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Once upon a time in a land far away, there lived a twink named Jack.  He and his overweight roommate, Ben, shared a tiny one-room cottage on the outskirts of the village.

One day, they frantically searched through their bare cupboards.  Jack retrieved a sad-looking sack from the back of the top shelf.  He pulled on the strings and peered inside.  His smile drooped.  "There's barely a cup of rice left in here."

"At least there's something to eat there.  The rest of these shelves are completely empty," Ben complained.

"We can't let ourselves starve to death.  What shall we do?" Jack asked.

Ben threw his hands up in a sign of exasperation.  "I don't know.  We've tried to get jobs.  Nobody will hire us."

"It's really hard to find work in the village," Jack said.

"Especially for young men like us who didn't apprentice ourselves to tradesmen before reaching adulthood."

Jack sighed.  "I should have taken up the blacksmith on his offer.  Besides a skill, imagine the muscles I'd have today after swinging a hammer and handling anvils all day."  Jack flexed his arm. No bicep popped up to support his daydream.

"I think that offer was more about the blacksmith pounding your tight ass than you learning how to pound horseshoes," Ben snickered.

"Whatever!  Either way, we'd have something more in the cupboards than a few grains of rice."

"True that," Ben agreed.

"Besides being hungry right now, I'm also friggin' horny."  Jack grabbed the outline of his cock in his breeches and gave it a good tug.  "I wish there was a job I could do that required jerking off all day long.  Now that's a skill I've had lots of practice at!"

"I know."  Ben rolled his eyes.  "Need I remind you that we share a one-room cottage?"

"I've never heard you complain," Jack teased with a wink.

"Shit!" Ben said as he broke out into a massive grin.

"What?"

"I know just how to put your 'skill' to use.  I bet those old, wealthy sex-starved men in the village would pay a premium price for some milky-white, fresh twink cum.  You provide the man-cream and I'll sell the product and run the business.  We'll make a fortune in no time!"

That's how their little enterprise, Jizz by Jack, was born.  At first, everything went swimmingly.  Jack pumped his cock all day long.  He thought about the massive muscles, hairy heaving chests, and plump pricks on all the hot men in the village.  He squeezed load after load of his cum into jars.

Ben hauled the fresh batches to the marketplace in the village square.  He sold out of his supply every day.  The dirty old men couldn't get enough of the tasty jism.

The baker used it in recipes as a secret sauce.

The pub owner added Jack's man juices to coffee as a special "creamer."

Many men simply shoveled it in their mouths like a teaspoon of honey or jam.

"I'm using Jack's splooge as shaving cream," the barber told Ben when he paid for his latest jar.  "My customers say their skin has never been so soft."

"We shine our boots with it," the solider informed Ben when he picked up his supply.

A rare female customer who worked as a washerwoman purchased her jar and confided that there was nothing like a twink's cum to add into her laundry bucket to brighten linens.

Then one day, the unthinkable happened.  Jack's cock ran dry!

"Don't worry.  It's just a temporary thing.  Like when you dry hump someone," Ben suggested.

However, it wasn't temporary.  Ben tried giving him a hummer while Jack watched the studly farmer bathe nude in the lake.  Nothing!  Ben tried fingering Jack's prostate while Jack sucked off the muscle-bound innkeeper.  More nothing!

Ben tied Jack's hands behind his back while the carpenter face-fucked him with his ten inch rod until it spewed its manly load down Jack's throat.  Still nothing!  Even that infusion of another man's sperm didn't prime Jack's pump, so to speak.

That stubborn cock remained as dry as the dessert sands on a July afternoon.  No matter what they did to his prick, it just wouldn't give any more man-milk.

"We're so stupid," Jack said after he masturbated so hard his cockhead turned black and blue.  "Why don't we just substitute your loads until my cock recharges?"

It worked the first day, but the customers soon revolted once they got home and tried the new product.

"Second-rate jism," the barber complained the next day.

"What is this, economy cum?  There's no substitute for the brand name!" the soldier told Ben.

"I don't even want to see the poor prick this dripped out of," the washerwoman stated.  "I'd rather have dingy whites."

Ben returned home that second day without having sold a single jar.  With all their customer's wanting twink's cum, it was obvious that Jack and Ben wouldn't be able to survive by selling Ben's inferior jism.

"Let me go the marketplace tomorrow by myself.  I have an idea," Jack said.  He quickly told Ben the highlights.

Ben nodded warily.  He put his head down on the couch and fell right to sleep.

The next afternoon, Jack put on his finest clothes and headed for the village square.  He walked along the forest path until a funny-looking old man in tattered clothes with gray hairs growing out of his ears stepped out from behind a large oak tree.

"Good morning, Sir," Jack said with a tip of his hat towards the stooped-over old man.

"Good morning," the man answered scratching his straggly beard.

"Where is a fine-looking twink such as yourself off to on such a beautiful morning?" the old man asked.

"I'm going to the marketplace to sell something."

"Hmmm," the old man said looking Jack up and down.  "You don't seem to be transporting any goods.  Just what would you be selling?"

Considering the old man's appearance and not wanting to be offensive, Jack answered coyly, "I'm sure you wouldn't be interested.  Good day."

Jack attempted to walk on, but the old man quickly stepped sideways and blocked his path.  "I have a great many interests," the old man said with a partially toothless grin.

"Fine.  If you must know, I'm going to the marketplace to sell the opportunity for some one-on-one time with this!"  Jack then dropped his drawers to reveal his impressive cock.  Even in its flaccid state, it still snaked halfway down his inner thigh.

The old man's eyes practically popped out of his head.  "It's been a long time since I've seen a prick like that!"

"Glad I could give you a peek.  Now, if you'll be kind enough to let me pass..."  Jack smiled sympathetically with a nod towards the man's poorly maintained clothes saying, "Excuse me, but I must be getting on to the marketplace to find someone who can pay me what time playing with a magnificent cock like this is worth."

"It's true I don't have any gold in these pockets," admitted the old man who never took his gaze off Jack's crotch even though Jack had packed away his bulge and refastened his pants.  "However, I do have these."

The man reached into his pocket and produced five strange-looking beans.  "I would be glad to swap them in exchange for me giving that perfect dick of yours a hearty blowjob."

"Are you fucking kidding me with this?  You want my rockin' prick in exchange for five puny beans?"

"But you don't know what these beans are," said the man.  "If you plant them overnight, by morning they will grow right up to the sky."

"Really?" Jack asked with a mixture of doubt and wonder in his voice.

"Absolutely.  What reason would I have to lie?"

"I can think of at least seven or eight," Jack muttered while glancing down at his own crotch.

"Think of it this way.  Even if I'm lying, you still end up with a blowjob.  You know what they say about blowjobs – even when they're not that great, they're still pretty good!"

Jack's cock twitched in his pants.  There was some sense in the old guy's reasoning so far.

The man continued, "And if I'm telling the truth about the beans, you get a blowjob as well as the five magic beans!"

"Deal!" Jack announced as he whipped his cock out again.

The old man fell to his knees.  He fondled the fine soft cock.

"Ouch," Jack complained as the rough skin on the old man's fingers scratched him uncomfortably on the sensitive tip of his dick.

The old man cradled Jack's long pecker in his hands.  He positioned it so Jack's cockhead was pointing to his face.

His left eye suddenly gleamed like a light was shining on it and bouncing off.  The man put his dry, chapped lips together.  He blew a quiet kiss from an inch away from Jack's piss slit.

The young man's dick reacted immediately.  Similar to the feeling of a cup of hot cocoa sliding down the throat and into the stomach on a cold day, a surge of warmth traveled from Jack's cockhead to the base of his shaft and settled into his balls.

The old man removed his hands, but Jack's cock didn't droop.

His dick stiffened.  No matter how turned on he got in the past, his rod never felt as hard as steel before.  He felt like he could pulverize a castle wall with a man-rammer this strong.

Jack's cock pulsated from the base outward.  Its already generous length increased by a few inches right before his eyes.

A huge smile crossed the old man's face as he watched the transformation in Jack's dick.  He grabbed Jack's cock again and stroked it from end to end.  "Now, just one little drop of precum," the man murmured more to himself than Jack.  He stuck out his tongue and moved closer.

"Sorry, old man, my cock's been in a dry spell."

"Not to worry," the old man promised as he reached a bony finger towards the base of Jack's boner.  His sharp fingernail traced the seam going down the middle of Jack's ballsac.

"Ahhh," Jack squeaked in a high pitched voice as he stood on his tiptoes, trying to relieve the pressure of the fingernail on his man bits.

The old man stopped at what appeared to be a carefully chosen spot.  He shoved his finger with all his might into Jack's nuts.

"Oh




















































































































































































































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
GAY SEX #5
; /@ FAIRY TALES

JACK AND H
BEANSMLK

ROD MANDELL





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





