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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
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