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WRESTLING FOR TOP

PART FOUR

Wrestling for Top

Jack Stevens




Dedication

For Cymrofight

 

The world’s best wrestler!




Chapter One

 

Stefan was quiet all the way back to the hotel. Terry couldn’t square his supposed eagerness for a three-way with this silence and with Stefan’s pale, uncomfortable appearance. He couldn’t help wondering if Mark’s translation might have had more wish fulfilment than accuracy to it. He’d been about to suggest they all just stop and talk for a few minutes to make sure everyone was on the same wavelength when Mark reached his paw behind his head, pulled him in, and thrust his tongue hard and deep into his mouth. Finally given what it had been craving for so long, Terry’s body abandoned his brain’s higher feelings, and he submitted completely to the sensation of that thick, wet tongue against his. Dimly, he was aware of Mark reaching for Stefan at the same time, and when he was finally let go to grab a breath, Mark turned immediately to Stefan and kissed him with equal passion. For just a second, the lad looked as if he was going to resist, but then he, too, surrendered to the pleasure of Mark’s tongue. For long minutes Mark held both lads in the crook of his arms, turning back and forth, from one to the other, kissing each deeply in turn.

Finally, with a cry of, “Yeah!” Mark let go of them both, kicked off his shoes, tore off his coat, and pulled up his T-shirt. He paused, looking at the two boys who were still standing there with slightly dazed expressions. “Well, what are you waiting for?” Stefan and Terry looked at each other. Terry smiled reassuringly, trying for a ‘What can you do?’ face. Stefan’s expression was unreadable, but when Terry began to remove his clothes, he did the same.

The first to get naked, Mark gave a loud whoop before Terry had removed his socks or the German lad his boxers, and barrelled into the pair of them. knocking them back onto the bed. Leaving Terry to deal with his socks, Mark yanked Stefan’s boxers down and threw them across the room. He pinned the burly boy down on top of the duvet and kissed him again, his pumping hips driving his already rock-hard cock into the lad’s crotch.

Flinging the last of his socks away, Terry gazed down at Mark’s lightly hairy arse as he pistoned away into Stefan, and his own cock shot up, stiff and already oozing. Happily, he dived in, clapping both hands on Mark’s arse cheeks, and pushing his face hard into the musky crack. As Terry’s tongue met Mark’s ring, Mark cried out in pleasure, and his thrusts into Stefan doubled in speed and force, making the German boy cry out something guttural.

After several minutes in this position, Mark broke away, pulled Stefan further down the bed, and plumped his buttock cheeks smack down on his face. He leaned back and pressed down so the lad had no choice but to tongue-mine his arse, already slick with Terry’s spit, while Mark grasped his own table leg of a cock with both hands and began wanking himself enthusiastically, eyes closed as he grunted away.

Unceremoniously deprived of Mark’s ring, Terry looked for the opportunity that now presented itself, namely Stefan’s cock. The boy wasn’t long, but he was incredibly thick, his sac and groin completely shaved. To Terry’s surprise, though, the boy was still soft. He’d definitely seen more life in Stefan Junior back in the ring. Probably still nervous. Ah well, Terry to the rescue. He leaned down to take the flabby tool into his warm, welcoming mouth.

While Mark pumped himself, Terry worked Stefan, first just with his mouth, and then with both hands, easing back the fleshy foreskin as he sucked and licked and teased with the tip of his tongue, cradling and gently squeezing the lad’s impressively large ball sac. Inevitably, the blood pumped, and Stefan’s cock hardened a little, but it was still not solid and nothing like as eager as it had been earlier. Maybe he came after the match and just doesn’t have much left to give. Mark was going to be disappointed, and a small part of him was quite pleased at that. No competition there.

“Okay.” Mark lifted one leg and swivelled on the German’s face, careless of the lad’s muffled protests, so that his arse ring was still on Stefan’s face but now he was facing down Stefan’s pale body. Roughly, he reached out and pulled Terry up so that he was straddling Stefan, and the two Brits were facing each other. Mark leaned in and kissed Terry who cried out as Mark also roughly grabbed his cock and began to pump it. Automatically, he reached for Mark’s dick, wrapped his fingers round it and pumped back in turn, the two of them suddenly competing to see who could wank the other the fastest as they kissed deep and hard.

“Gonna make you come, fucker!” Mark gasped between kisses.

“Winner comes second!” Terry laughed before clamping his mouth back on Mark’s.

Underneath them, Stefan moaned something incomprehensible, his face still smothered by Mark’s buttocks, as he reached up to stroke the arse and sides of first one then the other of the two men riding him.

Only as he broke away for breath did Terry look down and see Stefan’s cock again. It had lost even that hint of hardness he had worked it up to. Mark caught the direction of his glance. He looked back over his shoulder and called down to the boy under his arse. “You asleep down there?” Stefan gave a sudden cry and rose up slightly before sinking back down, a happy smile on his face. “No! Mr Tongue is still awake and hard at work down there. Just Mr Dick having trouble getting up. Okay, we’ll just have to see what we can do about that.”

He got up from Stefan’s face, twisted and sat back behind the boy, pulling him up so that his head leaned back against his chest.

“Sweet,” said Terry. “But wouldn’t you rather he was facing the other way?”

“When I want my dick sucked I’ll climb back on your face,” Mark replied cheerfully. “This is a little something special for Steffi. Didn’t you see him in the ring when I was busting his back in the Boston?” He looked down into Stefan’s face and patted it with one hand. “No trouble getting a stiffy then, was there, Steffi?” Uncomprehending, Stefan stared back, unblinking, but there was that look again, that expression of nervous anticipation. Without warning, Mark hooked one of his pumped arms around Stefan’s throat and pulled him back and into his body in a tight stranglehold. “You can kiss some guys all night long, but sometimes all they want is to be treated a bit rough.”

Instinctively, Stefan grabbed for Mark’s wrists and pulled, but the hold was firm. Terry sat back, not sure he really liked this turn of events. “So that’s how you’re going to get him hard? By knocking him out?”

Mark jerked on his hold a little, just enough to make Stefan squirm and slap his arm but to no avail. “You are such a hick sometimes, Terence.” With his free hand he reached down for one of Stefan’s wrists and pulled back and up. There was no doubting the German boy’s resistance, but even in a fair struggle Mark would have been stronger. Caught in this position, he had no chance. In seconds, Mark had Stefan’s arm pulled up his back in a textbook-perfect backhammer.
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