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The rodeo bar is alive with the kind of energy that makes the air thick—a mix of sweat, beer, and the faint tang of leather. My name’s Sean, and I don’t exactly fit in here. I’m a twink—lean, clean-cut, more at home in a city club than a place where boots stomp harder than the bass. But something about this bar pulls me in. Maybe it’s the danger, maybe it’s the fantasy of cowboys in tight denim and sweat-slick shirts, or maybe it’s just the need to see if I can disappear into a world that doesn’t belong to me.

I’m perched on a stool at the corner of the bar, my drink half-empty, the ice long since melted. The place is a blur of movement: cowboys in worn boots, their hats tilted just right, laughing too loud, slapping each other’s backs. I’m not one of them, but I’m here, blending in, watching. That’s when I see him.

He strides in like he owns the place, his boots thudding against the wooden floor, his hat casting a shadow over his eyes. He’s rugged, all sharp angles and broad shoulders, the kind of man who looks like he’s been carved from the earth itself. His jeans hug his thighs, and his plaid shirt stretches tight across his chest. He’s not just a cowboy; he’s the cowboy, the kind you can’t look away from. And he’s not alone.

At his side is a woman—his girlfriend, no doubt—clinging to his arm like a warning sign. She’s gorgeous in a polished, glossy kind of way, but the way her hand grips his bicep, nails digging in just enough to claim him, says more than her smile does. She knows. She knows he’s the kind of man who turns heads without trying, and she wears her possession like armor. Every glance she tosses around the bar dares someone to look too long. I don’t think she sees me yet. But I see her. And him.

Our eyes meet across the room, and for a split second, everything else fades. His gaze is steady, almost challenging, and I feel a jolt in my chest. I smile, just a little, because I can’t help it. He looks away quickly, like he’s caught doing something he shouldn’t, but the moment lingers. My pulse quickens, and I take a sip of my drink, trying to play it cool, though my hands are shaking just a bit.

His girlfriend is still beside him, leaning close, her arm hooked through his like she’s staking her claim. But even with her pressed in so tight, he glances back at me. Just a flicker, a second too long, like he knows I’m watching. She notices too—I see the way her fingers tighten on his arm, the way her eyes sweep the room like she’s daring anyone to test her hold on him.

I keep stealing glances anyway, watching as he makes his way to the bar, his movements confident, purposeful. He orders a whiskey, his voice deep and rough, and the bartender nods like they know each other. I tell myself he’s straight—he has to be—but the way his gaze skims over me again makes my chest tighten. It’s not just attraction I’m feeling. It’s sharper, more urgent, like standing too close to a fire. Dangerous, reckless, but impossible to pull away from.

The night drags on, the bar growing louder, the air heavier. His girlfriend disappears for a while—I don’t know where, maybe the bathroom herself or outside for a smoke—but when I see him alone again, heading toward the back, my heart skips a beat. Before I can think better of it, I’m already on my feet, following him.

The bathroom door swings shut behind me, cutting off the noise of the bar. The fluorescent lights buzz overhead, harsh and unforgiving, but none of that matters. It’s just the two of us now. Him, me, and the thundering pulse in my chest that refuses to quiet.

He’s at the sink, splashing water on his face, when I step in. My nerves are buzzing so loud I can almost hear them, but I force myself to move closer. My palms are damp, my throat tight, but I can’t stop. He turns, droplets still clinging to his jaw, his eyes locking onto mine. For a moment, neither of us speaks. His stare holds a question, maybe even a warning, but I don’t give him time to voice it.

I step closer, my hand brushing against his chest. The heat of him seeps through his shirt, solid muscle beneath my palm. His body goes rigid, and his jaw tightens like he’s about to pull back. His eyes flick to the door, then back to me, hesitation shadowing his face. My breath catches, and before I can lose my nerve, I lean in, pressing my lips against his.

He freezes, his lips unmoving, firm, uncertain. I can hear muffled laughter from the dance floor outside, the sharp sound of his girlfriend’s voice cutting through the hum. The reminder makes my heart pound harder—I shouldn’t be doing this, but I can’t stop. For a second I think he’s going to push me away. But then something shifts.

He kisses back. Tentative at first, almost testing the water, then stronger, hungrier. His lips taste faintly of whiskey, his stubble scraping against my skin, grounding me in the reality of him. My body hums with anticipation, my chest pressed to his, his heartbeat thudding as hard as mine. The risk, the heat, the wrongness of it all makes it even sharper. I’ve wanted this since the moment I saw him, and now it’s happening—real, undeniable, dangerous.

His breath is coming faster, chest rising and falling as we stand by the sink, silence between us stretched taut as a lasso. My nerves are buzzing, my heart hammering, but I manage to get the words out.

“Not here,” I whisper, tugging lightly at his belt. My hand brushes the hard plane of his stomach, warm even through the fabric. I glance toward the stalls—thin metal doors, not much of a shield, but enough. My pulse roars in my ears as I back him up, step by step, until we’re inside. The lock snaps shut, sharp as a gunshot in the hush of the bathroom.

The space is tight, the air electric. His broad frame crowds me in, his shoulders brushing the metal walls, leaving me nowhere to go but down.

I sink to my knees, the tile biting cold against them, my fingers trembling as they work at his jeans. He doesn’t stop me, doesn’t even flinch—just stares down, jaw tight, chest heaving. When I tug the denim open, I realize with a jolt he’s not wearing underwear. There’s nothing between me and him but the heat of his skin. His cock springs free, thick and uncut, heavy with need. Eleven inches of raw, masculine flesh, the foreskin swollen, the head glistening with pre-cum.

I pause, breathless, taking him in. Then footsteps echo against the tile. Someone enters. The sound makes me freeze, my hand still wrapped around his shaft. A stall door creaks, a toilet flushes, water rushing. I don’t breathe until the man leaves, the door swinging shut again.

I exhale shakily, then lean in, inhaling his scent—sweat, leather, whiskey, pure man—and flick my tongue across the tip. He groans, a deep, rough sound that vibrates off the stall walls. I wrap my lips around him, teasing the foreskin with my tongue, tugging it back to bare the slick head before letting it glide forward again. He tastes salty, sweet, intoxicating, and I moan around him, the sound reverberating through his body.

His hand lands heavy on the back of my head, fingers threading into my hair, urging me deeper. My throat tightens, my eyes water, but I don’t pull back. I push down farther, inch by inch, feeling him stretch me open in ways I didn’t know I could take. The thick crown of his cock presses into the back of my throat, and I gag softly, the sound swallowed by the stall walls.

The handle jerks suddenly. Someone rattles the stall door, testing the lock. My whole body goes rigid, his cock still filling my mouth.

“Occupied,” he growls, voice low and dangerous, chest vibrating through me. The sound of boots scuffs the tile, then fades away.

The risk only makes me bolder. My nails dig into his thighs for balance as I force myself down farther, taking him until my nose brushes the wiry hair at his base. He groans, head tipped back, one hand braced against the metal wall. The stall shakes faintly with the force of it, and I hold him there as long as I can before pulling back, gasping for air, spit and precum slicking my lips.

His hands tangle in my hair, grip tight but not punishing, guiding me as I take him deeper. I match his rhythm, sucking harder, swirling my tongue around the ridge of his head. His hips snap forward, rough and insistent, and I gag softly, my eyes watering, but I don’t stop. He fucks my throat with ragged breaths, every thrust making his body tenser, his cock throbbing against my tongue.

Then he breaks, shuddering, hot seed flooding my mouth in thick, salty bursts. I swallow greedily, my lips still sealed around him, savoring the taste of him, the weight of his release. His groan tears out of his chest as his grip loosens in my hair, his body trembling from the force of it.

When it’s done, he pulls free, chest heaving, sweat glistening at his temples. He doesn’t speak—just tucks himself back in, tugging his jeans up with quick, practiced motions. His hat wobbles as he adjusts it, and for a second, he lingers by the stall door, his broad shoulders rigid, like words are pressing at his lips but he can’t bring himself to say them. Then he slips past me and out, leaving the air heavy with the scent
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