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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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