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Beau for a ’Bo



I was snoozing alongside the tracks on a sweet bed of grass in a ditch, when I felt something tugging at me. At first, I thought it was the handsome cop in my dream, tugging me gently by the sleeve and off the train and into his arms, preparatory to taking me home and stuffing me full of food and cock.


But then the sad reality of 1933 came back upon me, as I woke up. I squeezed a red-rimmed orb open and spotted a young, brown-haired kid tugging at the bindle my feet were draped over, preparatory to taking it away from me and emptying me of all of my meagre belongings. ‘Get your greasy mitts off that, punk!’ I growled.


The kid jumped like I’d jabbed him with a cattle prod. He stared at me from his crouched-down position, eyes wide and baby-blue. I relaxed a bit, loosened my grip on the rock I always slept beside so I could brain such an interloper.


But the kid didn’t take off like a rabbit, like I expected. He kept right on thieving like a fox, tugging my battered grip out from under my battered feet and trying to make off with it.


He jumped to his feet, clutching the old leather bag (my last surviving remnant from the Jazz Age), and turned tail. I shot up like a spring and grabbed his tail, my bag.


A brief tug-of-war ensued. And then the grip busted apart like a train uncoupling, spilling my belongings onto the grass. A whistle blew, a freight rumbling out of the yard half-a-mile down the line.


I let go of the kid’s jacket, more concerned now about gathering up my clothes and books and razor and hopping that train coming down the tracks, than punishing the young robber like he deserved. We hoboes have our priorities, and the first one is riding the rails.


But once again the kid didn’t bolt. Instead, he scooped up my cardigan, and then ran off with it. I gave my chase, hot on his bony heels.


For a lean, lithe strip of an 18-year-old youngster, he was surprisingly easy to catch, even for a 35-year-old, grizzled veteran of the hobo army like me. I grabbed onto his jacket after 50 yards, was pulling my cardigan out of his hand, when that whistle blew again, the tracks vibrating now as the freight picked up speed. Night was fast-approaching, and I preferred spending it in the relative comfort of a closed boxcar than an open field.


The cardigan decided the issue. It ripped apart at the well-worn seams. ‘You can have half!’ I yelled at the kid, turning and racing back to my ruptured bindle.


I just had time to shovel most of my stuff into the broken bag when the train thundered alongside, headed for highball. I raced to keep pace, tossed my bag into an open boxcar where it exploded again on impact, swung myself aboard. My hands slipped on the metal railing, slick with sweat from the tussle, but I didn’t go under the wheels.


I saw the kid still standing by the side of the tracks, watching me with, I swear, a wistful expression on his face.


I got red-lighted 50 miles down the line, a bull catching me sleeping in the car as we approached a watering station. He sent me sailing with a blow from his club. We were slowing down, so I didn’t hit the ground too hard.


I spent the night in an open field.


Morning came, afternoon. My crust of bread and can of beans were consumed. I found some twine in the ditch and did a serviceable job of tying my grip together. Good for another thousand miles on the Southern Pacific.


I tramped to the next station down the line – a one-horse farming town known for being hard on beggars – tramped on past. I lay low, until I finally heard that plaintive whistle and felt the ground a-rumble. Then I rose up and raced alongside the freight, tossing my grip inside a half-closed boxcar and following up with my body.


My luck was still holding – all bad.


There were four other ’bos already on board. Three of them were looming over the fourth stretched out on the floorboards in a corner. One of the three had his pants down around his ankles, his ass showing pale as the face of the moon.


I’d jumped into the middle of something I wanted nothing to do with. One thing you learn fast on the road is to mind your own business. Only, now these fellow travellers were wanting to make me their business.


‘What you got in the bag, ’bo?’ one of the three rasped, a short, thickset guy with a face as unshaven as a bear’s butt.


The other two turned to look at me. One was wearing a slouch hat and a leather jacket that had lost its sheen a century earlier, his torn pants tied at the waist with part of a clothesline. He was tall and thin, with a pockmarked face. While the man next to him had a wide, pie-like face, a wide body to match, his cock bobbing hard and stubby in between his stubby bare legs.


I snatched my bag up off the shuddering floor and started backing away. They should’ve let me go, let me leap back from whence I’d come. But they were greedy bastards; they wanted my booty like they wanted to stick it up that prone ’bo’s booty.


The short guy charged me, tucking his chin into his chest and driving headlong for my gut. I dodged to the side, grabbed onto his dirty collar and turned his trajectory slightly, sending him flying over the open side of the rattling boxcar and out into the wild blue yonder.


The tall ’bo hauled a chain out of a jacket pocket, started swinging it. I dodged in and swung my bindle up into his face, catching him under the chin. My bag burst and the bum went skyward, lifted clean off his dirty feet by the force of the blow. He landed with a jarring thud on his back, rolled the wrong way to avoid me – right out the other side of the boxcar. We could all hear his forlorn wail as he hit the grading at 30 per.


‘Tough guy, huh?’ the wide-body ’bo with the dangling dick glowered. He carefully tucked his rod back into his roadworn trousers, eying me menacingly.


I was hoping that stretched-out ’bo would rise up and ride the guy’s back like the guy had been about to ride the ’bo’s ass before I’d intervened. But he just lay there in the darkened corner of the boxcar, not doing a damn thing to help.


Cock secured, moon-face pulled a jackknife out of his pants pocket, flicked it open. The blade glinted in the sunlight cutting in through the half-open doors. I sneered like I’d find it a pleasure to pick my teeth with the pig-sticker, after I’d beaten the pig holding it senseless. And that guy moved forward, then sideways, stepping off the moving train and out into the early-evening air.


I could hardly believe it.


The fourth ’bo hardly could, either. He slapped my face, whined, ‘Why’d you drive them all away?’


It was the kid who’d gotten away with half of my cardigan!


I smacked him back across the face, my blood still boiling and body still shaking from the recent dust-up, and from the sheer ingratitude of the little ingrate.


His head snapped to the right, brown hair flying. He snapped his head back, a warm grin spreading across his face, a strange sheen taking hold in his big blue eyes. I looked down and noticed that his jeans were crumpled up around his bony knees, his cock jutting out from between his thin legs, long and hard and beautifully sculpted. ‘Slap me again!’ he hissed. ‘Rough me up! Please!’


There were all kinds on the road. This kid was one of the strangest, and one of the prettiest. He had a delicate, oval-shaped face and plush, red lips, slender hands and fingers, smooth skin tanned a tawny brown. My cock hardened in my pants looking at him and his wiener like my appetite whetted looking at a load of red-hots at a ballpark.


He shoved me in the chest, making his cock jack up and down. I grabbed his girlish shoulders and shoved him down to his knees. His fingers were light and agile, pulling my hard-on out of my pants before I could even stop him, had I wanted to.


His hot hand on my pulsing rod was like a sweet, jarring slap to the mush. His hot, wet mouth engulfing my bloated hood and half of my swollen length was like a warm wave of sunshine washing through my shimmering body. I grabbed onto his ears and jerked his face into my groin, driving my dong right down his throat.


He gagged, blowing snot out of his gasping nostrils. But he clutched my buttocks in a death-grip, not even letting me take a step back. I pumped my hips, fucking his face.


It was searing heat and bathing dampness and velvety tightness, plunging back and forth in the kid’s mouth and throat. My cock bent, dove, the kid sealing tight with his lips. Sucking.


I flat-out slammed his face, my fingernails biting into his ears, his biting into my ass. My balls slapped against his pert little chin. He blew steam over my groin, the glistening length of cock that actually squeezed out from between his lips, before gliding back in again. My body temperature rocketed, pouring molten cock into that young man’s coke furnace of a mouth and throat.


I couldn’t hold it, the pressure too intense. I was going to blow.


The kid sensed it. For all his young years, he knew men, well.


He jerked his head back, and my prong popped out of his mouth on a tidal wave of hot spit and air. ‘Fuck me! Fuck my ass!’ he moaned. He caught my bobbing cap between his teeth and bit into the shining knob.


I yelped and shoved him backwards. He went sprawling prone onto the floorboards. He instantly shot his legs up into the air and skinned his pants right off. Then he gripped his bare butt cheeks and spread them, offering up his pink hole to my hungry eyes and cock.


The train shunted, throwing me forward. I went down on my knees, before the kid’s upraised ass. I gripped his cheeks, plied them, revelling in the smoothness, the sweet suppleness. And then I bent my head in and licked his cute asshole, tonguing his pucker.


His bum shivered in my hands, his legs shaking up above. I lapped at his crack, from tailbone to fuzz-dusted balls. His butt cleavage was as tawny and tasty as the rest of him. My cock raged between my legs, anxious to plunder that delicious pink hole.


I rose upright on my knees and gripped my dong with one hand, his right leg with the other. I poked at his hole with my spit-slickened cap.


‘Drive it home! Drive it deep!’ he howled, knuckles white on his ass, tearing his cheeks apart.


He gaped wide and pink before me, and I plugged my hood into his butt, ploughing through his rim and into his anus. That’s when he let go of his cheeks, so that his ring closed in on my cap, gripping me tight.
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