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  INTRODUCTION


  Last Friday night was the best and the worst night of my life. The worst because I got stuck in a thunderstorm from hell. There’s a plethora of things I hate about Florida, and hurricane season is at the top of the list. Just when I thought things could not get any crappier, my older-than-Jesus SUV blew a tire when I swerved to keep from hitting a deer that was standing in the middle of the road. The deer survived but my car didn’t fare so well. Luckily, I came out unscathed but with a flat. I knew the spare was back at my house in the garage along with the jack. It didn’t matter anyway. I didn’t know a thing about changing a busted tire. I reached behind my seat to grab an umbrella, but there wasn’t one. I was screwed from both ends. I realized that I had passed a country-western bar a half a mile back, but with the way the rain was coming down, I decided to wait for the storm to let up. It seemed like the more I waited, the harder the downpour. I tried to call my dad, but due to the storm and that I was stuck out in the sticks, I wasn’t able to get a signal. My luck was for shit so far. I had to get to my aunt’s and couldn’t sit there all night not knowing how long the storm would last. I pulled my jacket over my head, got out, and made a run toward the bar. I hate getting wet, but I didn’t have a choice.


  By the time I reached the bar, I was soaked. I could barely make out my hand in front of my face, since my glasses were peppered with drops of rain. Country music blasted from inside the bar as I dried the lenses of my glasses with my shirttail. The minute I walked inside, all eyes were on me like I had just stepped off a spaceship from Uranus. I figured there must be a phone I could use. I was shivering with cold from the rain and I was soaked from head to toe. This silver daddy of a guy walked over to me with slicked-back salt-and-pepper hair and a thick handlebar moustache, wearing a black T-shirt. He was the type I usually went for, but I was nowhere in the mood to even think about some sexy beer-belly bear when my SUV was stranded in the rain on the side of the road. The cotton top barkeep asked what he could get for me. A hot cup of cocoa with marshmallows was what I wanted, but I knew my chances of getting something like that in the hole-in-the-wall hick bar was about as likely as my going down on Zac Efron, so I told him a beer would suffice. I could feel the stares on me like hot rays. They looked like they had never seen a black man before, and shoot, maybe some of them never had. I was too wet and annoyed to care.


  The bartender set a glass of beer in front of me. I fished a wet ten dollar bill out of the front pocket of my jeans and handed him the money. He wasn’t very happy, but money was money. He cracked wise about my getting caught in the rain. I told him that I’d had an accident up the road, but he didn’t seem concerned. When I asked him if there was a phone I could use, he pointed to a pay phone at the other end of the bar. “How retro,” I told him, though I doubted he heard me over the Kenny Chesney twang coming from the speakers in the ceiling caked with dust and grease. I drank about half a glass worth of the swill that passed for beer before I made my way to the rear of the bar. I slipped a quarter in the slot and dialed my daddy’s cell phone number. It rang four times before it went to voice mail. It was typical of him. What’s the point of having a phone if you ignore the calls? I made a mental note to never call him if I’m knocking on death’s door. I would have better luck reaching E.T.


  I was about to call my cousin when I felt someone shove me in my back. I turned around to find this jerk-off of a hick standing before me wearing a dirty cap, a blue T-shirt with the sleeves ripped off, and dirt-filthy tattered jeans with snakeskin boots caked with mud. I’ll never forget him, seeing as how his teeth were rotting from dipping snuff, and the fact that he smelled like a wet dead dog. “Can’t you read, boy? That phone says whites only.” He and his two other rough-looking buddies laughed at his joke that I didn’t find at all funny. I told them that I didn’t want any mess, but looking at them, I could see that trouble was exactly what I was about to get.


  When I tried to walk back to the other end of the bar to avoid a fight, the leader of the pack shoved me again. “Ya gotta pay if you want to use that phone.” His breath smelled like a hog’s ass. I didn’t like fighting, but I wasn’t the type to sit there and take an ass-whipping either. I knew that I couldn’t take on all three, just the toothless, hog-breath-smelling leader. The tension in the air was thicker than the cigarette smoke. I dropped an f-bomb in his face like a fart, which only made the hick and his opossum pack madder. He was about to draw back and hit me when this cowboy wearing a Stetson, a plaid shirt, jeans, and black boots appeared almost out of nowhere. He obstructed the hick’s punch, yanking his arm back behind him. Before long there was pure chaos. The cowboy that had come to my rescue had single-handedly taken on all three men. Two of them were lying on the floor in the fetal position while the leader struggled to pick up the few teeth that had just been knocked out of his fool head.


  The cowboy asked me if I was okay. I stood there in complete shock and amazement at what I had witnessed. This stud was like Clint Eastwood, Charles Bronson, and Chuck Norris rolled into one.


  He asked me if the SUV in the ditch up the road was mine. “Yeah, I ran here to call for help. My phone won’t get a signal down here in the boonies.” Pearls of rainwater trickled down his face, dripping from the rim of his hat. He said his name was Doug. He asked me where I was headed and if I needed a lift. It was probably a crime in ten counties for a man like him to be so sexy. I thanked him for his help and walked with him out of the bar. I noticed his knuckles were scuffed, smudged with blood from the brawl. I didn’t say anything. I figured a guy like that was used to kicking ass. My heart was still racing from what had happened. When we pulled up in front of my place, I took out my wallet to pay him for his hospitality. Doug placed his hand over mine. “No need for that. Forget about it,” he said.


  “You gotta let me give you something for saving my butt back there.” I probably would have been the one picking up my teeth if he hadn’t come along.


  “Isn’t there anything I can do?”


  We stared a long time at each other in the truck that smelled faintly of cologne and cigarettes, wondering who was going to make the next move.


  If you’re eager to find out what might have happened next, dip into the stories ahead. Cowboy Up is my new, naughty creation brimming with both modern-day and Old West stories from raunchy ranch hands to horned-up all-American cowboys. May you enjoy these tales as much as I have.


  Shane Allison


  Tallahassee, Florida


  SWOPES AND KALVO


  Roscoe Hudson


  Swopes fled to Colorado two months earlier before a posse of white men in East Texas got the chance to string him up. He bargained for a room behind Tessie Rose’s, worked off his rent fixing whatever she needed fixing, fended off Tessie’s whores, and choked on the sticky sweet perfume Tessie claimed she bought in Paris. One Thursday night, Tessie sashayed into his tiny room, tits pushed up to Jesus in a velvet coral dress. Kalvo followed her, eyes down, Stetson in hand, boots shiny as gold bits. Swopes liked the look of the man: a sturdy, square-jawed gent from somewhere back East trying to pass for a gunslinger, but his accent would always give him away. Slicked-back raven hair, deep-set cobalt eyes, a mike-white face that had never taken a punch. Kalvo spoke plain, promised Swopes quarters in the lean-to back of his house (he told Swopes he would have to build a fourth wall if he was shy and of a mind to), three squares a day, and twenty dollars a week. Heaps more than white men got for ranch handing. That’s when Swopes knew the man was desperate.


  When he got to Kalvo’s homestead the situation was rough. Acres of fallow land. Skinny chickens. A rickety barn sheltered a cow that had stopped giving milk. Worst of it, the well, like the cow, had all but dried up. Two tombstones beneath a spruce tree near the barn—one big, one little—faced the mountains that rose like the chests of sleeping giants in the distance. Wild flowers had been placed on the big tombstone. A mournful ragdoll perched on the little one. Kalvo never spoke their names.


  The lean-to back of the main house was just as Kalvo had described—three walls, the front open to nature—but larger than Swopes had imagined, furnished with a cot, table, chair, kerosene lamp, and a zinc washtub big enough for a man of Swopes’s burly size. A Bible commanded the entire space from the center of the smooth spruce table. When Swopes picked up the Bible and opened it, dandelions fluttered out of First Corinthians.


  His first morning on the ranch, after Kalvo fed him grits and eggs, Swopes got to work helping Kalvo resurrect the place. Kalvo seemed so green to Swopes he wondered how the rancher had managed to survive out on the prairie for as long as he had. Swopes had to teach Kalvo the ways of both farming and the land that even a suckling homestead baby would have known as well as scripture. Swopes led him around like a tot; he stomped and swaggered about the spread like he was the rancher and Kalvo was the hand. They accomplished more in six weeks than either of them thought possible. They turned over the dried-up soil, tossed on fertilizer, and hoped for rain. Swopes repaired the roof of the barn and reinforced its structure. He fed the cow a special diet; before long it squirt buckets of milk. Eventually Swopes and Kalvo dug a new well. It took Swopes no time to build a privacy wall for the lean-to from pine siding Kalvo had stored on the ranch from way back.


  Swopes only entered the main house once to collect his pay. The whole transaction was of a breach of custom. Each Saturday at dusk Swopes knocked on the back door and waited for Kalvo to walk out and press the bills into his calloused palm. On the fourth week, however, Kalvo didn’t answer when Swopes knocked. Tentatively, Swopes opened the squeaky door (he kept promising himself to oil it, though Kalvo never complained) and stepped inside. Unlike the sorry state of the rest of the ranch when he first arrived, the order and cleanliness of the main house impressed Swopes. Scrubbed pots and pans hung on the wall. A piano stood in a corner, covered in a patina of dust; a guitar and a harmonica lay atop it. In the corner opposite a fireplace, a dress form stood naked and neglected. Swopes called out Kalvo’s name again; silence replied. He took off his boots and softly trod the silent floorboards. A long cottonwood harvest table stretched across the main room and the walls of that room were lined with leather-bound books standing in polished bookcases. Swopes ran his fingertips across the tops of the books, recognized many of the titles and names raised in regal gold letters on their spines. There were so many books Swopes felt a pang of longing, both for the books and for Mama and Sarah, for the mornings they taught Negro school children and the nights he sat up in bed and read himself to sleep by candlelight.


  The backdoor squeaked. Swopes spun around with a start.


  “Take one.”


  Kalvo was standing in back of him, shirtless and sweaty, dusty from head to foot.


  “My apologies, Mr. Kalvo, sir.” Swopes tingled all over at the sight of him. Sweat streaked his back.


  “My apologies to you, Swopes, for being so late. Got myself good and dirty out back a-ways. Thought about planting that west field.”


  “I would have helped you, sir.”


  Kalvo shook his head. “Got a wild hair, that’s all. I owe you.”


  He reached into the pocket of his denims, took out the bills and, as usual, pressed them into Swopes’s hand, palm on palm. The touch of Kalvo’s hand was soft even after all the hard work they had put in on the ranch. Swopes’s cock and nipples began to stiffen. He and Kalvo held hands for a little longer than either of them realized and didn’t let go until Kalvo brought up the subject of books again.


  “You want to learn to read I’ll teach you.”


  “I can read.”


  “Capital. That’s very good, Swopes. My father always said a good man knows the word of God but a righteous man must read it daily.”


  He took a thick book off the top shelf and presented it to Swopes’s chest. Swopes felt himself being seduced by both the gilded pages of the book and the pungent odor of the rancher. How long had it been since he had read a book or bedded a man? He accepted the book and humbly excused himself out the way he came, not even stopping to put his boots back on.


  Only a few minutes later Swopes was hanging a door on the lean-to when Kalvo emerged from the back door of the main house carrying a washtub and a towel draped over his arm. He set the tub near the well, filled it with well water, stripped, and stepped in. Swopes stopped his work and watched the white man splash around and soap himself. Kalvo stood bare ass to the sun and soapy all over. The scent of the soap Kalvo used wafted down to the lean-to, enticing Swopes. Tessie had gifted him the soap on the night they met. She called it sandalwood. Swopes stood in the doorway of the lean-to watching Kalvo scrub his armpits and asscrack, stroke his pecker. He gripped his own crotch at the sight, let one of his thumbs dance on his nipple. Kalvo bent down and dipped a small bowl into the sudsy water. He lifted it above his head, tilted it, and let the water cascade down his body.


  Swopes loosened his denims, pulled out his cock, and stroked it, not caring if his boss saw him or not. A squirt of spit and he was good. Precum seeped from his cock; he looped it around the long sloped head of his dick and kept jerking as he ogled Kalvo’s hairy firm body, its muscular symmetry, the meatiness of his thighs and calves, the flex of his arms. Kalvo, staring directly at Swopes, grasped his own pecker in both fists and tugged furiously. Swopes sucked on his middle finger and plunged it into his asshole; he slid it in and out as he pumped his leaden dick, a quick-slow-quick syncopation that countered Kalvo’s swift pulls. They came together, both shouting so loud the mountains echoed, as if a chorus of ten thousand horny cowboys denied sex for far too long had all drained their balls at exactly the same moment. Pearls of Kalvo’s spunk dribbled into the bathwater as Swopes’s seed ejected from his cock like Roman candles and streaked the dirt. He doubled over and heaved. Kalvo toweled off and hurried back into the main house. The sound of the back door slamming was like a gunshot to Swopes.


  A week later Kalvo swaggered into the lean-to. He wasn’t one to knock. He hitched a thumb in his britches, braced his forearm in the doorjamb. “Wash up and shine your boots. Got a thirst. Hate drinking solo.” Swopes watched the ample round humps of Kalvo’s rear as he stepped back to the main house. He’d never known a white man with a plumper ass or thicker thighs. Swopes put aside his borrowed book. He scrubbed up, gave a quick spit shine to his boots, put on a clean shirt and pants. After donning his prospector’s hat he went outside and mounted his horse.


  Swopes’s and Kavlo’s horses trotted side-by-side. A crescent moon ornamented the starless sky. They may as well have been the only people on Earth. A chill wind blew through the barren trees and surrounded the cowboys like dead souls.


  “Like what?” Swopes asked.


  “Never heard that?” Kalvo scratched the stubble on his chin. “When it gets chilly like this it’s like haints rising up out the grave. It’s what my granny always said. It’ll be an early winter sure enough.”


  Swopes looked around. He observed the trees and meadows, random critters scurrying and noising the silvery night. He let his eyes rest on Kavlo, the set of his mammoth shoulders, the wide spread of his chest. In the moonlight he looked like a fallen Union soldier resurrected from a valiant death. He wanted to reach over and stroke Kalvo’s face to make sure he was really there.


  Spirits were high at Tessie Rose’s place. Every cowboy, ranch hand, gambler, gunslinger, and trader within ten miles packed both floors of the bordello, making an unholy rumpus. The piano player, Sherrod, the only other black man in the room, pounded out a manic ditty while some of Tessie’s girls whirled around the dance floor holding up men so drunk they’d never remember how much money they came into the joint with but were certain to leave broke as beggars. High-stakes poker kept a lot of the customers preoccupied. The whores upstairs, the ones unoccupied, leaned over the railing, swung their titties, and yahooed. Swopes and Kalvo shouldered through the crowds. Once they bellied up at the bar, Kalvo ordered a bottle of whiskey and set it between them.


  Tessie sauntered over, red gems dangling from her earlobes. She draped an arm around each of them. “My two favorite men.” Tessie stepped in time to the tune on the piano. “Kalvo, how’s that spread of yours coming along? My friend ain’t put you in dutch, has he?”


  Swopes inhaled the sweetness of her powdered bosom, turned up his nose, swallowed another shot of whiskey. His steely blue eyes gleamed. “Ain’t never been better, Tessie.” He swallowed a shot then reached for the bottle. “You’re packing them in tonight, old girl.”


  “Chill always sweeps the studs in. A man’s gotta do something to keep warm on these cold prairie nights.” She turned to Swopes and added, “Colder in bed with their wives than it is in here!” She laughed and smacked each man on the back.


  The cloying scent of Tessie’s talcum and perfume irritated Swopes’s nose. He sneezed, rubbed his eyes.


  “You fellas in the mood for eats? Got an Indian girl in the kitchen made a heap of buffalo stew and fry bread. Mighty tasty.”


  “Stew’ll keep us from getting drunk,” said Kalvo.


  Swopes glanced across the room at Sherrod. Wiry, with a broad flat nose and a large forehead, he swayed left to right while his long fingers frantically rapped the piano keys, all the while smiling the way children smile when they get away with mischief. A black bowler was cocked on the side of his bald head. He caught Swopes’s gaze, winked at him, kept storming the keys.


  “We’ll if you ain’t got no appetite for food,” Tessie said, “maybe you two gents got a hankerin’ of another kind, huh?”


  She gestured toward the staircase with her chin. Two comely whores, both topless, leaned over the railing. Each blew Kalvo a kiss.


  “We’re stag tonight, Tessie.”


  “Kalvo you ain’t been up them stairs in a coon’s age. Religion got you or the clap?”


  The air left Swopes’s lungs for a moment. He stared at Kalvo as he leaned in close to Tessie, tilted his head, and arched an eyebrow.


  “I’m a clean sinner, Tessie old girl,” Kalvo declared. “A clean sinner.”


  The aged madam yelped. “The best kind there is, handsome. Well if you change your mind you climb upstairs. I’ll tell Adeline to set herself by.”


  “Adeline?”


  Tessie Rose pointed her ringed index finger at one of the girls upstairs who had blown a kiss to Kalvo. A coiffure of saffron-colored hair crowned her head. She had a face like a valentine and skin so white she seemed to glow. Her breasts were enormous; her waist was slender. She winked at Kalvo.


  “Fresh off the train from Kansas City and still virgin tight,” Tessie bragged. “Ain’t too many studs rid her yet. I won’t let ’em.”


  “Give her the night off, won’t you Tessie?” said Kalvo. He teeter-tottered the bottom of his shot glass on the counter lightly.


  “No doing, Kalvo. A whore’s gotta earn her keep. I’ll set her by for you. Ease up on the hooch or your pecker’ll be no good for hanging wash even. Bye now.” She was about to strut off when she turned to Swopes and said, “Don’t think I forgot about you, sad eyes. That little Indian girl gotta earn her keep too. I seen her eat a whole fried rattlesnake once so I know she can handle black snake. Haha!”


  Swopes nursed his shot of whiskey and waited for Kalvo to speak, all the while remembering their afternoon the previous week, the pleasure that once again announced itself in his pants. Swarms of lustful schemes crisscrossed his mind.


  “Why’d you come out here, Swopes?” asked Kalvo.


  “The South is no place for a colored man. The North is no place for a colored man with ambition.”


  Swopes couldn’t tell him the real reason. In a flash he recalled Mama and Sarah’s tear-soaked faces as they pleaded for him on their knees outside the schoolhouse, and Sheriff Musgrove carting him away like roped cattle for a white man’s crime. The truth would stay locked within Swopes forever. He swallowed his drink.


  “Thank you for the drink, Mr. Kalvo, sir.”


  “Kalvo’s good enough for me, Swopes.”


  Swopes’s heart fluttered. “Thank you, Kalvo.”


  They drank.


  “Got around to that book yet? Great Expectations?”


  Swopes poured another drink. He could see Sherrod spying on them from across the saloon with a menace in his eyes. “It passes fair. I’m nearly done with it.”


  “I receive a shipment of new books every month from Boston. Come to the main house at your liberty and borrow one whenever you want. I can never read them all.”


  “Thank you, Mr. Kalvo.”


  “Just Kalvo, like I said.”


  Swopes admired the nape of Kalvo’s neck as he drank.


  “My parents were abolitionists in Boston. They taught many runaways how to read and write.”


  Swopes straightened his back, stuck out his chin. “I was born free. I’ve been to school.”


  Kalvo nodded. “You remind me of Pip. From the book.”


  “Do I?”


  “It’s a determination I see in you, Swopes. You’re a hard worker and, I gather, no fool. You’ve certainly helped resurrect my ranch.”


  The music in the bordello stopped but the raucous activities continued, the vortex of dancing, carousing, arm wrestling, gambling, and fornicating that to Swopes seemed to belong to another space and time. Sherrod came over, stood beside Swopes, and ordered a beer from the bar. He took a gulp, wiped the suds from his lips with his shirtsleeve, and smacked his lips. “Ain’t seen you in a while, Swopes.”


  “Been working hard,” Swopes said. “You know Mr. Kalvo.”


  Sherrod tipped his bowler. “Evenin’, Rancher Kalvo, sir.”


  “Evening, Sherrod.”


  Swopes had roomed next to Sherrod in back of Tessie Rose’s before he went to work at Kalvo’s ranch. During his stay he kept his interactions with Sherrod short and busied himself in a different part of the house from wherever Sherrod happened to be. Something about the man kept Swopes on his guard. He always seemed to mock Swopes in silence, and at the same time the man’s obvious fascination with Swopes was somewhat embarrassing for both men, but if Sherrod felt embarrassed he never showed it. Even Tessie noticed Sherrod’s yen for him and cautioned Swopes to steer clear of the invert.


  “You gents out on a toot?” Sherrod inquired.


  “Just drinks,” Kalvo said. “And good music.”


  “Music? Yes, sir. Ol’ Sherrod is just gettin’ hisself a libation, sir. Goin’ out for a piss. I’mma be back in short time to play piano real soon, Rancher Kalvo.”


  He smiled and winked at them before taking his mug of beer and exiting the whorehouse.


  “Fella’s a character,” Kalvo said. “Your friend?”


  “He wants to be everyone’s friend.”


  The cowboys smiled at each other before they downed their booze.


  Kalvo said, “You keep that book, Swopes. It’s yours.”


  Then Swopes did what he didn’t think he had courage enough to do, what took him more courage than the act of madness and retribution that expelled him into the Centennial State to begin with. Gradually, deliberately, with stealth and the thrill that only risk can surge, he motioned his hand closer to Kalvo’s as it rested on the bar until their pinkies touched. Swopes’s little finger raised like a newborn calf struggling against the frailty and fear that comes with birth. Yes, he lifted the smallest finger of his hand—a hand that had loved and killed, created and destroyed—and stroked Kalvo’s pinky up to the nail and back again, three times, the gentlest of caresses transacted between men accustomed to busting the land and the bodies of other men with impunity; the purest declaration of the flesh announced like a whisper inside of a brothel screeching with lustful degradation. Until the last of his days, Swopes would remember this as the most courageous moment of his life.


  Kavlo gazed down at their hands for a moment, took his time lifting his eyes to meet Swopes’s. Swopes prayed for a kiss, braced himself for a slug. He had taken the unspoken contract between them, the wordless code all men like them abided by, and shouted it to the rafters in one small gesture. “I don’t” were the only words Kalvo managed to speak before Adeline pounced on him and kissed him full on the mouth.


  “You need to come with me now, cowboy,” the harlot cooed. Her lip rouge smudged his mouth and chin. Kavlo looked like he had been attacked by an animal.


  “What are you doing?” Kalvo asked as the woman rubbed his chest and ran her fingers through his hair.


  “You’re the best looking man I’ve seen in a spell.” She brushed her bare breasts against him and squeezed him between his legs. “Show me what a real man is.”


  Kalvo left the bar without a word to Swopes. Adeline pranced in front of him. She reached behind, took his hands, and placed them on her jiggling breasts. They climbed the stairs and vanished behind a black lacquered door with a shiny brass knob.


  Swopes had gotten his answer: I don’t.


  He went outside to take a piss behind the whorehouse. Afterwards he decided to saddle up and ride back to the ranch.


  “Howdy, sidekick.”


  It was Sherrod, walking toward him from the opposite direction.


  “Doesn’t your piano need playing?” Swopes was in no mood for talk or games.


  “‘Doesn’t’? Damned if you ain’t the whitest soundin’ black boy I ever met.” He spit out a squirt of chaw. “You ain’t foolin’ nobody, sidekick. You one of them Negroes still lovin’ up on master’s dick. Shit, first chance I got I hightailed off the damn plantation, long before the war. Stole a might sum of my master’s loot when he weren’t lookin’ and made out West. That white man of yours surely won’t yield to you, black boy.”


  “Leave me be.”


  It felt to Swopes like being mauled by a rabid dog instead of being kissed by a man. Swopes didn’t fight. He was too drunk and horny. He couldn’t remember the last time he had felt the touch of a man other than himself. He needed release. And perhaps Sherrod was right. Kalvo would never be his. Tonight he was Adeline’s.


  Swopes opened his mouth wide when Sherrod squeezed his ass, and Sherrod’s tongue slithered inside. Swopes could taste the beer and chaw in the piano player’s mouth, feel gaps where teeth should have been. It made his dick harder. Sherrod had a narrower waist and a smaller frame, but his body was tight with muscles that knotted at the shoulders, biceps, and chest. Swopes rubbed Sherrod’s pecker and liked the size. Sherrod pushed him down to his knees.


  The length of Sherrod’s cock was enough to shame every man Swopes had ever screwed. He pushed the foreskin back with his lips and let his tongue swirl over the bullet-shaped head. He sucked deep, making certain to keep his teeth out of the way, opening wide near Sherrod’s pelvis and closing his mouth on the head of his cock. The funk of Sherrod’s privates proved more intoxicating than the whiskey Swopes had drunk. Spit drooled down his chin. His hole puckered.


  “You have someplace we can go?” Swopes asked after a few minutes. “It’s cold out here.”


  “Fine right here, sidekick. Ain’t never too cold to fuck.”


  Swopes stood, turned his back to Sherrod, and bent over. He dropped his britches to his ankles, careful of his pistol, and placed his hands flat against the door of the shit house. He heard Sherrod hawk once, twice. Felt the gloopy wetness on his rosebud. He braced himself.


  “Put your hands on your ass and spread your cheeks.” Sherrod was already panting. “Now push back on it. Yeah, like that. Wiggle your ass some. Ooh . . .”


  Swopes sucked in a breath and grit his teeth to prevent the agony inside of him from shattering the stillness of the night.


  “That’s fine, boy,” Sherrod murmured. “Sweet hole. Come on and talk to me, honey. Let that split beaver talk to me.”


  Sherrod rode his ass for only a couple of minutes but for Swopes it felt like a lifetime. A tear salted the corner of his mouth. He thought for sure he’d die from the pain. Then Swopes felt Sherrod pull out and hawk onto his hole a couple more times before the man’s long cock rutted inside of him again. But this time the pain subsided and Swopes wanted Sherrod’s cock to probe deeper, take longer strokes. He countered Sherrod’s rhythmic thrusting, bucked on his cock like a show pony, and reached for his own stiff prick. He thought of Kalvo with Adeline. He imagined Kalvo where Sherrod was, walloping his asshole, and he imagined himself where Adeline was, lying beneath Kalvo with her legs wrapped around his waist, her cooch gripping his hard dick as his firm, hairy body rose and fell on top of her. Ripples of pleasure vibrated in every region of Swopes’s body.


  “Tighter than a church girl’s cooch,” Sherrod moaned. “Goddamn!”


  Swopes could feel Sherrod’s cock smash his prostate. He was close to coming.


  “Yeah, sidekick. You like this black snake, don’t cha? Come on with it.”


  They panted and grunted for the whole town to hear. When Sherrod finally came he bellowed. Swopes could feel the cum ooze out of his ass and run down his balls.


  “Turn round, sidekick. Lemme taste it.”


  Swopes complied, and Sherrod bent down and took his cock in his mouth. He slurped and smacked on Swopes’s cock, staring up into his eyes and stroking Swopes’s dick with his large leathery hand. When he came, Sherrod guzzled his load with wide-eyed delight.


  “Got a dick like a mustang,” Sherrod said. “Hell, you shoulda fucked me.”


  Swopes made up his mind the next day. He’d quit the ranch and head out for California day after tomorrow. He had saved up enough money, and he had a fear of staying in one place too long. His horse was strong and if he left now he’d be in California before winter. The longer he stayed the more he wanted Kalvo. There were moments when the desire to touch Kalvo, to hold him and bed him were so powerful Swopes felt himself go dizzy from want. No man had ever captivated him like Kalvo. If Swopes couldn’t have him he wouldn’t stay.


  He didn’t wait to be invited into the main house, and he didn’t take off his shoes. He found Kalvo seated at the harvest table sipping coffee and staring into space. He stomped toward him and dropped Great Expectations on the table with a loud thud. Kalvo looked puzzled.


  “I can’t stay,” Swopes said, trembling.


  Kavlo looked down at the book and up at Swopes. “That book is yours.”


  “No, boss. I leave only with what I came with.”


  Kalvo stood and approached him. “I thought you were happy here. You have plenty of money and the run of the spread. Have I done something, Swopes?”


  “This is no place of mine, boss. No place for me.”


  “Boss?” The word from Kalvo’s lips sounded like a rebuke.


  Swopes lifted his eyes to the ceiling. He couldn’t bring himself to look into Kalvo’s eyes.


  Kalvo’s voice dropped to near silence. “Bosses and ranch hands don’t do what you and I do, talk the way you and I talk.”


  Droplets of sweat formed on Swopes’s nose and upper lip as Kalvo took one of his hands and placed it on his crotch. Kalvo’s cock was getting harder and harder.


  Kalvo pulled him close. Chest to chest, he whispered in Swopes’s ear,“You’re pretty. You’re my pretty.”


  The men embraced and kissed as they clumsily stepped into the bedroom. Their britches dropped before they could take off their boots. Kalvo’s knees hit the floor. Swopes shut his eyes and pumped his prick in and out of Kalvo’s moist mouth. He tugged at his nipples while Kalvo let loose on his dick, licked his balls and his taint. They kicked off their boots, tossed off their pants, and landed on the soft bed; lying mouth to dick they devoured each other.


  They had to use spit and a finger scoop of shortening from the cupboard. It helped; Swopes’s rosebud relaxed and accepted Kalvo’s chubby cock with ease. He rode Kalvo’s cock slowly at first, then crashed down hard on his dick, gripping the girth of Kalvo’s cock with the muscles of his hole. All the while Kalvo whispered, “You’re my pretty.” And it went the same for Swopes: Kalvo bent over the side of the bed and shouted when Swopes slid his dick up Kalvo’s willing ass. He wanted it hard and fast, and the harder and faster Swopes rammed him the louder he shouted. Once Kalvo’s ass had been ridden good the pair lay side-by-side, kissing and jerking their dicks. Kalvo shot first, four pumps that slid down his knuckles. Swopes fired five loads above their heads that splashed the headboard. They slept deeper than the dead and held each other through the night.


  The next morning word went around town that some no-account named Charlie Guiteau had shot President Garfield dead.


  In the winter the pair took a trip into town. Kalvo sprung for new duds for Swopes: quality shirts and denim pants, a corduroy coat, rough leather boots. He even gifted Swopes a Winchester. The owner of the general store, Jessup Griffith, gave them both peculiar looks. Swopes knew why. They paid him no mind. They loaded up the horse-drawn cart with the clothes and guns, other supplies and tools, Kalvo’s monthly parcel of books, and a case of whiskey. The winter was a rough one and after their spree in town they kept close to the homestead. Kalvo cooked flapjacks in the morning and stew at night. Swopes baked biscuits, even a cake once. The eats weren’t fancy but they kept the men well fed and there was plenty. On clear days they trudged through knee-high snow, shot and cleaned elk, held hands, and kissed beneath the night sky with no one to witness but the stars studding the heavens. They read out loud to each other: Dickens, Stowe, Hawthorne, Poe, Douglass, Twain, Wilde. There were card games and dirty jokes, stories from their pasts, and plans for the future. Kalvo said he wanted to hire a couple of Indians to help out come summer. Swopes didn’t know how he felt about it; he didn’t want to share his man with anyone else. Kalvo played harmonica. Swopes played guitar. They took turns singing, got drunk most nights, fucked each other til the stink of it became the air they breathed.


  In the spring Swopes gifted Kalvo a clay jug full of dandelions. Kalvo set it on the harvest table so they could look at it when they ate their meals. They hiked the snow-topped mountains and sometimes picnicked on the dry ridges. On a crisp, sparkling morning in mid-March they rode into town after six weeks holed up on the ranch. They bought lumber, more supplies and tools, and more whiskey. Wildflowers pushed through shallow snowdrifts. Women huddled in Griffith’s General Store and haggled over fabric to sew their little ones new clothes and themselves new dresses. Men gathered at the post office or at Tessie Rose’s, cussed Charlie Guiteau, questioned the new president, disagreed about finance and politics. Tessie, dolled up in a baby-blue dress and a feathered bonnet, called out to the pair as they passed her establishment. They ignored her.


  In summer Sherrod came riding up to the ranch on horseback. As usual he was grinning ear to ear. “Afternoon, Mr. Kavlo, sir. Right nice day, ain’t it, sir.”


  Kalvo eyed him wearily. “I suspect so.”


  “Came to have a chat with your ranch hand, sir. He at liberty?”


  Swopes walked up behind Kalvo from the barn and stood shoulder to shoulder with Kalvo.


  “Three white men come to town lookin’ for you, sidekick. Mad dog lookin’ sons of bitches. Little one, the boss man, he all cut up in the face. Say there’s a bounty on your head. Five thousand dead or alive.”


  “You telling us straight?” Kalvo asked.


  “Ol’ Sherrod ain’t never told no lie, sir. Miss Tessie gave ’em whiskey and women, no charge. Started flappin’ her jaw. Don’t know why but she got it out for you, Mr. Kalvo.”


  The back of Swopes’s neck chilled. Those dead souls Kalvo had spoken of clutched him. He looked behind Sherrod and saw a bundle tied to his horse’s hind quarter.


  “Where are you off to?” Swopes asked.


  “When white men come ridin’ with a bounty one colored man’s as good to ’em as the next. I’m lightin’ out. If you smart, Swopes, you’ll saddle your nag and kick up dust on the double.”


  “Where will you go?”


  Sherrod said nothing. He doffed his bowler to them and began to whistle merrily as his horse trotted off. Before long he was a dark spot on the vast landscape. Then he was nothing at all.


  They rode onto the property on Independence Day mounted on horses black as midnight and just as foreboding. Three of them, gun-strapped. Kalvo spotted them a mile down the road and told Swopes to take off to the mountains on his horse and not to come back til nightfall. Swopes tried to put up a fight; Kalvo wouldn’t hear it. Swopes scurried up on the roof of the main house and crouched behind the chimney stack. He kept his Winchester trained on them.


  The runt of the posse did the talking. “Have a word with you, Rancher Kalvo?”


  Kalvo approached slowly from the gravestones. He stayed calm but alert. His Remington was holstered. “State your business.”


  “Name’s Taggert,” the piggish little man with the scarred face announced. “Looking for a colored man. Honey skin. Sad eyes. Answers to the name of Swopes. Folks in town say you got such a man employed.”


  “No man like that here. Who is this fellow?”


  “The culprit I’m looking for busted out of jail and choked the life out of some rich old coot back in Texas. He called it revenge; revenge for what I don’t know. The old man’s family wants this culprit’s hide and I aim to drag it back to Texas.”


  “Wish I could help, but like I said—”


  Taggert drew a Colt on Kalvo before he could finish. His cohorts followed suit. Taggert told him to drop his pistol, and he did.


  “See here, Kalvo,” Taggert said. “I know you got that culprit stashed around here somewhere. Now, I’m a fair man so I’m gonna give you count of five to draw him out or show us where he’s hid. If not you get a taste of what’s waiting for him.”


  Taggert got off his horse and walked toward Kalvo. “That old harlot who runs the whorehouse says you and this colored fella’ve gone sissy. To hear her tell it you’ve gone loco for colored cock.” He looked Kalvo up and down and scoffed then loped toward the graves. “Your missus is surely turning over in her grave.” He stood in front of the tombstones, unhitched his britches, and pulled out his pecker. A stream came next. Taggert chuckled.


  Swopes opened fire, blowing a hole in Taggert’s chest. Kavlo dashed for his gun when Taggert’s men returned fire; he scrambled behind the large tombstone and fired on them. Bullets whizzed back and forth; horses whinnied and reared out of fear. Swopes hit one of the bounty hunters dead in the eye. He flew off his horse and convulsed on the ground for a few moments before he stilled. The last gunman emptied his gun firing on Kalvo. Before he could reach for another pistol Kalvo got him in the belly. Swopes finished the job, shooting a bullet into his chest.


  Sitting over breakfast many months later, after dandelions had bloomed over the place in the west field where they buried Taggert and his men, Swopes asked Kalvo what he was going to say to him the night Adeline led him upstairs. Swopes pushed aside his coffee cup, reached across the harvest table, and tenderly grasped Swopes’s hand. “I don’t want you to leave me.”


  THE CATTLE IN THE CORN


  Brent Archer


  North Dakota, 1933


  Damn it. Slim’s cows are trampling my crop. Again. Bob Utecht stormed across his field clenching his shotgun. As he neared the edge of the tall, waving grain and the beginning of the cornstalks, he aimed into the air and shot two rounds. The cattle snapped their heads up from chewing on the tall shoots of wheat and stared at him. He reloaded and fired again. The frightened animals bolted, trampling several cornstalks as they escaped through the hole in the fence.


  Third time this week. Bob followed and surveyed the broken barrier. The fence still hasn’t been fixed. He fired off one more round in frustration and watched the herd of Angus run.


  Fuming, he marched the half mile down the narrow dirt road to the old wooden house Slim Martinson owned. Even after the hike, his anger hadn’t abated.


  Bob banged his fist on the wooden screen door.


  After a few moments and some loud thuds from within, Slim’s ranch hand, Mark Tetrick, cracked open the door with a red face framed by messy dark curls. His eyes, the color of prairie grass after a spring rain, stared wide. “Uh, hello, Mister Utecht. How can I help you?”


  “Where’s Slim?”


  More shuffling came from behind the door, and a shirtless Slim moved into Bob’s view. “Right here. You look madder than a bull in heat. What’s wrong?”


  Bob stormed past the ranch hand and into the house, glaring at Slim. “Your damned cows were in my cornfield again.”


  With a frown, Slim ran a hand through wavy blond hair. “Shit.”


  “You said you’d fix the fence last week?”


  Mark moved to stand by Slim. “Some things came up.” He glanced at his boss. “We didn’t get to it.”


  Narrowing his eyes, Bob stabbed a finger at Slim. “I suggest you get to it soon. I fired in the air this time, but my aim might improve if I catch any more of your cows trampling my crops.” Following the line of his pointing, Bob’s gaze traveled down Mark’s muscular frame and followed the flat stomach to the crotch of his blue jeans. His mind wandered momentarily to the farmhand who pleasured him several years ago. The taller man next to Mark shifted his weight, and Bob’s gaze swept across his tall, lean body and bulging pants. They’re both big.


  Lowering his hand, he snapped his stare up to Slim’s blue eyes.


  Slim and Mark exchanged a quick glance, and Slim stepped toward Bob. “We don’t want no trouble. We’ll fix the fence tomorrow.”


  Returning his eyes to Slim’s chest momentarily, he swallowed and turned on his heel. “One more time and I’ll have beef for the next year.” He marched out the door, the screen slamming behind him.


  Roosevelt gave the nation back its beer. How about some rain for us farmers, Mister President? Bob tossed the newspaper on the table in disgust and glanced out the window as the late afternoon sun slipped behind heavy clouds. Black and grey thunderheads advanced across the North Dakota prairie. Looks like twister weather.


  He stepped away from the window and picked up the box of emergency supplies he kept near the door in case of tornados. After grabbing the old family pictures off the wall, he hurried out into the yard.


  The old windmill next to the barn creaked as its metal blades spun in the accelerating wind. He glanced toward the cornfield through the dark hair whipping his face, and a chill shook him. A swirling green cloud extended to the ground. Shit, that’s a big one.


  He turned and ran to the cellar next to the pump house, clutching his box of supplies. As he reached the door, Slim’s red ’32 Ford truck turned into his yard. The two cowboys jumped out and ran toward him.


  Slim reached him first. “We were out fixing the fence when the storm came in.”


  Mark arrived next. “No time to get home. Can we use your storm cellar?”


  The thought of being cooped up in a hole in the ground for a few hours with the tall, lean rancher and his muscular buddy sent a thrill through him.


  “Of course. Let’s go.” Bob wrenched open the door, and the two guys followed him down the steps.


  “Bolt the door, Mark.” Bob placed the box on a small table against the earthen wall as something thudded against the door. He lifted a lantern from the box and lit it, setting it onto the table. A pale flame illuminated the room, and the two neighbors held back by the door. Three simple wooden chairs adorned the small space.


  “Sit down a spell, boys.”


  Pulling two of the chairs next to each other, Slim and Mark each took a seat and faced him.


  Slim shook his head. “I hate these storms. I’ve been here since I was twelve, and I’m still not used to the twisters.”


  The door rattled against the bolt as the storm raged outside. Rain pelted the wood while a boom of thunder echoed through the shelter, making the rancher jump.


  Mark patted his shoulder. “Don’t worry. We’re safe down here.”


  Reaching into the supply box, Bob lifted out a deck of cards. “I usually play solitaire when I’m waiting out a storm, but how about a game of poker?”


  Mark glanced at Slim with a smirk. “Sure, but what are you betting with?”


  Unsure he wanted to engage in any gambling, Bob narrowed his eyes. “I’ve got a couple of sawbucks and Lincolns on me.”


  With a shake of his head, Slim stood. “We’ll need our cash after this storm. How about something more interesting?”


  “More interesting?”


  A grin swept across Mark’s lips as he nodded at his boss. “Like strip poker.”


  Heat surged through him as his cock hardened. “I don’t know, guys.”


  “Oh, come on.” Slim stepped forward until he was nose to nose with Bob. “You were staring at our dicks more than complaining about our cows.”


  “I…I don’t know what you mean.” His cheeks burned as he stepped backward, his back bumping the wall and fear shaking his body. They’d caught him looking them over, and he didn’t want a repeat of the beating he’d taken in Moorhead five years ago when he made a pass at one of the suppliers at a farm show. He’d misinterpreted a smile as interest and paid the price.


  Slim pressed his hand against the crotch of Bob’s jeans, making him grunt and bite his lip. The palm pressed against his cock, and the damned thing betrayed him, hardening under the warm pressure.


  Rising from the chair, Mark stepped next to Bob. He ran his hands across Bob’s tense chest and massaged his fingers into the muscles. “Let’s skip the cards and get right to the main event.”


  Slim continued to rub Bob’s now throbbing hardness through his jeans. “Yeah, Farmer Bob. Let us cowboys show you how we make love.”


  His fear and resistance melting, Bob swallowed hard. “Make love?”


  Mark pressed his lips against his neck, sending small shock waves along his spine. “That’s right. I’m his ranch hand to the neighbors, but we’re lovers. We’ve had our eye on you for a long time, but never thought we’d get lucky enough to get you naked.”


  The tall blond in front of him dropped to his knees and unfastened the fly of Bob’s jeans. “We’ve wanted you in our bed since the first time you came over to complain. Dark-haired guys like you and Mark light a fire in me like nothing else.” He pulled the fly open, and Bob’s erection slapped against his stomach.


  With legs shaking, Bob pressed back against the wall as Slim sucked on the head of his dick. He ran his hand through blond locks of wavy hair, and rested his head back as Mark licked up to his ear, gently biting the earlobe.


  Increasing his suction, the rancher took Bob’s shaft deep into his throat, nestling his nose into the tangle of dark hair at the root. When he constricted his throat and sucked hard, a moan forced its way from Bob’s core out his lips as his shaft pulsed.


  The familiar sensation before his release tingled through his balls. “I’m going to blow.”


  Slim backed off and bobbed his head up and down, swirling his tongue around the head. His increased rhythm brought Bob over the edge, and he roared as he unloaded into the blond man’s mouth.


  Mark wrapped his arms around Bob’s chest and back, keeping him from sliding to the floor. “Nice work, buddy.”


  As Bob turned his face to the side, Mark leaned forward and their lips met. He closed his eyes, savoring the intense pleasure surging through him. Slim joined their kiss, alternating between Bob and Mark. The passion of his kiss increased when he tasted the remnants of his release on Slim’s tongue.


  With wobbling knees, he broke the kiss and grabbed a needed breath. “I should sit a moment, guys.”


  Mark eased him into a chair, and Bob wiped the back of his hand over his forehead. “I can’t believe that just happened.”


  Sharing a worried glance, Slim and Mark stared at him with furrowed brows.


  Bob chuckled. “Don’t worry, it was the bee’s knees. Just took me by surprise.”


  Silence settled over the shelter as the wind and rain stopped. A chill ran down Bob’s spine as he heard a rumble like a freight train grow in the distance. “It sounds close.”


  Slim kicked the dirt of the floor, fists clenching and eyes squeezed shut. “Damn it.”


  The roar grew louder, and Bob cringed at the sound of snapping wood outside. He pulled up his pants, and the three men huddled against the earthen wall. The door rattled and shook violently.


  After a few minutes, the rumbling died down. They stayed on the floor for some time, no one saying a word as they listened to the retreating storm. Eventually, beams of sunlight shone through the door and birds chirped outside.


  Bob stepped toward the stairs. “Storm’s over. Let’s see what’s left.” He pulled the bolt from the doorframe, and shoved open the heavy, wooden door. Fresh air rushed into the room, scented with rain and dust. He peeked outside.


  The house and barn still stood, though the blades from the windmill were torn off and stuck into the side of the barn. Mark and Slim’s truck rested on its side.


  With a sigh of relief, he emerged from the shelter and hurried to the house. Looking back, he frowned as he noticed half of the barn’s roof missing. Could’ve been worse.


  Mark and Slim stepped into the daylight and surveyed their vehicle. Slim shook his head. “Damn. Our new truck.”


  The ranch hand circled the sideways truck, his hands in his pockets. Bob returned and stood by Slim as Mark joined them. “Looks like just a broken windshield. The axles aren’t bent, and the frame doesn’t look damaged. Let’s see if we can get her back on her wheels.”


  The pulley wheel still perched on the beam jutting from the hayloft on the barn. Bob nodded toward it. “I’ve got rope in the barn. Tie some to the winch, and we can pull her slowly so there’s no damage when the tires hit the ground.”


  Slim helped Bob get the rope set up. Once everything was attached and ready, Mark stripped off his shirt and stood in front of Bob as they pulled. Bob clutched the rope tighter, almost losing his grip as he glued his eyes to the bulging muscles of the cowboy in front of him. Slim pushed on the top of the cab, and once the truck started moving, he rushed over and helped them pull on the rope. Muscles straining, the three men eased the truck back onto its wheels.


  Bob dropped the rope and willed his cock to soften as he turned away from the glistening skin of Mark’s chest. “Nice work, guys. Let’s go take a look at your place and see if everything’s okay there.”


  Pulling his shirt from the waistband of his jeans, Mark flexed his muscles as he slipped the fabric over his shoulders. He and Slim climbed in the truck while Bob jumped into the back after untying the rope from the truck frame. Mark started the engine, and they drove down the road.


  Bob’s stomach tightened as they turned down the long driveway of the ranchers’ property. Only the chimney of the house remained intact, surrounded by splintered wood. He slung his legs over the side of the truck and jumped to the ground as the vehicle rumbled to a halt. What a mess.


  Mark got out and put his hand to his forehead, his eyes wide.


  Slim joined him, brow furrowed. “Not much left.”


  Two horses trotted up the driveway. Mark hurried to catch them while Slim stood next to Bob. “At least our horses are alive.”


  Bob turned to Slim. “I’m mighty sorry about your place.”


  “Nice of you to say. We’ve got you to thank for the tornado not taking us. If you hadn’t come about that fence, we’d be dead. We usually spend Saturday afternoons screwing.”


  Staring at his feet, Bob regretted threatening to kill their cattle. “Guess I have a few fences to mend, too.”


  Slim patted his shoulder. “Nah, you were right. You caught Mark sucking me the day you came over. We both got a laugh out of it when you stared at the crotches of our jeans. That’s when we decided to see if you swung our way.”


  Heat rose in Bob’s cheeks.


  Mark led the two horses to the truck and tied their leads to the back bumper. “I think they’re okay. We’ll have to ride out later to see if we can find the herd. Wonder how many we lost?”


  Slim strode toward the remains of the house, his back stiff and his voice strained. “Hopefully not many. We’ll need to sell some of them to rebuild.”


  Bob followed and helped Slim pick through the debris. Lifting a cabinet door, he found a framed photo of the two men. They had their arms across each other’s shoulders, and the farmhouse stood behind them.


  Slim glanced over. “What you got there?”


  “Picture of you guys.”


  Taking the framed photo, Slim ran a finger over the intact glass. “That was five years ago. My folks had just moved into Bismarck and gave us the farmhouse.”


  “Do they know about you and Mark?”


  “Yeah. Dad was none too happy, but Mom loves everyone. She made Dad treat him like part of our family, and she shot the picture for us. My brothers and sister all like him. His family disowned him, so I’m all he’s got.” He waved to his partner. “Hey, Mark. Come see.”


  The young man looked up from soothing the horses and hurried over. “What’ve you got?”


  “Bob found the picture of us from the mantel.” Slim handed it to him and snaked his arm around Mark’s waist. “I’m glad this survived.” Mark rested his head on Slim’s arm as they stared at the photo.


  Guess they really care for each other. Tearing his eyes away from their affection, Bob resumed pushing through the splintered boards. I’d give anything for someone to care about me like that.


  After a while, Bob and the two cowboys looked over the small pile of recovered items. A few chipped dishes, a couple of frying pans, clothes, boots, and some sheets. Not much left.


  The pain of loss etched into the frown and furrowed brow on Slim’s face. “Well, we’ve got each other, and that’s the most important thing.”


  Bob’s gaze lingered on both men. “Why don’t you guys stay with me until we can build your new place?” He sucked in a breath. What did I just do?


  With eyes wide, Slim and Mark turned together to stare at him.


  No turning back now. He met their gaze. “You need a place to stay, and neighbors stick together in times of trouble.”


  Slim shook his head. “We can’t ask you to do that.”


  “Who’s asking? I’m offering.”


  Mark put his hands on Slim’s shoulders and gazed into his eyes. “Don’t kick up your pride. This is better than we’ll get from anyone else, and we’ll be close to the herd. Besides,” he turned to wink at Bob, “there’s lots of ways we can earn our keep.”


  Bob stifled a gasp as his cock stirred. “What do you mean?”


  “I think you have an idea.” He turned back to his partner. “Okay?”


  The rancher closed his eyes. “Thanks, Bob. We accept your kind invitation.”


  Mark nodded. “We’ll make sure you don’t regret it.”


  Picking up the pile of clothes, Bob nodded toward the truck. “Let’s get your stuff into the truck and head back to the house. You can tie up the horses in my barn.”


  Slim’s gaze lingered on the pasture beyond the remains of his home. “You take the truck. Mark, let’s ride out and check the herd.”


  Bob turned the steaks over on his stove as the two cowboys strode through his door. “Howdy, guys.”


  After kicking off his boots, Slim sank into the rocking chair by the window. “We lost fifteen cows, but the rest of the herd’s fine.”


  Mark stood behind Slim and rubbed his shoulders. “The fence is still in place except in one spot, and the cows are staying away from the hole. You check your crops?”


  Bob sighed. “Lost the corn. The grain is still good, and once I harvest it, Governor Langer’s embargo should get me a good price.” He opened the cabinet door and grabbed three plates. “Steaks are done.”


  Slim perked up. “Steaks? What are we celebrating?”


  “Being alive.” Bob grinned as he flipped the meat onto the plates. He scooped some fried potatoes and onions from the skillet and set the plates on the table. “Dig in.” Mark and Slim joined him, taking the two chairs next to each other.


  After a few bites, Slim leveled his gaze on Bob. “Mighty fine meal.”


  Mark cut into his steak. “We sure appreciate it.”


  Bob shrugged. “Couldn’t let you starve.”


  They ate in comfortable silence. Bob stole glances at both men, his temperature rising at the handsome men seated at his table.


  “How did you guys find each other?”


  Slim shifted his gaze from his steak to his lover. “I met this young cowpoke at the 1926 Fargo rodeo.”


  Finishing a bite of food, Mark grinned. “I was pretty green and couldn’t believe a handsome cowboy took a shine to me.”


  “Mark had just lost his job.”


  “The boss caught me with one of the ranch hands.”


  “We figured out we had a mutual attraction and went for a roll in the hayloft of one of the barns while the stable boy kept lookout for us.” Slim sat back with a grin. “Been together seven years now.”


  Mark squeezed Slim’s shoulder with a beefy hand and stood. “I’ll wash the plates.”


  “Rag’s on the counter.” Bob pushed away his empty plate. “There’s a washcloth and towel in the chest by the front door if either of you want to clean up from the day.”


  Mark nodded and collected their plates and silverware. Bob admired his firm ass as he sauntered toward the door, grabbed the dishrag, and bent over to get a washcloth from the chest.


  Slim gave a whistle.


  With a laugh, Mark straightened. “Hold your horses, buckaroo. You’ll get plenty of tail later.” He hurried outside, the screen banging behind him.


  Bob turned his attention to his other guest. “So, Slim, I’ve got a bed upstairs that we can sleep on, but we’ll have to be cozy.” His cock twitched.


  Slim ran a hand along Bob’s leg. “Not a problem for us.”


  “I was hoping you’d say that.”


  Raising an arm, Slim sniffed at his pits. “I stink. Let me clean up and then we can try out our new sleeping arrangements.” Slim rose and strode outside.


  Anxious for another glimpse of the lean rancher’s body, Bob hurried to the window. Slim approached the water pump. He pumped some water into a bucket and then unbuttoned and slipped his shirt from his lean body, hanging it on the metal pump handle. Bob’s cock fully hardened as he raked his eyes over the cowboy washing himself outside.


  Mark stepped inside with the clean plates. “He’s a fine sight, isn’t he?” He set the dishes in the cabinet and the silverware in a small box on the shelf.


  With a nod, Bob continued to watch the cowboy outside. “You’re a lucky man.” His temperature rose the more Slim rubbed the washcloth over his chest.


  Mark moved to stand by Bob. “We appreciate your kindness.” He ran his hand over Bob’s back, making him shudder. Slipping an arm around him, Mark kissed along his neck.


  Stiffening, panic welled up inside him as he caught Slim’s eye. He’s gonna think I’m trying to steal his man.


  “Relax. We talked about this when we were out riding.” He slid his tongue from the collar of Bob’s shirt to his ear and spoke in a whisper. “Slim’ll join us in a minute.”


  With another glance out the window, he gasped, both from the sensations of Mark’s touch and Slim’s grin as he unzipped his jeans. Bob’s worry eased some when Slim pushed the washcloth slowly down his abs and along the open fly, but his nerves overrode his lust.


  He stepped back from the window and away from Mark’s attentions. “Sorry. I haven’t had this kind of kissing and caressing before.”


  Slim pushed open the screen and hurried in, his brow furrowed. “You all right?”


  Taking a deep breath, Bob sat on a chair by the table and met their concerned eyes. “I’ve only had sex with one guy. He was a farmhand at Dad’s place when I was eighteen.”


  Mark stood by his partner. “What happened?”


  The memory swirled in his mind. “He was twenty. Dark wavy hair hanging over deep blue eyes I could’ve lost my way in. I thought he was the most handsome man I’d ever seen in my life. We met behind the barn one summer evening, and he leaned against it with his pants down. No words, no tenderness. I just fucked him. Afterward, he pulled up his jeans and walked away. Next morning, he was gone.”


  Slim shook his head. “Must’ve been scared.”


  “I got the tar beat out of me in Moorhead a few years back, and never pursued anyone else. Too risky and painful. Now I’m a lot older and alone.”


  Mark stepped forward and pulled Bob out of the chair. “How about we head upstairs, and we’ll show you how it’s done.”


  Shaking with excitement, Bob led the two cowboys up the creaking steps and to his bed.


  Slim closed the bedroom door and turned to Bob. “Handsome man, we’re going to make you feel real good.” He slowly unbuttoned Bob’s shirt as Mark slipped behind him and resumed kissing his neck.


  As his fear melted away, he closed his eyes while Slim cupped his face in his hands and pressed their lips together. Bob returned the passion of the kiss, nearly shaking apart at the rush of sensation surging from his feet to the top of his head. Mark tugged on his shirt and it fell to the floor, then shed his own clothes. The younger cowboy pressed his muscular body against Bob’s back, radiating warmth along his over-sensitized skin.


  Breaking the kiss, Slim stepped back and tugged off his jeans to stand naked before them. Bob leaned against the thickness of Mark’s dick nestled against his ass and took in Slim’s lean body, nickel-sized nipples, and smooth chest. The view out the window had been impressive, but paled next to seeing the cowboy up close in all his glory. His eyes widened at the thick cock rising between slender legs.


  Mark wrapped his arms around Bob’s abdomen and pulled him toward the bed. He stepped around Bob and pushed him onto the bedspread. Licking his lips, he knelt and unlaced his farming boots. “I like your smooth chest.” The muscular ranch hand pulled off Bob’s pants. “My turn to get a taste of you.” He pounced and wrapped his lips around Bob’s shaft, sucking it into his throat.


  “Oooh…” Pleasure radiated from Bob’s dick, and he laced his fingers into Mark’s soft hair.


  Slim climbed onto the bed, swung his leg to straddle the farmer’s chest, and pressed his palms against the wall. His thick erection framed in blond hair touched Bob’s lips. “Suck me, sexy farmer.”


  Eager to taste the rancher’s shaft, Bob opened his mouth and licked the head, enjoying the salty flavor of Slim’s dick. He pulled more of Slim’s shaft along his tongue, and his own cock grew harder.


  Allowing Bob’s erection to fall from his mouth, Mark sat up. “I’ve got you too excited. Don’t want this over before it starts. How about we try something else?”


  Slim rolled to Bob’s side and lay down next to him, gazing at his lover. “You gonna ride this farmer?”


  With a jolt, Bob lifted himself to sit on the side of the bed. “I don’t know about that.”


  Mark rubbed a hand across Bob’s chest. “Relax. We’ll try it, and if you don’t like it, I’ll pull out and you can plow me.”


  Narrowing his eyes, Bob settled back on the bedspread. “Well, okay. But you gotta stop if I say so.”


  Mark pushed Bob’s legs up and bent his knees. He spit into his hand and rubbed it against Bob’s ass as Slim planted a kiss on Bob’s lips. The rough stubble grazed across his cheek as the blond rancher’s tongue pressed for entry. Relenting, Bob parted his lips as he deepened the lip-lock, their tongues swiping and tasting each other.


  The kiss broke as the head of Mark’s cock pressed against Bob’s pucker. He stared into the green eyes of the man who was about to fuck him for the first time. Seeking reassurance, he turned to Slim.


  “Don’t worry. It’ll hurt at first, but then feel real good.”


  Mark eased forward. “Push out when I tell you.” He nestled between Bob’s spread legs, lined up his cock, and nodded. “Now.”


  Pushing out as Mark’s cock slid into his hole, pain lashed through his ass. “Aaaahhh…” He shut his eyes tight, amazed the young man he’d fucked all those years ago could take the pounding behind his dad’s barn. His eyes bulged open. “Oh god, it hurts!”


  Mark stopped moving but didn’t pull out.


  Still next to Bob, Slim caressed his face. “It’ll get easier. Just breathe.”


  Bob took in several deep breaths, and the stinging subsided. He watched Mark ease out, spit onto his cock, and slip back inside him. The pain much less this time, Bob shuddered as a sudden wave of pleasure crashed over him.


  Mark rested when his balls pressed against Bob’s ass. “You’ve got all of me.”


  Rotating his hips, Bob arched his back, and Mark slowly eased back and thrust in, establishing an easy rhythm. Mark’s movements were tender and practiced, not rough and urgent as he’d been his first time topping the farmhand.


  “Incredible.” He gasped and moaned as Mark increased his speed, making the springs on the mattress squeak.


  Slim moved around Bob and knelt behind Mark as the dark-haired cowboy paused in his thrusting. “Oh, yeah, take me, Slim.”


  Slamming in, Slim pushed Mark deeper inside Bob. Bob gripped the sheet, the pain and pleasure of the cock ramming him making his own dick pulse. Suddenly, his ass clamped on to Mark’s shaft and his balls pressed against his body. Ropes of come sprayed across his chest as his toes curled and he let out a loud yell.


  Mark roared as he unloaded inside Bob. He fell forward, and Bob wrapped his arms around Mark’s back. Mark stiffened and yelped, then relaxed in Bob’s embrace as his cock softened and slipped out.


  Bob sighed at the emptiness in his ass. Mark rolled off, but before Bob could put his legs down, Slim moved between them.


  “May I?”


  Bob nodded. “Be careful. I’m a might sore.”


  With a wink, Slim pushed forward and slowly entered Bob’s hole. The sting returned as the thicker shaft stretched him. The cowboy gave him a moment to adjust, but then established a rapid thrusting.


  Bob’s toes curled again and he grabbed on to Slim’s hips.


  Slim’s smooth chest flexed. He leaned forward, and slammed harder, rocking Bob’s body.


  Running his hands along Slim’s erect nipples, Bob clamped his fingers around the nubs and tugged at them. Slim’s eyes bulged, and he rammed all the way in. “Damn!” His body trembled as he erupted inside Bob’s ass.


  After Slim collapsed forward, his body quivering as he took deep breaths, Mark jumped off the bed and opened the bedroom door. “Be right back.”


  Slim’s softening cock slipped from Bob’s pucker, and he rolled to the side. “You’re ours, now. We both left our brand in you.”


  An ache emanated from his battered hole, but the sensations had been incredible. “You can have me anytime.”


  Mark returned with the washcloth Slim had earlier. He wiped off Bob’s chest and Slim’s body and cock, then tossed the cloth on the floor and joined the two men on the bed.


  Laying his head on Mark’s chest, Bob sighed as a slow warmth settled over him. Slim rested on Mark’s other side, and Mark wrapped an arm each around them.


  The ranch hand also sighed. “Guys, this is the start of something beautiful.”


  Bob pounded the last nail into the shelves in Mark and Slim’s new kitchen. I can’t believe it’s been a year since the tornado. He wiped an arm across his sweaty brow and slid the hammer into the loop on his work pants. With a critical eye, he assessed his handiwork. Perfect.


  The hinge on the door creaked as Slim stepped into the house. “Mark’s made dinner.”


  He gave Slim a hug. The smell of sweat and horse assaulted his nostrils, and he wrinkled his nose. “Whew! You’ve been out riding.” Despite the strong odor, a surge of excitement shot through him and his cock stirred.


  Slim pressed his hand onto Bob’s crotch, and his fingers closed over the hardening shaft. “You don’t mind too much.”


  Pleasure radiated in waves throughout his body. “It’s likely to mean I’ll get a good ride later.”


  With a chuckle, Slim gave him one more squeeze. “You can bet on it.” He scanned the room. “Nice work.”


  “That’s the last to do on the house.” Sadness settled over him. “I guess that means you’ll be moving soon.”


  Slim nodded. “Let’s go before dinner gets cold.”


  Bob followed Slim out to the dusty Ford pickup, admiring the V of his back and his firm ass pressing against his tight jeans. Maybe they’ll invite me over once in a while.


  After shoving the gearshift into place, Slim gave Bob’s leg an affectionate pat, then gripped the wheel and drove out of the yard. Bob hung his arm out the open window and gazed at the passing rows of cornstalks.


  A few minutes later, Slim turned into the driveway of the old farmhouse and pulled up to the front of the barn. Bob climbed out of the truck and strode to the front door with Slim trailing behind him. The scent of fried beef hung in the air, and his stomach rumbled.


  He pulled open the screen door and stepped inside. “We’re back.”


  Three plates loaded with steak and potatoes with some corn sat on the table, and Mark grinned. “I saw you coming and figured you guys might be hungry.”


  Bob’s stomach gave another loud gurgle.


  “I guess that’s my answer.” Mark laughed. “Come and get it.”


  Slapping an arm around Bob’s shoulders, Slim steered him to the table and they settled into their seats.


  Bob savored his first bite of the beef. “Mighty tasty.”


  Slim smiled. “This is our celebration dinner since the house is done.”


  The thought of their leaving made Bob suddenly lose interest in eating. He stared at his plate, pushing at the potatoes with his fork.


  Furrowing his brow, Mark stared across the table at him. “What’s wrong?”


  Slim cleared his throat. “From the hangdog expression, I’d say he don’t want us to go.”


  A wave of sadness crashed over Bob. He lifted his head to meet Slim’s blue-eyed stare and nodded.


  “Thought so. That makes the timing of our proposition perfect.”


  Bob looked from one cowboy to the other. “What do you mean?”


  Mark laid down his knife and fork on the table and sat back. “We talked it over on the trail today. With times so tough, we thought that pooling our resources more long term would be good for all three of us.” He glanced at Slim, and then back to Bob. “And we got used to sharing your bed.”


  Finishing his bite of steak, Slim also placed his fork on the table. “Rent out your place. We built the new house bigger in case you decided to bunk with us.”


  Realizing it had dropped open, Bob shut his mouth and blinked. “You want me to live with you guys?”


  Mark nodded. “It’ll look to everyone else like we’re just sharing expenses to get through tough times, but actually, we’ve gotten attached to you and want you to be with us. That is, if you feel the same way.”


  Bob considered his options. My brother could rent the house. He needs a place, and he don’t care who I’m with. He stared at the two men, both so handsome and kind. He was definitely smitten with them.


  Resting a hand on his leg, Mark raised an eyebrow. “So?”


  With a grin, Bob nodded. “I’ve got the perfect renter in mind. I’m not letting you two get away.”


  Slim pushed his chair back and stood, his smile wide. “Let’s take this celebration upstairs. I’m ready to plow a farmer and ride a cowboy.”


  Mark laughed. “Welcome to the family, Bob.”


  HITTIN’ THE DUSTY TAIL


  Eric Del Carlo


  We’d traded palominos for dirt bikes and four-wheel drive pickups, but we were still cowboys, believe me. You can’t take generations of hardscrabble work and range riding out of a people who won’t let go of a particular way of life.


  I was working security on a large spread. Farms and ranches are businesses, and they need to be protected. I didn’t have anything against folk who made their livings in cities, but out here under the big sky we tended to settle matters private-like.


  The night was bright with stars and the white skull of a rising moon. I breathed in the rich air, with lots of expected ranch smells like hay and manure, but there was a purity to the aromas. My hearing was tuned to the familiar night, my eyes alert. I was thirty-four, a roughened, hardened hand, with a fine collection of muscles and a weatherworn face. Women in bars told me I was handsome, and I gently and politely told those gals they were wasting time on me.


  I climbed up into my mud-spattered Dodge, like it was a trusted stallion. I cranked the truck into life and set out on patrol. There was a lot of ground to cover, and halogen headlights to light the way.


  This was no sharecropper’s acreage. A lot of valuable equipment was stored on the property, to say nothing of livestock. Also, there was youthful dumb-assery to worry about—kids coming onto the land to make pointless trouble. I’d been on this gig two years and knew the layout, every building, every fence, every road. Nothing got past me.


  I rolled by the fields, checking perimeters. The main house was alarmed, but there were too many outbuildings to wire up. Besides, there’s nothing like a live set of eyes. People in the Old West had protected their goods and lands without the benefit of wireless intrusion notification systems.


  A fine wake of ghostly dust rose in the moonlight behind me. The truck’s windows were down, and the night rushed in. I was nearly to the north end of the grounds when something tripped my senses.


  I eased on the brakes and came to a soft stop. Swivel lights were atop the roof, but instead of activating them, I cut all my lights, the motor too. For ten seconds I squeezed shut my eyes, then opened them with wider pupils and better natural night vision.


  Quietly, I stepped down from the high-riding pickup. My ears strained against the nighttime. I do not carry a gun. Guns simplify situations—to a fault sometimes, I believe. In my line of work, I find it’s better not to start at an escalated level. Nobody wants to get hurt, and I don’t want to do the hurting. Leastwise, not the shooting sort.


  I wasn’t sure what back-brain instinct had told me something was wrong. I carefully studied the surroundings, knowing right where I was and what the scenery was supposed to look like. A storage shed stood about forty yards off the trail I’d been following. Wasn’t much of any worth inside, but something let me know that the trouble was there.


  Then I realized: moonlight shone back from only one of the windows facing the road; the other wasn’t reflecting. So, somebody had pried it open or busted it in.


  Blood started pumping in my veins, a good helpful feeling. My boot heels crunched dirt until I stepped off onto the grass. Moving quickly, I closed on the small, squat shed. We were near the north fence line here. If the intruder was already gone, I would go check the fence for a break. If he was still in there, I’d make him show me himself. Then I’d make him sorry for troubling me.


  I was getting ahead of myself, which was unprofessional. Quiet as a shadow now, I crept up on the little building. The window had been opened on its hinges. Good. No glass to replace. Ducking low, I came up to the wall. I listened and heard movement inside.


  Reaching up, I silently pushed the window shut, jamming a wedge of wood into the frame to more or less lock it and take away the bolt-hole. Then I scooted over to the door. I fished out the key for the padlock, slipped it in, took a deep breath, and suddenly pulled the door wide.


  “Stay where you are!” I roared.


  Amidst the rusted grass-cutting gear and shelves of miscellaneous clutter, I saw my intruder. I mean intruders. Two of them. They were on the floor of the shed. They’d evidently piled old sacks and made a nice little nest for themselves. You’d want to make it comfortable if you were lying down like that, what with both those boys being naked and all.


  I didn’t have to worry about either one being armed, at least. So I could just stand there in the open doorway a moment, gawking at the two nude specimens of man-tail. I’d caught them in mid-grapple, it seemed. Limbs still entwined, cocks still hard. Both heads were turned toward the door, faces pale and terrified. They looked to be about twenty-one, twenty-two years old. A pair of stringy kids, one dark haired, the other blond.


  Part of being a good cowboy is being able to think fast. I could pretty much deduce the situation. Gay youngsters—or maybe just a pair of bucks who were trying something new for the first time, and why not? Only, they had nowhere safe to go. Didn’t want to get caught, didn’t want their buddies knowing.


  “So you broke in here ’cause it’s out of the way,” I said, finishing my thought aloud. As far as intrusions went, this was on the harmless side. But these two had violated property I’d sworn to defend.


  “Don’t hurt us, mister!”


  “We weren’t doin’ anything queer!”


  I almost brayed laughter at that last, but caught myself. When the dark-haired kid started reaching for his dusty jeans crumpled on the floor beside the makeshift bed, I said sharply, “I told you not to move!”


  That froze both of them. No doubt they thought their worst fears had come true: a homophobic brute had discovered their secret, and there would be hell to pay. They probably couldn’t even tell if I was packing a rod or not.


  Well, I was, but not the sort they feared.


  Whoever these luckless bastards were, I had a duty to my employer. I took two menacing steps into the cramped shed, looming over those young naked forms. In a growl I said, “Let me tell you how big a mistake you made tonight, boys….”


  It was actually quite touching how they clung to each other. I certainly didn’t bear them any animosity for their sexual leanings, but it would be better to get a tongue-lashing from me than to deal with the county sheriff.


  So I gave them my best bad-cop lecture, listing the laws they’d violated and the penalties awaiting. I might have even embellished a bit. By the end, blondie looked like he was going to cry. His partner stroked his hair and kissed his cheek, which about broke my heart. Then dark-hair looked up at me solemnly and said, “Any way you could just bust me, mister? Coming here was my idea. Tommy said we shouldn’t.”


  I sensed real affection between the two. Maybe they were pals going way back. I figured I’d scared them bad enough by now.


  Sighing, I said, “I’m going to escort you two back the way you came. You can put your clothes on now.” I hated saying it. They were both lovely to look at, lean, delectable, and achingly young.


  I was still staring when the bolder dark-haired one said, “It don’t bother you, does it? Us. Two men. Together this way.” Neither had yet started to dress.


  “Uh, no. Doesn’t bother me.” I scuffed the floor with the toe of my boot.


  Somehow the balance in the shed shifted. Dark-hair offered a grin. “That why you’ve had a hard-on for the past five minutes?”


  “Lewis!” yelped the one called Tommy.


  I realized he was right. My cock was bulging my jeans, and my eyes felt hot from gazing on all that bare male flesh.


  “C’mon, Tommy!” Lewis said to the blond. “He’s fucking gorgeous, ain’t he? A real rugged cowboy. Hasn’t that always been your fantasy? And mine?”


  The two nude twentysomethings were talking about me like I wasn’t there, yet I still felt very much included in the suddenly bizarre proceedings. When I wanted some cock, I usually went two towns over. Not because I was hiding my lifestyle, but because that was a big town with lots of traffic through and at least three gay-friendly bars.


  But what was going on here…?


  The two scraggly haired youths were now both gazing up at me. Lewis had a hand between Tommy’s legs, fondling his cock back to full hardness. Blond-haired Tommy, shyer, finally reached and cupped his friend’s balls, which was enough to grow Lewis right before my eyes. My mouth was open, my tongue actually hanging out.


  I had started my patrol early, like always, so I had some leeway as to my nightly duties.


  “Please, mister,” Lewis said in a seductive little-boy-lost voice. “We know we’ve been bad. Let us make it up to you.”


  I made some kind of strange animal sound, I think. Lewis took it as a signal because he reached up for my fly. When he tugged down my zipper, my cock uncoiled right into his hand. He held me with a knowing male grip. Tommy sat up on the bed of sacks, eager eyed. Whatever bashfulness gripped him seemed to disappear in a hurry. He was eyeing my big engorged meat. “Gotta taste it, gotta taste it!” he was squealing.


  Before I could do anything, Lewis was feeding my straining inches straight into his buddy’s mouth. I looked down in disbelief as that sweet hungry maw swallowed me. Tommy was no novice cocksucker. His lips made a fellating O around my cock, cheeks flattened. His teeth never grazed me, and his tongue worked my hard shaft like a crazed eel.


  Lewis moved his hand to my balls, applying a delicate pressure. Tommy sucked me down to my hilt. My brain hadn’t yet caught up to what was happening. The shed whirled. Pleasure rippled through me. My head went light, and I started to lose my balance.


  A set of hands grabbed each of my elbows, and my staff popped wetly out of Tommy’s mouth.


  “Let’s help him lie down,” one of them said.


  “Make him comfortable. Get his clothes off,” said the other.


  I let them do it, and moments later I was lying naked on the sacks of forgotten soil and seeds, sandwiched between two bare beautiful males. I felt embarrassed by my reaction. “I guess I’m not such a big tough cowboy after all,” I murmured.


  “Oh, I think you’re plenty big.” Lewis stroked my cock.


  Tommy leaned over and flicked the knoblet of my nipple. “And tough.” He glanced at his friend. “Taste him, Lew. He’s delicious.”


  Lewis shifted, squirming downward. I lifted my head and watched, goggle-eyed, as he swirled my cockhead like a lollipop, then dropped his mouth onto my shaft, taking me in a single deep-throating lunge. These two youngsters had serious cock-sucking talents.


  I gasped, and Tommy grinned wickedly. “Sucks good, don’t he?”


  “Oh, yeah…” Lewis cupped my balls again.


  Tommy was looking down my muscle-corded body, breath getting short as he watched Lewis blow me. With a quiver in his voice he said, “I gotta have some more.” He heaved toward my face, landed a too-quick kiss on my mouth—I wanted to really kiss that kid and his dark-haired companion too—then wriggled down to join Lewis.


  I wedged an elbow under me so I’d have a good view. Again I could have almost laughed. This was the stuff of rank fantasy. I’d had lots of man-on-man sex in my time, but I’d never quite had two outrageously horny young turks taking snorkeling dives on my cock.


  They worked at an unspoken rhythm, according to a cooperative arrangement. It appeared beautifully coordinated, yet was no doubt totally spontaneous. One head bobbed awhile, lips cinched around my pole, and the other would dip under my hard thigh to allow an agile tongue at my balls. Then the hair colors would change. When they traded off, the two young lovers would pause to share deep kisses, swapping the flavor of my cock back and forth on their tongues.


  It felt unbelievably good. I lay there helpless to resist their amazing oral skills. Now and then I reached down and combed my fingers through dark hair or light, as they sucked me on and on, without mercy. It was partly my initial shock at my incredible luck tonight that had kept me from shooting my load right away, but my come was approaching at last. I’d done nothing but lie there like a slab of meat. The young men had done all the work, but they seemed to like that.


  In some distant corner of my mind I promised to pay them back. But right now the deep tides of rapture were pulling on every part of my being, even as those two mouths kept up their perfect pace.


  They must have sensed my nearing crisis because they slipped their mouths at the same time over my cockhead and began pumping my shaft with their joined fists. Again they were coordinated. They jerked me in unison—one, two, three. And abruptly I was unloading.


  The bliss cracked through me like a bullwhip. I thrust upward, my ass rising off the sacks. The first powerful wrench made me cry out. I felt those nimble tongues tangling over the crown of my erupting cock. I shot a second spew and realized they were catching every drop in their mouths.


  After the fourth hard jet, I collapsed, every muscle giving way. I heard the two giggling down there, and trading more sloppy kisses. I drew in a long breath, regaining the energy I had felt earlier when I’d thought somebody had broken into this shed for thieving purposes. I wanted that urgent strength. I owed these lovely boys something.


  I sat up, and they blinked at me, maybe a little nervously. Could be that now that I’d had my fun, they figured they might be in trouble all over again. I didn’t bother telling them that the cowboy code didn’t allow for backhanded behavior like that. We lived by our honor. And for me, sex with a guy or guys was as honorable as anything else.


  I swept each one of the lanky youths up into a brawny arm. I kissed Tommy first, then Lewis. No peck on the lips, but a full-on, manly Frenching, to let them know I was sincere. Then I gave them a grin.


  “How ’bout you let me suck you two off,” I suggested.


  Lewis answered with a grin of his own. Tommy’s head just jerked in a spastic nod.


  “And,” I added smugly, “I’ll blow you both at the same time.”


  That got me a pair of incredulous looks.


  I told them to lie down, heads pointed in opposite directions. “Scissor up, fellas. Like you’re a couple of shaggy-haired lesbians.” Tommy giggled at that, but they complied, lying out crotch to crotch, one leg over and one under, slotting their bodies like machine parts. They scooted as close together as they could get, mashing their balls up against each other. Both guys were still fiercely erect.


  I hunkered over them, hungry, ravenous. I gathered those two cocks into a single handful. The young men gasped. I squeezed, watching the thick underside veins throb against each other. I ran a thumb over their abutting cockheads, smearing precome from one to the other.


  Then I bent down and opened my mouth.


  My lips stretched out and enclosed the swollen purple- colored crowns. I tasted the tantalizing sting of pre-ejaculatory juice as I polished the heads with my tongue. Their meats quivered in my fist.


  I started lowering my mouth down the twin lengths. Immediately my jaw responded with alarm. I slipped farther downward, drawing in the dual inches. The hinge of my jawbone stopped hurting after a few seconds. It should have been awkward as hell, if not impossible, but I was determined.


  I loved the smooth texture of the skin, the knobby little hardness beneath. It took some major talent not to scrape them with my teeth, but I managed. The cocks flexed in my mouth, and I heard the startled groans.


  “Holy fuck, Tommy. He’s doin’ it!”


  “I can see. It feels…ohhh…”


  The two cockheads fought for space in my throat. Wiry curls brushed both my cheeks, blond on one side, jet black on the other. My strained lips held on. My cheeks bulged. I was filled with the lovely, tart taste of young cock. Again my head swam, but I wasn’t about to swoon a second time.


  I raised and dropped my distended mouth. The two bodies wriggled. Whatever experimenting and fun times these two had had, I was sure they’d never experienced this. Their cocks pulsed. My hot saliva ran down the two hard shafts, gobbing in curly crotch hairs. My face burned with fever. New delights snapped and crackled all over my body.


  Hands reached to claw at my broad shoulders. Fingers raked through my hair. Their asses were bouncing on the stacked sacks, bony hips bucking. It was an effort to keep the pair wrangled. I sucked the two wild colts, my tongue slavering up and down, my mouth blazing. I kept up that fast rodeo tempo.


  “Fuck, Tommy, I’m gonna spunk!” Lewis yelled, voice raw and loud in the enclosed space.


  “Not without me, you’re not!” Tommy answered.


  I felt the spasms of those two beautiful cocks just before they unloaded. I was ready to catch the fiery seed. I don’t know who erupted first, but the other was a heartbeat behind. Suddenly, my mouth was flooded with come, a geyser of it. The flavor was overpowering, a heady mix of medicine and salt and liquid livingness. Thick slick jets coated my tongue, splashed the insides of my cheeks. I drank down what I could, savoring the taste, the viscous juice warming my belly.


  It was glorious.


  I held the shafts greedily in my mouth until they started to soften. Finally I raised my head. The corners of my lips were wet where stray dribbles had escaped. I felt sated, like I’d had a good hot meal after a long cattle drive.


  Lewis and Tommy pulled me up onto the improvised bed, and we lay together awhile. But before I went back to my duties, we made plans to saddle up again the next night.


  WEST TEXAS WINTER


  Michael Bracken


  Winters are tough in West Texas. Cold wind rages across the northern plains at speeds up to forty miles per hour, and there’s little in any direction to impede its relentless assault on man and beast. Cold fronts can drive temperatures down sixty degrees in a matter of hours, and every five years or so the summer dust storms are punctuated by winter blizzards. Cody Jessup fastened the buttons on his fleece-lined suede jacket and settled his black felt Stetson atop his head before grabbing his overnight bag and stepping out of the wind-rattled singlewide mobile home where he’d lived for nigh on ten years.


  During winter, he wore his boot-cut Wranglers a size larger than his summer pair in order to accommodate the bulk of his long johns, and at that moment he was glad he’d remembered his thick cotton undergarments because the wind hit him full force and drove its way through the tightly woven denim. He held on to his hat and stepped quickly down the concrete steps. As he walked from the mobile home to his white F-250, the ground crunched with each step and he left a trail of boot-heel-shaped impressions where they broke through the frozen crust. The boots leaving a broken-earth trail behind him were more the color of Texas dirt than the color they’d had coming out of the box many years earlier, and they fit his feet as snug as his socks, having long ago molded to the shape of his feet.


  A full beard protected much of his face and ice began to form in his moustache as he exhaled damp air. By the time he wrestled open the door and stepped up into his truck, icicles clung to his facial hair. The F-250 resisted his first two efforts to start it, the engine finally catching on the third try. Cody exhaled, not realizing until that moment that he’d been holding his breath. He switched on the heat and shifted the truck into gear.


  Five miles of private road led to four miles of county road and eight miles of farm-to-market road before he reached a state highway, and the F-250’s cab finally felt warm as Cody began driving the ninety-three highway miles to the town where he would meet Kendal Smith. He’d been waiting for this day for more than two months and wasn’t about to let the weather dissuade him, a good thing given that the wind turned his F-250 into a bucking bronc, threatening to toss the truck off the road or into oncoming traffic, and he wrestled with it the entire ninety-three miles.


  Kendal’s matching white F-250—a coincidence neither cattleman had ever remarked upon—crowded a parking space at the far end of the diner’s lot, and Cody crowded the space next to it with his F-250. Heat still radiated from Kendal’s truck so Cody knew the other man had not been waiting long, and he found the older man sitting in a window booth inside, nursing a steaming cup of black coffee. Cody slipped into the opposite side of the booth and let his gaze drift over the man he had driven so far to see. He wore his black hair shorter than Cody’s, and he had finger-combed it behind his ears when he’d removed his Stetson. Just like Cody, he had let his facial hair fill in as insulation against the cold, and it, like the hair on his head, was threaded with gray. A heavy crow had left its footprints at the corners of Kendal’s eyes. They weren’t the only wrinkles he’d acquired over the years, though they were the ones most visible during winter.


  “Rough drive,” Cody said as he unbuttoned his jacket. “You?”


  “Same.” Kendal had driven a similar distance from his ranch near the Oklahoma border.


  The two men always met at the same diner, nearly always attended to by the same waitress, a thick-waisted grandmother in running shoes who kept her fire-and-brimstone upbringing to herself but who prayed mightily for the misguided souls who crossed her path daily, and she squeaked over to slip a cup of coffee in front of Cody.


  Without bothering to glance at the menu, they ordered chicken-fried steak with mashed potatoes and white gravy, side of carrots for Cody and side of corn for Kendal. Only the season—sweet tea replacing coffee during the blistering days of summer—and the available selection of pie altered their dining experience each time they met.


  “What’d’ya think of the weather?” Cody asked.


  Kendal glanced out the plate-glass window. “Seen it worse.”


  Their meals arrived and they ate, sopping up every drop of white gravy with buttermilk biscuits. Then Cody ordered a slice of blackberry pie and Kendal ordered banana cream, the waitress refilled their coffee cups and they wolfed down dessert just as they’d wolfed down the main course.


  One hunger satisfied, they left a healthy tip for the waitress, bundled up, and walked outside to their trucks. Cody followed Kendal to a motel on the edge of town, a place they had visited every other month since meeting at a cattle auction in 2011. Kendal had made the reservation, paid cash for the room, and collected a single key attached to a yellow plastic fob near as big as his belt buckle.


  Before long they had nosed their trucks into a pair of parking spaces in front of the ground-floor room and Kendal had the door open. Cody entered first and tossed his overnight bag on the room’s only chair, a threadbare thing that had seen the ass end of too many overnight visitors. Kendal closed the door and threw his bag on the dresser next to an aging television they didn’t plan to watch.


  Cody pulled the drapes closed and turned to the other man. “Been too long.”


  “Not much longer’n usual.”


  They began peeling off layers of clothing.


  “I miss you,” Cody continued.


  “Can’t be helped.”


  Cody knew that, but he also knew their irregular connections via Skype, when each would pleasure himself while the other watched, were poor substitutes for the limited time they spent together pressing flesh against flesh.


  “I’m all sweaty from the drive,” Kendal said after he’d stripped off the last of his clothes and stood naked before Cody, his thick, flaccid cock and heavy ball sac dangling from a gray-speckled nest of black pubic hair. Even bowlegged from a lifetime astride quarter horses, Kendal stood half-a-head taller than the younger man. “I wouldn’t mind some company.”


  Cody finished undressing, laid his long johns atop his other clothing, and followed the older cattleman into the sea-foam-green tiled bathroom, a room that had not been renovated or even redecorated since its construction in the early 1950s. His older lover reached into the shower, brought the hot water tap to life, and turned to face Cody as slow-warming water pelted the inside of the tub.


  “You’re just teasing me now,” Cody said.


  Kendal smiled. “I really do need a shower,” he said, “but mostly I just want to get you all wet and slippery.”


  Cody stepped forward into Kendal’s embrace, and reveled in the feeling of the other man’s sinewy, work-toughened arms wrapping around him. Their lips met, despite the abundance of facial hair, and they kissed long, deep, and hard. And as they kissed, Cody’s cock lengthened and stiffened and prodded the older man’s thigh.


  The water pelting the inside of the tub had grown quite hot by then, and steam clouded the tiny bathroom before Kendal finally drew back. He adjusted the water temperature and then stepped into the shower. Cody joined him and the two men fit as snugly as beef in a cattle chute.


  The tiny bottle of shampoo provided by the motel held barely enough to lather their hair and beards, but the motel-size bar of soap Cody palmed allowed him to soap his shower partner from face to foot, and he lavished extra attention on Kendal’s package as he lowered himself to his knees within the confines of the shower. He soaped the other man’s heavy ball sac and then, with the soap bar still in his palm, wrapped his hand around Kendal’s stiffening cock shaft. He pistoned his fist up and down the entire length until Kendal’s cock was lathered with soap. Then he set the soap aside, rinsed away the lather, and bent forward to take the swollen purplish head of Kendal’s cock in his mouth.


  Oh, how Cody had missed this during the weeks they’d been apart tending to their respective herds of Herefords. The life of a cattleman was often a solitary one and that the two of them had found each other often seemed to him an improbability only slightly less likely than that Texas would someday legalize their union.


  As warm water pelted his back, Cody slowly took Kendal’s entire length into his mouth, something he had never done with another man and which he had learned to do to please his lover. Once his moustache was mashed flat against the wet mass of Kendal’s pubic hair, he drew back until only the older man’s cockhead remained in his mouth. Then he licked away the drop of precum that oozed from the tiny slit crowning Kendal’s cockhead.


  He took in Kendal’s entire length a second time and, just as his lips reached the root, Kendal wrapped his thick fingers in Cody’s wet hair and held the back of his head. Then, slowly at first, he drew his hips back and thrust forward. Cody held Kendal’s muscular thighs as the older cattleman face-fucked him, his hips moving faster and faster, his heavy ball sac bouncing against the thick cushion of Cody’s winter beard.


  When Kendal’s ball sac began to tighten and his strokes became more aggressive, Cody knew his lover was nearing release. He slid one soapy hand upward, parted the older cattleman’s firm asscheeks, and pressed the tip of his finger against Kendal’s tight sphincter. As he pushed his finger into the older cattleman’s ass, barely pushing it in as far as the first knuckle, Kendal made one final thrust and his cock erupted within Cody’s mouth.


  Cody swallowed quickly and then swallowed again as Kendal filled his mouth with cum. He held his lover’s cock in his mouth until it stopped spasming and began to deflate. Then he stood, took in a mouthful of water, and spit it toward the drain.


  When the warm water finally began to cool, the two lovers rinsed off the last of the soap and shampoo, and then stepped out of the shower and toweled themselves and each other dry. Cody followed Kendal to the king-size bed, stopping only long enough to retrieve a half-used tube of lube from his overnight bag and place it on the nightstand while Kendal threw back the cover and top sheet.


  They joined each other on the bed and lay face-to-face in the darkened room. Their fingers traced random designs in each other’s chest hair, and when Kendal drew Cody close, they kissed. They were in no hurry now and their kisses lingered. A gust of wind rattled the window, reminding them of the world outside, and Kendal pulled Cody tighter in his embrace, one more thing they could never do through Skype.


  Cody’s cock reacted to the proximity of Kendal’s body, slowly stiffening until it pressed against Kendal’s thigh. Kendal’s cock, not quite as quick to respond following their shower, also began to rise. When Cody felt Kendal’s cock begin to stiffen, he rolled over and faced away from the older cattleman so that they could spork.


  As Kendal’s cock lengthened and nestled in the crack of Cody’s ass, Cody reached out and retrieved the lube from the nightstand. He squeezed a glob of lube on his fingers. Then he lifted his leg, reached between his thighs and behind his ball sac, and coated his sphincter with the slick substance.


  Kendal took the hint, shifted position, and pressed the head of his cock against the tight pucker of Cody’s asshole. After only a brief application of pressure, Cody opened to the older man and accepted Kendal’s entire length. Kendal drew back and pressed forward a second time, and then reached over Cody’s hip and took Cody’s erect cock in his fist. As he fucked Cody from behind, he stroked the younger man’s cock in counter rhythm.


  The first few times they had fucked after meeting at the cattle auction, their sex had been fast and hard and over too soon, as if they were competing in a sexual rodeo and a winning ride was measured in seconds. As they had grown comfortable with each other, as lust had been supplanted by unspoken love, their carnal encounters had grown more tender but no less explosive.


  Kendal’s fist began pumping faster, and soon he was stroking Cody’s cock twice for every slow thrust of his cock into Cody’s ass. Cody came without warning, firing a thick stream of cum across the bed. He grabbed Kendal’s wrist to stop the pistoning movement of the older cattleman’s hand.


  As Cody’s cock throbbed in Kendal’s fist, his sphincter muscles clenched and unclenched around Kendal’s cock. Half a dozen thrusts later, Kendal came for the second time since they’d entered the motel room, and he emptied his balls into Cody’s ass.


  The two men lay together, Kendal’s warm breath tickling Cody’s neck until his cock finally softened and he pulled back enough to withdraw from Cody. Then they pulled the covers up and listened to the winter wind assault the motel until they fell asleep.


  They spent that night, most of Saturday, and all of Saturday night in bed. When they talked, they talked cattle prices, feed supplies, and how the drought had impacted their herds. What they didn’t talk about was how much they missed each other when they were apart.


  Sunday morning they returned to the diner for brunch, consumed eggs over easy, thick strips of bacon, and stacks of pancakes. They washed it all down with orange juice and mugs of black coffee, and stared at each other across the table until they couldn’t delay their departure any longer.


  “Best be on our way,” Kendal finally said.


  “Yep,” Cody conceded. He grabbed his black felt Stetson, settled it on his head, and then slid out of the booth.


  Kendal followed and they walked out into the cold, thankful that the wind had died down sometime during the night. When they reached their trucks, the two cattlemen stared into each other’s eyes. Then Kendal thrust out his hand and Cody clasped it. They shook hands and slapped each other’s backs, their last physical contact before returning home appearing to others as nothing more than two friends parting company.


  Then they climbed into their F-250s, fired up the engines, and headed their separate ways, the warmth of their time together seeping away the more distance separated them, and the West Texas winter resumed its relentless assault on man and beast.


  THE SINGING COWBOY


  Rob Rosen


  Hundred bucks,” said the man on the other end of the line.


  “But I’m not a singing cowboy,” I protested.


  “Ad says cowboy for hire,” he replied. “I’m trying to hire you.”


  I sighed. Yes indeed, I had taken an ad out. After all, jobs for honest to goodness cowboys were few and far between. Still, this wasn’t what I had in mind, not by a long shot. “But you want an entertainer, mister; I’m a cowboy. I herd cattle. I tend to cows and horses. I don’t sing to neither one.”


  His sigh echoed my own. “But you are a cowboy, right?”


  I nodded, even if only for my own benefit. “Uh-huh.”


  “Hundred and fifty,” he barked. “Take it or leave it.”


  Since all rotten things travel in threes, my last sigh was the loudest. “Where and when, mister?” I asked, resignedly. “And please tell me it’s not first thing in the morning.”


  Well, first thing, no. But not too much later, as it turned out. Guess seven-year-olds get bored after ten in the morning. Go figure. And, to be quite honest, I could sing. Sure, I’m no Gene Autry, but ain’t nobody gonna cover their ears, I figured. And as for that Benjamin and a half, it’d pay for groceries until a real gig came along. That or a decent paying rodeo. Either way, it was easy money.


  Or so I thought.


  Though it did start off easy enough, with me showing up right on time even. Place was some big ranch miles and miles out of town. Father of the birthday boy rented the whole kit and caboodle. Even had a nice mare for me to ride once I got there. Jason, the newly crowned seven-year-old, had one too, just a smaller version of my own.


  He sat on his little filly alongside my mare while I did some fancy rope tricks my daddy had taught me, the same ones his daddy had taught him. The kids down front oohed and ahed and clapped with childish glee, Jason included. That oohing and aahing amped up a notch when I started galloping around them, my lasso high overhead, the rope nothing but a blur once I sent it spinning, a boy down front lassoed a moment later. Funny thing was, no cowboy worth his boots ever did this sort of stuff, not in real life, but, truth be told, I was having fun.


  That is, until… “Now time for some singing!” shouted the father, who clearly didn’t know a good act when he saw one. Not even when the oohing and aahing turned to boos and catcalls. I mean, what little kid wants to hear a grown man sing instead of performing rope tricks?


  Still, that’s what I was getting paid to do, so that’s what I’d do. Plus, they’d already wheeled the cake out, and I knew that no amount of roping was gonna compete with that, at least not for long. Now all I had to do was sing a couple of old-fashioned cowboy songs, ending of course with the traditional “Happy Birthday to You.”


  Except, I never got that far. No sir, no how.


  See, while no one covered his ears, the horses, as it turned out, didn’t have the option to, Jason’s horse in particular. Guess my yodel spooked the filly. Though it was a mighty good guess considering that when I hit my highest register, the young horse hit the ground running.


  Up the filly jumped, Jason’s face going from bemused to terror-stricken, worse so once his mount charged through a fence of bushes and on to points unknown. I of course, being the good cowboy that I am, instantly took chase. Through the bushes I went, my mare whinnying and snorting as she catapulted her wide expanse of chest through the dense patch of green, brambles and leaves and twigs raking across my denim shirt.


  I held on tight, sweat suddenly trickling its way down my face as I veered my mare in Jason’s direction. We were in a field now, so there was no way for me to corral the young gal, to maneuver her into some sort of dead end. Instead, I galloped ahead and quickly found myself alongside them.


  “You okay?” I hollered to the kid above the din of hurtling horse hooves.


  He was holding on tight, legs gripping the filly’s sides. “No,” he whimpered, tears streaming down his face.


  So much for that happy birthday.


  I galloped closer now, the two horses barely a couple of inches apart, both of them charging at full steam. My legs grabbed on to my mare as I let go of her reins. I quickly reached across and grabbed the filly’s. I tugged with all my might, eyes in a concentrated squint, until she gradually slowed, snorted, and then, at last, came to a complete stop, kicking up dust all the while. Take that, Gene Autry.


  “That was some riding, kid,” I said, with a wink.


  Jason wiped the snot from his nose. “Really?”


  I nodded and tousled his hair. “Sure as shootin’.”


  I wasn’t certain he understood the compliment. Not that it mattered, though, because all of a sudden his father came driving up from our left, another mare from our right, both sides quickly converging on the pair of us.


  “Looks like the cavalry is a comin’, boy,” I made note.


  He giggled. “Too late, um, Mister Cowboy, sir.”


  I shrugged. “Better late than never, I s’pose.”


  The father came to a screeching halt by his son’s side and hopped out of the car fast as lightning. “You scared the filly,” he snarled, staring my way as he helped his boy off his horse.


  I couldn’t help but chuckle. “You’re welcome,” I said in reply.


  He hugged his boy as he set him down in the car. Suffice to say, I never got my thanks. Not even a tip. Instead, he handed me my cash and stormed off, muttering that he should never have listened to his wife. He and the boy drove away, leaving me in a cloud of dust.


  Well, not just me, really.


  “I dunno,” said the stranger, who’d galloped up to see what all the fuss was about, once the dust settled. “I kind of liked your singing.”


  I squinted his way and sucked in my breath as my eyes landed on his, on so much blue you could just about take a dip in them, the sapphire orbs sitting atop an aquiline nose, plump lips below and scruff-dense cheeks that would’ve made the Marlboro Man jealous. A wave of amber hair flowed out from beneath his Stetson and a matching down poked out from the collar of his denim shirt.


  “Um, thanks,” I managed to reply. “Sorry you missed my encore.”


  He laughed; the sound like the wind whipping through the prairie grass. “Oh, I reckon I caught it, mister.”


  I held out my hand as I trotted over. “Mark.”


  He took my mitt in his, flesh meeting up with flesh as a white-hot bolt sizzled up my spine. “Jesse,” he informed me. “Pleasure.” And talk about your gross understatements. “I caught your act, by the way. Where did you learn all them rope tricks and fancy riding?”


  A flush of red worked its way up my stubble neck. “Daddy was an all-state rodeo champion three years running. Granddaddy topped him by a year.”


  “And you?”


  That blush of mine widened. “Just the one, but that was a bunch of years ago.”


  It was then I noticed that his hand was still in mine, the horses nuzzling each other like old pals. Reluctantly, I released my grip as I again stared into those mesmerizing eyes of blue. “Care for a ride?” he asked.


  I laughed, nervously. “I think I already had one.”


  He nodded. “This one will be gentler,” he replied. “If that’s how you like it.”


  The words were innocent enough, but they certainly didn’t come across that way. In any case, my nod echoed his and the horses took off, side by side, at a slow, easy trot.


  The land stretched far as the eye could see, cattle in the distance, a few rugged hills here and there, green on top of green, if you forgot about Jesse’s sea of blue. Which, of course, was impossible to forget. “This your ranch?” I eventually asked, pushing down on the stiffy that had formed in my tight jeans the moment I laid eyes on him.


  “Nope,” he replied. “I manage the place.” He glanced over just as my hand left my crotch. He grinned and then stared back out into the distance. “Five hundred acres, by the way, give or take.”


  I blew an appreciative whistle. That much land for a ranch was a rarity these days. “Big property.”


  He nodded and mimicked my hand gesture on his own crotch. “Big,” he replied, again looking my way, the smile wide, white, and beguiling, dimples appearing within the scruff.


  My grin matched his, my hand back on my denim-encased prick. “Big, huh?”


  His nodding picked up steam as the horses rounded a bend, the path blocked on three sides by rough terrain and rocky hillsides. “Mighty big.” He pulled back on his reins, his mare stopping in place, whinnying as she did so. “And gettin’ bigger by the second.”


  My own horse came to a stop. “I reckon we’re not talking about acreage no more, are we?”


  He slowly unzipped his fly. “Wanna make a bet on that?”


  My cowboy was going commando, his cock, with great effort, extricated from inside his jeans, the mighty steed rearing once before coming to a wobbling halt. I licked my lips as I stared at the glistening head. “I think I might’ve already won it.”


  I hopped off my horse and ambled over to his, my ambling impeded by my rigid prick begging for its own release. Jesse hopped down and closed the gap between us, his hands around my waist, yanking me in as his cock pressed up tight against my belly. “Howdy,” he rasped his lips on mine in a dazzling flash, that ocean of blue at last spread out before me.


  The kiss made my knees quake and my belly rumble. The fact that my zipper held was testament to one Mister Levi Strauss. When our lips at last parted, I breathlessly echoed, “Howdy.” I then popped open my fly and managed, with rather great difficulty, to release my impossibly stiff prick, adding with a relieved sigh, “Better.”


  He stared down. “Much.” His grin returned, even more seductive than before. “You ever get ridden sidesaddle, Mark?”


  I grabbed a hold of his tool. It throbbed and pulsed and promptly leaked in my grip. “’Course I’ve ridden sidesaddle.”


  He took hold of my crowbar of a cock. My eyelids fluttered upon impact. “Not ridden. Get ridden.”


  He stroked as I stroked, while his words swirled around my head, soon enough lining up like the tumblers in a slot machine’s. “Wait a sec,” I finally replied, gazing downward as our thick tools got mutually worked. “You want to fuck me while we ride?” I scratched my head. “Sounds dangerous.”


  “Says the man working a child’s birthday party.”


  “Good point,” I allowed, squeezing the head of his bulbous prick as I breathed in the musk and sweat of him. “Good point indeed.”


  He reached into his back pocket and retrieved one lone rubber and an equally lone small bottle of lube. “And that point’s gonna be buried far up that pretty little ass of yours soon enough.”


  I moaned at the thought. “You do indeed come prepared.”


  “That’s my motto,” he boasted, releasing my prick so he could get undressed.


  “I thought that was for the Scouts.”


  He shrugged. “Cowboys, too.”


  “Yep.”


  “Yep.”


  And, nope, it didn’t take two randy cowboys all that long to undress neither. Meaning, one minute we were in jeans, cocks poking out (like way out), and the next we were stark naked, hard as granite, covered in a sheen of sweat and making out until the cows came home, which, judging by the fiery orb in the sky, wouldn’t be for hours yet.


  He hopped on his mare, legs dangling over the side, beautiful dick pointing sky-high. I stared up and smiled at the sight of him. “You do this to all the cowboys around these parts, Jesse?”


  He shook his head in earnest. “Just the singing ones, Mark.” And then he reached his hand down and helped me up, until the two of us were riding that mare sidesaddle, back the way we came, this time heading farther away from the main house.


  “Not what I imagined when I started the day,” I freely admitted as I watched him stretch the rubber down the length and breadth of his meaty prick before lubing it up but good.


  He laughed, cock swaying from side to side as he did so. Me, I was already sidling over and up, aiming my portal at his wide expanse of dickhead, all while balancing on the horse, who, for her part, ignored our shenanigans as she moseyed on along. Wasn’t easy, no, but well-trained cowboy that I am, it didn’t take too long for his cock to be up my ass, one hand wrapped around my dick, the other balancing backward on the mare, with me holding on to both as best I could.


  I ground into him and let out a howl. “Now that’s some fancy trick riding if I ever saw it.” I moaned in delight as he pumped my prick and my ass, all of it aided and abetted by the bouncing ride below.


  The horse whinnied, I grunted, and Jesse panted, while we rode and fucked, fucked and rode, my ass and dick getting a mighty fine workout. I’d ridden in every conceivable position before, for money, for fun, for work, but this, this was something brand-spankin’-new.


  “Fuuuck,” I panted, balls bouncing as I rode him like a bucking bronco.


  “Yeah,” he whispered in return, his mouth on my neck, sucking away, the come building as he jacked and jacked and filled my throbbing hole until I was sure his dick would come popping out the front of my mouth.


  When the mare took off in a trot that was about all she wrote for us. By then, he was battering up against my farthest reaches something fierce and I was… “Close, Jesse. So. Fucking. Close.”


  “Mmm,” he hummed. “Come with me then.”


  I nodded and gulped, sweat flinging off my forehead. “Gladly.”


  The mare hopped over a log, and that was that. Come flew up and out, drenching the ground beneath us. In fact, it would take weeks for me to regain my protein store. As planned, he came as I came, his moan joining mine as both our heads flew back and the charger beneath us suddenly halted in her tracks.


  I chuckled as he shook the last vestiges of spunk from my steely prick, my entire body trembling now, legs quaking as he teased my now-sensitive head. “Well,” I managed to squeak out, “that was some ride.”


  His laughter joined mine. “Plenty more where that, pardon the expression, came from.” He paused and rubbed my belly. “If’in, I mean, you’re looking for some real cowboy work.”


  My heart nearly leapt to my throat. “Singing included?”


  He shrugged from behind me. “Optional, I reckon.”


  Then it took some wrangling, but eventually I was behind him instead of on top, my arms wrapped around his waist as we galloped off into the sunset (or what would eventually be just that). My cheek was pressed to his broad expanse of back as I sang Gene Autry’s “Back in the Saddle Again.”


  Seemed befitting, all things considered.


  NEON COWBOY


  Adrik Kemp


  This city is my city. It’s where I’m meant to be. The streets are long and crowded and never quiet. The people are loud and rude and in it for themselves. And the way it lights up at night is like Christmas year round. I have to see the city whenever I’m done with my gigs. I like to go up to the rooftop restaurant, when Billy’s the only one left cleaning up, and take a bottle of vodka from behind the bar, saunter over to the edge, and plonk myself down. I always drink a little on my own before Billy’s done and comes to join me.


  Tonight, as every night, the city is scattered beneath my dangling legs. I’m still wearing the diamanté-studded, red-vinyl and fake-furred cowboy boots from the gig. The rhinestones catch the city’s neon signs and traffic lights and refract them over my bare legs. The wind is warm over my skin and the vodka helps heat me up from the inside. My Y-fronts are grimy; not from age but from all the men and women touching them all night, from the crusty bills stuffed in the elastic, and from the spilled alcohol that always gets down the front. I only ever wear them once.


  I glance back at Billy, wondering when he’ll be done so we can drink the night away, but he’s still mopping the floor. He’s wearing a tight black T-shirt and black jeans like always, a little gap of his freckled back showing as he runs the mop over the floor. His auburn hair is long at the front and flops over his sweat-sheened face as he works.


  Between my legs, the casino looms beneath me. Lights run up and down the entire length of the building in every color that technology can provide. As I’m chugging from the vodka bottle, the thick, clear liquid glows red, yellow, orange, and all the colors of the rainbow before it hits my mouth and burns down my throat. I swallow and grin at the night, put the bottle on the ledge beside me, and stretch.


  It feels good to stretch after a night of dancing. My back cracks and my arms tense, muscles popping as I flex and relax, flex and relax. I put my hands behind me and lean back to look at the sky. Billy’s right behind me, hair hanging over his face still, smiling into my eyes.


  “Hey, cowboy,” he winks at me, “room for one more?”


  I pull the bottle up and gesture for him to sit down.


  Billy puts a hand on the ledge and sits facing the bar instead of the city. He always does this. He’s afraid of falling. I put one hand on his thigh and bring the bottle to my lips with the other to have another swig of multicolored vodka.


  Billy grabs the bottle from me and takes a swig of his own. The lights from the casino shine over his back, but he is more of a silhouette than me and the vodka stays clear while it enters him. He gasps and wipes his mouth.


  “How’s your night?” Billy says.


  I shrug, “Same as always. The guys wanna try a new routine next week, so I gotta work on that tomorrow….”


  “Still cowboys?”


  “Still cowboys. Chicks love it.”


  “And dudes.”


  I grin. “And dudes.”


  Billy pulls a soft pack of smokes from his front pocket. He knocks one out and slots it in his mouth. He’s always used matches instead of a lighter because the sulphur tastes better than lighter fluid. He lights a match, glances at me, and sucks the flame back through the cigarette, exhaling to blow the match out. The smoke is thick in the air and clouds around him in bluish puffs. He offers me the pack but knows I don’t smoke. I do like watching him smoke though, the way his lips meet around the filter and the smoke drifts from his lips and nostrils when he’s contemplating whatever it is he thinks about between drags.


  “You look like that sign.”


  I know the one he means.


  “The cowboy one, out the front of a bar down the street a bit. Neon blue jeans, red shirt and yellow cowboy hat.”


  I look at my bulging Y-fronts and sparkling boots and snigger. “You never see me in more than this.”


  “No, but I imagine.”


  “What do you imagine?”


  Billy leans forward and kisses me, cigarette dangling between his legs. He smells like sweat and old beer, tobacco and perfume, old denim and the city. I kiss him back, our tongues working together while his stubble rubs tiny tracks in the baby oil covering my face and body. He pulls back and grins, wiping his hair back. He’s got perfect eyebrows, half arches that give his brown eyes a brooding quality he uses on all the boys. His nose is small, faintly freckled, but you can only see it in the UV in the bars, and his lips are full and the color of a peach in the sunlight and blue-gray by night. He bites his bottom lip on the left. Looks like it might burst, so I pull him closer by the thigh and kiss him once more.


  Billy runs a hand over my thigh and over my Y-fronts. He doesn’t stop though, just keeps exploring the six-pack above and the chiseled pectorals and pink, oiled, hair-free nipples that are the very least a dancer like me needs to maintain. His touch is different from the screaming, clawing, grabbing talons of the men and women in the casino. Billy doesn’t rub his money over my nipples and shove it down my oil-slicked chest to my Y-fronts. He doesn’t try to grab my junk, even though he can and does all the time. He always holds out as long as he can. He pulls back and blushes.


  “What’s wrong?”


  “Nothing. Want another drink?” He passes the vodka.


  I hold his gaze for a moment, wondering if he’ll say it today; tell me I’m beautiful and perfect. I wonder if he’ll look at me the way he does sometimes, the way that keeps me coming back here night after night, like I’m the only thing he can see. But he looks instead at the city. I take the vodka and swig a couple of shots down. The city is blurring, spinning beneath us. I pull back and sit against the ledge, booted feet firm on the rooftop floor. Billy touches my spiked, blond-frosted hair. He told me once I looked like a boy band member only bigger. I guess I’m used to being larger than life.


  I reach up and pull Billy down by the back of his neck to kiss me upside down. His nose tickles my chin and his hair falls on my neck. I guide him to a sitting position on top of me and pull off his shirt. For a moment, his face is hidden and all I can see is his chest reflecting red lights from the city. His athletic build is covered in soft red hair that trails from the center of his chest out to his dark-pink nipples and down his abs to enter his jeans. As usual, he’s not wearing underwear.


  Then his shirt is off, the lights have changed to blue, and he’s leaning down to kiss me. His cock is pressing against the inside of his jeans and grinding against my own. His chest touches mine and our nipples graze as he kisses me like it’s the last time we’ll ever kiss. My body always runs hotter than most but with Billy on top of me, I become a furnace. I pull him down and press against him as if I’m trying to force our bodies to fuse. He has one hand at my neck and one at my thigh, rubbing a thumb under the elastic of my Y-fronts. I lift my crotch up and pull us both up to stand over the city. In the distance, under the wind, traffic drones endlessly around us.


  I grab for the belt around his waist and have it off in seconds and then pop open his fly and pull down his jeans. I let them stay around his ankles and admire the cock that bounces out over shaven balls. It shines in the light, glistening at the head. I drop to my knees, calves touching the backs of my cowboy boots, hands on each of Billy’s thighs, and his cock rammed in my mouth. Billy’s thickness fills me completely, better than any rainbow vodka I could drink. He thrusts along with my strokes, and dribbles of saliva drop to the concrete beneath us. I grab at my own cock and flop it out beneath. It’s long and thick, hair pruned the same as Billy’s. I don’t often take it out at shows but I need to be ready just in case. I start pumping it, feeling my balls tense below me and the irresistible urge to come rising almost instantly.


  Billy gasps and a shudder runs from inside him through his balls and up his shaft into my mouth. He pulls out suddenly in a wet daze and looks up at the sky. I can taste precum in the back of my throat and get up to kiss Billy hard. Our cocks come together, mine propped up by the Y-fronts I only pushed down. I grind against him and Billy gasps and blows his load all over my abs. I feel the quick burst of superheated semen spill from him as his cheeks flush and his eyes roll back in his head and he gives himself over to the orgasm. He snaps back after a couple of seconds, blushes deeply, and lets me kiss him.


  “Sorry.”


  “You’re the hottest man I’ve ever known,” I say, “and making you come is all I ever want.” I kiss him again, pull away, and wipe his cum into my skin. I lift my sticky fingers to my nose and sniff; it’s like bleach and teenage boys. I lick one and grin at Billy, still stroking my cock.


  Billy notices my movement and pulls his jeans back up. He holds up a finger and smiles. “I’ll be right back. Don’t stop.”


  I shrug and keep pulling my cock and licking my fingers. I turn back to look over the city and remember how it felt to have Billy explode onto me. I close my eyes and on the inside of my eyelids, see the neon cowboy Billy told me I look like. He’s grinning and spinning a lasso in three motions that repeat over and over again. One of the neon lights that make up his jeans has blown and one of his shirt lights buzzes softly. It’s the mascot for a bar down the street. I’ve never noticed before but the square jaw and muscular body are a little like mine. I’m built to be desirable.


  I feel a hand on my shoulder and move to look and kiss Billy but he stops me.


  “Don’t turn around yet.”


  I wait and after a second, red, blue, and yellow light switches on behind me, combating the light of the city in front of me. I turn around and Billy is wearing light. He’s got rope lights attached to his bare body, blue on the legs, red on the chest and arms, and a big yellow cowboy hat on his head.


  “What the hell?” I grin.


  “Surprise. I thought you could use this sometime, in your show.”


  I look at the Y-fronts Billy has concealing a pink, glowing cock and point at it.


  Billy puts his thumbs under the elastic and pulls the Y-fronts up and away. He lets his big, pink, glowing cock flop out and steps out of the underwear.


  “Take off your underwear,” Billy says.


  I raise an eyebrow but comply, tossing them off the side of the building to flutter to the street below. I keep stroking my cock but it’s harder than ever now at the sight of Billy lit up like a neon cowboy.


  “I’m gonna fuck you,” Billy says, “so turn around and face the city.”


  I nearly blow right there. I’m torn between watching the city while he fucks me and watching Billy dressed as a neon god fuck me. I sit back on the ledge and pull up my legs. My hole is oiled from my body and kept as hairless as my cock. It relaxes at the sight of Billy and the neon cowboy coming toward me.


  The lights are warm against my skin. Billy’s cock juts at my hole, looking for the way in, and when it enters, the lights around it buzz like the cowboy on the inside of my eyelids. Billy drives his enhanced cock into me and starts thrusting. I gasp, my back on the ledge, legs in the air, and head thrown back to look at the upside-down city I call home. Billy keeps thrusting, but leans forward and pulls me into a kiss, lights brushing on my nipples and through my hair. He grins and his face is lit in yellow from his hat and red from his chest. His eyes are dark pits and for a few moments, it’s like the sign has come to life just to fuck me. Billy and his pink, pulsating, glowing cock thrust again and again and while I grip the edge of the building to stop us from falling and stop myself from coming, I lose all control and blow all up my chest. It flies up and hits me in the face and even slips over the edge to fall away from us. My cock throbs as Billy keeps thrusting and then comes again inside me, his liquid heat passing through my body before he pulls himself out with a buzzing plop. He falls to his blue neon knees and starts licking my hole, sucking his own spoof from it and then running his tongue up my balls and over my sticky cock, up my rock-hard abs, and up my neck to kiss me and pass his semen into me again. I drink it back and kiss him hard, letting him pull me up so we can fall to the safety of the rooftop to gasp and relax together.


  Billy smiles and turns off the neon suit he’s made.


  “You didn’t make that for me,” I say.


  Billy smiles. “You’re not the only one who wants to play cowboy.”


  I kiss Billy again, and then say, “I love you.” It’s not the first time I’ve said it, and won’t be the last; hell, I don’t even know if Billy will be the last guy I ever say it to but after he does something like this, I can’t help it and it just falls out.


  Billy looks at me for a long time after I say it. He brushes his fingers through his hair and looks at the darkened bar he works in. He looks at the dead neon lights wrapped around his body and at his own hands, entwined with mine. He looks at everything but me and I wonder if he’s ever going to say it back.


  Finally, Billy looks at me again. His eyes are warm and full of hope, a little scared and a little excited. His mouth is half-open, he seems about to bite his lower lip and his breath is shallow but even. He smiles and the lights of the casino light up his skin a thousand different colors before he opens his mouth.


  THE GOOD, THE BAD, AND THE OJETE, OR A FISTFUL OF HUEVOS


  Salome Wilde


  The town of Española was eerily silent as two figures on horseback rode in, soon after sunrise. Red’s tired eyes were far brighter than his namesake hair, a curling thatch that matched the parched earth beneath their horses’ galloping hooves almost as precisely as his eyes reflected the color of the vast New Mexico sky. Justice’s name suited far less well than Red’s, imparted on him as it was by a poor Kentucky woman whose man left her when he’d found she’d been sleeping with their twin farmhands. Despite or perhaps because of his beginnings, the boy had turned out equal parts handsome and ruthless. It was hard not to stare at the way his dark tan was set off by a mass of blond, sun-bleached hair. They made quite a memorable picture, especially for a couple of bounty hunters on the trail of a killer.


  A quiet, dry wind, setting into motion a creaking hotel sign, accompanied the muffled stamp of their horses on the dirt road into town. No one came out to greet the strangers as they came to a stop in front of the dry goods store and dismounted. Red tipped his hat back and wiped his brow with the back of his hand. Justice frowned and stomped his feet, shaking thick dust from his boots before looking up and pointing to the sheriff’s office. The worn door was painted with a dark smear of blood that ended in a dried pool where a body had clearly slumped not too long before.


  As they approached, a squinting sheriff opened his door and eyed them, head to toe. “That’s close enough,” he warned, pistols shining in the early morning sun.


  Red and Justice stopped in their tracks, raising their hands in a gesture of peace. Justice spat out the stub of a cigar. Dust rose and the fringe on Justice’s coat sleeves rustled in the arid breeze.


  “We’re not here to make trouble,” Red promised, his voice low and even. It was the truth, but he knew the sheriff wouldn’t believe a well-armed pair of strangers, especially after the night of terror the town had faced.


  “Maybe you’d like to toss those gun belts my way to prove it,” answered the sheriff.


  Red pursed his lips. “Afraid not.”


  The sheriff cocked his guns.


  Justice’s fingers twitched. A bead of sweat trickled down his stubbled cheek.


  Red kept his hands high and took a single step forward. “We’ve come to help.”


  He let the words sink in, watching as the tall, grizzled lawman weighed the likelihood he was telling the truth. Out of the corner of narrow, hazel eyes, Justice spied a pair of rifles trained on them from behind a broken saloon window.


  “Help how?” quizzed the sheriff.


  “We’re after the man who shot up your town.”


  With a tight nod and a motioning pistol, the sheriff directed the men into the office. He kept his pistols cocked as he kicked the door shut behind them. When the two were seated, the lawman leaned against his desk and offered them a choice of day-old coffee or cheap whiskey. Red helped himself to the latter, while Justice paused, removing his wide-brimmed hat, and asked for a basin of water. Too pretty for his own good, thought Red.


  “There’s water in the pitcher,” he told Justice, pointing to a table just outside the single cell that served as the town jail.


  “Much obliged,” answered Justice with a nod, rising to leave the talking, as usual, to Red.


  “I don’t like your kind,” the sheriff said, glancing from man to man as he put one gun back in its holster and kept the other in hand. He removed his hat and smoothed back the little hair he had. “Seen too much blood spilled when outlaws fight outlaws.”


  “Understood,” replied Red, before knocking back a healthy shot of the harsh liquor. He relished the way it burned, just as sure as the sun but to better effect. “But blood’s already been spilled.” He cocked his head toward the bent tin badge on the desk with a crimson-stained gun belt beside it.


  The sheriff frowned, deep furrows knotting between his brows. “Emmett Farley,” he said with a slow nod, eyes on the badge and hand on the belt. “A kid, practically, but the best deputy this town’s ever had.”


  “Dead?”


  He shook his head. “Doc says he should pull through.” There was exhaustion rather than relief in the man’s voice, thought Red. Or maybe it was just shame that the blood spilled wasn’t his own. The sheriff put his second pistol down beside him and poured from the bottle into his coffee cup.


  “How’d it happen?” asked Red, opening the wound a little wider.


  “Some pig of a bandit,” the sheriff spat. “Rode into town, made himself cozy in a game of poker at the saloon, then held up the players for the measly few hundred in the pot plus three bottles of good whiskey.”


  “Ain’t much to get shot over,” Red mused.


  “Emmett was on duty and heard the commotion. He emptied his pistols at the renegade, who was mounting his horse. Emmett was hit, once in the shoulder and once in the thigh.” He downed the contents of his mug.


  “Get any shots in?”


  “He hasn’t come to long enough to say yet, but Jake, the bartender, says not.”


  “Shame,” said Justice, returning to his teetering stool. His hair was damp.


  “Sloppy,” Red retorted.


  The sheriff looked up, steely eyed, hand on his gun. “What’d you say?”


  “Sloppy. The criminal, I mean.”


  Scratching his chin with a horny thumbnail, the sheriff nodded.


  “This Jake tell you what the man looked like?”


  “Dark, mostly: hair, skin, eyes. Black hat that matched his boots. Went by the name of Bronco.” The sheriff shrugged. “Strangers come through here on the way to Santa Fe all the time. Usually, they don’t make trouble.” He sucked his teeth. “Usually.”


  “That’s our man,” said Red. He pulled a folded piece of paper from his vest, shook it out, and offered it to the sheriff. The defiant face of Alejandro “Bronco” Vasquez glared up at them. “Been after him for months. Travels all over, robbing and looting. No amount too small.”


  “Must have a death wish,” said Justice.


  The flyer promised $5,000 for his arrest on multiple counts, including the murder of a preacher in Montana. “I’d pay that out of my own pocket for what he did to Emmett,” said the sheriff. “If I had it. Strange I haven’t ever heard of him before.” He looked over to the small cluster of wanted posters on the back of the office door, none of which had Bronco’s face on it.


  Red shrugged.


  “You think you can bring him in?”


  “Sure of it. He’ll be in Santa Fe tonight, maybe Albuquerque if he rides through. Headed for El Paso then across the border into Mexico.”


  “We’ll make sure he never makes it,” added Justice, combing his fingers through his blond mop.


  “And bring him back here?” prompted the sheriff.


  “By rights to Montana, for the reward.”


  The sheriff nodded in understanding.


  “Of course, if your town can pay…” Red knew that many a New Mexico prospector used the small town’s bank to stash their takings. Not too out-of-the-way, just enough so it wasn’t a likely target for a holdup.


  “Like I said, I don’t like your kind,” the sheriff replied to the unstated agreement. “But in this case, I’ll make an exception.”


  Red could see the thirst for revenge glittering in the old lawman’s eyes. Had the victim been anyone other than the young deputy, there’d probably have been no deal. As it was, the sheriff sent the bounty hunters on their way with a toast to their speedy success.


  The sheriff’s good wishes were heartfelt, but it was planning and experience that led the bounty hunters straight to their prey, only two days later. They knew he’d have made his way to Santa Fe, and they used the trail of drunks at the city’s edge to find the broken-down hideout where they discovered the wretch, snoring in the darkness after having shared his expensive whiskey with all and sundry and squandered the pittance he’d stolen from the Española poker table.


  Kicking in the door of the creaking, windowless shack, bucket of water in hand, Red barked a welcome. “Wake up, you filthy mongrel!”


  Justice strode in behind him, lighting a slender cigar. He used its glow to find a candle.


  In the flickering light, a naked outlaw lay on a bare straw mattress. He was groaning at the intrusion.


  “He looks like shit,” said Red to Justice, picking up the gun belt lying beside the candle and slinging it over his shoulder.


  “Smells like shit, too,” answered Justice, blowing smoke.


  Red hoisted the bucket and tossed its contents at the sprawling form.


  Bronco roared as he rose to his knees. “Go to hell, ojete,” he growled.


  “Angry cuss, ain’t he?” Justice said with a grin.


  Red approached the bed and yanked Bronco’s head back by his thick, black hair. “Listen up, borracho: there’s five thousand dollars with your name on it waiting for us in Española. So get moving before we drag you there.”


  That seemed to sober Bronco up, and fast. “Amigos,” he said with what passed for a smile on his dark, craggy face. “Perhaps we can make a deal.”


  Justice sneered. Red, however, was listening. He released Bronco’s hair with a shove. “What sort of deal?”


  “I got money,” whispered Bronco.


  “You lyin’ sonofabitch. You ain’t got shit, old man,” answered Justice.


  Calling him “old” seemed to enrage Bronco even more than being called a liar. “I’m talking to him, cabrón,” he growled, pointing. “To the man, not the boy.”


  Justice chewed his cigar as he reached for his gun.


  Red held up a hand. “Hold on now, Justice. Vasquez here says he’s got money. We’re reasonable hombres. You just fetch that money, amigo, and we’ll see about letting you go.”


  Bronco scrambled off what passed for a bed and reached beneath it. He came up with a battered leather wallet and tossed it to Red.


  “Well, look here. The man’s telling the truth.” He rifled through a small stack of bills. “Ain’t five thousand, but it ain’t hay either.”


  Justice blew smoke, peering over Red’s shoulder. “What say we keep this for our troubles, and take him in anyway.”


  Red laughed. “I like the way you think, partner.”


  Bronco spluttered a string of curse words in Spanish, some of which few above the Mexican border had ever heard. “That’s not fair!” he finally shouted in English, perhaps the most outrageous words he’d uttered yet.


  “You’re right,” answered Red, calmly. “It ain’t fair at all.” He tapped his bottom lip in thought a moment. “But you know, Vasquez, today may still be your lucky day.” Keeping his gun belt buckled, he reached below to unfasten his pants. “Why don’t you show us a little of how grateful you’d be if we just take your money and forget we ever saw you?” He shook his half-hard shaft at Bronco.


  “Hijo de perra,” muttered Bronco, but he turned around without hesitation and offered his ass, yielding to the coercion that might save his life.


  Red spit down onto his cock and nudged Bronco’s legs apart. He spit again between smooth bronze cheeks. “Must be part Indian,” he remarked casually. “Hairless as a baby down here.”


  Bronco snarled.


  Red stopped talking. He’d understated his appreciation of the firm flesh before him, but there was no need to talk about it. He’d never had a taste for women, preferring a hard-living man with just enough hair on his body that you knew who you were fucking. Justice suited him well enough, but the eye-catching blond was a bit too pliant for Red’s rougher tastes. Vasquez was a fine trophy despite the drunkenness. He was resisting just enough to make the claiming especially worthwhile, and when he arched his broad back, Red couldn’t resist driving into him with a satisfied groan.


  “You reckon he’s makin’ it easy for ya ’cos he likes it?” Justice quipped.


  “I reckon,” answered Red, voice tight with pleasure.


  Justice approached, cigar protruding from within a toothy grin. “I’m thinkin’ he might like both ends filled.” Walking around the creaking bed, he withdrew his own stiff prick. With his free hand, he took hold of Bronco’s hair as Red had done, and stuffed himself into the waiting mouth.


  Thrusting smoothly until they’d matched their pace, the pair of bounty hunters hungrily claimed their willing quarry. Red’s eyes closed as he held tightly to dark slim hips. Justice watched his pale cock sliding in and out of Bronco’s red mouth as he puffed his cigar. Always curious, Justice took his hand off his own tool to reach beneath, where he found the desperado nearly as hard as he was. The gesture brought forth a pretty whimper that hummed all through Justice. So he kept it up as he lifted his eyes.


  Red’s harsh cry as he reached his climax urged Justice on. He chomped down on his cigar and fucked Bronco’s mouth like his own life depended on it rather than Bronco’s. While Red filled their plaything with seed, Justice withdrew, to proudly decorate the criminal’s gaping visage.


  Bronco collapsed as his accosters sat on the floor, catching their breaths and drinking the dregs of the whiskey Bronco had left beside the bed. After their few moments’ silent respite, Red rose, yawned, and buttoned up. “All right, amigo. Time to get dressed. We need to tie you up and get you back to Española.


  Bronco narrowed his eyes and spat.


  * * *


  Just as Red had promised the sheriff, he and Justice rode back into town with the bound and gagged fugitive slung across the hindquarters of Justice’s horse. The lawman rose from the bench outside his office to greet them.


  Red grinned as he dismounted and walked around to slap the captive Bronco on the ass. “We tried to pull him along on foot behind the horses for a while, but he kept falling. Didn’t want him dragged to death before we got here.” Justice laughed. “If you open the cage, we’ll toss him right in.”


  “Right this way, fellas,” said the sheriff.


  Bronco moaned through his gag as Red and Justice roughly slung him onto the hard cot at the back of the barred cell.


  The sheriff locked the door behind the prisoner, pausing to gaze into his red eyes long enough to be certain this was the right man, then pocketed the key.


  A dusty, road-weary Justice looked over longingly at the familiar pitcher in the corner.


  “Mind if I…?” he asked, in his deep Texas twang.


  “Why don’t you head over to the hotel instead,” the sheriff advised. “You can wash and rest up a bit while I make arrangements for the county judge, and fetch your reward.”


  Mr. Calvin T. Farley, owner and clerk at the small but tidy Española Hotel, was overjoyed to introduce himself to and thank his two new guests for bringing in the villain who’d laid his nephew low. Anything he could get for them would be his great pleasure. Red asked for a nice juicy steak and a bottle of red wine, while Justice requested a bath, scalding hot. Farley hinted that, afterward, he might be able to procure the hospitality of one or two of Miss Lena’s gals for them, but he was met with polite refusal. “Just as you say, gentlemen,” replied the small, moustachioed man, surprised to find that the gunslingers were, perhaps, gentlemen after all.


  Eating and soaking accomplished, it wasn’t long after before the sheriff was knocking on their door. He brought in two hand-tooled saddlebags full of dollar bills and gold nuggets, and laid them carefully on an overstuffed chair. “You’re welcome to count it.”


  “No need, Sheriff,” answered Red, waving the idea away.


  “Bill,” corrected the sheriff. “Bill Thomson.”


  “Pleased to know you, Bill,” said Red, lowering his hand for a shake.


  “Right pleased,” echoed Justice from the bed, pulling on a new pair of socks that Mr. Farley had been kind enough to provide him.


  “Judge’ll be here late tomorrow,” Bill reported.


  “That’s good news,” said Red.


  The transaction complete, the three men fell silent.


  “Well, I’ll be getting back to the office,” Bill announced. “Got old Harry Parsons spelling me while I’ve been taking care of business, but can’t leave him alone too long.” He chuckled. “Probably asleep with his head on the desk right now.” He turned to go.


  “You’ll be spending the night there with Bronco—the prisoner, I imagine?”


  “That’s right,” Bill said, facing Red squarely. “He’ll stay put and face the law when the judge comes, rest assured.” There was a determined pride in his posture and his promise.


  “A sheriff’s work is never done,” affirmed Red, holding the door open for the older man.


  Bill nodded as he left, and Red closed the door behind him.


  After unbuckling first one saddlebag and then the other, Red dug his hands into piles of neatly bound bills and hefty nuggets. “Now that’s what I like to see,” he told Justice. “A promise kept by a good, honest sheriff in a good, honest town.”


  Justice snickered and leaned back against a stack of pillows. “So long as it don’t rub off on us.”


  “Damn right,” said Red, tossing a small chunk of gold at his partner in crime.


  Justice snatched it out of the air, just before it would have struck him in the face. He looked it over as Red joined him.


  “Only one thing I hate about this work,” he grumbled, sitting on the bed’s edge.


  “The waiting,” answered Justice.


  Red made a grunt of assent as he watched Justice’s strong, nimble fingers toy with the glittering rock. “What say you put those hands to better use while we wait for this honest little town to lock its doors and go to sleep?”


  Justice put the precious nugget beside him and helped Red undo his belt and unfasten his pants. Taking out his stiffening rod and bringing his mouth close, the younger man made a sound of annoyance. “Sure wish you’d take a bath sometimes, Red.”


  “A nice tongue bath’s good enough for me,” Red replied, and shoved Justice down.


  By the time the moon was high, a relaxed Red and a bored Justice were ready to get the hell out of Española for good. With it all dark and quiet in the town, there was just one final errand to manage before they made their discreet exit.


  Justice headed for the stables, strapping the saddlebags of loot over the haunches of two well-bred, well-kept horses that suited him better than the tired mounts they rode in on. Leading the pair quietly out to the road, he couldn’t help eyeing a third whose tawny coat was a perfect match for his jacket and boots.


  Tying his selection loosely outside the sheriff’s office, he slipped in to join Red and Bill in a farewell drink of the wine Red had saved for the occasion. A cuffed but ungagged Bronco Vasquez sat on the cot in his cell, hunched over his knees, glaring out at his captors with savage eyes.


  “Appreciate the hospitality, Sheriff, but we’re hoping to reach Jicarilla by daybreak,” Red was explaining. “Seems there’s some crazy rustler up there, killing horses and Indians alike for sport. Not sure the reward’s worth the risk, but we thought we’d take a look.”


  “A bounty hunter’s work is never done,” said Bill with a frown, downing the last of his wine.


  Justice leaned against the wall and crossed his arms, preferring to stand over the rickety stool available. He watched as Red clapped the sheriff on the back and laughed at his attempt at humor, then glanced at the man in the cell, who remained as still as death but for the menacing glow in his deep brown eyes.


  Bill yawned.


  “Tired, Sheriff?” asked Red.


  “Guess so,” Bill replied with a smile. “But don’t you worry about me. I’ll be…be…”


  His thought was left incomplete as the sheriff slumped forward over his desk.


  Red patted him gently on the back. “You have a good rest now. We’ll see to everything.” With that, he withdrew the cell and wrist-iron keys from his pocket, tossed them to Justice, and then carefully removed his gun belt from around his waist. “Got you some nice shiny new pistolas, guapo,” he said over his shoulder as Bronco emerged from the cage, stretching his long limbs.


  “Vámanos,” beckoned Bronco, leading the way out the door as he strapped the sheriff’s belt around his waist. “I’m sick of this town. Oh, and next time, Red, you get to be the criminal.”


  THE NAKED COWBOY


  Shane Allison


  I had a slew of cars behind me traveling down Woodville Highway on a busted tire. I was on my way to a Mother’s Day cookout at my Auntie Earline’s house when it gave out. One more day and I’ll be there, I thought. I was hoping the tire would hold until I could get somewhere to change it. I veered slowly off to the soft shoulder to let the other cars pass, and stepped out of the car into fat blades of grass I crushed beneath my ice cream Adidas. Horns blared; rednecks that sat in the bed of a truck caked with dried mud hollered a racial epithet that seemed to slice right through me. “WHOAH, LOOK AT THE NIGGER!”


  “FUCK YOU, CRACKA!” I said, shoving my middle finger into the air. I made sure I was careful where I stood. Some kid got creamed by a cement truck on that same highway about two weeks ago. News said he died on impact. All that was left was crime scene tape and a bloody shoe. Just goes to show that you can’t take life for granted, ’cuz you never know when the Lord’s about to call you home.


  The whoosh of wind from the cars damn near knocked me over. I popped the trunk and checked in back for a spare. There was nothing but old math textbooks sticky with melted candy, dirty stuffed animals, and clothes in plastic bedsheet bags that Ma hadn’t gotten around to taking to the cleaners. “Damn,” I said, slamming the hood of the trunk down. It wouldn’t have mattered anyway seeing as how I didn’t know the first thing about changing a tire. Sweat was already starting to break across my forehead during that merciless month of July. It didn’t help me none to be wearing a long-sleeved shirt that was fifty percent cotton, forty percent polyester either. I didn’t have a cell phone. I hated the things.


  I had passed a gas station seven miles back. I looked around, using my hand as a visor to keep the sun out of my face. All that was around were broken-down barns and a hollowed out old Piggly Wiggly with the windows shuttered over with plyboard and two-by-fours. I took the tail end of my shirt and wiped the sweat from my face. I noticed a pasture with a few horses grazing, munching on bales of hay. The stretch of sun-bleached highway hushed. I locked the car and walked across onto the graveled, narrow trail that led up to a large ranch house. The cruel effects of the heat mixed with the stench of cow and horseshit, and I took off my shirt and wiped the excess perspiration from my face and neck. I felt sweat rolling down my back. I threw the shirt over my shoulder and trudged up the road stirring up dust with each step; cows mooed at me with their mouths stuffed with strands of hay. The closer I came to the two-story white monstrosity, the more I was able to make out. There was an old broken-down pickup parked out front, eaten up by rust and corrosion. Before I took another step toward the house, a gunshot rang out that was only an ass hair away from my foot. I jumped out of the line of fire, crawling in the dirt for cover. The gravel felt hard and coarse under my belly and the knobs of my elbows. Two more shots were issued, hitting the rusted-out truck and then a green tractor. Whoever it was, he couldn’t shoot for shit. I ripped a piece of material from my shirt, waved it in the air in surrender, and hollered, “Don’t shoot.”


  “Get off my property,” I heard. The shooter’s words were close enough to take heed.


  “I saw your livestock and thought somebody was living here.” I peeked my head from the bush where I had taken cover. “My car’s on the side of the road with a flat,” I explained. My head was throbbing from all the yelling.


  “Come on outta there,” said the shooter. I was weary of these backwoods types. Don’t give them a reason to put a bullet in your ass. Especially if that ass is black. I stood up, my belly and chest peppered with dirt. I searched the house for signs of life, waving my torn shirt in the air once more hoping I wouldn’t get my head blown off.


  “Come on, keep walking.”


  I followed the shooter’s words. The sleeves of my shirt dragged along the trail that led up to the house. I stood at the start of the road, between yards of fence posts, in front of a porch that that was strewn with metal guts. I noticed the barrel of a gun protruding from the frame of a screen door. My mouth was dry from thirst; sweat burned my eyes. “Can you help me?” I asked. The man showed himself, holding up a rifle that seemed to be aimed directly at my head. He looked to be about middle age, sporting filthy jeans and a T-shirt to match. Black feathered tufts of hair stuck from the rim of his cowboy hat.


  “I don’t have a spare and I was wondering if I could use your phone.”


  “Ain’t got no phone,” he said, before he spat liquid tobacco from his mouth.


  “Shit,” I said. The armed brute noticed how weary and beaten I looked.


  “You want some water?” He threw his weapon over his shoulder and said, “Come on inside.” I followed reluctantly behind him up the rickety steps. “Watch that last step.” I stood out of the way of the rifle’s mouth as I followed him through the screen door. The house was a mess. He lived like he was a bachelor.


  “Take a load off,” he told me as he leaned his rifle in a corner next to the refrigerator in the kitchen. I pulled a chair out from the table and took a seat.


  “You wanna beer instead?” he asked.


  I didn’t care at that point if it was pig piss. I was about to keel over from thirst. “So, where were you headed?”


  “There’s this Mother’s Day cookout thing at my aunt’s house to celebrate all the mothers in the family.”


  He fished out two cold bottles and popped the tabs off. Fizz oozed from the longnecks over his fingers smudged with crud. He handed one to me. The beer washed down my throat as I took a long swig. With the back of his hand, he wiped the drops of beer from his mouth.


  “Thirsty, huh?” He smiled. “’Bout all I can do is give you a ride to your aunt’s house.”


  “Okay, my daddy will go with me later to get the car.”


  We both took another drink from our beers.


  “Name’s Heath by the way,” he said, holding out his hand.


  “Antwan.”


  His shake was tough. A foam of beer formed on Heath’s chocolate-brown moustache. I wanted to lick it clean, but not with a loaded rifle so close.


  “It’s beautiful out here.”


  “My daddy left it to me. Been in my family for generations.”


  “You stay out here by yourself?”


  “’Fraid so. My daddy died a few years back, so it’s just me now.”


  “I’m sorry.”


  “Why? You didn’t kill him. I love it out here. It’s quiet and nobody bothers me.”


  I glanced between Heath’s legs, but only for a few seconds. I sat there, drinking the last swallow of beer, and thought of what his dick must look like: hard, moist with sweat, surrounded by musky pube hairs. I wondered if it was cut or uncut. The last time I beat off was that morning under the comforter with the help of a naked biker sprawled out in the naughty pages of a gay stroke mag.


  “So, how about a tour of this place?” he said.


  Heath grabbed two new beers from the fridge, popped the tabs, and handed me another.


  “Come on, I’ll show you around.” We strolled past cows and horses, a pen of pigs, hogs, and chickens. I made sure I watched my step. I didn’t want to step in all the shit that was everywhere. Heath didn’t seem to care.


  “The bank was going to take my land, but I was able to pull some strings.”


  I stared at the bit of asscrack that showed over the waistline of Heath’s jeans. My dick was already thumping in my shorts, rustling around in my underwear. I thought of Heath’s hand on his dick, jacking his piece, his dirty mouth hot on my dick.


  “So what about you? You married, got a girlfriend?”


  I searched for an answer, not all that comfortable explaining to someone like Heath that I worship at the altar of dick. “Naw, I’m not dating anyone right now.”


  “Well, you’re young. You got plenty time.”


  My luck with men was shit. I spent nights in bars and clubs cruising for Mr. Right Now, sucking dick through glory holes in the back of super center sex stores, on my knees in the toilets of college libraries. For me, love only existed in corny gay romance movies.


  “So what about you? You stay out here by yourself?” I asked.


  “Yep, just me. I had some ranch hands working for me for a while, but I fell on bad times so I had to let them go. I’ve had a few incidences of some of my cattle being stolen. Sorry I shot at you back there. Just can’t be too careful. You know things are going to shit when you’re not even safe on your own property in your own house.”


  “I can definitely relate. My auntie, who lives down the street from my folks, got her trailer broken into. Stole her flat-screen TV, her microwave, and her toaster oven.”


  “Dang, even the toaster oven?” Heath asked.


  “Yeah, can you believe it? My daddy installed a security system in her place.”


  “Hell, my rifle is the only security system I need.” Heath’s laugh was raspy like he had sandpaper in his throat.


  “Well, these animals are beautiful.”


  “I had to sell off a few to get the money to keep my ranch going.”


  “Have you ever considered selling?”


  “I’ve had some offers, but I can’t bring myself to sell this place. It’s my home.”


  My heart went out to Heath. “Would you believe that I’ve never been out on a ranch before?” Heath cut me a surprised glance.


  “Jesus, never?”


  “I’m a city boy for the most part. I have an apartment in midtown.” The July heat was beating against my skin. I could smell the coconut hair grease cooking in my hair. I wiped more sweat from my brow with the back of my hand. “I was born and raised down here in Woodville. My folks still stay out here. I know my way around, yeah, but I’ve never experienced anything like this before. It’s so green and wide open.”


  “You’re better than me, man. I can’t stand the city. Too fussy.”


  “Yeah, definitely no shortage of that, and with the students here, it’s even worse. People think that ’cuz Tallahassee is a small town, nothing goes on here, but the crime and the craziness has gotten so bad. Funny. When I turned eighteen, I couldn’t wait to get out of the sticks, from under my folks, but I miss being out here sometimes.”


  “It’s quiet,” Heath said. “You can think.”


  “Right, exactly. I always have this sense of unease when I’m in the city.” Heath took off his dirt-smudged Stetson, and ran his arm across his brow to clear away the sweat that was popping off his face. “Well, you know what they say. Absence makes the heart grow fonder.”


  “Yeah, that couldn’t be truer.” I honestly had grown way past sick of the city. It was more convenient to get to work, stores, and the bars, but the stores were a rip off and I was spending more of my Friday and Saturday nights at home curled up with a good book or a movie than I did going to clubs only to be ignored by twinks who walked around like their shit didn’t stink.


  “At least I got family out here in the boonies. In the city, I have never felt lonelier.”


  “I have my animals, but I know what you mean. Listen, looks like we’re both out of beer. You wanna head back in the house? It’s hotter than the devil’s asshole out here.”


  I grinned at Heath’s colorful analogy and made a mental note to use such a line in my writing. “Yeah, I’m melting,” I said. The minute we stepped back into Heath’s ranch house, the air from the air conditioner was like a cool kiss against my face. “Feels good in here,” I said. “This heat ain’t playing around.”


  “Yeah, I think it’s like one hundred and two degrees out there today.”


  “I believe it,” I said as I stared at Heath’s bubble butt tight in faded jeans. There was a rip slightly below his left asscheek. I could make out white cotton material through the tear as I followed this bohunk of a cowboy through the living room to the kitchen. Heath pulled two more Buds out of the refrigerator, and handed me one. “I don’t see how you can stand working out there in all that heat.” We sat down at his kitchen table to cool ourselves. I could feel beads of sweat dripping from my armpits.


  “Don’t have a choice, really,” Heath said. “I’d love nothing more than to lie in bed all day, but the ranch gotta be run, you know? I gotta feed the cows, my hogs, and chickens, plow my cornfield. I get up at four in the morning and I don’t wind down until about eight, nine o’ clock in the night sometimes. It’s hard work without the staff I need to run this place.” Heath rolled the cold bottle across his forehead. “I guess you get used to it after ten years.”


  The beer quenched my thirst as it soothed my parched throat. Both of our T-shirts were sweat soaked. I looked on as beads of perspiration trickled down Heath’s handsome face, circling around his chiseled jawline peppered with black stubble. “So, are you from here in Tallahassee?” I asked.


  “I was born and raised in Destin, Florida. My mama died of cancer when I was two. My granddaddy got sick and too old to see about the ranch, so we moved back here to help him run the place until his death from Alzheimer’s disease.”


  I had figured Heath wasn’t from here. They don’t make them as beautiful as him in Tally. “I didn’t think that you were from here. You don’t look like somebody I went to high school with. I’m forever running into people I went to school with. I was just telling my friend, AJ, that I get sick of running into people that—”


  “Antwan, has anyone ever told you, you talk too much?” Heath’s remark was a shock to hear if not ballsy on his behalf to say.


  “I know. My mama tells me that all the time. My friends say that I don’t let people get a word in edgewise. I go on and on. Would you believe that I was a shy kid growing up?”


  “Antwan?” Heath said.


  “Yeah?”


  “Shut up and come over here. I can barely make you out sittin’ all the way down there.” Heath padded his knee. “Come have a seat.”


  I thought Heath’s request was weird if not random. “Actually, I’m good. These kitchen chairs are pretty comfortable. Good and…sturdy. Strong legs. Did you make these yourself?”


  “Enough with the small talk. I’m not asking; get your ass over here.”


  Being that Heath’s gun was leaning against the side of the refrigerator behind him, I didn’t want to risk what would happen if I refused him. I took another swig of my beer, got up, and walked over to the end of the table Heath was sitting. He tapped his sinewy leg, motioning for me to take a seat. “I’m pretty heavy. Are you sure—” Before I could finish my sentence, Heath grabbed me and pulled me into his lap.


  “That’s better. How does that feel?”


  “Fine, other than the fact that the last time I sat on anybody’s lap, I was seven and he went by the name Santa Claus.” Heath chuckled before he took another drink from his beer, his full, pink lips tight around the rim of the bottle. His hands were filthy, with grit under his nails from all his hard work.


  Heath rested his arm around the lower part of my back. “Things got bad when I had to put my daddy in a home. Caught the same thing my granddaddy did, Alzheimer’s. I tried to take care of him for a while, but I couldn’t give him the care he needed. Last thing he ever said to me was that he regretted having a faggot for a son.”


  “Jesus, Heath, that’s awful.”


  “I mean it was the disease talking. Other than the suits from the bank, I don’t get a lot of visitors out here, so it’s nice to have some good company.” I met Heath’s gaze as he supported me in his lap. His arms and shoulders were huge and strong, glistening with sweat. Heath ran a finger along my jaw. He pulled me to him and kissed me. His lips were wet and supple against mine. I could taste the beer when he slipped his tongue in my mouth. Heath ran his hand under my shirt, making my dick stir in my shorts as he traipsed my nips with a couple of dirty fingers. I felt his hard-on twitch through his jeans under my ass. “Let’s go upstairs,” he said.


  “Lead the way.” I thought of my car on the side of the road, and hoped some sheriff wouldn’t ticket me, or worse, have me towed. Knowing how off the wall my family can get when beer and fried fish is involved, the party would run for hours as long as there was an abundance of liquor.


  Our shirts were off before we even got to Heath’s bedroom. Other than the cover of Men’s Fitness, I had never been in close proximity of such beauty. I was beginning to think that I would have to swipe my debit card for grade-A, primo dick that came in the form of an escort. I hoped to hell I wasn’t dreaming ’cuz I was about to get my swirl on with this fine-ass, Garth Brooks-looking cowboy. We were all over each other, kissing, squeezing, Heath licking me in places I never knew existed. “Damn, you feel good,” he said as he licked and bit the lobes of my ears. My dick was hard at this point; I thought it was going to burst through my cargos. I could tell Heath had a kinky side to him from the way he was coming at me. I kicked off my shoes as Heath untied the drawstring to my shorts and pulled them and my drawers down past my ass, thighs, and off my feet. He yanked his boxer-briefs and jeans down to his snakeskin boots.


  “Here, help me get these fuckers off.” Heath pressed his right foot against my belly.


  “You push and I’ll pull,” I said. I pulled and tugged as hard as I could until the boot gave way.


  “Do the same with this one,” he said, as I tugged at the boot that was stubborn as a mule to get off. I threw his shit-kickers off into a corner. Those damn jeans and undies were the last: Heath’s uncut prick, which had to be about nine inches, bounced from the cocoon of cotton and bleached denim. The aroma of dirt, sweat, and man-musk filled the room as we made our way onto the king-size bed. Our dicks and nut sacs rubbed together as we made out, sucking each other’s tongue. I kissed and licked down his chest, along the treasure trail of black fur that ran down his stomach. Heath’s thick dick bobbed to life, the tip of the bubblegum-pink head peeking from a tender sheath of foreskin. He was already edging cowboy prejizz from the teardrop-shaped piss spout. I lapped up that tart juice, savoring the stuff and then swallowing. Heath’s dickhead was a raging hot-pink shade. I wrapped these full, dick-sucking lips of mine around it, sucking slow and easy. I was afraid if I rushed things, Heath would come too quickly like some white guys often do. No, I wanted to savor his meat. I went down until I could feel his tip bang the back of my throat. “Choke on it,” Heath said, as he succumbed to my blow-job work, holding my head on his fat inches. He let me up long enough to catch my breath.


  “Lick my balls,” Heath said. I pushed my face easily between his powerful legs. If I could get high off a man’s ball musk, I would be a junky, checking my gay-ass into a rehab clinic for nut sniffers. I washed his balls, taking the whole damn sac in my mouth as Heath pumped his cock with his dirty right mitt. After I gave his balls some much-needed attention, I moved back onto his dick and blew it a little before I made my way back up to him. I had almost forgotten a man was attached to all that dick. No way was he going to come without fucking me first. It was the least he could do, being that he damn near splattered my dirty mind all over the road an hour ago.


  When Heath flipped me over on my belly, he slapped my booty. “Fuckin’ beautiful ass.” Heath grabbed my hips and pulled me until this beautiful ass of mine came point blank to his dick. I embraced the pillow in my hands, ready to get fucked, but no, Heath had something else in mind. He pulled my asscheeks apart with brute force and buried his face between my halves. “Oh, fuck,” I said. Heath tongue-teased my hole, stretching my ripe core with a finger. Couldn’t think of the last time I’d gotten my salad tossed. The way Heath was going, he was no stranger to it. He hugged my hips, his face slipping deeper between my booty.


  “You want me to fuck you, don’t you?”


  “God, yes.”


  “Then say it. Tell me you want me to fuck you.” Heath slapped me across my right cheek as he munched on my hole.


  “Fuck me.”


  “Louder.”


  “Fuck me!”


  “Louder!” Heath yelled.


  “Fuck me! Please fuck me, Heath! Fuck me!”


  He pushed me back onto the bed, walked over to his bedside table, and retrieved a rubber and a small bottle of lubricant out of the drawer. Fuck yeah, I was in for it. My spit-soaked hole was ready for what this cowboy was about to lay up in me.


  “You’re tighter than a steer’s asshole. When was the last time you were fucked?”


  “’Bout eight months ago.”


  “Yeah, I believe it,” Heath said, as he tore the yellow cellophane from the rubber and rolled the lubricated latex on his dick. He tugged at the tip to make room for his spunk. He popped the lube top open and ran a line of the grease down the shaft of his dick like he was about to shove a kielbasa sausage up my ass. “This shit right here will open you up. Turn over on your back.” I did what he wanted. Heath sat up on his knees in front of me. I pulled my legs back, down for whatever. The grease was cold going on as he slathered the stuff between my cheeks, along my taut hole. Our gaze met as he finger-fucked me. “You okay?” he asked.


  “Yeah.”


  “You sure?”


  “Yes, I’m good.”


  “Since it’s been a while for you, I’ll ease it in, go slow, so you can get used to me.”


  Heath smeared more lube on his dick before he sat the bottle on the floor at the foot of the bed. “Slide all the way at the back,” he said. “This way, I got something to hold on to while I’m fucking you.” I cocked my legs up and felt the hot-pink head enter me. I braced myself when I felt inch after inch slide in. “You okay?”


  “Oh yes.”


  Heath gently drove his dick in. There was some slight pressure, but it soon subsided when he had all nine thick inches inside me.


  “Cock feels great in you.” Heath slipped his fingers across my mouth as he sped up his fuck work. I sucked them as he worked me over. “Goddamn, you’re fucking hot,” Heath said. “I’d love to roll around with you in my mud hole out back and fuck you stupid, boy. Show you how we get down in cowboy country.” We had the bed rocking and the springs screaming beneath us. With the prime fucking I was getting, I probably wouldn’t be able to sit down for a week, but a good twisting out was worth it. Heath threw my legs up on his shoulders as if they were sandbags as he drilled his dick inside me deep and crazy. We came together in sloppy, wet kisses as he fucked me. “I got a dildo that will get you nice and stretched.” Heath eased back, allowing me breathing room, but still had my legs hiked over his shoulders as he pumped my dick in his palm. I watched from the dresser mirror as he took my ass. The harder he fucked the louder the bedsprings. Our bodies were drenched with sweat.


  Pump.


  Thrust.


  “Fuck, this is good ass,” said Heath. He flipped me back over on my belly and took me from the back, pounding my booty as he held me in a choke hold, yet not enough to hurt me. “I’m gonna come in your fat, hog ass.”


  “Don’t stop. Don’t stop fucking me,” I pleaded.


  “Make you my hog bitch.”


  Within minutes Heath came, spurting thick white gobs up my butt. We collapsed in the bed, but the fun was far from over. With his dick still nestled up my ass, he reached between my legs and dick-fisted me.


  “I’m gonna come,” I warned.


  “Good. Come for me, hog.”


  “Oh god, fuck, you’re gonna make me come.”


  “Do it. Shoot your juice.” Heath pumped faster and faster, his hand hot and slick.


  “Fuck, I’m coming…I’m coming!”


  I couldn’t hold out and spurted white globs of cum in Heath’s hand, across the bed.


  “Yeaaah, fucking huge hog load, boy,” he said. Heath wouldn’t stop until every drop of jizz was drained out of my balls, cum oozing like liquid sugar over his knuckles, dripping onto my thigh. “You were pretty tight, but you loosened up once I licked you out.” We held each other, soaked in our own sweat and semen. I could taste my ass on his lips as we kissed. “I bet I can get this hole stretched to the size of a doughnut hole.” He reached around and stuffed his finger stained with my spunk back up my ass. I whimpered as he slid it in. “Yeah, I can definitely tame this ass.” Heath pulled out to taste me on his fingers. After an hour, we eventually got up, got dressed, and finished off our beers. “How about I give you a lift to your aunt’s?”


  “Yeah my dad will ride back up here with me to get the car. That’s if a sheriff hasn’t had it towed.”


  “I’m sure it’s fine. I’ll keep an eye on it until you can get it off the side of the road.” I didn’t want to leave. I could have stayed wrapped in Heath’s arms, spent the rest of the day fucking, sucking and who knows what else. All eyes were on Heath’s 4x4 when it pulled up in front of Auntie Earline’s house. “So, can I see you again?” Heath asked.


  I grabbed a pen that was in the ashtray, took his hand,, and scribbled my number on his palm. The smell of fish and barbecue filled the air. “Call me tonight. I should be home around nine if that’s not too late.”


  “I’ll do that. If you want, we could have lunch. I know a good seafood place in St. Marks that has the best trout and grouper you will ever taste.”


  “Sounds like you’re asking me out on a date.” My cousins, aunties and uncles wouldn’t stop staring, wondering who it was I was up in a truck with.


  “I just enjoyed your company and wouldn’t mind seeing you again, that’s all.”


  “Nothing wrong with that. Give me a call tonight to discuss it,” I said.


  As Mother’s Day came to a close, I couldn’t stop thinking about Heath and the toe-curling, heart-stopping sex we’d had. Luckily, Daddy had the spare for my car back at the house. I changed it off and told him that I would meet him back at the house. I remembered that I didn’t properly thank Heath for all his kind hospitality. It was the least I could do.


  SADDLE UP


  Jay Starre


  Independent characters like a great many cowboys back in the 1890s, Danny Parker and Hank James were a couple of young scoundrels. Both were from Irish stock, although Hank’s grandmother was an Indian squaw and he had the dark skin to prove it. Hank was the taller of the two and the quick-witted one too. Danny was black haired with striking blue eyes and a huge, muscular body. They made a handsome pair, which went a long ways to helping them wriggle out of the nearly constant trouble they got into.


  Like many cowboys at that time, they were wary of following the strictures of any particular religion. When Preacher Brian Trenton came to town, fresh out of Divinity College back East and new to the Wyoming hill country, he faced a real task in recruiting the locals to his particular brand of Christian worship, especially these two.


  A month after he came to town, the cowboys stumbled on the blond minister buck naked bathing in Copper Head Creek just north of town. He might have assumed he could find some I privacy in the quiet location, but Hank and Danny were used to roaming the hills in their young eagerness to explore and discover.


  Both Hank and Danny were real rascals and loved practical jokes. This did not endear them to others who usually found them more irritating than funny. They were experts at riding, roping, and wrangling, though, so their rambunctious natures were generally tolerated. Suddenly, here was an opportunity for just the kind of mischief they loved! It was no surprise that Hank immediately decided to get some fun out of the situation.


  Hiding behind a thick copse of alder, they peered through the shrubbery and ogled the handsome young preacher for a few minutes while he vigorously scrubbed his broad shoulders and bare torso with soap. He was sitting in shallow water that hid his body from the navel down, so they weren’t offered a view of his dick and ass, which is what they were both interested in.


  Hank’s quick mind and randy nature came to the fore. “I got a real nasty idea, Danny. Let’s play a trick on the stuck-up prig.”


  “What you got in mind, Hank?”


  “Let’s get buck naked like Preacher Trenton, then ride up on him from out of the blue. We’ll see what kind of look he gets on his face! It ought to be a hell of a hoot.”


  “But ain’t that kinda illegal? Naked like that out in the open?”


  “Hell, he ain’t the sheriff or anything. He’s just a damn preacher. He sure as hell can’t arrest us!”


  “No, that’s right. But, you know Hank, he’s a fine-looking man, and he seems to be harmless in his own way and all. Maybe it ain’t right to make fun of him. You can bet he won’t be joinin’ us in any shenanigans or what not!”


  “That’s just it, Danny. I got a real suspicion he would love some shenanigans. I noticed the way he was lookin’ at you the other day when he was relatin’ all that nonsense about the Lord and all to you in the churchyard. He was lookin’ down at your crotch more than once! I bet my bottom dollar that preacher needs a big pecker up the ass!”


  Danny stifled a burst of laughter at the notion, but his cock rose up in his jeans good and stiff at the idea of the preacher spread-eagled and getting pounded by his buddy Hank’s fat dick! Or even better, his own!


  “Hell, let’s do it! At least it’ll be somethin’ to laugh about around the campfire!”


  Once the decision was made, they were quick to act. Stealthily while holding back laughter, they stripped down to their boots and cowboy hats, mounted back up, and burst through the trees into the stream on either side of the startled preacher.


  Even though he initially squealed and thrashed around in circles in the shallow water as the pair of naked cowboys galloped around him splashing and hooting, the preacher recovered quickly. “Hank? Danny? What the heck has got into you two boys? That isn’t proper, or decent!”


  There was certainly no decency about the huge hard-ons both cowboys displayed! Excited not only by being naked, they were also turned on by titillating the preacher at the same time. Their boners reared up from just behind their saddle horns like pink and purple swords, and they had no trouble showing them off as they circled the crouching preacher.


  When Hank leapt from the saddle to land in the water with a big splash right beside Trenton, Danny followed suit. Their well-trained horses simply trotted to the shore and began grazing beside the preacher’s tethered gelding.


  Hank and Danny each grabbed an arm and hauled Trenton up. To their surprise and glee, there was no denying the big boner that thrust upward from the blond preacher’s crotch! Encouraged by that unexpected sight, the two continued their shenanigans by squeezing their naked prey between them and groping each other around his trapped body. They even began kissing each other between bursts of laugher.


  But when Hank brazenly planted a big sloppy one right on the blond preacher’s gawking mouth, Trenton had to protest.


  “The good Lord forbids this kind of behavior!”


  “Where’s it say in that Bible of yours that cowboys can’t do any damn kissin’?”


  “Well, it doesn’t get real specific like that.”


  “So then if it ain’t ’pecific, than it ain’t wrong,” Hank argued. Then he smothered the preacher’s attempt at more protest with a wet kiss and a deeply probing tongue.


  Although Danny had his doubts that Trenton would let it go any further, he was too excited by it all to keep his hands off the handsome blond. His hand dropped to slide around Trenton’s thick boner and squeeze. And instead of trying to pull away, the young minister thrust into the calloused hand as if he couldn’t help himself. As Hank continued to slobber over Trenton’s gasping mouth, his hand joined Danny’s and they both began to pump. Sandwiched between the groping pair of randy young cowboys, the preacher squirmed this way and that, obviously undecided what to do about the untenable situation.


  Hank wasn’t fooled. There was no question the blond was excited by being naked between two good-looking young cowboys—while having his dick played with too! He decided it was time to get down to some real business. Stroking the preacher’s dick had only made him want more from the man. Being the bossy young rascal he was, he decided to get his pal to start out with the real nasty stuff. Placing a hand on Danny’s broad shoulder, he pushed downward. Danny offered no resistance, and kneeling between Trenton’s bare thighs, he lunged forward and gulped up the preacher’s lengthy pink tool, right to the balls.


  This was too much for the minister. He pulled away from Hank’s insistent kiss and blurted out a halfhearted protest. “Boys, I just can’t be participating in such indecency! My oath as a preacher forbids it!”


  Hank wasn’t about to be put off at this point. He glanced over toward their horses, and his quick mind hit on the perfect solution. “Well, why don’t we help you out with that little problem.”


  “How can you do that? Pray with me?”


  “Hell no. We’ll tie you up over your own saddle and fuck you good. That way it won’t be your fault ’cuz there’s nothing you can do about it. How’s that sound?”


  Preacher Trenton groaned aloud as Danny’s tongue twirled along the head of his prick in a wild tease, then quicker than either of the cowboys could have anticipated in their wildest dreams, he caved in.


  “I imagine that will solve my dilemma. Well, go ahead then.”


  The two cowboys knew how to work together. The moment the words came out of the preacher’s mouth, they leapt into action. They took Preacher Trenton’s saddle off his horse and draped it across a big log next to the stream. They lifted him in the air and plopped him down, still buck naked but with his boots on now. Next they tied his wrists to his boots in the stirrups. He was left with his bare butt high in the saddle.


  They made quite the trio. Otherwise nude, all three had on their boots. The preacher was bare-headed, but Hank and Danny still wore their cowboy hats—although Danny’s had fallen off the back of his head and dangled from the leather string attached to the brim. Hank was all lean muscle and tall. Since he loved to take off his shirt whenever he could, his torso was tanned nut brown. His Apache grandmother had bequeathed him straight shoulder-length chestnut hair, an eagle nose, and dreamy brown eyes. His pal Danny had broad cheeks and a dimpled chin. Amazing blue eyes gleamed out from an angelic complexion below dark hair that curled above his ears in waves.


  And between the young cowboys, draped over his own saddle, Preacher Trenton was a golden-haired, green-eyed, handsome young man of seemingly upright character, at least before this pair of scoundrels got hold of him! Muscular too, he had broad shoulders and big thighs. His narrow waist flared out into a spectacular pair of melon-round asscheeks. Those big cheeks reared up from the saddle he was tied to. Bare, ivory white, and smooth, his ass seemed to beg for attention. And if Hank and Danny had their way, it was about to receive a heck of a lot of attention!


  Once the two cowboys had tied their handsome victim securely, Hank stood in front of him and wasted no time in beginning their attack. He bent over and started kissing him again. The dusky cowboy found the sweet mouth entirely intoxicating! He slurped over it loudly, licking, thrusting, and sucking while Trenton put up no resistance at all. He willingly surrendered to the assault with gaping lips and snorts for air.


  Behind the bound preacher, Danny was provided an excellent view of that round white ass. The pink hole between the smooth cheeks was clearly visible. He had loved sucking the preacher’s dick and the sight of that butt and hole had him hankering for a taste of it too! He wasn’t sure what his pal Hank would think, and he was sure the preacher would consider ass-licking a real sin, so with a mischievous grin, he went for it. Gripping the rearing cheeks with both wrangler-calloused hands, he spread them even wider apart and dove for the prize.


  When Danny’s smooth face burrowed into his asscrack and he felt a tongue licking it, Preacher Trenton jerked wildly over the saddle and broke away from Hank’s lip lock.


  “What are you doing to me, Danny,” he yelped.


  Hank got a good look at his buddy with his face crammed between the preacher’s big white asscheeks and whooped with glee. “Hell! You’re licking the poor fellah’s ass! Good for you, Danny. See if you can get your tongue buried in that tight slot! I bet he’s gonna love it, and I bet there’s nothing in that Bible of his ’pecifically about a cowboy putting his tongue up a preacher’s dang butthole!”


  “I can guarantee licking a fella’s ass is a sin, even if the Bible doesn’t say so specifically,” Preacher Trenton argued, but then his face flamed crimson and he let out a deep grunt as Danny’s tongue started dancing over his puckered hole.


  The blond’s mouth gaped wide open, just in time for Hank to shut him up again, but not with his tongue this time. The blunt knob of his dark purple dick rammed between Preacher Trenton’s gawking lips and deep into his mouth.


  The preacher really began to squirm, but it was apparent he wasn’t trying to get away from anything. His hefty ass heaved backward into the cowboy’s face buried in it while his head bobbed up and down over the thick piece of cowboy cock buried in it. Even though he was tied securely, there was no doubt in any of their minds those ropes were entirely unnecessary. He loved what was happening to him!


  His asshole told the same story. When Danny pulled out for a moment, the spit-glistening crack continued heaving as if begging for more, while the hole itself desperately twittered in and out, apparently eager for more too.


  Danny obliged, cramming his face back in and lapping up and down with his broad tongue to tease the entire length of the pale butt-crack. He relished every heave and wriggle of the preacher’s big butt and every twitch of his snug asshole.


  Hank equally relished the nasty view of his pal licking ass with such obvious pleasure—and of the preacher taking to it so well! But he had more in mind. The tall cowboy took his hat off and plopped it over Preacher Trenton’s thick blond locks. “Hell, we’re gonna make a cowboy out of you yet, Preacher! Today your lessons are all about ropin’ and ridin’, and maybe next time we’ll teach you about hog-tying. For now, open wide, at both ends! Another few minutes and my pal here is gonna teach you about the ridin’ part! Ridin’ on his big fat cowboy pecker, that is!” Although Danny could have licked that big, powerful butt for hours, his buddy’s plan sounded too exciting for him to put off. After a parting stab with his tongue up Trenton’s palpitating slot, he rose to abandon that exciting ass long enough to fetch a tin of lard he kept in his saddle bags for frying up a meal when out on the trail.


  Scooping out a handful of the pale grease, he coated up his curved pink pecker and stepped in to thrust it between the preacher’s huge asscheeks. The crack already glistened with his own spit as did the wrinkled hole. He aimed the tapered head of his dick at that enticing target and shoved.


  “Yee-haw! So damn tight and so damn warm! You are one hot fuck, Preacher Trenton,” he shouted.


  The look on his buddy’s face, big blue eyes wide and dimpled chin quivering, had Hank howling with laughter. He fucked the blond’s face with vigorous thrusts while Danny matched him stroke for stroke from behind.


  The blond’s asshole put up initial resistance, but caved in sooner than either cowboy could have imagined, much like he himself had earlier. It only took a minute or two before the snug pit was yawning wide for every ram and stroke Danny offered it. The dark-haired cowboy raised his arms and hollered like he was riding a wild bronco and Preacher Trenton heaved and bucked like he was that bronco. He couldn’t say much as his mouth was full of cowboy cock, but the pair of randy cowboys laughed and joked throughout the wild fuck.


  Being the good buddies they were, they took turns fucking Trenton’s mouth and ass. When they switched, Hank rubbed his long and lean pecker up and down the slick ass channel already flaming red from his buddy’s wild attack, then aimed the blunt crown at the battered, inflamed hole. Then he rammed balls deep.


  “Heck, Hank! I feel like I have a foot-long bull whip up my butt! Oh! Oh! What are you doing to me?”


  Danny gripped the sides of the handsome preacher’s face and shut him up with a thrust of his fat pink tool. As Hank dug deep with his curved fuck weapon from behind, his pal tested the preacher’s tonsils. They began thrusting deeper and harder, determined to outdo each other with the poor minister between them and taking it from both ends at once.


  His poor ass rose and fell as Hank slammed his bare hips against it. His lips drooled as he gurgled around the plump prick sliding in and out of his mouth. His green eyes nearly bugged out of his head, but throughout it all he put up no resistance, and in fact only had the mischievous cowboys admiring his stamina.


  Eventually, they reached under his belly and pulled back his pecker to see it stiff and dripping. More proof the roped preacher was enjoying it as much as they were!


  In fact, that dripping pink cock soon spewed a sticky load all over the saddle under it, which excited the pair of cowboys so much they could no longer hold back their own release. Leaning forward over their bound victim, they kissed deeply as they simultaneously unloaded in either end of the squirming blond.


  When they untied him, Preacher Trenton stood between them and rubbed his tender ass. Rather than reprimanding them for their sinful behavior as he had at the beginning, he now offered them a rueful and telling smile.


  It was Hank who stated the obvious. “Next time we won’t be needing those dang ropes, will we?”


  Preacher Trenton paused only a moment before he replied. “Well, maybe not. But I don’t mind if we do, just to make sure and all.”


  They all laughed as Hank pulled them into a naked embrace with his long arms wrapped around both, his old buddy and his new one. He was already plotting their next shenanigans. He for one didn’t mind a little more sinning, if it was going to be this fun!


  ROGAYO


  Landon Dixon


  The tall, lean man strode down the tunnel and into the tiny office located deep in the bowels of the Wyoming sports arena. He wore crotchless, cheekless cowhide chaps, a ten-gallon white Stetson, a pair of polished red cowboy boots, and nothing else. His hung cock swung along to his ambling gait, his big, shaven balls bouncing; taut, tanned, mounded buttcheeks clenching and unclenching.


  “Well, looky who’s here!” Clint Adams, boss man of the Wyoming rogayo, exclaimed, looking up from the paperwork piled atop the small desk in the cramped room.


  There were three other cowboys lounging around, getting their registrations in order. They were all displaying hanging cocks and dangling balls, their hard, round, thrust-back buttcheeks in various stages of partial Western dress. They all turned their handsome, cowboy-hatted heads and looked at the new man who’d just strolled into their midst.


  But he wasn’t new at all, not to the rogayo circuit. “Hiya, Clint,” Chad Crowder said, extending a large, strong hand to the seated promoter. “It’s been a while.” His clear brown eyes briefly surveyed the other competitors. He didn’t recognize any of them. He looked back at Clint.


  “A while? More like goin’ on eight years, Chad,” the big, bluff, flamboyant man with the sunburned face and neon-red suit said, sizing up Chad’s muscle-cleaved chest, tan nipples, and clean-cut cock with appraising, admiring eyes. “Looks like you kept in shape, though. What brings you back to the rogayo circuit? You already won it all.”


  Chad’s full lips pouted a grimace. “And lost it all, too.” He’d left his domestic partner of six years behind, their home broken and Chad dead broke. Living and loving and working in one place just hadn’t sat well with the free-range cowboy.


  Wade Brubaker laughed. Chad and Clint stared at the man.


  “This here is Chad Crowder, boy,” Clint growled at the offending young cowboy. “The best ball-busting, bear-riding, man-roping, stud-wrestling gay cowboy there’s ever been. Three-time champion.”


  Wade pushed off from the filing cabinet he’d been slouching against, and stood tall in his black leather boots, his cock bobbing up. “Yeah, I’ve heard of you,” he sneered at Chad. His bright-blue eyes traveled over Chad’s body, not with admiration, but with contempt. “A little past it, aren’t you, pops?”


  When Chad turned, his cock came a second behind with him—riding up fast and hard, obviously still willing to take on any challenge. “I guess we’ll just see about that,” he snarled back.


  The two men’s penises eyed each other, long and hard and heavy, their pecs flexing, buttcheeks locking up in back.


  “Boys, boys,” Clint intervened. “Save the ridin’ for the stampede ground. You, uh, know that Duff Blocker is here, too, don’t you, Chad?”


  Chad jerked his head back toward Clint, his sultry eyes gone wide. “Cowboy?”


  “Stockman.”


  Chad grunted.


  “I guess maybe he’s even more down on his luck than you are, Chad,” Clint observed. “Used to be one of the best toppers in the business—good as you, almost.” He cleared his throat like a horse coughing. “So, uh, what events you goin’ to enter, Chad?”


  “All of ’em,” the veteran cowboy replied.


  Clint and the other two men blew out their cheeks. Wade grinned at Chad, hitching his hips and cock up even higher.


  The four main rogayo events were modeled after the four main rodeo events. Bronc-busting became ball-busting, the objective being to straddle a man’s shoulders and ride the bucker for eight seconds, if possible, no hand-holding of any kind, points awarded both on the technique of the rider and the bucker. Bear-riding was similar to bull-riding, except the bull was replaced with a hairy man-bear, the cowboy’s objective to ride atop the bear’s bucking back for eight seconds, again no hands holding on, again with the same points system. Calf-roping became man-roping, a cowboy trying to lasso a running man with a velvet rope, truss him up as fast as possible, points awarded for bondage technique also. And stud-wrestling was a variation on steer-wrestling, the animal replaced with a stockman again, the objective being to wrestle the stud down to the nonstick sand surface of the arena floor and pin him cock-to-cock, the quicker the better.


  There were the cowboys and the stockmen. All participants in the events were almost totally naked, all boasting prodigious saddle horns and skill with their hands. Prize money was awarded on both sides, though the cowboys roped the lion’s share of the haul.


  The arena stands were packed Saturday night, the (fully-clothed) crowd whooping and whistling and hollering, getting into the spirit of the thing. As the cowboys paraded out into the arena in their erotic nudity and rustic Western finery, they waved to the crowd. There were twenty-five contestants, a mixture of circuit regulars and local yokels. A special cheer went up for Chad Crowder when Clint belted his name out over the loudspeaker. Chad picked up his cock and waved it in acknowledgment, setting off another roar.


  “Enjoy it while you can, old-timer!” Wade yelled in Chad’s ear. “You’ll be flat on your back before you know it!”


  “You wish!” Chad answered.


  The first event up was ball-busting. Chad watched some of the yokels get bounced off the bucking, shrugging, plunging shoulders of the professional stockmen. Then it was his turn. He straddled the smooth, padded railings that corralled the snorting, standing stockman. Chad had drawn Jesus, a short, stocky, dark-skinned man with broad shoulders and a surly expression.


  “Buck off!” Jesus jeered at him, over the anticipatory cheers of the crowd.


  Chad looked down at the naked man between his legs, nodded, then dropped down onto Jesus’s shoulders. The bell rang and the plastic gate swung open and they were off, Chad squeezing his thighs tight to the man’s unshaven face, hooking his calves into the man’s damp, unshaven armpits.


  Jesus ran out onto the sanded stampede ground and dipped and twisted. Chad hung on with his legs, his left arm straight out and wildly bucking, his right arm raised high and violently waving, his cock pressing hard into the back of Jesus’s hairy, sweaty head. The crowd went wild, wilder when the horn sounded signaling eight seconds and a standing ovation erupted, the fans stamping their feet on the makeshift metal bleachers to the tune of their smacking hands.


  Chad slid off Jesus’s shoulders and flopped down onto his back on the soft sand surface. Jesus dropped to his knees with Chad, in between the cowboy’s spread legs. The stockman grabbed on to Chad’s cock and pumped it, stuck the cap into his open, gasping mouth, and sucked.


  The crowd let loose again. Raw sex was one of the rewards for a good ride, if both cowboy and stockman were willing. That was one of the reasons rogayos had to be held indoors, in front of adult-only audiences.


  Both men were more than willing; Chad’s cock had already rubbed erect against Jesus’s head during the brief ride aboard the man’s shoulders. Jesus pumped Chad’s solid shaft and sucked on Chad’s swollen cap, then dove his head down and ate up half of Chad’s cock. He sealed his red lips tight and blew all he could, fisting the rest. Chad waved his right hand in mock surrender, pumping his hips to Jesus’s suctioning. The crowd swelled with more than excitement.


  Chad drew Tiny in the bear-riding competition. Tiny’s name was the only thing small about him. He was a huge, barrel-chested, muscle-plated man with a coat like a brown bear, and a beard to match. Down on all fours in the pen, he twisted his massive head up and glared at Chad. “Better enjoy riding me while you can,” he growled, “‘cause I’ll be riding you soon enough.”


  “That’s bull, bear,” Chad responded calmly, legs spread and boots poised on either railing, cock hanging down sure and weighty.


  He dropped onto Tiny’s hairy back, and hooked his legs tight around the burly man’s chest, just as the bell rang and the plastic gates burst open.


  It was pandemonium—eight seconds of bucking, leg-kicking, rearing, spinning, and whiplashing. Chad was flung crazily backward and forward, jerked to and fro, his arms akimbo and flailing, head and neck snapping, cowboy hat sailing. Until the horn went off and Chad jumped off over the top of Tiny’s bald head, the crowd screaming and applauding.


  Now, the hard-breathing, sweaty, and hair-bristled stockman was in for another kind of cowboy taming. As Chad ambled in behind Tiny, his hard, bobbing cock leading the way, the bear compliantly knelt down on his hairy forearms and upraised his hairy ass.


  Chad studied the bulls-eye, lubing his prong, a smile on his studly face. He waved his gleaming cock at Tiny like a matador waves a red cape at a bull, much to the crowd’s delight. And then he hit the bear hole, and filled it, ramming his cock balls-deep into Tiny’s accommodating chute.


  Chad groaned and Tiny snorted. The crowd cheered— everyone’s eyes fixed on the old-time, sensuous riding rhythm now taking place on the arena floor, cowboy sawing his saddle horn back and forth in stockman’s anus. Chad gripped hairy waist and churned heated, tight chute. Tiny buried his burning, bearded face in the sand and bounced his enormous, hirsute butt back on Chad’s penetrating prong.


  The show went on.


  After three events, Chad was tied with Wade Brubaker and a talented local yokel, Buck Skinner. The stud-wrestling event had separated the wheat from the chaff, the beef from the gristle. Chad and the other two cowboys had brought their stockmen down in near-record times, pinning them cock-to-cock, and then pumping, much to the pleasure of competitors and crowd alike.


  It came down to the man-roping competition, where both speed and talent were required, points awarded subjectively and tellingly.


  Chad watched Buck waste too much time chasing down and swinging the velvet lasso around his stockman’s chest, then knotting the man up way too simply in his panic to make up for lost time. The small, wiry African-American was all but eliminated.


  But Chad, like the crowd, had to admire Wade’s skill. The big, bronzed, blond-haired man lariated his stockman quickly, efficiently, and sexily, lacing a cock-ring knot onto the trussing. The cowboy’s score was going to be tough to beat.


  And then Chad was thrown—when he saw his stockman in the chute next to him. He’d forgotten all about what Clint had told him earlier in all of the excitement.


  “Hey, Chad. How’s it going?” Duff Blocker asked through the padded railings.


  Chad stared into the familiar deep, green eyes, now latticed with red veins. Duff was nude, his thin body pale, his brown hair wispy on top, and his pretty face more drawn than Chad remembered. “Wh-what happened?” Chad croaked.


  Chad and Duff had been fierce competitors on the circuit a decade back, and fast lovers off the circuit. They’d been young, hung, and full of cum back then, neither one willing to back down, or bottom out. The match hadn’t lasted, burning too hot, scorching the both of them. Chad had left the show soon after. He hadn’t heard from Duff since.


  Now, Duff looked earnestly into Chad’s eyes. “I guess I went too fast and too hard, and too high,” he admitted. “I lost my friends, my home, my money, and then I lost my nerve. I had to come back as…a stockman.” He shrugged and smiled endearingly at his former foe, friend, and lover. “I guess I learned a bit about humility along the way, though. I get by.”


  Before Chad could digest it all, the bell suddenly went off. The chutes burst open, and Duff ran like hell.


  Chad gave his head a shake, staring at those familiar twitching, taunting, tempting buttocks of his former buckle buddy—running away from him. He wanted them back, wanted Duff back. Chad slammed his cowboy hat down onto his head with his left hand and lifted the velvet rope with his right, and raced out of the chute, hot on Duff’s trail.


  The crowd stood and roared at the top of their lungs, knowing it all came down to this.


  Back in the day, Chad had never been able to outrun Duff. The lithe, lanky man had moved too fast and erratic. But now, time seemed to slow down, and maybe Duff, too. Chad felt himself flying, Duff’s quivering, humping asscheeks and rolling back and pumping arms coming closer and closer.


  Chad swung the lasso and threw it, the brightly lit lewd scene crystal clear in his oft-jaded eyes. He couldn’t miss. And he didn’t. The velvet hoop dropped down over Duff’s shoulders and noosed his chest. Chad dug his heels in and pulled back, rearing Duff to a halt in the sand as gently as he could.


  It seemed to take all the fight out of Duff, if there was any. He turned and looked back at Chad racing up to him, and his puffy lips broached a smile. Chad grinned back, skidding to a stop. Then he lashed the lengthy velvet rope around Duff’s chest, his cock and balls, and in between Duff’s buttcheeks.


  It was an awesome display of bondage mastery, in record time, the results even more lovely to behold. Duff’s pale pecs and pink nipples stood out from the twin bands looping above and below, his balls bloated and his cock jutted thanks to the roping, and his buttocks were breathtakingly split and spread.


  “Well, that’s it, folks!” Clint bellowed over the loudspeaker. “Chad Crowder is champion of the Wyoming rogayo!”


  Chad and Duff weren’t hearing it, though, the earsplitting announcement and the deafening cheers. It was just the two of them: older, wiser, less egotistical—and more in love.


  Chad took Duff in his arms and brought him down to the sand, their lips locked together in a tender kiss. Their hot, damp skin pressed together, their hard cocks squished erotically. Chad pumped and Duff pumped back. Not cowboy and stockman, champion and also-ran, but equal lovers.


  Chad broke his lips free of Duff’s soft, wet mouth and dipped his head lower. In the shade of his cowboy hat, he swirled his tongue around one of Duff’s engorged nipples, then the other one, shining and swelling the rubbery pair still more. Duff moaned and shivered.


  The crowd fell silent, sensing they were witnessing something more than the usual post-rogayo celebration.


  Chad engulfed a nipple with his lips and sucked on it, gazing up into Duff’s glistening eyes. He moved his head over, gently and urgently and sensually sucking on Duff’s other nipple, feeling it blossom even more in his mouth. Duff moaned and undulated his hips, pumping his hard, bound cock into Chad’s ridged belly.


  That’s where Chad went next, down to Duff’s cock. He trailed a wet line of fire along Duff’s stomach with his tongue, then lifted his body away so that he and the hushed crowd could see the huge erection Duff was sporting. The man’s roped cock thrust rigidly into the air, vibrating.


  Chad nuzzled Duff’s tied balls, making the man shudder. Then he licked Duff’s shaven sac, tongue-teased the pair of nuts. And then he licked up from the balls, along the underside of Duff’s towering cock. The man and the crowd sighed.


  Chad licked up from the velvet rope lashing the base of Duff’s cock all along the straining, swollen shaft, around, up and down, stroking, painting, caressing Duff’s prong with his moist, loving tongue. Duff spasmed and shot his cock up even higher. Chad jumped his head up and caught the bloated tip of the beef-stick in his mouth.


  A few in the crowd clapped. Others just held their breath, hands clasped to their mouths. Chad briefly sucked and chewed on Duff’s hood, then began the long, stretching, sexy mouth-plunge down Duff’s cock.


  More raucous applause, then, Chad’s lips kissed up against the ropes binding his lover’s base and balls. He lifted his head high, and brought it back down low, sucking on Duff’s entire inflamed length of cock, his nostrils flaring and cheeks and throat bulging with amazing erotic effort. Duff squirmed in the nonstick sand, watching and feeling his cock get consumed and suctioned over and over.


  Finally, Chad lifted all the way up. He greased Duff’s raging erection and his own rump, getting ready to mount.


  The crowd chanted, “Ride ’em, cowboy! Ride ’em, cowboy!”


  But Chad and Duff, gazing into each other’s shining eyes, knew this sexual event was no contest; both men were winners. Chad straddled Duff’s waist and lowered his ass down onto Duff’s cap.


  Duff’s cock slid inside Chad’s anus slick and quick, finding a familiar home. Both men groaned, Chad rearing his head up and reveling in the stuffed-full feeling of meat in his ass; Duff rolled his head in the sand, ablaze with the superheated tightness enveloping his cock embedded in Chad’s butt. To the whoops of the crowd, Chad swept his cowboy hat off his head and rode Duff’s cock, bucking up and down. As Duff thrust his hips up to meet the rugged rogayo motion, despite tied-up arms, cock, and balls, far from tamed.


  It was a spectacular showstopper, well worth the price of admission and more.


  For Chad and Duff it was an open, unabashed renewal of their lust and love for each other, on a more mature basis than before. Chad grabbed his jumping cock and fisted, his anus getting searingly reamed. Duff bounced his gleaming body up and down, pounding his surging cock into Chad’s chute. Their mutual orgasmic semen outburst was the sizzling brand to mark them officially as romantic lovers again, for a long time to come this time.


  Chad’s cock erupted and his body jerked and gyrated like he was going to be thrown, semen spouting out and striping Duff’s humping body. Duff spasmed and spurted as well, repeatedly, shooting deep into the cowboy’s convulsing anus. Their lusty cries were echoed by the packed house.


  The two men drove off into the Wyoming sunset in Chad’s pickup, their rogayo rewards right there in each other’s arms.


  MEXICAN GOOD LOOKS


  Joel A. Nichols


  Ladies and Gentlemen, especially Gentlemen, welcome to the Las Vegas Distrito Federal Exposition Center, a joint venture between the federal district of Sunny Las Vegas, the WynnYooBell Family of Resort Casinos and, most importantly, you, our honored guests! Tonight at the Expo main stage, it’s a sixty-gallon salute to the heritage and history of this place, this great place called the West.


  You probably know that we’re the largest bullfighting ring and animal exposition north of Mexico City, and we have quite the lineup tonight. Jalisco’s hot hot hot Jacinto Monmouth is in the ring tonight! And the dazzling delights of Delfino de Moraz and his brave assistants. But first, to welcome you, the Cabaret de Calaca and their mysterious, dangerous Skeleton Ballet….


  Backstage, Felipe dodged a big-wheeled cart carrying two of the white tigers back to their pens. One of the tiger tamers told him to watch out, and the big male with thin black stripes roared from inside the cage. Felipe darted down the corridor, passing several French clowns getting ready for the concessions, juggling shrink-wrapped fruit and ice-cream bars. Felipe was working the toro embolado sideshow and had to make sure that the cotton balls they’d be tying to the bulls’ horns were completely soaked through with lighter fluid, but wrapped in such a way that they’d burn slowly and consistently. He had had to run back to one of the storerooms in the lower-level stables to get another can of fluid, and he came running back into the hold just as the stage manager was giving the matadors their ninety-second cue.


  Felipe tipped up the can and finished soaking the last two handfuls of cotton, then wrapped them into tight balls. He passed them to another hand, who affixed them to the metal candle-holders fitted over the last bull’s horns. “Showtime,” said one of the matadors, Gabriel Zunca, as he strutted out into the arena. The crowd shrieked at the sight of his hard body and flashy suit. Gabriel Zunca was also the national spokesman for Zembrano Soda Water, and everyone loved his sexy commercials.


  Felipe and the other hands gathered in front of the relay screens that broadcast the arena into the backstage holds.


  The onstage hands cut the ropes holding the first bull and ignited the cotton wads at the same time. The bull went wild, snorting and shaking its head as sparks flew from Felipe’s expert wraps. Gabriel Zunca strutted around the perimeter of the ring, posing the long lines of his body in elegant arches and preening stretches. Luckily the relay screens muted out the audience; at this point in the show, people were weeping for Zunca to look at them. Eventually, toward the end of the show, he would rip buttons from his outfit and toss them toward the stands. The Expo was so massive, with the arena floor ringed by cameras and microphones and tunnels in and out to the holds, that they rarely even reached the first rows. But these crowds didn’t care. You could buy the replica buttons in the shops and carts outside, anyway.


  Felipe thought Gabriel Zunca was full of shit, and hated passing by his dressing room because there was always some young and beautiful woman crying in the hallway. It was always the same story—he was pushy, and rough, and Felipe had also heard some stories from some of the other hands who had gone off with him hoping for a taste of his legendary cock. He had smacked the face of one, uninvited, and then mercilessly fucked his mouth and throat and hadn’t asked to come at all and just let it fly. Felipe had thought he was handsome, before he had started this job, but was glad he’d never given Gabriel Zunca a try.


  “Prick,” he muttered under his breath as even the stagehands gathered around his closed-circuit feet hooted and clapped when Zunca dodged the two flaming horns and thousands of kilos of terrified bull with an especially dramatic set of flourishes. As a youth, Zunca had famously studied flamenco in the Nuevo Maghreb. One of the managers shot him a look and another made a note in her tablet. Felipe straightened up and pretended to watch the relay screen. He was lucky to have a job in this show, and couldn’t afford to risk it.


  The Gabriel Zunca show went on and on, through several styles of bullfights. Finally, the last, the comicos, were on, and Zunca was having great fun abusing the hands dressed as clowns while they taunted and dodged the bulls. That was Felipe’s dream, to be picked as a clown, because it would put him in the performance union and his wages would almost double. And it wasn’t a bad first step. When his friends would tease him about coming west, to join the Expo, he would always say, “With these Mexican good looks, I’m guaranteed to be a star.” And it was true that he was still turning heads, after four years working the Expo. He looked good in tight jeans with his long legs and a firm but still round ass. But so far he hadn’t ever won a performing role. He practiced all the time, stage skills, dancing, but he never got a callback.


  The day he moved to the DF, he started doing a pushup every day and then one more and one more until it burned too bad. Now, every morning he would drop out of his narrow bed and pump through almost two hundred pushups, and then, his body burning and his shoulder numb, he would roll over and do a hundred leg lifts. This exhausted him every day at first, but then kept him strong enough to work shift after shift.


  As the bulls came offstage, Felipe leaned over the edge of the paddock and stuck it with a tranquilizer right in the neck. Immediately it slowed and stopped snorting. Then Felipe wrangled each wounded bull into a wooden frame and tied it around the neck and each leg. Another set of hands would lead it back down to the stables where it could be stitched up, loaded with antibiotics, or, sometimes, euthanized. They only killed one bull a night, on purpose, and it was always the last. Finally, it fell to Felipe and the other hands to winch its bloody body onto a handcart and then roll it away. One guy could drive a live bull, but a dead one took at least six or eight.


  While Felipe was holding on to the side of the cart, helping nudge its great bulk down the hall, he saw the next performers filing in. Billy and Luke Berry, the original all-American cowboys, strutted into the hold, surrounded by handlers and other staff. One stagehand was leading in their glossy horses, and another was unpacking a crate with their six-shooters, lassos, and other props. They didn’t have that many: the real attraction in this act was the Berry Brothers themselves, both tall and handsome and broad-shouldered, expertly clad in flannel shirts and jeans that looked authentically cowboy from the stands, but were even more authentically haute couture up close: jeans so tight and subtly hand-distressed they looked painted on, each crease and fold sitting perfect on their lithe bodies. Billy Berry was the older one, with sandy-brown hair and a brown cowboy hat. Luke was as blond as you could get in the Estados Unidos Norteamericanos, owing no doubt to some amounts of French or German blood seeping in from the long border the country shared with Nouvelle France, all the way from Louisiana to the Saint Lawrence Seaway along the eastern edge of the Estados Unidos Norteamericanos. They spoke Spanish just like in an old Western, coarsely, proficiently, and confidently. Luke’s accent was stronger than Billy’s.


  Both Berrys wore big silver belt buckles that changed from show to show, commercial to commercial. Tonight Luke’s was a shiny miniature in the shape of the Republic of Texas, rearing its bullhorn geography tantalizingly above his tight crotch. Billy’s was an old-style sheriff’s badge. Even preoccupied with the dead bull, Felipe’s eyes were drawn to these two.


  And so were the crowd’s! The arena roared as the Berry Brothers took the stage, women and men swooning, grabbing their own belt buckles as the Berrys’ flashed in the spotlights. On the way to the loading dock, where they’d dump the dead bull for pickup, the whole arena shook as the crowd stamped its feet.


  The next night was Felipe’s night off, but he always checked the boards in the mornings to see if any supply shifts were opening up. In this town, somebody was always calling out sick or disappearing and the work at the Expo didn’t stop. He saw that there was a gopher slot open during his normal hours, and logged in to claim it. Gophering would have him trucking from the offstage holds to the booths, and to the costumers and the prop closets. He’d get to see all the acts up close and be like a fly on the wall while he was working, and as long as he looked busy he could go anywhere.


  He wanted to make sure a supervisor from his normal shift saw him, because it looked good, so partway through his gopher shift he headed to the holds where men were loading bulls out. He delivered a couple of fake messages to one of the stage managers, and then sauntered down the narrow hallway outside the dressing room. Felipe hoped to catch a glimpse of the Berrys, but when he walked past, their dressing room door was closed. He kept walking, looping back around through a long, bright hallway under the stands. He stopped halfway down, and ducked through the steel lattice underneath that section of bleachers. High above, the shifting of the audience on the metal benches was squeaky thunder. Felipe stepped farther in, and then leaned against one of the steel struts and lit a cigarette. Smoking on duty, even a supply shift, was a risk, but this hallway was perfect for getting away with something, and Felipe knew it.


  He stood there, breathing deeply and thinking, and suddenly he heard a man’s voice in the hallway. Felipe put out his cigarette and then ducked.


  “What do you mean you were just talking to him? I saw you!”


  “But it wasn’t—”


  “Your pants were undone! And it was all over his chin!”


  “Seriously, dude, it really wasn’t what it looked like.”


  The voices had moved down the hallway to where Felipe had ducked under the bleachers. As they moved into his view, he saw that it was the Berry Brothers.


  Luke was moving away from Billy, and Billy was trying to grab his arm. “I’m sorry, Jed,” Billy said.


  “Sorry? I thought nothing was going on.” Felipe cocked his head, confused. Jed?


  Billy looked sheepish. He leaned in to kiss Luke, but Luke pushed him away. “Fuck, no, fuck off, Adam. You’re fired!”


  “You can’t fire me because I fucked a stagehand, Jed. You’re not in charge.”


  “No, but management can, and they will when I tell them. That’s definitely not in your goddamn contract, Adam, and it’s not fit for the Berry image.” Luke and Jed shook his head in disgust and then strode down the hall. Billy and Adam turned and walked the other way, back toward their dressing room.


  Felipe was ashamed at how naive he’d been. Of course Luke and Billy Berry were characters; they’d been in this Expo show for years, and these two should have been older if they’d been the actual Berry Brothers. Had there ever been real Berry Brothers, he wondered?


  Felipe crawled out from under the bleachers, cautiously moving around the steel struts and into the hallway. He set off back toward the dressing rooms, so he could check the page screen and get his shift back on track. Behind him, a voice said, “Hey! I thought I heard someone!” Felipe turned to see that it was Luke Berry.


  He stopped dead in his tracks. “Um, Mr. Berry, I was taking a short break, I didn’t mean—”


  “To overhear that? Fuck. Did you think we were really brothers? Fuck!” He leaned in and looked at his nametag. “Felipe, hi, I’m Jed. I play Luke Berry and you just saw some bullshit. Sorry about that.”


  “I’m sorry about being here for something so…personal.”


  Jed waved his hand. “Adam’s dick should have been personal, too.”


  “You, um, love him?” said Felipe.


  Jed sighed. “No. Yes. We had a good thing, this job, this life. And if someone else had walked in on him, nothing. We’d be fired. As it is, they’re looking to recast Luke and Billy so they look more relatable, more handsome, more Mexican. More like you, actually.”


  Felipe smiled. Jed kept talking. “Are you in the performer’s guild, Felipe?”


  Felipe shook his head. “Stagehand. Gopher tonight, on a supply shift.”


  “But you want to perform? That’s why you came to Vegas DF?”


  Felipe nodded. Jed put one hand on his flashing silver belt buckle and reached the other hand out to Felipe. “Then come with me.”


  Jed took Felipe home with him that night. He lived in a sumptuous suite in the Romanesque Towers, a section of the Expo complex known for its high living. Most of it was tourist rooms, but the tops of every massive tower were beehives of luxury residences. The Berrys had a floor and elevator stop all their own, and it opened onto an infinite lap pool with transparent sides and a large water feature that flowed down into the living room area, a pit with a river-rock fireplace and ultramodern linear furniture upholstered in glossy cowhide. Jed’s room—Luke’s room, he had admonished Felipe when they were in the apartment—had a mechanical bull, a rawhide bar, and a canopy bed that fell away to a wall of tinted windows that showed the strip from above, the neon pulsing.


  Luke Berry pushed Felipe Sandoval onto his bed. There was a rough denim quilt atop a firm mattress, and the posts looked rough but were smooth to the touch. A leather canopy blocked out part of the skyline view from the bed.


  He pulled apart Felipe’s shirt, the pearl buttons snapping open with quiet clicks. He ran his hands over Felipe’s hard pecs. Felipe’s shoulders strained and bulged as Luke touched him all over, running the back of his hand down the silky trail below Felipe’s belly button. Then Luke pressed his hand up against Felipe’s cock, feeling its uncurling bulk beneath his jeans. Felipe sat up, to help Luke pull off his own shirt. Then Luke undid his big belt buckle and Felipe immediately reached for his zipper and the button of his jeans. He undid them, but Luke picked him up under the shoulders and moved him closer to the window, setting him down on an armchair. Felipe tried to sit up, and Luke pushed his chest back down and then planted himself on the floor in front of him. He yanked down Felipe’s jeans and white briefs, tangling them around his boots, and started kissing and licking Felipe’s foreskin.


  He kissed his belly and continued running his fingers over Felipe’s chest. He pinched his nipples and Felipe groaned. Then he tangled his fingertips in Felipe’s thick bush and sucked his dickhead into his mouth. Luke’s mouth was soft and wet and his tongue whipped around Felipe’s cockhead while his fingers squeezed his heavy nuts.


  Felipe murmured in pleasure as Luke spit on his cock and started sucking all the way down until his nose touched Felipe’s bush. Again and again he swallowed him until Luke almost gagged, then he started working Felipe’s cock with his hand and lips, pumping it into his moist, sucking mouth-hole. He kept at it while Felipe moaned and twitched. A sheen of sweat glistened on Luke’s bicep and chest from his perfect rhythmic jerking of Felipe into his mouth. Felipe’s legs started to tense, and he pushed Luke off his dick.


  “Seriously, shit, I’m gonna come if you don’t stop.”


  Luke leaned back on his haunches, smiling like a devil, and still cupping Felipe’s balls. He leaned back and tugged off his shiny boots. “I don’t mind if you do,” said Luke, but Felipe was already falling to the floor next to him and reaching to pull down his pants. His dick was massive, just as you’d think Luke Berry’s would be, with a fat round head and a nest of blond bush around the thick bottom. “Nice,” said Felipe, leaning in to smell Luke’s soft skin. He felt the heat radiating from Luke’s cock to his cheek.


  Felipe pushed Luke to his feet, and Luke’s smile got even bigger. After he licked the head all over, Felipe drooled thin spit all over it and then sucked it farther down his throat. It filled his mouth and he felt it squeezing his tonsils, stretching open his throat. Felipe grabbed Luke’s hard muscle-butt and pulled it even closer. Breathing through his nose, he let the big meat slide back out of his mouth and then sucked down again and again. Luke reached down and put his hand on Felipe’s neck, lightly tapping the bulge his cock made buried in his throat. Luke planted his feet and bucked back and forth. Felipe kept his hands on Luke’s meaty, round ass.


  Luke pulled Felipe to his feet and led him back to the bed where they’d started. Felipe pushed him down, grinding their chests together.


  “You can fuck me if you want,” Luke whispered, his lips touching Felipe’s ear. He rolled over and spread his legs. Then he reached and rummaged in his nightstand, and handed Felipe a tube of nano barrier lube. Felipe smeared it on his cock and then squirted more on his fingers to rub on Luke’s crack and hole. He went slowly and softly at first, and Luke moaned.


  Felipe climbed on top of him and reached down to guide his dickhead into Luke’s hole. He found it with his thumb, and gently smacked his dick against the hole. Felipe’s cock was rigid and huge, and Luke’s ass gobbled him hungrily. Felipe started sinking into Luke softly, slowly, and then started pumping faster. He was a blur as he put his pushups to better use than wrangling a bull. But like Luke was reading his mind, he started bucking his hips. “Come on, cowboy. Fuck me,” he said, opening himself for Felipe’s whole meat. Felipe thrust faster and faster, but then slowed down so he wouldn’t come so fast.


  “Come on my chest, buddy,” Luke said, and rolled over. Felipe straddled Luke’s belly, stroking himself faster and faster as Luke’s big dick smacked against his lower back. Luke was jerking himself with his arm wrapped tightly around Felipe’s hip. They ground their bodies together and both came shuddering and shaking, shooting huge ropey loads all over each other. Felipe lay down, put his lips to Luke’s, and kissed him deeply.


  They lay there a long time.


  Finally, Luke said, “Adam will be fired tomorrow. I can get you seen by the casting director, not even in the regular audition. Can you ride?”


  Felipe sat up. “I’ve been practicing. I can ride and shoot and lasso. And I bet I can pick up the tricks, the jumps and stuff.”


  Eventually they took a shower, and they came again locked together on the bench alongside one wall of Luke’s large cube shower that also looked out on the skyline. The next day, Felipe was hired to be Billy Berry, half of the most famous cowboy duo at the Expo.


  He learned the tricks fast, and became especially adept at shooting an apple off the heads of clowns that dodged around fake patches of prickly pear and tall saguaros, and quickly mastered the jump and tumble over the mechanized tumbleweeds. Felipe only went back to his old room once. The managers had told him not to say good-bye to his old crew. He was supposed to consider himself Billy Berry now, as long as his contract was valid.


  And whatever happened to Adam, the other Billy Berry? Or any of the other Billy Berrys who had ridden into the sunset? Felipe preferred not to know. Eventually they did recast Luke, and Felipe said a teary good-bye to Jed, and did his best to be welcoming to new Luke, a handsome Chicano who had worked in Mexican soaps. Because you never know how much time you have at the Expo.


  A STRAY FOR KEEPS


  J. D. Walker


  See you next month, Tim,” Fred Jenkins said as he handed over the receipt for my purchases. He was the owner of the only supply store for forty miles.


  “‘Bye now,” I replied as I walked out the door.


  The sun was low in the sky, spreading pretty colors all over as twilight slowly took hold of the heavens. It was something I loved, almost as much as the mountains around me.


  I ambled along, admiring the view above me when suddenly I tripped over something on the pavement, which nearly made me drop the feed bags on my shoulders. I could almost hear the voice of my dearly departed mother saying, “Boy, your head’s always in the clouds.” God, I missed her.


  When I got my balance back, I turned around to see what had caused me to stumble. A pair of long, lean, and dusty jeans-clad legs were in the middle of the pavement. The legs belonged to a very shabby-looking man who sat on the ground, leaning against the dirty wall near the boarded-up store to his left.


  His dusty black cowboy hat was pulled down low over his face, but I could make out a strong, firm jawline with several days’ worth of beard growth on it. A ragged old backpack was on the ground beside him. Concerned, I walked toward him and put my bags down nearby.


  “Hey, cowboy.” A weak groan was the response. Alarm bells went off in my head.


  Pushing my brown hat up on my forehead, I stooped next to the man and reached a hand out to touch him, but he jerked away, a small cry of pain escaping him.


  “Whoa, there. Didn’t mean to startle you,” I said, backing off a little bit.


  The man slowly pushed his own hat up, wincing as he did so. Tired brown eyes looked up at me and my heart stopped. The man before me was even prettier than the sunset on the horizon. And that was saying something.


  He was bruised something awful, though. I dragged my eyes away from his defeated gaze and black eye turning purple, to inspect the arms at his sides. Black and blue, all over, it seemed. His hands looked like he’d been in a fight, and scrapes covered what I could see of his knuckles. Guess he gave as good as he got, whatever the tussle had been about, if that was the reason for his present condition. Good for him, but, Jesus.


  “What happened, man?”


  The stranger removed his hat, and I saw a full head of dark- brown hair, the strands sweaty and a mess. I made a snap decision.


  “Scratch that. I don’t care. You need to get cleaned up, and a place to rest for a while, I’m thinking.” I looked him dead in the eye.


  “You ever kill anybody?”


  Startled, the man slowly shook his head.


  “Steal anything?”


  In the fading light, I saw a blush steal up his cheeks. He slowly nodded.


  “Was it because you were desperate?”


  Nod.


  “Got any family?”


  Shake.


  “Were you roughed up here in town?”


  Shake.


  “On the way here?”


  Nod.


  “Mind being around gay cowboys?” I thought I’d make it clear right off the bat what he’d be getting into, if he came with me.


  Shake. The blush came back again in full force. All righty then.


  “Okay. I own a ranch some miles down the road. Nothing fancy, just a few horses and cows, and a sizable garden for fresh vegetables. Not really in it for the money, since I already have a job as a consultant online. I just love the land, and the scenery. Got a couple guys working for me who live there, too. Got a big enough house for ten people. It’s a safe place, and we don’t mind company. We’re real friendly and laid back. You interested?”


  The tired stranger gave me a look that said, This is too good to be true. After a minute or two, though, he nodded. I stood up and stepped back to give him room to get up off the ground. It was painful to watch him move, because he was obviously hurting. I wanted to leave his pride intact, so I let him do it on his own.


  Finally, after bracing himself against the wall, the man stood, the old backpack in one hand and his hat in the other. We were the same height, which had me thinking all kinds of wicked things that he wasn’t in any shape to handle, even if he was interested. He put his hat back on and waited for my next move.


  I picked up the bags of feed and led the way to Lodi, my faithful pickup truck. I put the sacks in the back and unlocked the doors so my soon-to-be guest could get in. Once we were buckled up, I started the truck and headed out onto the road for the long trip back home.


  “You got a name?” I asked, five minutes later. I was curious as to what he would sound like. He cleared his throat.


  “Daniel Tiberius Crane.” Oh now, that voice was something else, pulling at me down low in my belly. Though hesitant and scratchy, the timber was soothing to my ear.


  “That’s a mouthful, isn’t it? Timothy Montagne, at your service. Call me Tim.” He gave me a slight nod, and that’s all we said for the rest of the trip.


  By the time I pulled up at the ranch, it was nightfall. The lights were bright on the front porch.


  “Hey, Tim.” Out the window, I saw Jet—all five feet ten inches of him—walk to the back of the truck to get the sacks of feed. I got out and closed the door behind me.


  “Jet.” I walked up to him and wrapped an arm around his trim waistline, kissing him lightly on the mouth. He turned it into a mini make-out session that curled my toes. Damn, he was good at that.


  When I could catch my breath, I cleared my throat and said, “We have a guest for a while. This is Daniel.” The man in question had slowly gotten out on his side of the truck, and now swayed slightly, dead on his feet. That he barely responded to the intimate exchange between Jet and me was telling, except for his slightly raised eyebrows.


  After taking a good look at him, Jet left my side, ignored the feed bags, and sauntered over to Daniel to shake his hand. Daniel flinched a little, but he recovered and shook it.


  “Nice to meet you,” Jet said.


  “Likewise,” Daniel replied.


  “All right, Jet. Why don’t you put away the feed and we’ll see you at the dinner table in a little bit, okay?”


  “Sure thing, babe.”


  With that, I escorted Daniel inside the rambling house. I took my hat off and placed it on one of the hooks on the wall near the front door. Daniel did the same. As I walked with him toward the sleeping area, I pointed out things of interest in my home—his now, too, for as long as he needed it. There was the usual in the way of furniture in the front room. The kitchen to the left was modern and huge. Beside it was a small office where I worked on the computer most days. A long hallway led to the back of the house. Bedrooms were on either side. Mine was at the very end.


  The whole time, I watched Daniel out of the corner of my eye. He didn’t say much, just took it all in. I figured he needed a little time to himself before dinner.


  “Hey, why don’t you take a nice hot shower and get situated? I’ll have some painkillers waiting for you at the dinner table. Any room on the lefthand side of the hallway is yours. Got three bathrooms down there, too. Just pick one. Dinner in a bit, okay?”


  “Thanks,” he said, in a low voice. With an effort, his eyes met mine. “I don’t even know what to…just…thank you.” That said, he moved carefully down the hall, his dusty boots clacking with every step against the wood floors. Exhausted as he was, Daniel was still a sight to behold, all lean, firm lines, tight ass, narrow waist. I needed to remind myself that he was here to heal, not be manhandled by me, unless that’s what he wanted, later on.


  I strolled back toward the kitchen, where Roscoe—house manager, cook, and Man Friday—was putting the finishing touches on a great-smelling stew. He was about my height, and built like a barn.


  “Something smells good, honey,” I said as I walked up to him and patted him on the ass. I wasn’t kidding when I said we were real friendly on this ranch.


  “I know what you want, and you can’t have any until it’s ready,” Roscoe said, stirring the huge pot on the stove.


  “Now how do you know what I want? I might surprise you,” I teased, running a finger up and down the crease of his ass through the tight jeans he wore. I grabbed a firm cheek and squeezed. Roscoe smirked as he pushed back into my hand, briefly.


  “No surprise there, cowboy. And the answer’s still no.”


  “You’re so mean to me,” I groused, stepping away to set the table.


  “You say that all the time, but I’m still here, so—”


  “Can I help it if I love having you around, and not just because you’re a good cook?”


  “Trying to sweet talk me won’t work, either. Tell me about the new guy.” I pulled out cutlery for four people and was about to give him the story when Ret walked in.


  “What’s the story on our guest?” he asked as he grabbed bowls from one of the cabinets near the refrigerator.


  “I was just about to tell Roscoe. I was on my way back to the truck from the store when I tripped over this guy’s legs.”


  “You were staring at the sunset again, weren’t you?” Roscoe cut in. I stuck my tongue out at him.


  “He was just sittin’ there on the sidewalk, leaning against a wall. Man looked like he hadn’t got a friend in the world.”


  “So you picked up another stray.” Jet took a bag of rolls and a stick of butter out of the refrigerator and placed them on the table. Then he grabbed a six-pack of beer.


  “I couldn’t help it. You don’t mind do you?”


  “Hell no! Roscoe and I were strays of a kind, too, at one point. And we always help people in need. It’s what we do. And if he decides to stay, well—”


  “Ditto,” Roscoe concurred.


  “Thought so. He’s bruised up pretty good, but I think he might be hurting worse on the inside. We gotta help him heal, best way we know how. Deal?”


  “Deal.”


  Fifteen minutes later, the stew was done and ready to be served when Daniel walked into the kitchen. Apparently, he had at least a change of clothing in his backpack. He wore an old white T-shirt that molded to his firm chest, and sweatpants, his lovely feet bare. Daniel’s hair was wet and combed. Guess he had some toiletries with him, too. He definitely cleaned up well, though he still looked like the walking wounded. Definitely needs some loving care, this one.


  “Have a seat, Daniel.”


  “Thanks,” he replied quietly. “And you can call me Danny, if you like.” He sat in the chair next to Ret. I placed a bottle of painkillers beside his bowl, along with a bottle of water. He gave me a tired smile as a thank-you. Roscoe introduced himself and they shook hands across the table. Danny wasn’t as skittish as before about being touched. That was an improvement, at least.


  “All right, folks. Dig in,” I said. That’s as close to a prayer as we ever got in this household.


  While we ate, Ret gave us an update on the ranch in general. Then Roscoe mentioned the need for some household supplies. I’d have to make a run into town again soon. While I listened with one ear, I observed Danny as he scarfed down the food at an alarming rate. Seemed he hadn’t eaten in a while. He ate heartily, consuming at least two steaming bowls of stew and four rolls slathered with butter. Good thing Roscoe always made enough food for a herd.


  Throughout the meal, the three of us—Ret, Roscoe, and I—would sometimes feed each other, and touch affectionately. Danny watched the interplay with amusement, but didn’t say anything.


  After a few complimentary burps to the cook, we all leaned back in our chairs as we drank our beer and water. Roscoe looked over at Danny.


  “Have we scared you off yet?” he asked with a friendly grin.


  “Hardly,” Danny replied. “Were you trying to?”


  “Nah. Just being ourselves. We’ve had people stay over who thought we were looney. They weren’t here long. I can see you’re a bird of a very pink feather.”


  Danny snorted, water spraying everywhere. After he wiped his nose and mouth, he said, “I don’t advertise, but yeah.”


  “Good to know,” Ret said with a leer.


  “Ret.” I gave him a warning glance. He just shrugged and blew me a kiss.


  Now that we had eaten, and Danny had relaxed around us, I was curious to see if he was ready to talk about how he’d ended up bruised and dusty on a sidewalk in town.


  “You wanna tell us what happened to you, Danny?”


  The relaxed smile he’d worn disappeared, and now he stared down at the bottle in his hand instead of us. I hadn’t meant to upset him, so I tried another tack.


  “Hey, Roscoe? Tell Danny here how you ended up at this ranch.” Danny looked up at me, then Roscoe, a little less tense now that the attention was away from him. Good call on my part, I guess.


  “Oh god. I was a train wreck.” Roscoe placed his beer bottle on the table and leaned on his elbows, rubbing his face with his hands. Ret, who sat on his left, leaned in to kiss his cheek.


  “It’s okay, honey. We’re here for you, always.”


  “I know, baby. Thank you.” He grabbed Ret’s chin and gave him a quick, hard kiss on the mouth.


  “So,” Roscoe continued, “a few years ago, I was working in a five-star restaurant. Had a great job, boyfriend, the works. One day, I get home late—nothing unusual about that since I always worked long hours—and I find a note on the refrigerator from Brad. Says he’s found somebody else who’ll put his needs first, give him the attention he deserves. Guess he got tired of my work schedule, though he’d known what was up from the get-go. Now, I was real cut up about it, having given ten years of my life to that ungrateful bastard. I even hired a PI to find him, since he left town, and I was worried. In the end, the whole thing messed me up so bad, I lost my job, my house, and I became a drifter.


  “A year ago, I happened to be hitchhiking on the road ten miles from here, when Tim, he sees me walking and picks me up in Lodi. Asks me where I’m going. I say nowhere. Takes me back to this place, finds out I can cook, and that’s the end of it. He and Ret helped me through some tough times and drew me into their circle. I was real lucky he found me.” Roscoe reached out a hand to cover mine on the table. I pulled his hand to my mouth and kissed the back of it.


  “Your boyfriend left you because you weren’t around to fawn over him every waking minute? Sounds like a selfish prick to me,” Danny said. I looked at him, surprised that he had contributed anything at all to the conversation.


  “I agree with you, but it took me a long time to believe that,” Roscoe said.


  “I, on the other hand was hired by Tim to take care of the ranch some years ago.” Ret gave me a sly smile. “He looked like a stray when he came into town, wandering around the feed store, trying to figure out what to buy for horses and cows. He’d just bought this place from a couple looking to retire to Florida, and didn’t know the first thing about ranching. I thought he was earnest, clueless, and cute. I needed a new place to be, and greenhorn here needed a keeper.”


  “I wasn’t that bad,” I complained.


  “Yeah, sweetie, you were. But we love you all the same,” Ret teased.


  “I’m not feeling much love at the moment, son.”


  “I’ll make it up to you soon, don’t you worry.” Ret gave me a wicked smile and licked his lips.


  “Ignore him,” I said to Danny. “He’s just showing out ’cause we got company.” Danny looked up at each of us in turn, then took a deep breath.


  “I…listening to you all makes me…” Danny just sighed and shook his head.


  “Makes you what, hon?” I prodded.


  “I haven’t had anything like this—camaraderie, I guess, in a long time. I’ve lived in homeless shelters and halfway houses for years, worked odd jobs when I could. The last place I stayed, I got into a fight with a couple of guys over some dumb shit, and I decided I was tired of it all. I started walking. Got some rides along the way, paid with blow jobs. The last ride I got, guy tossed me out while I was sleeping as the pickup truck moved down the road near the town where Tim found me.”


  “Jesus, man,” Roscoe said, aghast.


  “Yup,” Danny replied, and gulped down the rest of his water.


  “I know you have bruises on your face and arms. Anywhere else? Do you need a hospital?” I should have thought of that before.


  “No, no. Just some down time. Once I’m feeling better, maybe I can do something around the ranch, pay you back for all you’ve done for me.”


  “Don’t you worry about that,” I said. “You have a safe place to heal, if you want it. Take all the time you need, right guys?”


  “Absolutely!” from Ret.


  “Hell yeah!” from Roscoe.


  “See? We want you here.” I smiled and said, “And it helps that you like men, since we get real affectionate around here sometimes, day or night, inside the house or in the barn. Just a warning.”


  That surprised a laugh out of Danny, and it made him look relaxed and carefree underneath all that wear and tear, just for a little while. “I think I can handle it. I’ve seen a lot of things in my time. There isn’t much that surprises me anymore. I even worked at a gay strip club—once.” Roscoe and Ret whistled and hooted and hollered until I told them to shut it.


  “Don’t mind them. They forget their home training at the first hint of sex,” I said.


  “Nothing I can’t handle, though sex for me won’t be anytime soon. I like to watch, though,” he added, with a wink. Little Timmy perked up at that.


  “Do you now?” I queried.


  “Indeed I do. All three of you can have your way with each other wherever and whenever. I’m content to just enjoy the show.”


  “Hear that, boys?” I said. “He wants a show! Best clean up and get the dishes done, quick.” With that, Ret, Roscoe, and I got the kitchen spotless in no time while I urged Danny to go sit in the recliner in the front room after handing him another bottle of water. I loved that particular chair—had lots of fun in it, too. I sat there often when I wanted to watch Ret and Roscoe together, light to dark, blond to coal-black hair, wiry to sturdy and solid.


  I shooed Ret and Roscoe to the living room, while I ran to the bathroom to wash up real quick and pull on an old T-shirt and sweatpants. I grabbed a couple wet washcloths to bring with me. When I got back, Ret and Roscoe were already on the couch making out, and Danny had the recliner all the way back, the beer held on his belly with one hand while the other was behind his head. His eyes were glued to my lovers. I placed the rags on the small table next to the couch.


  Ret gave Roscoe one last kiss and stood up. “I promised I’d make it up to you, didn’t I?” he said, referring to earlier in the kitchen.


  “Yes you did. On your knees, boy.” Ret assumed the position in front of the couch, while Roscoe sat behind him, his legs on either side of Ret’s body. Roscoe leaned forward and massaged Ret’s neck and shoulders while I moved to stand in front of them.


  “Good boy,” I said, running my hand through his hair. “Pull my cock out.” Ret pulled the waistband down enough so my already hard rod sprang up to wave at him. I held my dick with one hand while I guided Ret’s head with the other.


  “Suck me, boy.” Ret took the head of my cock in his mouth and licked the tip. Applying wonderful suction, he moved up and down my throbbing length until I had to hold him steady so I could fuck his wet, hot hole. In the meantime, Roscoe moved his hands all over Ret’s chest, and played with the man’s nipples. Too soon, the pressure built beyond my ability to stop it, and I came on a shout, spurting down Ret’s throat. Ret kept swallowing my load until I was done. Keeping my feet—barely—I ran a hand through Ret’s sweaty hair as a thank-you.


  “You did good, son. Real good.” With a sigh, Ret sank back onto his ankles. “Told you I would.” I put my sated dick back inside my sweats and stepped back.


  “How do you want to fuck him, Roscoe?”


  “On my lap.”


  “Okay. Lose the pants, hon.” Roscoe got up and stepped to the side to take off his jeans—he’d gone commando—and then sat back down in the same spot on the couch. Ret got up briefly to take off his own pants and got back on his knees in front of me.


  “On your hands and knees, facing Roscoe.” Once that was done, Roscoe moved forward enough that his cock bobbed in front of Ret’s face.


  “Get him good and wet, boy, while I work on your hole back here.”


  “My pleasure,” Ret said. As soon as Ret started sucking Roscoe’s cock, I got on my knees behind Ret and slobbered at his hole. His taste was like nothing else, and his hole strangled my tongue in the best way possible as I fucked it. I could hear his moans as I worked him over, his ass wiggling and pushing back to get me in as far as possible. I held his asscheeks in my hands so I could keep him steady. Roscoe kept telling Ret how good his mouth felt on him.


  After a few minutes, I moved back and wiped my mouth. “He’s ready for you, Roscoe.” I slapped Ret’s ass, giving him permission to move and squat over Roscoe’s lap, knees on either side of his legs on the couch, and back to Roscoe’s chest. Ret’s cock was so hard it almost touched his chest. Roscoe’s dick was already leaking at the tip, and tapped hello at Ret’s hole.


  Slowly, with Roscoe’s hands to guide his hips, Ret impaled himself on his lover’s cock, bit by bit. His face showed the burn and ecstasy he experienced. Ret liked penetration a little dry so he could feel everything. Once seated on Roscoe’s lap, Ret leaned back against Roscoe’s chest, eyes closed as he caught his breath. Roscoe turned Ret’s head just a little so he could feed on the man’s lips. So beautiful, my men together.


  Ret started to move, rotating his hips on Roscoe’s lap. Both men groaned in unison, focused on their mutual pleasure. I kneeled in front of them so I could pump Ret’s cock—now wet with his own juices—and kissed each man, one at a time. Soon, their rhythm got hard and fast, then choppy, and both men came, Ret with a loud moan and Roscoe with a hitch in his shout.


  My hand became slippery with Ret’s spend, and I lifted my hand so I could share the cum with both men, who licked it clean. We shared kisses, the three of us, and then I stood and helped Ret off Roscoe’s lap. He winced a little when Roscoe’s cock popped out of his ass, but then he smiled.


  “Jesus, it’s always so good with you two,” he said, snuggling into my arms.


  “Same here,” I said.


  Roscoe caressed Ret’s ass, then reached over and grabbed a rag to hand to me. He got one for himself and cleaned up, tucking himself back in when he was done. I wiped Ret’s ass and then reached between us to clean his cock.


  “I’ve never seen anything so beautiful in my life,” Danny said. I jumped a little, having forgotten he was even there in the room with us.


  I turned a little, Ret still in my arms. “It was our pleasure, believe me,” I said.


  “You must really care for each other a lot. That’s so rare,” he said, sounding wistful.


  “It may be, but the three of us, we have more than enough love to share with anyone who needs it, and that includes you.”


  “I don’t know what I’ve done to deserve that offer, but I’m thankful for it. Maybe one day, I can be that for you all, too.”


  “No rush, cowboy. We’re not going anywhere. And neither are you.” After that touching moment, Danny yawned, and Ret farted.


  “God, Ret. Way to ruin a moment,” Roscoe griped, waving his hand in the air to dispel the fumes.


  “You still love me anyway,” Ret replied as he moved away from me and grabbed his pants.


  To Danny I said, “To bed with you.” Danny got up and grabbed his empty water bottle. I took it from him and shooed him down the hall. “Get some rest, sleep as long as you like.”


  “Thanks, Tim. In fact, thanks, all of you. Good night.” He waved and walked away.


  Ret and Roscoe stood beside me as we watched him disappear down the hall.


  “That went well,” Ret said.


  “Yeah. I hope he’ll stay,” Roscoe added. “I’d like a crack at that ass.”


  “God, can you be any more uncouth?” I said.


  “It’s why you keep me around, right?”


  “Maybe.” I walked between my two men, an arm around each waist, and thought how I was the luckiest man in the world.
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