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    Jack’s Magical Beanstalk & the Jeweled Grotto




    Once upon a time there was a young, handsome, strapping man, named Jack, who lived on his family’s prosperous farm with his equally attractive partner, Sam. Jack and Sam were deeply in love and devoted to each other. From an early age, Jack had provided well for his refined, widowed mother. He was merely an awkward, bullied boy, when he had lost his father, Bill. He had been killed by lightning, while attempting to coral their spooked prize winning cow, named Pearly White, during a thunderstorm. Jack idolized his father. His memories of his father were deeply embedded with his masculine stature, handsome appearance, wit, and gift to sing. Although Jack could not sing melodically like his father, Jack had the gift to draw and paint life’s experiences and visions from his imaginative dreams.




    Jack was a dreamer, believing in magic early in his life. When he had traded Pearly White, the prime Guernsey, for five penile shaped, magic beans from a peculiar, old man wearing only a red bikini brief, he believed magic would happen. 




    His mother had been fit to be tied. She had relied on his wit to barter their cow for food, during those financially stressed times, but she thought he had come home with five measly beans. She had told him he had been swindled and was an idiot. And sent him to bed without food.




    The beans proved their magic, though. They grew into a giant magical beanstalk that ascended up through the clouds and sky to a land where giants ruled.




    Climbing the beanstalk, Jack found a new world where a cobblestone road, bordered by shrubbery and forests, led to a massive castle. His adventurous instincts prodded him to explore the palace. Smelling the sumptuous wafts of a stew simmering on a huge stove, he begged food from a huge beast, named Slave, since Jack had nothing to eat the previous night and breakfast that morning.   




    The giant took pity on the wimpy, human and gave him food, but warning that Master, the giant he served, would surely eat him if he did not hide when he came for his meal.  




    Jack did as Slave instructed and hid when Slave’s villainous and dominant partner stomped in for his meal. Jack waited until Master had fallen asleep and stole the bag of gold coins, Master had been counting.




    When Jack ran with the gold coins, Master woke. Fleeing rapidly from both mammoth beasts, Jack noticed a naked man standing in the shrubs, growing on the side of the road. The two men stared, enchanted with each other. Their eyes locked in a trance, a gaze more of attraction for each other than one of ordinary interest. Arousal burgeoned in Jack’s crotch. His fear of the giant’s pursuit waned with his delighted curiosity in the man without clothes. He smiled, hoping the other man recognized his admiration. They ogled motionless like a hummingbird drawn to the sweet nectar of a jasmine flower.   




    In a hypnotic state, Jack’s fascination broke abruptly, when Jack heard the thump, thump, thump of the giants approaching not too far away. Quickly, Jack descended the beanstalk and landed on the ground of his farm. His worried mother welcomed him back. He proudly displayed the treasure he’d brought, and his mother rejoiced their new wealth. He was happy stealing the gold coins from the mighty beast. He bought food for himself and his mother. Jack’s belief in the magic of the bean seeds growing up to a different land brought him the ability to improve the farm. The gold coins gave him those resources. Lorene was happy to own Pearly White after Jack traded one gold coin for the cow to the strange, old man wearing only a red bikini brief.  




    Jack relied on his ability to determine a man’s integrity and hired two responsible, seasoned farmhands, named Zeke and Adam, who had good backgrounds and experience. They were easy on the eyes. But even more, they incited Jack’s adolescent hormones, sensing a secret sexual interest.




    Initially, they guided him through adolescence until Jack’s sexual awareness burst forth into action. As role models, Zeke and Adam taught Jack in the practices of love and sex with another man. Jack developed into the handsome, brawny man, his father had been. Proving themselves competently responsible while treating Lorene with respect and courtesy, they earned her trust, especially in regards to their relationship with Jack. They were considered part of the family.




    When the farm needed more economic resources to maintain its productivity, Jack climbed the magical beanstalk again, though his decision to ascend the land above was driven more by his acute interest in the naked man.




       Venturing up the magical beanstalk a second time, Jack stole a chicken that laid golden eggs, while Master was sleeping. When Jack fled, the chicken cackled constantly, waking the giant. Running for his life, Jack saw the handsome, naked man beckoning for Jack to follow him into the forest. Jack observed something different about him. He wore a satchel over his shoulder. With no time to waste, Jack pursued the man’s lead, running, running, and running through the forests, until they collapsed from exhaustion. The new friend pulled a dark piece of cloth from the knapsack, hanging from his shoulder and gave it to Jack to cover the noisy hen. The cackling ceased.




    The naked man introduced himself as Sam.




    Sam had begged for some food from Slave. He needed the meat for his sick father. When he had heard Master’s voice, he ran and came across Jack.




    They conversed without restraints, like they had known each other their entire lives. Sam explained why he wore no clothes. Living spontaneously in nature was more comfortable, especially when hunting. They had greater speed without clothing when fleeing from the giants. But the most important reason to live like his tribe did was to be able to display their physical attributes when choosing a mate.




     While sharing their lives, the two young men bonded immediately with their sexual drives igniting their passions. Soon words could not express how they felt for each other, and they drew close to each other in their first kiss.




    Ascending a sexual plateau, they realized the limitations of daylight remaining. Jack had to go back to the farm, while Sam needed to return to his ailing father with the food he had begged from Slave, stored in his knapsack.




     Jack descended the beanstalk, safely, but reluctantly, with the chicken that lay golden eggs. The eggs provided more funds to improve the farm. Jack and the farmhands, toiled in the fields and built a new barn. The bean crop produced a high yield, bringing the farm into self-sufficient status.




     When Jack turned eighteen, he outgrew his gangly, awkward state into a strong, handsome young man with wit and speed, similar to his father, and craved sexual experience with Zeke and Adam.




    After a few months, even though the farm continued to prove productive, Jack was not satisfied. He yearned for Sam, needing to satisfy a desire no other man could provide. After having a vision of Sam’s life in peril with the giants, he climbed the magical beanstalk a third time. When Jack rescued Sam, he stole the golden harp. It played music only to the legend’s master, one who had proven his loyalty for the recipient of his love.      




    Safely stopping in a dark cavern, Sam lit a torch illuminating a grotto lined with jewels.  When Sam began singing songs from his ancestor’s history, Jack proceeded in foreplay. Gradually, the harp accompanied Sam’s voice. When Sam decided to follow the man he loved, the instrument’s prophecy was fulfilled.  




    After the euphoria from their first completed passionate union settled to reality, they traveled through the forests back to the magical beanstalk, where Master lay in wait, ready to pursue them and retrieve the golden harp.




    After Jack applied a solution for Sam to overcome his fear of heights, they descended the beanstalk rapidly. But once on the ground they realized Master was following them still. Jack was forced to chop down the giant, magical beanstalk. When it crashed down on the ground, bean seeds rained down, and Master fell to his death. 




         Jack and Sam were safe on the farm. But Sam had no way to go back up to the land above the sky and visit his family. At first, they tried planting the seeds but the weak stems grew flat across the ground for yards and could not climb high into the sky.




    After one year, the men had planted the prized bean seeds from the magical beanstalk, and produced a bountiful yield of beans.




    Lorene was aging, but retained an aura of unequaled beauty inherent in her stature and memories of love, when her husband was alive. Her memories of Bill were bolstered when Sam sang enchanted love ballads from his ancestors, especially when the music from the harp accompanied Sam.




    As a new member of the adopted family, Sam had to learn new customs. He had to adapt to his new way of life by wearing pants, shirts and shoes. As he had been accustomed in his tribe, hunting and harvesting food from the forests, he continued to gather food around the farm. Jack taught him how to farm on a larger scale, rather than the small, family garden Sam’s father had tended.




    Jack learned new innovations from Sam for growing crops, such as building a pond to store water for irrigating the crops when no rain fell. One month, when they received no rain, the pond supplied water to the crops until the next rains came. Jack took Sam to market so he could know how to barter with the milk and crops in exchange for food and supplies that were needed on the farm. Although Zeke and Adam taught Sam new skills to help out on the farm, Jack made it clear that they were to keep their hands off the new handsome man.




    Zeke abided by that rule.




    Adam’s advances rose occasionally, but Sam soundly rejected any of his foolish fantasies.   




    Lorene loved Sam like another son she never was able to have.




    Jack knew Sam well enough to know he was an independent man, not prone to confiding or dwelling on his worries. Jack felt comfortable with Sam’s easygoing nature and enjoyed his jovial sense of humor, especially the repartee of stories about growing up with his brothers.




     But after a year, Jack detected traces of despondency Sam was hiding from him and the others. He knew very well Sam missed his father and brothers. It made Jack’s need to find a solution to take Sam back to the land he was born all the more important.   




     But in the spring, Jack’s responsibility to the welfare of the farm took presentence. He had a dream to diversify the kind of crops they grew. Walking through the fallow fields, he discussed his plans with Sam.




    “I’m going to ask Zeke and Adam to plant most of the prized bean seeds.”




    “Don’t you think that rash?” Sam questioned the large amount of seeds to be used. “Don’t we need those seeds to last for more than one season? You know the beans those seeds produce won’t grow the same beanstalks. They’re just ordinary beanstalks and don’t spread for the large distances.”




    “That’s exactly my point. Those seeds won’t last forever. If we have a huge yield of beans, we’ll make more to trade with. We will be able to plant a variety of crops, next year. We’ll diversify and thrive.”




    “I guess.” Sam hesitated with his approval. “It’s risky.”




    “I know, but it could prove highly successful. Go get Zeke and Adam. I want to get started right away.”




    Jack instructed Zeke and Adam to till the soil and ready the fields for planting.  




    In the morning, a day later, after the men had planted the bean seeds, Jack huddled the men together. “It’s Tuesday. There won’t be much work to do around the farm for a while. Take the rest of the week off. Go to town and let off steam. You deserve a break from the routine. Sam and I can manage going to market every day to sell the milk and buy what few supplies we will need. Just be back by next Monday.”




    “Thanks, Jack. I could use some time to dote over a few young men at the Rusty Horseshoe.” Zeke patted Jack on his back. “Sam, keep this guy in line. I’m relying on you. Don’t let him go climbing any beanstalks just yet.”




    “Sure thing, Zeke,” Sam obliged.




    “Whoopee!” Adam threw his hat up in the air. “I’m going to town and getting laid.”




    “Just make sure you come back in one piece, Adam.” Jack laughed.




    Zeke and Adam wasted no time. They gathered their gear and jumped on their horses. They left for town. Dust billowed in the air as they rode away.




    Jack turned to Sam. “Now, you, my man, better cheer up. I don’t want you pouting while they’re gone. I gave them the week off so we could be alone. Maybe we could brainstorm and think of a way to make a beanstalk grow up in the sky, instead of flat on the ground.”




    Sam smiled, but still appeared listless and subdued.




    “Let’s skip going to market today. I have an idea.” Jack placed his right hand under Sam’s chin, and lifted his head up to look to his eyes. “Don’t you hear the robins singing? Look at the wisteria on the front porch. It’s blooming. Can’t you smell its sweet fragrance? It’s spring! Time to start a new beginning and make love.”




    “It’s going to be warm today, too. We should get naked and run to the knoll with the oak trees.” Sam offered a temptation and Jack most certainly would oblige him.




    “Now, I see you’re getting in the mood, too. I’ll race you.”




    They shed their clothes, rapidly and then took off like jack rabbits through the fields, careful not to step on the newly planted rows of beans.




    When they reached the hill with its cluster of oak trees beginning to unfurl their virgin green growth of leaves, they sat on a mat of wild oat grass.




    “I’ve been thinking.” Jack parted Sam’s blond hair to the side.




    “When haven’t you been thinking? I bet it’s another wild fantasy.” Sam chuckled.




    “Why don’t we start building a tower from the old barn’s lumber?”




    “I suppose that will enable me to return home?”




    “Yes.” Jack was pleased Sam understood his idea.




    “And suppose we don’t have enough to go that high. What if we run out of those boards?” Sam’s skepticism underscored his concerns for his father.




    “I know you have been preoccupied with worries about your father. If I had stayed up there with you, I would be trying every way possible to get back to my mother if the beanstalk disappeared.”




    “I know my father is sick. I’ve had nightmares about him.”




    “We’ll find a way. When? I don’t know. You know I am a believer in dreams. We’ll find a way.” Jack kissed Sam briefly and then proceeded to tickle his nipples.




    “No, you know I cannot take tickling.” Sam laughed and squirmed, attempting to avoid Jack’s hands. He ceased resisting when Jack pinned him to the ground and kissed his pecs ravenously.




    Jack initiated foreplay, kissing every part of Sam’s torso down to his groin. Jack feathered his chest hairs on Sam’s penis until it swelled into a full erection. Swallowing Sam’s dick with his loose, saliva moistened lips and gliding his tongue, Jack teased him with slow bobbing motions. When Jack tightened his mouth he applied more friction and increased his pace.




    Sam cooed his satisfaction between his accelerated breaths until he raised his hips midair and clenched his jaw, preparing for his release. 




    Jack pulled Sam’s hips closer, enjoying the sweet taste of his seed as it streamed into his mouth.




    Sam relaxed his frame and rested his butt down on the mat of grass beneath him.




    Resuming his natural breathing pattern, Sam ran his fingers through Jack’s chest hairs. He pulled his lover down beside him. “You certainly know how to make a man feel better.”




    “That’s my job. Now, try to enjoy this weather. It may not last. We should go to market tomorrow after we milk the cows. Then we have the whole day to do absolutely nothing but this.” Jack kissed Sam.




    Spring’s warm, sunny weather presided for the remaining days of the week. Jack kept Sam preoccupied with the beauty of nature surrounding them. They made frequent visits to the knoll, to watch puffy clouds float across the sky. They fantasized dancing from cloud to cloud to go back to the land where Sam was born. They watched birds building nests amongst the pink blossoms billowing in the blooming cherry tree near the house. In the evening, they sat on the front porch, and watched the brilliant orange, scarlet, and pink of the sunset fade into the starry nights.




    When Zeke and Adam returned from town on Monday, the bean seeds had sprouted into young beansprouts. Since the soil had become dry, they irrigated the fields with the water from the pond.




    But by mid-week the weather had taken a turn for the worse. The spring’s door of warmth and passion slammed shut. Black murderous clouds blocked the sun’s glow. Falling back into the grips of winter, a late spring snowstorm smothered and decimated the tender beansprouts. Disaster hit the farm. The entre bean crop was lost.




    The night of the blizzard, Sam tossed and turned until he screamed in his sleep, waking Jack. He had a deathly dream about his father, more vivid than any previously.




    “Sam, wake up.” Jack attempted to stir Sam. “You’re having a nightmare.”




    “He’s really sick. He has Giant Fever.” Sam revealed what he remembered. His father was critically ill. “I’m afraid he will die.”




    “Calm down.” Jack covered him with the sheet and blankets Sam had kicked off in his sleep. “It’s a nightmare. It’s probably not that true. He may not be that sick, like you said about your dreams before. Your brothers are there. They can take care of him.”




    “What if they can’t? What if no one can go to the castle and get meat?” Sam’s dark hysteria reflected the weather outside.




    “You have to have faith that your brothers are able to go to the castle and get the food.” Jack held Sam tightly, attempting to calm him, but he was concerned about the storm raging outside. He worried for Sam and the crops.




    Neither Jack nor Sam slept well for the remaining night.




    Jack surmised the situation after the snow melted. The milk from the cows would suffice to trade for feed for the animals and food for everyone. If it were not for Pearly White and the other cows, the farm would be meant for ruin. The chicken would not give any more golden eggs without feeding her the prized seeds from the magical beanstalk and those few seeds had to be saved. The men worked extra hard to till the land to plant the remaining crops for grain to feed the animals for the next winter. Jack made a schedule for going to market to trade the milk for food and supplies. Jack and Zeke went on Mondays and Fridays. Sam and Adam went on Thursdays and Saturdays. Lorene cooked and cleaned when she was able. Jack and Sam assisted her when they had time. Sundays were the only days for rest. The whole adopted family contributed cooking big Sunday dinners celebrating their survival.




    Sam’s nightmares of an ailment crippling his father haunted him for the next few nights. He feared his father would die if he could not find a way to go back home, high up in the sky. Withdrawn and quiet during the day, Sam hid his worries like a turtle retreating into its shell when approached by danger. In this case, the fear was death, his father’s.




    Sam’s misery made Jack despondent. He pondered ways to take Sam to the land high above obsessively, but could never find a solution. He continuously brooded over why planting the seeds from the giant magical beanstalk had not grown to climb as the one from the magical seeds. Why did they only spread across the land for hundreds of yards? There must be a way he could get Sam back to his home.




    * * *




    The next Thursday, Sam and Adam hauled the milk to market as planned. They hauled, and hauled, and hauled the wagon. They traded their milk for the supplies they needed. Upon returning home, they rode, and rode, and rode in the wagon very far, until Sam spotted an old, peculiar man dressed only in a red bikini. He remembered the story about a similar man Jack had mentioned when he had traded Pearly White for five magical beans.




    “Stop the wagon, Adam.” Sam stood up. “Stop for a moment.”




    Adam pulled the reins on the horses. The horses stopped.      




    “Let me talk to this man.” Sam jumped off the wagon.




    “But he’s nothing but an old man swindling naive people,” Adam protested.




    “I’ll be brief.  I won’t give him anything.” Sam approached the man.




    “Well, hello, Sam. You are a very handsome, wise man, I can tell by your beautiful green eyes.” The peculiar man slipped two fingers down his red bikini underwear, and played with his balls.




    “You know my name. How is that?” Before the strange man could answer, Sam begged an answer to a more urgent question, “Do you have any more of those magical beans you traded my partner, Jack? Do you remember him? He traded you his prize cow, Pearly White, for magic beans.”




    “Ah, yes, I remember Jack. He was an intelligent, young man. Those magical beans grew high, high, and high up to another place Yes, I remember. He bought his cow back with a gold coin.” His hand reached behind his back and slid behind his butt, retrieving a bouquet of daises. “Like magic, these mysterious, lovely daises might ease your sorrows. You could show your affection to that man you love.”




    “No, strange man. I was wondering if you had any more of those magical beans you traded Jack. I’m willing to trade almost anything.”




    “Ah, unfortunately, I am all out of those. I would need seeds from that magical beanstalk and, perhaps, something gold, like an egg. Do you have something to trade me today?” He played with his balls again, waiting for an answer.




    “Kind, sir,” Sam whispered.




    “Lean closer. I can barely hear you, Sam.”




    Sam leaned closer, and whispered in the peculiar man’s ear. “Not today, but next Saturday I can bring the seeds and a golden egg.” He heard Adam calling.




    “Marvelous, Sam. You are a shrewd man. I can tell. I’ll meet you here at the same time. Don’t be late. There is something you must do in order for the seeds I give you to be magical. You must keep our trade a secret. Don’t tell anyone, not even the one you love. Do we have a deal?” The man leaned forward, waiting for an answer.




    “Yes, I’ll keep it our secret. I’ll be here at the same time. Don’t forget. See you next Saturday.” Sam started for the wagon.




    “Hurry up. We’ll be late for dinner.” Adam was getting impatient. 




    Sam jumped into the wagon. They rode, and rode, and rode until they reached the farm at nearly dusk. They unloaded the supplies and washed up for dinner.




    When Sam and Adam came into the house Lorene, Jack, and Zeke were already seated at the dinner table, and were prepared to eat.




     Jack made room for Sam and Adam. “What took you so long? We’re hungry. Zeke and I had to mend a broken fence in the north parcel this afternoon. We could have used another hand.”




    Adam looked at Sam, waiting for him to respond.




    Staring back at Adam, Sam dared not divulge his secret with the peculiar old man, or have Adam reveal that Sam had talked to the man Sam told a story far from the truth, hoping Adam would go along with his tale. “I stopped to talk to a man about a way to acquire more grain for the chickens. I made us late. Adam is not to blame. He told me to hurry. I’m famished. Let’s eat.” Sam looked around the table. Everyone appeared to have accepted his explanation. He glanced at Adam, who simply winked and smiled. Sam had never kept a secret from Jack, but he had to find a way back home, even if it meant deceiving the man he loved. I’m sorry, Jack, he thought to himself. I can’t tell you what I’m doing.




    The following Saturday, Sam and Adam rose before everyone else to milk the cows.




    While loading containers onto the wagon, Sam begged Adam to stay behind. “I can handle going to market by myself today. You stay home and help Jack and Zeke mend the fence in the south parcel. I noticed it was down this morning herding the cows to milk. They must have knocked it down.” Sam had gone out earlier that morning with a mallet and knocked the fencing down, hoping Adam’s assistance would be needed to repair it. 




    “Are you sure, Sam? Or are you keeping more secrets?” Adam brushed his hand across the front of Sam’s pants and gently squeezed his crotch. “I can keep a secret if I get something in return.” It was obvious Adam suspected Sam was engaging in something secret.




    “Don’t say anything. Just tell them I told you to help them. I’ll explain everything later.” Sam hurried loading the containers of milk onto the wagon.




    “Like I said, I can keep a secret, if…”




    “Yes, I’ll pay you off with whatever you want. Just help me finish getting this milk on the wagon.”




    “Okay, you’re the boss, but I expect payment before you do anything rash.” Adam squeezed Sam’s dick harder, smiling the whole time.




    They loaded the last of the milk onto the wagon.




    When Adam left to join the others for breakfast, Sam went to the chicken coop. Opening the door to the cage occupied by the prized chicken, Sam whispered, “Lay an egg.”  The hen cackled, and cackled, and cackled, but laid no egg. It was the same story. The hen had refused to lay any eggs ever since they stopped feeding it the prized bean seeds from the magical beanstalk. There were too few beans to feed the chicken. The few seeds remaining that been kept were those to plant the following spring. Sam went to the storage bin in the barn where the magical bean seeds were stored. He reached for the sack containing the seeds. He poured the last of them into his hand, counting only ten. He took the seeds to the chicken and stared. He stared, and stared, and stared until a vision appeared before him of his father and two brothers, lying sick in bed. I have no choice. I must use all the seeds if I am to get a golden egg. I hope that peculiar, old man will take whatever bean seeds I have left. Opening the cage door once again, he tossed one seed to the hen. “Lay an egg.” The chicken ate the bean seed and cackled, cackled, and cackled, but laid no egg. San repeated this with identical results. He had one seed left to spare, keeping five seeds for the man. He placed the fifth seed before the chicken, whispering louder, “Lay an egg, please.” The chicken ate the seed. It then, cackled, and cackled, and cackled. The hen sat down and laid a golden egg. Sam picked up the egg. “Thank you, prized chicken.” He closed the door to the cage and slipped the five remaining bean seeds in the right, front pocket of his trousers. He gazed at the golden egg momentarily until he realized the urgency to start his journey to market. Carefully, he placed the egg in the left pocket of his pants.




    Sam was off in a flash, prodding the horse to run, pulling the wagon at a fast pace. Sam drove, and drove, and drove the wagon to market all morning.




    When he arrived, he traded and bartered the milk for food and supplies. He made sure all the containers were secure before prodding the horse to drive the wagon back to the farm. Sam rode, and rode, and rode until he spotted the peculiar old man in his red bikini standing beside the road. Sam stopped. He felt the seeds in his right pocket and grasped the golden egg in his left pocket. He stepped down from the wagon.




    The strange man greeted him. “Why, Sam, you are prompt. Did you bring me those five seeds and the golden egg?”




    “Yes, I did.” Before Sam could pull the golden egg from his pocket, the peculiar man’s hand grasped the egg through the fabric of his pants.




    “Allow me to retrieve the items from your pocket. I’d like to feel them first.”




    “Okay, but…”




    The man’s right hand slipped into the pocket before Sam could finish speaking. The man pulled the egg out slowly, while he put both hands in his pocket and massaged Sam’s dick through his pants. “Ah, yes, this is from a prized chicken, I can see.” His eyes bulged, fascinated with the shiny, glittering egg. “Allow me to see what else you have.” Before Sam could respond, the man’s left hand slithered into Sam’s other trouser pocket and clutched the seeds, while his thumb rubbed against Sam’s hardening penis. “You have a fine dick.” Gazing upon the bean seeds, he turned around and stepped back several steps.
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