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That new guy, Murtagh, was a real prick, thought McGrath. McGrath hated working with another man out here in the fucking desert. But not just that. They had to assign a prick like Murtagh as his partner.

There they were two men, sweating it out in the damn desert. Sweat pouring out of every pore of their semi-naked bodies. They worked side by side. 

Both men were around the same size with slight pot bellies. They disliked each other the moment they laid eyes on each other. Like two horny dogs, sniffing each other knowing they were in competition for territory and for the bitches. 

This guy Murtagh was opinionated. Christ, the guy had an opinion on everything. How to patrol the top of the hill. How to do a reconnaissance. How to move a bunch of tools to the top of the hill. McGrath, had been in this desert, sweating his balls off for three fucking years.

Then he had the nerve to barge into the common shower while McGrath was in there. Did not even bother to say sorry or may I come in please? No such niceties. Just walked in, naked as a baby, like it was the most natural thing ever and opened the shower. They had showered naked, side by side, both of them stealing glances at each other’s cocks and balls and buttocks. 

This guy Murtagh had washed his penis right in front of him. Like it was the most natural thing ever. McGrath had to admit that this Murtagh guy was as tall and strong as he was. Man to man, they were a perfect match. 

Murtagh had a nice long cock. As long and thick as his own cock, though McGrath. McGrath felt his cock get erect as they bathed beside each other. Murtagh’ s cock was erect too. The men leered enviously at each other as they bathed side by side. 

They washed their sweaty pubic hairs as they stole glances at each other. 

But it was not enough that they had to share the shower, him and this new guy Murtagh had to share a bed. 

McGrath liked to sleep naked at night. That’s how he had slept for the last three goddamn years. But now he had another man sleeping right beside him. He had to get into bed with a shirt and shorts on because Murtagh was around. There was nothing he could do about it. 

The room was hot, and the two men sweated as they slept beside each other. 

They snored together at night, the two ageing forty-year-old men with their slight pot bellies.

Then one-night Murtagh took off his shirt and pants and jumped into bed beside McGrath in just his undies. He did it like it was the most natural thing ever. 

The next night, McGrath matched the move, and the two men slept beside each other in their undies. They did not speak much at night. No details about their personal lives were exchanged. They were tough men, not given to small talk. 

But during their patrolling, they argued about this and that. They were at each other’s throats all the time about how a certain task needed to be performed. This guy Murtagh had an opinion on fucking everything, thought McGrath.  

McGrath sensed he and Murtagh were on the verge of a fist fight. 

It wasn’t uncommon. Two men stationed out here in the hot desert, sweating their balls off together, all alone, only each other for company, in this godforsaken desert. 

They had nothing better to do except cuss and argue and fight. McGrath looked forward to it. He sensed Murtagh was also spoiling for a fight. 

It would happen when it happened. 

McGrath looked forward to it. 

It got his dick hard, just thinking about him and Murtagh fighting it out like two apes out in the desert. 
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Murtagh thought his new partner McGrath was a real pussy. 

What kind of loser got stationed out here in the desert for five years? It only meant this guy wasn’t much of a solider. No enemy came from this side of the desert. The terrain was too damn hostile for any army to march in.

But him and this pussy McGrath had been stationed here just in case. They were stuck together. Not like some Chinese or Russian Rommel was going to come storming in from this side.

Murtagh was really spoiling for a fight. He just liked to needle people. It was in his nature.

Ever since he saw McGrath naked in the shower, he had a hard on for him. He fantasized about the two of them going at it, hopefully naked. Man against man out here on the desert sand. 

Cock pitted against cock. There was nothing else to do. They were two isolated men who bathed naked together in the morning and evening and shared a bed in the night. 

Such sexual fantasies when two men were cooped up together were only natural. 

Murtagh knew it was inevitable. 

There was a large bush of blonde hair, as thick as the Amazon, around McGrath’s cock and he lathered it with soap right there in front of Murtagh  . Like it was the most natural thing ever.

Men did some ass grabbing and grappling in every single army barracks he had been stationed in. Men couldn’t help themselves. A man woke up in the morning with sexual thoughts. It was the way all men were wired.

He was going to really rail up this McGrath guy and maybe they would have a real go at each other. Murtagh wanted it really bad. 

“You know what McGrath? The way I figure it, everyone in this world is wrestling with something. You and I are wrestling with each other. Not physically but it is on between us. Right? America and China. Some housewife wrestling with her car salesman husband after he comes back home from work. Everyone is wrestling with each other all the time. There is no end to it”, Murtagh would say. 

“Is that so?”, would come the terse reply from McGrath. 

“Yeah? Don’t you think so? Don’t you think so McGrath? Life is one long wrestling match. You can’t escape it McGrath”, Murtagh would say, intent at needling McGrath. 

“Well, some people are wrestling with themselves, Murtagh”, said McGrath pensively. 

“That is deep, McGrath. You’re a clever son of a bitch”, said Murtagh, impressed. 

“Yeah well. You think somebody else is being a bastard. But what about that bastard inside you, driving you crazy all the time? Think about it Murtagh”, said McGrath.  

Murtagh thought that was profound.

They were both here because they were two desperate men.

Murtagh sensed that this McGrath guy was his equal, physically. That made it all the more sexier. When you and your rival were equally matched.

Murtagh was hungry. 

Hungry for a fight. 

Hungry for sex. 

He sensed that McGrath was his equal, physically. That made it all the more spicier and sexier. When you and the man you wanted to fuck, and fight was equally matched.

He could not get the thought out of his fucking head. 

It was driving him crazy with lust and rage. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3

[image: ]


And then one day it happened. It was over something really silly. 

The men were carrying a camera to be set up at the top of a hill when Murtagh made an offensive comment about America’s national treasure, John Wayne. 

“Would John Wayne kick Marlon Brando’s ass in a fight?” Murtagh asked.

The question stopped McGrath in her tracks. McGrath’s family was related to Wayne.

“You’re talking about the Duke right, Murtagh?”, asked McGrath in a real low voice. 

“I only know of one John Wayne. Aint nobody else I know called John Wayne”, said Murtagh. 

“Of course, he would kick Brando’s ass. That method acting wussy”, said McGrath with utter contempt. 

“The Duke had a pot belly like he was carrying a baby, McGrath. Brando was tough as an axe. At least in his early days”, said Murtagh, grinning at McGrath’s anger. 

McGrath really lost it then. How dare he talk about the Duke like that. McGrath told Murtagh so. Challenges were thrown at each other. Uniforms came off like the two men were lovers or something. 

McGrath and Murtagh faced each other, their naked upper torsos gleaming in the son. Both men wore just their pants. Under the pants, both men’s cocks were erect.  

They entwined their large fingers and began to wrestle. McGrath managed to throw Murtagh to the ground and pounced on top of him. 

The two powerfully built semi-naked men threw their arms around each other and rolled around on the desert sand. Powerful naked chests were plastered together as they rolled around.

The fight ended quickly. Murtagh threw an apology at McGrath which McGrath accepted immediately. The men went up the hill, set up the camera and came back down. The brief wrestling bout had discharged some of the tension that existed between them. 

“You want a beer, Murtagh?”, McGrath asked in comradeship. 

“Never say no to a beer, McGrath”, said Murtagh. 

They went back to the soldiers’ quarters. The small fridge, stocked with beer and canned food, was the only luxury that the army had given to the two men. 

McGrath opened a couple of beers and handed one to Murtagh. 

“How long you been here, McGrath?”, asked Murtagh, taking a long swig of the beer. 

“Three years without leave”, said McGrath sipping his beer. 

They stood facing each other at the counter in the small kitchen. 

“That’s a real bitch. I was out in Fort Irwin for two years before they sent me to this goddamn place. How long do you think we’re gonna be here, McGrath?”, asked Murtagh expectantly. He felt a strange sense of comradeship with the man in front of him for the first time. 

“Who knows Murtagh. Who fucking knows. It sucks to be poor. It’s the poor that join the darn army”, said McGrath bitterly, sipping his beer.  

Now there was an air of comradeship between the men. They sipped on their beers, watching each other’s faces, and watching the hills. 

“Hey, I am sorry if I was a bit of a bastard when I first came here, McGrath”, said Murtagh. 

“Think nothing of it, Murtagh. I’ve met a few bastards in the army. I am one myself”, said McGrath. 

The men laughed at that. They finished their beers. They were done for the day. 

“I’m gonna shower. What about you?”, asked McGrath. 

Murtagh wondered whether he was being invited into the shower. 

“Think I’ll shower with you”, said Murtagh. 

They took their clothes off, both men eyeing each other as they undressed. 

They went into the shower, their long cocks hanging down in front of them. 

They proceeded to watch each other’s erect cocks and naked fleshy bodies as the water from the shower poured down and the men washed the sweat and dirt off their naked bodies. The wrestling had gotten their blood racing. No doubt about it. 

“You go to the gym, Murtagh?”, asked McGrath as he washed her breasts. McGrath was looking at Murtagh’s powerful shoulders. 

“Yes, I used to when I was in Fort Irwin”, said Murtagh as he rubbed her back. 

“I got some dumbbells in the cupboard in our bedroom”, said McGrath admiring Murtagh’s body.

“I can see that you use dumbbells. You have a nice body, McGrath. Men who are posted at these remote border posts usually get fat like housewives. Not you”, said Murtagh. McGrath thought he sounded genuine. 

“Well cheers, Murtagh”, said McGrath. 

Their naked bodies were pink with excitement and anticipation. McGrath also washed his blonde pubic hair in front of Murtagh to show the new arrival that he was no prude. He handed the soap to Murtagh and Murtagh smiled as he also washed his own pubic hair with the soap McGrath had washed his pubic hair with. 

This is how men in the army became friends, thought Murtagh. 
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That night McGrath lay naked under his blanket. It was a cold night. He wished he had his wife Marilyn around, so that he could wrap her naked body around his and his dick inside her wet pussy and the two of them sweating together. 

Murtagh was outside the soldier’s quarters watching the orange lights in the sky. He wondered whether they were meteors. Or maybe they were aliens watching this small base. The view from the verandah of the soldier’s quarters was quite something else. Murtagh smoked on a cigarette as he watched the horizon with no particular purpose.

The view underscored the infinite possibilities of the universe, but it was also fucking cold. Murtagh threw the cigarette on the sand and stamped on it. 

Murtagh wished he had a woman right then. He couldn’t remember the last time he had wrapped his naked body with the soft flesh of a woman. It was with some whore out in the back of some honkytonk in Austin. 

Murtagh hadn’t gotten laid in ages. He got an erection just thinking about it. 

Murtagh took off his shirt and his pants as he walked into the bedroom and jumped into bed beside McGrath wearing only his undies.

Murtagh heard McGrath breathe beside him. Neither man spoke. 

McGrath gulped. He was horny. He hadn’t been home in ages, he longed for some human contact. He watched McGrath’s powerful chest rise up and down beside her. His cock was erect.

The bedroom air was rife with sexual tension between the two men. Their legs brushed against each other. Toes lingered together. Their hands touched inevitably. Neither man moved their hands away, letting them linger together. Then Murtagh held McGrath’s hand, and their fingers interlocked. Murtagh jumped on top of McGrath and tore the blanket off his body to see her stark-naked body.

“Ha! “What do you have in mind you horny dog?”, asked Murtagh in his typical sly tone. 

“Exactly what you have in mind you horny goat”, said McGrath and pulled Murtagh towards him.

Their erect cocks rubbed fleetingly. 

Their bodies came together, and the two men gasped at the rub of skin against skin. McGrath tore Murtagh’s undies off his groin and thrust his cock at Murtagh’s cock.

Time wasn’t wasted on niceties like they were long lost lovers or something. There was a sexual need to be fulfilled for both men and they would use each other’s bodies to do so. Arms were thrown around each other’s upper torsos and hands hungrily explored the others soft backs. Legs were entangled so that they could thrust with perfect leverage at each other’s cocks.

They frotted with a violence which only two men who hadn’t gotten laid in ages were capable of. The bedroom became filled with the sound of their erect cocks thrusting and jostling. 

The men humped with each other’s cocks while their upper bodies locked
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