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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
again 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.
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