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To my dear perverts and sacred deviants—

Thank you for buying this story. For trusting me to unzip a little deeper and drag you into the desert for a ritual soaked in heat and hunger.

It’s an honor to stir something in you—something wet, primal, golden. We’re not strangers here. We’re bound by what trickles just beneath the surface. What we ache to taste, to worship, to drown in when the world isn’t watching.

Many of the stories I tell are rooted in truth. Lived moments. Real streams. Real surrender. Fantasy lets me shape it—makes it hotter, messier, more sacred—but the core? That’s real. That’s mine. And maybe it’s yours too.

So thank you—for being here. For getting soaked with me. For letting me leak across these pages and call it ritual.

I’m not in this for money. I’m in it for the pulse, the flow, the thrill of filthy exploration. While I take a break from my own real-life cascades, this is how I stay wet.

Let’s share something golden.
Let’s go for a swim and a drink.
— S.J. Virelli
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NO BETTER BOND THAT SHARED STREAMS

BY S.J. VIRELLI

1. Desert Heat

They were two shadows against the sun, heatwaves bending light across the dunes like smoke from a slow fire. Corporal Cole “Tex” Maddox stood broad and bare-backed, arms loose at his sides, boots sunk an inch into the powder. He'd peeled off his vest twenty minutes ago, sweat soaking through his undershirt before he finally gave up and went shirtless. The rifle hung slack from his shoulder strap, forgotten in the dry hush of the desert. To his right, maybe ten feet off, Lance Corporal Darius "Hawk" Hawkins mirrored him—same stance, same shirtless torso carved in lean obsidian muscle, his back glistening like oiled leather under the dying sun. The two of them were pissing, backs to the outpost, eyes on the horizon. Not talking, just breathing in the slow rhythm of men who’d done this same patrol a hundred times and would do it a hundred more.

Then Hawk broke the silence. “Goddamn,” he muttered, voice lazy like bourbon. “Ain’t pissed all day. Feels like I’m draining a fire hydrant.” Cole let out a short bark of laughter. “Shit, you’re not lying. I thought my bladder was gonna punch through my spine.” A beat. Just the hiss of their streams, hitting the sand like faint applause. Then Hawk looked over. Just a flick of his head, enough to catch Cole in profile.

“You ever notice,” he said, cocked grin cutting across his face, “how a man looks when he pisses? All stretched out, cock in hand, chest out like he’s marking territory?” Cole didn’t turn. But he smiled, the kind that starts in the jaw and doesn’t reach the eyes just yet. “You sound like you’re narratin’ a nature doc. What, you takin’ field notes?” “Hell yeah,” Hawk said, laughing. “Military biology. Homo erectus excretius.” “Big words for a guy who called a camel a 'desert cow' last week.” “Desert cow had an attitude,” Hawk fired back. “Didn’t like how it looked at me.”

Their piss slowed to dribbles, then stopped. They shook off in unison, like it was choreographed. Hawk zipped up first but didn’t move. He looked at Cole again—longer this time. “You ever get hard after pissin’?” he asked. Cole didn’t answer right away. He adjusted his waistband, gave a little shrug. “Sometimes. Somethin’ about the release, I guess.” A pause. “Why, you got wood?” Hawk looked down. “Shit, I think I do.” Cole raised an eyebrow, finally turning to look. Just a glance—nothing more—but the world spun half a beat slower. Hawk’s cock was half-hard, thick, outlined like a sleeping beast in his fatigues.

Cole chuckled. “Guess the desert’s got you feelin’ some type of way.” “Guess it’s got you too,” Hawk said, nodding at Cole’s crotch. He looked. He was swelling. Not hard, not fully. But enough. Enough for it to mean something. They said nothing more. But when they headed back toward the outpost, boots crunching over brittle sand, their steps fell into perfect sync. No rush. Just rhythm. A secret had sparked between them. Golden. Warm. Unspoken—for now.

2. Night Watch

Bunks creaked soft in the dark. A chorus of sleep sounds—snoring, tossing, the distant hum of the generator outside. That tin can hum, constant as blood. Cole lay still in his rack, arms folded behind his head. Shirtless. Hard. Not just morning-wood hard—this was deeper. Thicker. A pulse in it. Hawk's rack was two down. Same deal. Bare chest rising slow. They weren’t asleep. Hadn’t been for hours.

They didn’t speak. They just got up. Barefoot, in boxers, no shirts. Ghosts between the steel frames. No lights, just red glow from the exit sign. Silent as recon. Down the corridor, into the latrine. Door swung shut behind them. Concrete. Cold tile. Two rows of urinals. A row of stalls. Showers in back.

Cole reached for the handle. “You feelin’ it too?” Hawk’s smile came easy. “I been feelin’ it since that piss in the sand.” They stepped into the showers. 

Hawk tugged his boxers down. Let his cock hang heavy—thick, loose, already waking up. “You wanna go first?” Cole was already pissing. A golden stream burst out of him, forceful, hot, splashing against Hawk’s thigh. Hawk jolted. Then laughed. Then stood there and let it happen. “Shit, that’s warm,” he said, voice breathy. Cole smirked. “Told you. Fire hydrant.” He raised his aim—stream now hitting Hawk in the gut, running down over abs, trickling to his groin.

Hawk closed his eyes. Let his own dick swell, fill. His hand found it. He started stroking. Slow. Measured. “Fuck, that’s good,” he whispered. “Smells like you. Smells like heat.” Cole finished. Stepped back. Hawk was soaked, dripping piss, his black skin shining like bronze under the flickering ceiling light.

“Your turn, brother.” Hawk didn’t hesitate. He gripped the base of his shaft, squeezed, let go—and it came out strong. High arc. Hit Cole square in the chest. Cole grunted. Took it. Let it run down him, over pecs, stomach, soaking the waistband of his boxers. He laughed—deep, rolling. “Goddamn. You were holdin’ out.” “Had to save it. Wanted to make it count.” He aimed lower—piss hitting Cole’s thigh, then cock. Cole reached down and pulled out his dick—stiff now, soaked, glistening.

They stood there, pissing and stroking, watching each other. Dicks out, muscles flexing, bodies dripping in musk and piss. Hawk stepped closer. “You ever taste it?” Cole hesitated. Then leaned forward. Hawk raised his cock. Stream hit Cole’s lips. He opened his mouth. Let it in. Bitter. Salt. Heat. He swallowed. Eyes locked on Hawk’s. “You dirty motherfucker,” Hawk said, grinning. Cole wiped his mouth. “Takes one to know one.” Then he dropped to his knees.

Cole knelt in the puddle. Cold concrete under bare knees. Heat rising from his chest. Hawk stood over him, cock thick, vein-laced, glistening with piss and water. His balls hung heavy. The smell was rich—sharp musk and raw man. “You want more?” Hawk asked, hand on his shaft, guiding it close. Cole opened his mouth again. “Yeah.” Hawk let the last few drops fall—direct, slow, aimed. They landed on Cole’s tongue, his lips, down his chin. Then he was dry.

Cole didn’t move. He licked his lips, spit mixing with piss. “You taste like dirt and iron. Like war.” “That’s poetic as fuck,” Hawk said, laughing low. “My turn, cowboy.” Cole stood. Hawk dropped to his knees this time. He reached for Cole’s cock. Took it in both hands. Stroked once. Twice. Opened his mouth.

Cole pissed again—shorter stream this time, but direct. Right down Hawk’s throat. Hawk took it like a shot of whiskey. “Good boy,” Cole muttered. Hawk grinned around the stream. Swallowed it. Stood again, hard now, throbbing. “This what you call ‘unit bonding’?” “Nah,” Cole said, pulling Hawk into him. “This is recon. Learning the terrain.”

They kissed. Sloppy. Mouths full of heat and taste. Their cocks pressed together—slick, twitching, hot. Hawk grabbed Cole by the ass. Pulled him tighter. They started stroking each other—fast, rough, grunts echoing off tile. Piss still dripping off their legs, their abs. Hawk whispered, “I ain’t never done this. But fuck, man—this feels right
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