and threw empty cans of beer at the ring. People poured out and tried to get onstage, but bouncers pushed them back. Avery was jostled this way and that

Avery, however, made it through because he had a backstage pass. He had connections throughout the entertainment industry, so he could get backstage passes to nearly any event. He found the dressing room labelled "Mudstomper" and knocked on it.

"Howdy, come on in!"

Avery entered. That was surprisingly easy.

Shane "Mudstomper" Fulton was in there with a medic, who had just finished stitching up a small cut on his shoulder—his opponent's tooth had broken his skin during one stunt gone slightly awry. Mudstomper was still dressed in his overalls and nothing else, save the length of straw still between his teeth.

"You ain't the delivery guy," Mudstomper said.

"No, I'm Avery," Avery said. "I'm a fan." He held up his backstage pass. "I think we know someone in common though. Your agent is Tommy Wilde, right? He also represents my friend Suzie, she's in Hollywood right now," Avery said. He smiled—he could see Mudstomper's eyes open wide—Avery had his hook.

"Well, that's finuh than a pig in its pen, I reckon," Mudstomper said, his hillbilly accent now in full force—he wanted to impress Avery with his acting and his devotion, presumably.
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