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RESTRAINT

 


The chill of the morning didn’t hit
him today because the water that he was standing in at waist depth
was far colder.

Around him the river flowed with the
pace of a herd of cattle at full charge. His thighs tingled with
the faintest hint of a dull ache that would be enlivening when he
left these waters.

Bruce worked the old bar of soap
through his blond hair and tried to keep his eyes where they most
wanted to go.

But you never can, his mind reminded him.

For five years now he had lived on
mountain paths, in the depths of forests and, most often, on the
plains of America’s wildest cattle ranges. For five long, long
years, he had suffered through the agony he experienced now. It was
all because of one man - his partner in crime - and one that he
dearly wished he could leave, yet knew without any doubt that doing
such would be as heart breaking as if the man had died in his
arms.

Carl was a big man. Black. A kind of
dark chocolate that went from head to toe.

Don’t think about it, Bruce urged.

But he couldn’t, of course. Carl was
also soaping himself up in the freezing waters of the river just
beside where they had staked out their horses and allowed the
cattle they had raided from a farm miles and miles back to feed a
little before driving them hard towards their destination: A farmer
who dealt in stolen cattle and who would pay them less than the
beasts were worth on the block for the purpose of profiting when he
sold them off himself to equally corrupt individuals.

His black buttocks stood out from the
water due to his height and the man’s large cock and big balls
swung free between his legs. All Bruce wanted to do was touch
himself, but he could not allow that.

Not even a twitch, he reminded his body.

It was hard. Inside his heart was
beating like a young virgin about to be penetrated. Bruce had had
his share of men, some on lonesome nights when a man missing his
wife would be willing to try something different, but he’d never
had the kind of feelings he had for Carl with them. This was
different and he feared losing the object of those rare emotions
more than anything else in the world.

A cow mooed and he turned his head to
check all was right. The animals were spooked by something last
night. They had found paw marks - ones far, far from home - and
Bruce was afraid they’d run and he’d have to collect
them.

As it was, his rifle was not far away.
You could never be too careful with a cougar. In his travels he’d
faced off with one only once, but that was enough for him to be
afraid. It had taken three good men down before breathing its last
and that was only a small one. A creature willing to run the plains
was probably very large (which is what the paw prints told him) and
quite insane.

As if we didn’t have
enough problems to worry about with the Indian tribes around here,
now this...

His eyes traveled to the other man as
he soaped up his wide muscular chest.

Problems, he decided, were
everywhere.


INDIANS

 


“What do you suppose those prints are?” the chief asked his
scout.

The man did not know and so did not
speak.

His chief grunted at the silence but
understood it’s meaning well enough. They had been following some
cattle thieves for a day now and had only delayed in gutting,
scalping and stealing from the two men because the terrain was
getting hilly - perfect for a strong defense in some places, but he
doubt the two knew enough of the area to use such - and because
they had found something more worrisome.

“Could it be a spirit?”

The chief was nothing less than
respectful of the great beasts of the plains he lived
on.

“I do not think so, but who is to tell...” was the scout’s
reply.

Both men wondered what they should do.
The scout decided on the basis of having met his share of wild
beasts and having never seen anything like this that perhaps they
should find other easy pickings.

The chief did not agree. The cattle
owner would reward them for returning his cattle and if he didn’t,
well, then they would gut, scalp and steal from him too.

It was the natural way of
things.


RUN

 


Bruce shouldered his rifle and ran
with the cattle in the hope of avoiding being shot by the group of
10 Indian raiders chasing them. His horse had died in their first
assault as had Carl’s. It was most likely intentional.

The beasts were terrified and so they
should be. The Indian war cries sent shivers through Bruce’s spine.
He held tight to a large cow and used its speed to aid his own in
their flight.

“Over there,” Carl cried.

The Indians had not been patient and
had underestimated their prey. Carl knew the area. There was a
place they could hide...

A bullet pinged over their heads.
Bruce jerked his head around and saw a younger Indian being
chastised by a much older one with a pot belly.

They know they don’t need to kill us yet, he thought. Eventually there
would be nowhere left to run. Their legs would lose steam. Then the
horrors would begin.

Carl was first over the rise and into
the rock outcrop. Many, many years ago soldiers of some kind or
another had used this place as a defensive position when under the
assault from whoever they were fighting. You could still see some
of the holes that the bullets had chipped into the rocks where they
landed.

“Keep some of the cows close,” Carl shouted.

Bruce managed to herd a few among the
rocks. It was not a big space, but it was big enough for half of
what they had - the rest had run off and was most likely being
chased down by the Indians now - and themselves with room to
spare.

The two men chose an angle and started
unloading rounds.

No sooner than a shot was fired and
the Indians were turning tail and rushing off across the plains to
settle down out of range.

They’ll come at
night.

Neither needed to explain. They both
know that when darkness came, the Indians would too.


INDIANS

 


“Is anyone wounded?” the chief asked as he slowed his horse
to a trot.

Everyone said they were not. He nodded
approval. They might be young, but they knew the ways of combat
well. None would slow them down when the time came to
leave.

He gestured for his scout to come
close.

“Did you see any sign?”

“Of the beast?”

They were both now completely sure
they were dealing with a spirit beast and that it might be somehow
protecting the foolish men over there in Dead Man’s Hole - an old
name the Indians gave the small selection of rocks and dirt that
had become the grave of some government lawmen who held out there a
few days such a long time ago that no one remembered the exact
details.

“Yes.”

“None, my chief.” He thought for a moment. “If it is only an
animal then it will feast on the offering we left. If it is a
spirit beast...”

Both stared at the other and wondered.
Would the dead horses keep such a beast busy for long enough? Their
work would be quick. If only they could have waited. But, the
creature had decided that for them. It’s presence necessitated
undue speed on their part.

“We can only hope,” the chief said evenly, “that the spirits
are with us and not them.”

That they might not was a chilling
thought to consider.
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