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Cowboys: Hired Hands

 


It had been a long day for Jebidiah. There’d
been trouble with some of the cattle, and he’d had to settle a
water dispute with his neighbour. Even though the sun was beginning
to sink down into the western valley, to Jeb the day was still a
scorcher. He pulled off his hat to run his fingers through his
sweaty hair. He pressed his heels against his horse’s flanks and it
broke off into a canter towards the large barn in the distance.

Even from this far out, he could tell that
the chores still needed to be done. Stretching out one arm at a
time, he tried to work out the knots that had formed in his
shoulders as the day had worn on.

Jeb’s lips pressed together in a tight line
as he drew closer. None of the chores had been done at all, it
seemed.

“Damn that boy,” Jeb muttered to himself
over the sound of his horse’s hooves.

It seemed the ranch hand he’d hired the
other week was useless. No, even worse than useless; all he did was
show his pretty face and flesh his pretty muscles at the
womenfolk

The more Jeb thought about, the more he
realized that the womenfolk did seem to be visiting an awful lot
more now that Randy was around.

“Gon’ put a stop to all this nonsense,” Jeb
said to his horse.

The sun was truly going down now. It was to
his back, and it cast long, undulating shadows of horse and rider
far in front of him. Mrs. Jebidiah opened the kitchen window of
their home. He watched as she put out a pie on the sill to cool
with the dusk air. Jeb smiled and his mouth began to water. She
hadn’t told him anything about baking a pie. He wondered what kind
it could be. She didn’t leave the window right away. She waved at
someone, and then rested her elbows on the sill and her chin in her
hands, staring out towards someone.

Slowly, the smile fled from Jeb’s face. The
only person that should be outside right then was Randy. She had to
be waving at him. Smiling too, probably. It felt like the blood in
his veins had suddenly gotten much hotter.

Jeb kicked his horse into a gallop.

As he rode up alongside the barn, he jumped
off the horse and landed nimbly. By then, Mrs. Jebidiah saw him. He
saw her face turn white as she retreated into the depths of the
house. Jeb paused for a moment, the blood pounding past his
ears.

“Take care ‘o her later…” He said, as he
walked towards the door of the barn. He opened up the smaller sally
port and stepped into the barn. It smelled of hay and horse
manure.

Laughter came from one of the supposedly
empty stalls along one side. Jeb walked over, his spurs clanging
with each step. More laughter. A man and a woman, it sounded like.
Whatever they were doing, even the noise of Jeb’s spurs didn’t
interfere.

There were clothes hanging on the lantern
hook beside the stall. There were pants, a shirt, some
smallclothes, and a woman’s dress. At the foot of the post were a
pair of boots, spotless as though they’d never even heard of dust,
and a small pair of woman’s shoes.

This close, Jeb could hear the groans and
whispering of what was going on behind the stall door.

“Oh, Randy, you touch me so good…” a woman
said.

Jeb leaned over the stall door. In the
dimming light, he saw Randy fucking Lily Granger, his neighbour’s
wife. They were lying on a horse blanket, with that laid over a
small pile of hay for comfort. Lily held her legs in the air, with
Randy lying between them. He was vigorously humping away at her,
his firm ass cheeks clenching with each stroke. In the failing
light, Jeb saw that randy’s muscular back was coated in a layer of
glistening sweat. Looking at the sight, he felt his rod stir in his
pants.

“Do I pay you to fuck, boy?” Jeb
bellowed.

Lily screamed. Randy threw himself off of
her onto his back. His large, stiff cock was covered in her juices,
and it seemed to almost gleam in the light.

Both Lily and Randy’s faces held expressions
of shock. Lily grabbed at the horse blanket to cover her nakedness.
Randy just stared at Jeb, making no move to cover his own nudity.
They all stared at each other like that for a few seconds.

“Well, boy? I asked you a question.”

Randy glanced over at Lily, whose cheeks
flushed bright red. “No, sir, no you don’t.”

Jeb grabbed Lily’s clothes from the hook,
grabbed her shoes from the floor, and threw them at her. “Git your
damn clothes on and git the hell off my land, before I tell your
husband what you been up to.”

She reached down and grabbed her clothes. As
she did so, the horse blanket fell down, revealing her breasts.
Randy turned his head to look at them.

“Watch your eyes, boy,” Jeb said, “You keep
them worthless things away from that girl. Here, get out.” Jeb
swung the stall door open as Lily, her clothes clutched in a bundle
to her chest, walked out.

Jeb waited for her to leave through the
sally door before he turned back to Randy. The boy had grabbed the
discarded horse blanket and had wrapped it around his own waist. He
was standing now. Jeb stepped into the stall and closed the door
behind him.

“You think I’m stupid, boy? Huh? Don’t think
I know how the girls look at them muscles and that pretty face? All
I see is that I’ve been paying you to look pretty. The way I see,
you haven’t earned your keep yet.”

Randy’s Adam’s apple bobbed up and down. A
look of fright passed his features for a moment, before they
returned to their normal handsome selves.

“I’m sorry, sir, I’ll get those chores done
before I go to bed.”

Jeb took a step closer to Randy. They stood
so closely together that the tips of their noses almost
touched.

“You’re damn right you’re gonna earn your
keep. But you’re not doing it through chores, no sir, not
tonight.”

“What—“ Randy never finished his
question.

Jeb grabbed Randy’s head in his hands,
feeling how sweaty his scalp had gotten while fucking Lily, and
pulled his face forward. Their lips locked in a deep kiss.

Randy struggled for just a moment before
giving in. He wrapped his strong arms around Jeb’s torso and pulled
him closer. Randy hadn’t shaved that day, and the stubble on his
cheeks felt rough against Jeb’s face.

The warmth of Randy’s flesh under Jeb’s
rough fingers made Jeb begin to get hard. He could feel Randy’s
cock getting hard again against his thigh. Randy’s pulls his head
back, away from Jeb’s lips.

“I didn’t know this was the kind of work you
wanted me doing ‘round here, sir,” he said with a smile.

Jeb didn’t say anything back. Instead, he
reached down and grabbed Randy’s dick. He squeezed it until the
other man flinched. “Shut your pretty mouth. I’m definitely not
paying you to talk.”

Randy reached down with one hand and began
rubbing Jeb’s hardening rod through his pants. He leaned forward
and sucked Jeb’s lower lip between his teeth. Slowly, he let Jeb’s
lip pull back through his own.

“So, boss, what kinda lesson are you fixing
on teaching me?” He unbuckled Jeb’s belt, unzipped his pants, and
began to slide them down. He moved his lips to the rough stubble of
Jeb’s neck.

Jeb let out a low grunt, one hand still
wrapped tightly around Randy’s hard cock. The next moment, he
grabbed a handful of Randy’s hair with his free hand and jerked the
younger man’s head back.

“You don’t do nothin’ until I tell you to do
somethin’, got that?” Jeb said through clenched teeth.

He let Randy go. Next, he knelt down and
picked up the discarded horse blanket from where it had fallen on
the floor. Stooping, he threw it over the pile of hay that Randy
had set up to provide some padding for his fucking. He motioned to
it.

“Get down on your knees, boy.”

Randy knelt down on the horse blanket. His
lips were on the same level as Jeb’s hips. He looked up at Jeb,
with his handsome face. Jeb could see why none of the girls could
resist those big, deep eyes. His own lips drew into a thin
line.

“I’m gonna put those lips of yours to better
use than seducing the women-folk ‘round these parts.”

Randy reached up to resume pulling Jeb’s
pants down. Jeb slapped his hands out of the way. He pushed his
pants down until his hard cock popped out. Randy reached for it.
Again, Jeb smacked his hands out of the way.

“Put those soft, dainty things behind your
back and open your mouth real wide.”

Randy did as Jeb asked.

Jeb grasped Randy’s head in his hands.
Slowly, he pressed the head of his cock into Randy’s warm, moist
mouth. Randy’s tongue started working its way around the shaft of
Jeb’s cock, soaking it in his spit. The boy knew how to use his
tongue. All that licking sent tingles of pleasure down Jeb’s shaft.
He didn’t stop pushing.

Randy gave a little jerk when he felt the
tip of Jeb’s dick push at the back of his throat. Some tears formed
at the corners of his eyes, but he made no move to make Jeb
stop.

“You like that, don’t you, boy?” Jeb said,
staring down into Randy’s face, his young lips straining around the
girth of his shaft. “A nice hard cock, and you know just how to
treat it, don’t you?”

The younger man responded by more vigorously
rubbing his tongue along Jeb’s shaft. Jeb gritted his teeth and
began slowly fucking Randy’s mouth. Strings of Randy’s spit
dribbled from the length of Jeb’s cock as his lips moved back and
forth over its glistening flesh.

After a few minutes of this, Jeb pulled his
cock completely out. It was covered in Randy’s spit and his own
precum. He looked down at Randy, whose head he still held between
his hands.

“Stroke the shaft,” he said.

With both hands, Randy reached up and
grasped Jeb’s dick. It was already so wet that his fingers slid
easily up and down. Gradually, he built up speed until his hands
pistoned up and down the older man’s cock.

Jeb let go of Randy and ordered him to stand
up. As he did, Jeb kicked off his boots and pants, and then pulled
off his hat and shirt.

His clothes in a pile on the stall floor,
Jeb took a moment to look at the younger man. His pretty face was
flushed red, and his lips shone. Randy’s large shoulders and chest
heaved with his excitement. His cock was hard, and it pointed right
at Jeb.

With one step forward, Jeb touched the heads
of their cocks together. He reached down and grabbed his own dick,
and then rubbed it against Randy’s. They both began breathing more
quickly.

“You like that? A nice, big older cock
rubbing against yours?”

“Yes, boss,” Randy breathed.

Suddenly, Jeb reached forward. He grabbed
Randy and pushed him face first against the wall. Randy looked back
at him over his shoulder and thrust his shapely ass at him. His ass
bumped against the head of Jeb’s cock.

“Are you ready to do your job?” Jeb
asked.

Randy nodded.

Jeb grasped his cock in one hand. He rubbed
the head all over Randy’s ass, leaving a trail of spit and precum.
When he finished with that, he drew one hand back and slapped
Randy’s right ass cheek. Randy flinched. Jeb drew back his hand and
slapped again. He did this until Randy’s ass was red.

“Bend over a bit more,” Jeb ordered.

Randy put his arms against the wall, arched
his back and bent down.

Cock in hand, Jeb pressed the head of his
dick in between Randy’s ass cheeks. He felt the scrunched up skin
of the younger man’s asshole against his tip. He pressed harder.
Randy was so tight. Teeth gritted, Jeb pushed even harder. Finally,
he felt the very tip slide in. Jeb spat into one hand, then reached
down and greased his shaft with it.

He grabbed Randy by the hips and pulled.
Slowly, inch-by-inch he rammed his cock into Randy’s tight, young
ass. He felt his balls touch the back of Randy’s ballsack. Randy
reached back and spread his own ass cheeks apart. Jeb took in the
sight of Randy’s asshole stretched tightly around his meat.

With his firm grip on Randy’s hips, Jeb
pulled back so that his cock came most of the way out of Randy’s
ass. Then he rammed it back in, teeth clenched at the tightness. He
did it again and again. He pulverized the younger man’s asshole
with his stiff rod. During each stroke, he pulled back on Randy’s
hips. Their balls slapped into each other.

Both men were grunting and sweating,
concentrating on the sensation of their fucking.

Jeb saw Randy remove one of his hands from
the wall. Randy reached down and began jerking himself off. Sweat
ran in little rivulets down his broad back.

Jeb reached forward, pulled Randy’s hand off
of his cock, and made him put it back against the wall.

That done, he reached around Randy’s hip and
grabbed the younger man’s dick. With each push into Randy’s ass,
Jeb jerked back on Randy’s cock.

Soon enough the younger man began to moan.
Jeb could feel Randy’s cock getting harder and harder in his hand.
He knew if he kept it up, that Randy would be coming soon.

Jeb leaned forward so that his lips touched
Randy’s ear. “If you come before I say you can, then you can pack
your bags and be out of here as soon as I’m done teaching you your
lesson.” Jeb leaned back.

Randy moaned and groaned. His eyes were
scrunched shut with the effort of not coming in Jeb’s
tightly-gripped fingers.

It had gotten really dark. Jeb, his cock
still buried balls-deep in Randy, wrapped both his arms around
Randy’s waist. He picked Randy up, turned, and pushed him against
the stall door, where there was still some light. Randy gripped the
railing of the door and arched his back again.

Back in position, Jeb reached around to
resume his grasp around Randy’s shaft. For good measure, Jeb pulled
his dick most of the way out and applied some more spit. The boy
was tight. If he tightened up much more, Jeb wouldn’t be able to
help himself from filling him up with his load.

Cock properly greased again, he rammed it
back into Randy’s waiting hole.

Each time Jeb pushed in, the stall door
rattled with the force of his fucking. Watching his cock stroke in
and out, Jeb began feeling the taut muscles of Randy’s back with
his free hand. His skin was slick with sweat, and Jeb could feel
the muscles tighten every time he rammed his cock back into the
younger man’s waiting asshole.

Randy looked back over his shoulder,
frustration and ecstasy warring on his face.

“You’re gonna make me come, boss!” He
yelled.

Jeb squeezed Randy’s cock tighter and
smacked him on the ass again.

“Have you learned your less, boy?”

Randy nodded emphatically, “Yes, sir. I
learned it good.”

Jeb smiled. The boy was totally under his
control, now. He could feel Randy’s cock start getting harder. He
trailed down its shaft and felt his balls. They were beginning to
tighten.

The thought of Randy coming made Jeb’s cock
a little harder, too.

He reached back up and got a good grip on
Randy’s cock. He fucked him harder and faster, running his hand
quickly up and down the younger man’s moist shaft.

“Oh God!” Randy yelled.

It felt like all the muscles in Randy’s body
stiffened up. His cock felt like a rock in Jeb’s hand. He shot his
seed all over the stall door. When he’d finished coming, he started
to relax.

Jeb gave his cock a hard squeeze, and he got
back into position.

“You’re not getting out of this that easy,
boy,” Jeb said through clenched teeth. He was going to come, he
knew. He couldn’t hold it back any longer. Randy’s ass was so
tight. He grabbed Randy by the hips and began fucking him again.
His own balls began to tighten, and his whole cock tingled.

Right before he came, he pulled his cock out
of Randy’s ass. His cock spasmed, shooting his cum all over Randy’s
ass. He came so hard that, when he finished, his balls ached.

He took a step back and knelt down to grab
his clothes. Randy had turned around by then. He looked worn out,
with his shoulders and chest heaving and his face flushed with
color.

When Jeb finished pulling his pants up, he
bent over, grabbed a handful of hay, and threw it at Randy.

“Clean yourself up. Can’t have you eatin’ at
my table with the Missus there seeing you all red and shiny like
that. You learn your lesson, boy? Am I gonna catch you in here
fucking around with the women again? Or with the chores left
unfinished?”

Randy wiped himself down with the handful of
hay and then began getting dressed.

“Yes sir, I think I know what I done wrong,
now.”

As Jeb opened the door, he saw where Randy
had sprayed it with his load when he came. Jeb pointed at it.

“You clean that up now, too. When I see you
here again tomorrow night, I expect this whole damn stall to be
completely spotless, ya hear?”

Randy began smiling again. “Yes, sir,
spotless for tomorrow.”

Jeb left the barn to go try the pie his wife
had left out. He wondered if it was done cooling yet.




 Cowboys: Love on the Open Range

 


This was William and Jim’s fourth night on
the range together. They were driving a small herd of cattle to
auction over in the next state. Over the crackling of their fire,
William could hear some of the beasts let out the occasional
low.

Jim held out a half-empty bottle of whisky
by the neck. William grabbed it and took a long pull. The day had
been long and hard. The next few days promised to be as well. Even
though it was difficult, William still enjoyed his work.

It was nice to be alone with Jim, for one
thing. Jim sat a few feet away from him, gazing into the fire. He
was somewhere in his twenties, and his hard body spoke to the years
of physical toil he’d spent as a cowboy. He was quite handsome,
too. William had noticed that the first moment they’d met.

William had also wanted to be with Jim from
that moment.

He must have been staring, because Jim
frowned at him. “You done with that bottle, yet? Still looks like
there’s plenty in there for me.”

William opened his mouth to speak, but
decided against it. Instead, he lowered his eyes to the fire and
handed the bottle over. He sighed as he watched the flames slowly
consume the wood. When he tossed another log in, sparks spurted up
from the embers, hissing and crackling.

Jim slapped him on the arm and thrust the
bottle back into his hand. “What’s got you glum? Best you drown
those sorrows out with that there whisky.”

They spent a few hours passing the bottle
back and forth until it was empty, swapping stories as the liquid
dwindled.

“Well, think I’m gonna hit the hay,” Jim
said as he put another log on the fire. “You’re okay with first
watch?”

William stood up, dusting off his pants and
reseating his hat on his head as he did so. “Yeah, I’ll wake you in
a few hours.”

Jim wriggled into his bedroll, falling
asleep almost as soon as he lay still. William looked at his face.
In sleep, his feature softened until he looked angelic.

William felt his cock stiffen a little as he
fantasized about climbing into that bedroll with Jim. But he had a
job to do. He grabbed the Winchester rifle from its holster on his
horse’s saddle. He decided on a walking patrol. The exercise and
cool air would keep him awake, and keep him from seeing the object
of his desires.

The horses nickered at him as he walked
away, so he went back and briefly reassured them, patting their
furry, warm flanks.

He didn’t stray far from the swaying light
of the fire. All around him the cattle slept. They were lumps of
shadow that let out the occasional snort.

The night air felt much colder this far away
from the flames, so he finished his circuit of their small camp
quickly. Laying the rifle beside his own rolled-up bedroll, William
squatted by the fire and held his hands out. As his cold fingers
slowly thawed, he looked over the licking flames at Jim’s sleeping
form. The blanket rose and fell rhythmically with his steady
breathing, so serene and restful. William pulled at his pants over
his crotch, which had again become uncomfortably tight, fuelled by
his thoughts of Jim.

William looked up at the stars. They’d
hardly shifted at all. It was going to be a long wait before he
could wake Jim for his turn on watch. Growing frustrated with being
able to look but not touch, William walked back over to his horse.
He rooted around in a saddlebag for a moment before his fingers
found what he wanted. He pulled out a mostly full bottle of
whisky.

Bottle in hand, he resumed his seat by the
fire. This stuff was harder than the earlier bottle, and it burned
on its way down his gullet. After a few moments, warmth filled the
put of his stomach, and he smiled. Nothing like the drink to take
the bite from the cold. Every sip made him feel a little warmer, a
little happier.

Soon, he was lying on his back, staring up
at the white face of the moon as it stared unblinkingly back down
at him. When he and Jim had been passing the bottle back and forth,
he’d almost told Jim how he really felt. He kept wishing that he
had, now. He knew that kind of love was forbidden, but that didn’t
make him feel it any less. As the stars twinkled in the heavens, he
wondered if he couldn’t just make it all right by himself. They
were out there, all alone. In all likelihood, there was not another
living soul around for miles. Anything they did out there would
stay between the two of them.

The bottle made a “thunk!” sound as he
lowered it to the ground beside him a little too roughly.

“Damn it,” he muttered, “I’ve gotta try. I
need to know.” William said as he sat up. He knew just how to find
out, too.

It took a few more sips of the drink for him
to work up the courage to stand up. Putting the bottle down, he put
another log on the fire and then made his way around the flames.
Sometime on his patrol, Jim had rolled over onto his back. His
bedroll had been mostly shoved down. It was warm by the fire.

Quietly as he could, William knelt down
before the sleeping form. He realized that his hands were shaking.
He wished he hadn’t left the whisky. He swallowed. No turning back
now.

He reached out and undid Jim’s belt. Next,
he undid the button on his jeans. So far, so good. He held his
breath as he pulled the zipper down. It was done; Jim’s pants were
undone.

Slowly, William worked his fingers in. They
wrapped around Jim’s limp cock. It already large and warm in his
hand. He pulled it through the opening. His own cock had suddenly
gone rock-hard in his pants. His heart beat like it was about to
explode, and he felt a bead of sweat working its way down his
forehead.

William licked his lips. He crouched lower,
moving Jim’s cock so that it pointed up. He opened his mouth. He
lowered his moist lips over the head of Jim’s dick. He didn’t move
his head up and down, and he kept his fingers still around Jim’s
shaft. He felt it. Jim’s cock was hardening at the touch of his
warm and wet lips and tongue. It wasn’t long before Jim’s cock was
fully hard. William could barely fit his mouth around the head of
his dick.



He noticed two trails of shiny spit moving
down Jim’s rod. He was drooling all over Jim’s cock. Gently,
William tightened his fingers and began running them up and down
the stiff, warm flesh of Jim’s shaft. He pressed his lips as far
down as they would go. He felt the taut flesh of the head of Jim’s
cock against the back of his throat. With that, he pulled back a
little and then pushed back, bobbing his head up and down.

Jim, still mostly asleep, groaned and threw
one arm over his eyes.

William tasted some precum leaking from the
tip of Jim’s dick. He pressed the tip of his tongue against the
little slit and licked up and down. Jim’s hips jerked, and he
gasped. William couldn’t take it anymore. All the little moans and
groans were driving him crazy. He reached down with his free hand,
trying to get his own pants undone so that he could grab his own
shaft.

When he had his zipper halfway down, Jim
woke up.

“What the hell are you doing?” Jim pushed up
onto his hands, then he shoved at William, he pulled back and
crouched on his haunches.

William could feel spit the spit he’d worked
up on and around his lips. They glistened wetly in the light of the
stars. His heart was thumping. He knew he needed to tell Jim. He
couldn’t stop, not now.

“Jim... I... I love you,” William said. He
kept his gaze on Jim’s eyes.

“I can’t believe you did this. I can’t
believe it, a guy’s mouth around my cock. I don’t like guys. You’re
lucky I don’t shoot you here.”

William smiled. “Well, you were enjoying it
for a few minutes there. Look, I really like you. This doesn’t have
to go beyond this trip, this fire. I need this. Let me be with you,
it’s all I’ve wanted since I met you.”

Jim looked down at his still-hard cock. It,
too, glistened with the spit William had left on it. As they
watched, it quivered a little. Clearly, Jim was struggling. William
let him have time. Finally, Jim leaned back on his bedroll and
sighed.

“Fine. But if you breathe a word of this I’m
gonna end you, okay?”

Rather than saying anything, William crawled
back over Jim, grabbed his cock, and started sucking on it again.
Soon enough, Jim was back to moaning. He reached up to his head
with both hands and balled them into fists in his hair.

“You really know what you’re doing,” Jim
said between grunts.

William moved his mouth up so that only the
head of Jim’s cock remained in his mouth. He tightened his grip
around Jim’s rod and then started jerking quickly up and down. His
hand made wet “schlicking” noises with all the spit. Jim arched his
hips up a little, his body trying to force more of his cock into
William’s mouth.

“Oh damn, oh damn,” Jim said.

William slowed down. He’d finally been able
to get his own dick out of his pants. He sat back, one hand around
his own cock, the other around Jim’s. He began jerking both at the
same pace. He stared hungrily down at Jim’s stiff rod. He couldn’t
believe. He was actually getting what he wanted, and it was all
that he’d fantasized about and more. But he still wasn’t
satisfied.

“Jim,” William said, “I need you. You don’t
know how bad I need this, want this.”

Jim’s teeth were clenched. Some sweat had
started to dribble down his forehead too.

“You have me, don’t you?”

“No. I need you inside me.”

For a few seconds, the only sounds were the
crackling of the fire and the wet sound of William’s hand moving up
and down Jim’s hard shaft.

“Okay. God help me, but okay,” Jim said.

William moved his hand up and then rubbed
the precum that had leaked from the tip of Jim’s shaft with the pad
of his thumb.

William thought about how pretty Jim’s lips
were. He felt the burning need to feels those lips around his own
shaft. He moved around into 69 position over Jim, supporting his
weight on his hands and toes. He took Jim’s cock into his mouth
again. Lowering his hips a little, he felt the head of his own dick
bump against Jim’s lips. He pressed down a little more. After a
moment, he felt them part and his cock slid partway into the wet
hole. Suddenly, his own cock tingled and he had to pull back. It
felt so good that he wanted to come right away.

He concentrated on sucking Jim’s cock,
swirling his tongue around the tip and pushing it as far back as it
would go. Carefully, he lowered his own dick until he felt Jim’s
wet lips around it again. Both of them, hard dicks in their mouths,
moaned. The vibrations felt great, making them moan even more.

William’s hips began humping up and down,
fucking Jim’s mouth.

When his arms and legs could take no more,
William rolled off to the side. Both of their cocks were covered in
spit. A passing breeze felt cold against the skin of his shaft.
They both lay there for a moment, panting. Then Jim turned onto his
side.

“Come lie on your stomach over here,” Jim
said, patting his bedroll.

William kicked off his boots, then his
pants. The firelight illuminated his well-formed legs and ass.
Smiling, he scooted over onto the soft bedroll. It was just like
he’d been fantasizing about earlier. Except this was better,
because it was really happening.

Jim threw the cover over both of them,
apparently still a little bashful. He rolled over so that he was
lying on top of William. William could feel his wet cock against
his ass. He wiggled a little so that the hard rod rested in the
cleft of his ass. Spreading his legs a little, he began rolling his
hips up and down, rubbing at Jim’s sopping rod with his firm
flesh.

“You have no idea how good this feels to be
finally happening,” William said over his shoulder.

Jim just grunted. His eyes were squeezed
shut, and he’d began humping back with his own hips. His shaft
moved easier between William’s tight cheeks. William shifted so
that he felt the head of Jim’s cock rub his puckered and waiting
asshole with each stroke. Jim, in his eagerness, still seemed
nervous and unsure of what to do.

William would have to take matters into his
own hands. He shifted until Jim’s weight so that he could arch his
ass up. On their next stroke, the tip of Jim’s cock pressed firmly
against his asshole. Relaxing as much as he could, biting his lower
lip between his teeth, William pushed back harder.

Jim’s cock pushed in a little, still well
lubricated by William’s spit. Jim gasped. William felt Jim’s body
stiffen over him. Smiling, he pushed back harder. It felt like most
of the head of Jim’s cock was pressed in now. His asshole strained
tightly around it, sending little shivers of delight up William’s
back while it simultaneously hurt some.

With a grunt, Jim thrust hard. William felt
his hard shaft push into him. Groaning, he grabbed fistfuls of the
bedroll and squeezed. It was almost all the way in. He knew he’d be
able to take more. He wanted more. He wanted it all.

One last push from each of them, and William
felt Jim’s hips against his ass. He was wrapped so tightly around
Jim that he could feel Jim’s cock pulse inside him with each beat
of his heart.

“Fuck my ass, Jim,” William whispered. The
words were barely audible over the crackle of the fire.

It was like he’d unleashed a beast. Jim
pulled his cock almost all the way out and then rammed it back it.
He snorted, blowing his hot breath across William’s back. Each
thrust was more powerful, more urgent than the last. Each time he
thrust all the way in, the muscles inside William clenched, and
William groaned and whimpered. It felt so good, as if Jim pressed a
button with each thrust that made his body feel like it was on fire
with pleasure.

The bedroll and the fire made it so hot.
William reached back and threw the cover off of their writhing
bodies. The suddenly cool air felt good against his warm flesh.

Nothing tangling them anymore, Jim leaned
back onto his knees and pulled at William’s hips. William went onto
his own hands and knees. They started fucking hard again. With his
firm grip on William’s hips, Jim pulled back with each powerful
thrust. William pushed back as well, taking Jim’s cock balls deep
each time.

William looked back over his shoulder. Jim
was captivated by the sight of his long cock sliding in and out of
William’s tight hole. William reached down between his own legs and
began rubbing his own cock. As he came closer and closer to coming,
he felt all the muscles of his body tightening up. Jim had to slow
down a little behind him, he’d gotten so tight.

Making Jim come made William want to come.
It was all he could think about. All he wanted was for Jim to fill
him up with his seed. It would be so good, so hot. They would be a
part of each other.

“Oh God, William. It’s so tight. I don’t
think... I don’t think... !”

Jim dug his fingers into the flesh of
William’s hips. He fucked him wildly, the slapping of their flesh
so loud. His cock was like a rock inside of William. William
clenched up around it. Jim groaned. He was coming. William felt his
cock pulse with each spurt of cum. Jim buried his cock as far as it
would go.

William gritted his teeth and jerked himself
as fast as he could. His shaft tingled and he felt his balls
tighten up.

“Ah!” William groaned.

Teeth still clenched, cum shot from his
dick. He felt lightheaded, and his whole body buzzed electrically.
He buried his face in the bedroll. Finally, the waves stopped
crashing over him.

Jim rolled off of him, and they both
collapsed onto their sides. They’d both sweated a lot, and the cool
breeze of the night began to make them shiver. Jim grabbed the
bedroll and threw it back over them. Then he wrapped one strong arm
around William’s chest and kissed him softly on the back of the
neck.

They slept like that.

When dawn came, the cows began waking up
around them. They lowed and clomped about, searching for prairie
grass they could spend the rest of the day chewing on their long
journal.

William and Jim awoke in each other’s arms.
William thought back to their night and their lovemaking. Even
snuggled together as they were, he still felt almost as though it
had all been some wonderful dream. He gently shoved at Jim.

“Jim? You awake?”

Jim’s eyes fluttered open. They were still
hazy from sleep.

“Yeah? Whu...? Oh.”

William smiled at him. He ran his fingers
over the rough stubble on Jim’s cheek. He wanted to lean in for a
kiss, but he felt strangely apprehensive.

“Do you regret what we did?”

Jim looked past him at the still-smoking
embers of their fire. It was a long time before he looked William
in the eye.

“No. No, I don’t think so. But remember what
I said, nobody learns of this. We clear?”

It wasn’t an open declaration of love, but
William realized he should just take whatever he was given. It
would be good enough, for now.

He smiled at Jim. “Yeah, no one learns of
it.” He sighed as he watched the flames slowly consume the wood.
When he toosed another log in, sparks spurted up from the embers,
hhihisdhis





Cowboys: Outlaw
Love

 


Johnny opened the door that led to the cash
car. He swayed a little on his feet as the train turned slightly.
Peacemaker in one hand, cocked and ready, he peered inside. This
car had bars on its windows.

He stepped in, reassured that the guards had
bought the distraction. Archie was up there with the conductor,
making lots of noise while trying to look like he was hijacking the
train.

Bags filled with cash lined the walls. There
was gold on the shelves too, but that would be too heavy. Johnny
hadn’t orchestrated this heist only to get caught because he was
slow.

Smile on his handsome face, he holstered his
pistol and reached out to grab two of the bags.

“Hold it right there!” Someone shouted
behind him. They emphasized their command by cocking their gun.

Hands in the air, Johnny turned around.
Standing in the door, pistol levelled, was one of the supposedly
distracted guards.

Johnny swallowed. If only he hadn’t put his
gun away. He cursed himself for being too eager and greedy.

“Now you just take that there piece from
your belt and put it on the floor. Nice and slow, unless you have a
powerful need for a few new holes in your carcass,” the guard said.
He motioned with his pistol.

Did he dare try and make the shot? The
possibilities flashed through his mind as he lowered one hand to
his gun. No, this guard was too edgy; he was likely to fire if
anything sudden happened.

All this planning, just to get caught. Fire
burned in his gullet. Jail? The gallows? Who knew what would happen
now...

The train rocked as it took a sharp curve
too quickly. Both men fell to the floor.

As Johnny fell, he whipped the Peacemaker
out, cocked the hammer and fired. Hitting the floor, he felt the
air beside his head disturbed as the guard returned fire. Each man
took position behind rows of heavy safes.

Johnny sat with his back against the cool
metal of one safe. He cocked the hammer of his gun back for another
shot. The car rang with another gunshot from the guard. The bullet
hit a bag of money on a shelf above him. Johnny winced. Better not
take that bag, the bankers would be on the lookout for money with
holes in it.

“Surrender now and I promise you’ll have a
trail,” the guard yelled over.

Johnny replied by blindly pointing his piece
over the safe and firing. There was no way he was going, now that
he had a chance to escape.

“Fine. I’ll have to put you down like the
wild animal you are.”

Another bullet whizzed over his head. This
car was built with only one door, for easier guarding. Right then,
the guard was between Johnny and that door. But how to get around
it?

He realized it would have to be a quick and
dirty duel. He had four shots left. All he needed to do was land
one good one and he was home free. If he won the fight, he’d grab a
few bags of cash, run over the top of the cars, grab Archie, and
then they’d be home free and a hell of a lot richer.

Johnny rubbed at the stubble on his face,
steeling himself. Then he heard something, and he panicked.

“Johnny? You still in there? I think one of
the guards might have—“

It was Archie! He was coming back to see if
everything was okay. He didn’t know the guard was in here.

Quick as he could, Johnny jumped to his
feet. The guard had also risen, and was facing the door. Standing
there, a shocked looked on his face, was Archie. His pistol was
still in its holster.

“Hey!” Johnny yelled.

The guard turned around in time to catch the
bullet in his shoulder. His pistol dropped from numbed fingers. He
fell heavily to the floor, clutching at his wound. There was
shocked expression on his face. Johnny and Archie walked over to
stood in front of him. Johnny knelt down and picked up the dropped
gun.

“Archie, grab two bags for each of us and
let’s get out of here,” Johnny said.

“You’re... You’re not gonna kill me?” The
guard asked.

Johnny frowned down at him, “Kill you? We’re
robbers, not murderers. Besides you’re just doin’ your job. Can’t
fault a man for that.”

Each of them holding two bags filled with
cash, they made their way to the next car. There were soft fields
all around, so the jump didn’t hurt too much. They found the
getaway horses tethered where they left them, and then made their
way over the plain to their hideout.

Inside, they put the moneybags on the table.
Johnny picked them up and looked them over.

“You made sure not to grab any of the one’s
that boy shot back there, right?”

There was a clink. Archie had taken off his
gun belt and set it down.

“Course not. You think I’m stupid or
something? Those bills were as good as marked, holes in ‘em and
all.”

Johnny unbuckled his own belt and removed
it. It felt good to have that weight off his hips. He turned around
to face Archie. Archie was a few years younger than him. He always
kept himself clean shaven, wanting to show off his handsome face.
Johnny also knew that, beneath his vest and shirt, he liked to keep
that shaved too. Better to show off all the muscles.

It was time to celebrate a job well done. He
walked over to Archie and curled his fingers into the now-empty
belt loops at his hips. Archie smiled.

“Gun fights always get you riled up, don’t
they?” Archie said.

“Just kiss me you handsome devil,” Johnny
replied.

Archie wrapped his arms around the small of
Johnny’s back and pulled him close so that their hips touched. They
leaned in and kissed. Archie pressed the tip of his wet tongue
between Johnny’s lips. Johnny used his own tongue to play with it
in his mouth.

By now, they both groped each other. Johnny
ran his hands up beneath Archie’s shirt so that he could feel the
smooth skin and tight muscles of the other man’s back. The flesh
felt so soft and warm beneath his fingers.

He felt Archie’s lips twist into a smile,
still kissing him. Archie slid one hand between their writhing
bodies, fingers pointed toward the floor. He wormed them down into
the waist of Johnny’s pants and held them there.

Just having them so close, Johnny’s cock got
rock hard and bulged against the front of his pants.

“You’re always such a tease,” Johnny
murmured, Archie’s tongue still stuffed into his mouth.

Archie slid his fingers down farther. Johnny
could feel the fingertips brushing against the base of his shaft.
His hips bucked a little at the electricity he felt at the
touch.

Not able to take it anymore, Johnny shoved
both his hands down Archie’s pants to grab the other man’s firm
ass. He roughly massaged each cheek. Feeling them that way made his
cock harden a little more.

“Yeah, that’s my boy,” Archie said, pulling
his head back.

His eyes had been what made Johnny want him
in the first place, when they’d formed their two-person gang all
those months ago. Though the muscular and masculine body didn’t
hurt, either.

Johnny leaned back a little, pulling his
hands out. He started working his way down Archie’s shirt, undoing
his buttons as he went. There were only a few left, but he wanted
Archie so urgently that he just ripped the shirt open with his
fingers. He ran his hands over Archie’s hard chest and abs.

“Whoa there, boy. That gunfight must have
really riled you up,” Archie said.

Johnny fumbled with Archie’s pants. He saw
the huge bulge of Archie’s erect cock and knew he needed it his
mouth right then.

“Just shut up and take off your damn pants,”
Johnny snarled.

Archie reached down and gently untangled
Johnny’s fingers. Very slowly, he unbuttoned and then pulled down
the zipper. He pushed his pants down a little, keeping his rod
trapped in the waistline of his underwear. Johnny leaned forward
and kissed the top part of his shaft that was showing, making
Archie suck in a breath.

“Never could say no to you,” Archie
said.

Johnny hooked one finger into Archie’s
underwear and pulled them down so that his erect cock popped out.
It was big, just the way he liked it. It already had a drop of
precum at the tip. Johnny attacked the cock like a crazed animal,
shoving it halfway into his mouth on the first push.

Archie moaned. He braced one of his hands
against his own back, and then grabbed a handful of Johnny’s hair
with the other. Johnny ran the tight ring his lips made up and down
Archie’s shaft, making sure to leave a shining trail of spit behind
each time. Inside his mouth, he ran the tip of his tongue along the
ridge of the head of Archie’s cock. It jerked a little in his mouth
with each swish.

Johnny stood up and started kissing him on
the lips again. This time, he reached down and ran his hand over
Archie’s lubricated cock.

Archie undid Johnny’s pants and stuck his
hand down, grabbing Johnny’s shaft. He jerked it as much as he
could in the close confines of his clothes.

Johnny pushed down his owns pants and kicked
them off along with his boots. They stood there, kissing and
jerking each other. Then Archie knelt down in front of him. He
liked to start a little bit slower than Johnny. He kept his hand
running up and down the length of Johnny’s shaft, and he pressed
his lips lightly against the tip of his cock.

The tip of Archie’s tongue nuzzled against
the little slit at the tip of Johnny’s cock. It sent shivers up his
back. He squeezed his eyes shut and ground as he felt Archie’s
tongue run all of the head of his cock.

Slowly, Archie pushed his lips forward until
they tightened up just behind the ridge of the head of his cock.
His mouth was hot and moist. Johnny could feel his cock swelling
even bigger at the sensation. He had the urge to fill Archie’s
waiting throat with his load, and had to fight it back.

Archie pressed the tight loop of his lips
farther down his shaft. He kept going until Johnny felt his cock
bump at the back of Archie’s throat. Then he pulled back and pushed
forward again. His lips were so tight that they bunched up the skin
on his shaft each time he pushed forward and pulled it taut each
time he moved back. Every few thrusts he would pull back all the
way to lick at the very tip of Johnny’s cock, then thrust his lips
back down as far as they would go around his shaft.

The sucking and slurping noises drove Johnny
crazy. He arched his back and bobbed his hips back and forth. He
felt Archie grab and cup his balls, squeezing them gently with his
strong fingers.

But Johnny didn’t want to come in Archie’s
mouth.

Archie seemed to read his mind. He stood up
so that he could more easily remove his own pants and boots. He
kicked them into a pile with Johnny’s.

“So, big boy, how do you want me?” Archie
asked.

Johnny nodded toward the table where they’d
dropped the money. The thought of fucking Archie while beside their
ill-gotten gains made his cock jerk a little.

They walked over. Archie bent over the table
so that his whole chest and stomach rested on its wooden surface.
He spread his feet apart and arched his perfectly-shaped ass a
little higher into the air.

Johnny knelt down. He used the fingers of
one hand to spread Archie’s cheeks apart so he could get a nice
view of his tight little asshole. He worked up some spit and then
licked the index and middle finger of his free hand. Archie always
needed a little loosening up before Johnny could give him the hard
fucking he wanted.

He didn’t shove his fingers in right away.
He rubbed his wet fingertips along the wrinkled, brown skin of
Archie’s asshole. Archie trembled and whimpered, pushing back
against him.

Then he pressed the tip of his index finger
against his asshole. Archie tightened up for a second, but then
apparently made himself relax. Johnny worked his finger in until
Archie’s tight asshole swallowed up the second knuckle. He wiggled
his finger around the smooth flesh inside of Archie, made him
groan. As he did so, he pushed the lubed-up fingertip of his middle
finger in as well. Both fingers inside, he curled them repeatedly
into a “come here” motion.

“Damn, stop man. You’re gonna make me come
if you don’t fuck me soon,” Archie said.

Johnny stood. The head of his hard cock
pressed between Archie’s legs, right behind his balls. He wriggled
his hips back and forth, rubbing his hot flesh over Johnny’s shaft.
Johnny grabbed his cock and pulled the head up so that it rested
against Archie’s ready asshole.

He took a moment to admire Archie’s tight
body. He squeezed each ass cheek and gave them each a few light
slaps.

As soon as he got a grip on Archie’s hips,
Archie pushed back against his cock. Right away, his tight asshole
enveloped the whole head of his dick. It was so tight, even after
loosening it with his fingers. Johnny groaned. The skin on his
shaft was already bunched up against the pressure.

“Why is it always so hard to squeeze my cock
into this tight ass of yours?” Johnny asked. He punctuated his
question with another light slap. A red mark stood out on one of
Archie’s ass cheeks.

“Because you have such a nice, big cock,”
Archie replied through gritted teeth.

Johnny spat down onto his shaft and rubbed
it in with one hand. Then he began pulling on Archie’s hips.
Slowly, Archie’s tight ring relaxed around his throbbing rod,
letting it slide in a little at a time. Johnny didn’t let it go in
all the way. He pulled back a little and then thrust in hard,
yanking on Archie’s hips as he did. His cock rammed all the way in,
making Archie squirm and moan. Johnny watched as his ass cheeks
flexed. The sight made his dick jerk a little inside the smooth and
velvety flesh of Archie’s ass.

“You like it hard, don’t you?” Archie
said.

Before Johnny could reply, Archie pulled
forward and then slammed his hips backward. He hissed and groaned
as he did it over and over. Soon, Johnny joined in, fucking back as
hard and fast as he could.

He reached around and grabbed Archie’s
balls. They felt warm and soft in his fingers. He squeezed them. He
knew his cock was pushing hard and far enough in to touch that spot
in Archie that made him come without ever touching his cock.

“You want my fucking cum inside of you,
don’t you, you pretty little fucker?” Johnny said.

Archie groaned in reply. Johnny loved making
him come. It always made his asshole clench tightly around his
cock. Soon, he felt Archie’s balls tighten and jump a little in his
hands. He was going to come. Johnny let go of his balls and grabbed
his hips with both hands. He fucked as hard as he could.

Archie shivered and then all the muscles in
his body seemed to flex. Johnny felt his ass clench around his
dick, just like he knew it would. He rode Archie’s waves of
pleasure. His hot cum spurted down onto the floor.

Soon, Archie’s body relaxed again. He didn’t
stay like that for long. He knew it was Johnny’s turn to shoot his
hot load. Archie steadied himself and then began thrusting his hips
back against Johnny like a madman.

Johnny stopped thrusting. Instead, he just
looked down as the tight circle of Archie’s asshole sped up and
down his glistening shaft. As he came closer and closer to coming,
he dug his fingers into Archie’s hips.

He could feel the tension building. His cock
stiffened up so hard that it hurt a little. He wasn’t going to be
able to take it much longer.

Johnny let himself go. His cock jumped so
much that Archie gasped and thrust back harder. He could feel his
hot load spurting into Archie’s tight space, filling him up with
his seed. Both their hips bucked uncontrollably. Archie moaned so
much that he seemed to be coming for the second time.

When they both finished, Johnny leaned over
to kiss the taut muscles of Archie’s back. His kin was a little
moist from sweat, and its pleasant musk filled Johnny’s
nostrils..

They parted from each other, and then went
to lean on the windowsill, neither of them putting on any of their
discarded clothes. Archie reached over and grabbed Johnny’s hand.
Johnny gave it a squeeze as he looked into the darkness surrounding
their little cabin.

Their haul that day had been really good.
With that sort of money, Johnny knew, they’d be able to buy
themselves a decent plot of land, maybe start up that farm they’d
been talking about recently.

It would only take a few more decent jobs to
be able to build the sort of place they really wanted, where they
could be alone with each other, enjoying each other’s company with
no one anywhere near by to get involved in their business.

Archie turned back to look at the money on
the table.

“So, Johnny, how should we spend our money?
I think we count as rich folks, now.”

Johnny gave his hand another squeeze.

“You know, I think I have just the thing in
mind for both of us.”

He went on to tell Archie his farming
fantasy.
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