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The moon was lookin’ at me through the window like one big eyeball floatin’ in the sky, judgin’ me, judgin’ what I was doin’.

Couldn’t exactly blame it for lookin’ down on me like it was. Not when I was lookin’ right back at it with my own eyes, half shut, body rockin’ back n’ forth like I was drunk in the saddle and trottin’ up a rock ridden mountain.

But it wasn’t a horse I was ridin’. Nah, the moon wouldn’t object to somethin’ like that. I was ridin’ a whole diff’rent kinda beast.

I was ridin’ Louie Emory.

The mane of hair on his chest was my reins, his thick strong hips my saddle.

I had gotten pretty good at ridin’ him like this, he sure did look like he was enjoyin’ himself.

“Goddamnit, Jonesy.”

His hands were holdin’ my waist like he was terrified I’d fall off. Dirt n’ blood grimed nails dug into my sides like he was a big ol’ wolf grabbin’ hold of a deer.

I felt his cock give out a twitch inside me, the thing growin’ twice its size in a throb against that sweet spot he never failed to hit. That tender little spot most men never get to know about. A little bundle deep inside me that burst with intoxication every time his cock rubbed it just right.

Couldn’t say nothin’ but a murmur, you’d mistaken it for agony if you couldn’t see my face. I probably looked like a damn fool ridin’ Emory like this, ridin’ my goddamn brother in arms like I was a cheap whore.

I didn’t give a shit, not in the moment at least. It felt fuckin’ good. Louie’s face underneath me twistin’ n’ turnin’ every time I dropped my hips. His hands grippin’ me so hard I’d either be bruised or bleedin’ or both when we were through.

We were like animals in this lil’ inn bed. Groanin’ n’ shoutin’ n’ grittin’ our teeth n’ bitin’ n’ fuckin’ n’ doin’ it all ‘til we collapsed in bliss n’ drifted away.

I never felt nothin’ like his cock inside of me. It was a weird feelin’ the first couple times, hurt like hell more than once. Some part of me hoped Louie was sweeter on his lady partners when doin’ the deed, same part of me that hoped I was the only one he was this rough with.

I knew for a fact I wasn’t this rough with anyone else. I knew my lady back home wanted it soft n’ sweet n’ gentle most nights, ‘n others she’d drain me dry. But I couldn’t hurt her the way I hurt Louie. She wouldn’t take it the same way, n’ I wouldn’t wanna hurt her anyhow. She was a soft n’ sweet lil’ thing, n’ I knew I had to treat ‘er like the precious jewel she was.

Louie gave what he took in bed, and he gave it tenfold. When I grip his throat for balance while I ride him, he pulls my hair n’ throws me aside. When he towers over my bare back n’ shoves his weight into my spine, I sink my teeth into his arm. 

When he seethes n’ thrusts his hips to my ass, I crush his wrist with my hand.

He fucks into me with no abandon, all I can do is rasp out cusses against his good name.

He’s close, I can tell ‘cause he’s shakin’, he’s lost any sense of rhythm he had before, n’ he’s diggin’ his nails into my hips like he’s graspin’ at a cliff edge.

“Gonna make it there, cowboy?” I tease him, makin’ like a good boy while he chases his fire.

“Coupla seconds if ya keep yer mouth shut.”

“Really now?” He was juttin’, wasn’t lyin’ ‘bout bein’ seconds away. So I bucked him off like a wild bronco, had him on his back so quick he didn’t know what hit him.

“Tha hell, boyah?!”

I held him down to the best of my ability, but Louie n’ I weren’t too matched for strength. I could grapple with him, sure, but I’d lose any real serious fight no doubt.

I rubbed my ass on his cock, slow, teasin’ him.

He reached out n’ tried to grab me so I held his arms down, but I couldn’t do much to stop him from shovin’ me onto my back n’ stickin’ it in so fast it felt like I got shot straight up my hole.

The moment he bottomed out I could feel him spill inside me. He released deep in my gut, groanin’ n’ pantin’ while his body shook n’ strained against me.

“Fuuuck,” he let out all raspy, breathin’ in my ear while he let those last few drops of his bottle squeeze out n’ in’ inside me. I could feel his cock throbbing with delight deep within me as it shot out stream after stream against my swollen walls, layin’ claim to my ass as his territory.

“Was hopin’ to tease you a bit more.”

“I don’t do teasin’, boyah.” He withdrew, his cock gone limp as a worm when I saw it pop out and leave my body like a cork in a wine bottle.

I didn’t know whether to brag or beg when comparin’ mine to his; I was still hard as a rock.

I reached out for his face n’ pulled him into one of those violent headlocks exclusive to us n’ us alone. Didn’t know whether it was love or passion or lust or desperation that got me so damn thirsty for his mouth, but I drank his spit like it was water in the desert, n’ I bit at his teeth like they were lil’ gold coins. His hair was wheat in my fingers, grassy n’ golden by the handful, thick and full of sunlight.

I pressed my cock between his legs after I shoved him onto his back again, our faces doin this dance we both only half knew how to perform.

His spend was drippin’ out of me, leakin’ down between my thighs n’ meetin’ his body once more underneath. I pulled his legs up n’ raised my body against his, old man was too spent to protest.

He put an arm behind his neck n’ waited for me to get situated. I rubbed his mess up n’ down my own cock, rubbin’ our dicks together n’ slickin’ me up real good.

I returned my attention to Louie, held up one of his legs under my shoulder while I stuck a wet coated finger between his cheeks n’ right to his hole.

He didn’t like this part, the part where I evened the score. Louie didn’t willingly give up power, not unless he trusted you, n’ even then he was real iffy ‘bout it. 

So even though he wasn’t lookin’ me in the eyes, though his crystal baby blues were dipped towards the window just like mine were moments ago, I knew he trusted me.

I knew this dance we did was trust buildin’, it had to be. I knew this was the ultimate form of trust between us, that he’d give up power in exchange for pleasure, both mine and his.

It was frustratingly hot, fuckin’ him with my fingers n’ gettin’ those raspy breaths outta his mouth without gettin’ to feel his slick velvety insides with my own cock. I wanted to be in him already, wanted to be fuckin him, no mercy.

I pulled my fingers out n’ swapped ‘em, straightenin’ up n’ rubbin’ my dick up n’ down his rear ‘til I found the slot and shivered with a rush like a hunter finding his first buck.

I shoved myself in, the old man shouted when my hips met his ass, clenchin’ up around my cock like a snake coilin’ ‘round a meal.

He was holdin’ me close, one arm wrapped around my neck n’ the other hand’ pressin’ my ass down as far as it could go. I started buckin’ into him, god he fit me like a fine leather glove. Soft but firm n’ so fuckin’ warm. His heat engulfed me, I had to go as far inside him as I could, with each thrust I went deeper n’ with each thrust he gripped me tighter n’ left another streak of nail marks down my back.

He was layin’ there, his hips buckin’ up when I came down, meetin’ in the middle, shovin’ me as deep as I could go inside him. We were ridin’ in tune, got each other’s movements down pat. He went left, I went right. I went up, he went down. We jumped every wave of pleasure together, ridin’ into the night with nobody but each other to keep us warm.

I couldn’t understand’ how Louie held out for so long when we fucked. He’d go upwards of an hour, easily. I was lucky if I lasted two minutes.

From the moment I took my claim inside him I could feel that burnin’ heat lightin’ up my cock, every thrust feelin’ more n’ more like I was fuckin’ the clouds of heaven themselves. I didn’t want it to end but I couldn’t stop myself from seein’ this through to that final thrash.

Then the asshole I was fuckin’ decided to throw me off his body n’ spin us around again, right before that feelin’ turned into a climax too. I didn’t know whether to thank him or hit him, because within mere seconds he was gettin’ off my cock n’ rubbin’ it down with a shirt.

“What’re you doin?”

“Shuddup n’ you’ll see.” 

He wiped the remnants of his own spent lust off my dick, before dippin’ his face down n’ takin’ my twitchin’ rifle between his lips.

“Fuckin’ hell, Louie,” I gasped after gasp after gasp while he sucked my fuckin’ soul out. I knew I wouldn’t be enjoyin’ this for long but god it felt good in the moment.

I felt it comin’ again, Louie switched to usin’ his hand. The lack of wet lips on my cock set me back a bit, but I was still ready to blow any second, n’ Louie surely knew it.

He slowed again, doin’ barely anythin’ but runnin’ two fingers up n’ down the top n’ underside of my dick. It was just enough of his touch to keep me hard n’ keep those waves of rapture peltin’ my core, but not enough to get me there right away.

“Thought’chu didn’t do teasin’.”

“I ain’t the one bein’ teased now.”

He was milkin’ me, my cock was leakin’ a clear mess, n’ he kept suckin’ the tip off every time more flowed out. He was keepin’ my body clenched and desperate but refused to push me over the edge and make me spill.

Every time I bucked my hips to chase my endin’ n’ finish, he pushed me back down hard n’ gave me a look. He was starin’ at me with those pretty baby blues n’ it took everythin’ in me not to cry out in frustration.

Almost looked like he was gettin’ off on how anxious I was, his fingers would sway ‘round the tip of my cock, get that flow goin’ again, that river of lust that raised out of my dick hole n’ spilled out into the crevice, only to be noticed by my love maker n’ sucked up into his mouth, his tongue flickin’ the hole n’ suckin’ up any remainin’ nectar from inside.

Each time he did it I rode a wave of equal parts bliss n’ agony. My cock was strained n’ ready for release, I hadn’t gone this long in ages.

“Get me off, cowboy.”

“Don’t be givin’ me orders.” I grabbed his hair n’ tried forcin’ his lips to my cock, only to be batted away n’ given an angry glare.

I loved pissin’ him off. It got me harder than anythin’ could.

That’s how these dances always started. I’d piss him off, he’d let me have it, we grapple it out ‘til we’re both stiff as boards then we fuck each other’s brains out.

He was back to suckin’ the tip of my cock when I felt it grow past the point of no return. He popped his lips off the tip n’ I shot a stream right into his throat, catchin’ him by surprise. My hands were crushin’ fabric between my fingers while I came, my dick defyin’ Emory’s still steady motion between his fingers, guidin’ me painfully slow through the rush n’ my gut as I shot more white streaks into his pretty mouth.

His fingers were barely even touchin’ my cock, I watched him lap me up n’ aim it for his tongue. It was pure heaven, there was nothin’ like that image in the entire world.

The final blast left my cock, n’ along with it, Louie did as well. He kissed me, softer than before, made me taste my own brew from his tongue as he poured it into mine. We wrapped around each other, comin’ down from the high, checkin’ each other’s battle wounds n’ revelin’ in the calm after our storm.

The moon had since drifted behind some patches of clouds, finally givin’ us some privacy. I didn’t see it again that night, I slept by Emory’s side.

A brother, a lover, a friend, my stallion.
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Electric fire shooting between barstools, he sits proudly unaware of how obvious he’s being, how threatening the blush in his face makes his intentions out to be, how his bottom lip is being bitten ever so slightly.

That tender heat is growing from the attention his target is finally laying upon him, icy blue melting from the shared warmth of the gaze, he smiles back at him, a reassurance that he knows what he’s thinking, and he likes it.

The older one reaches out, places a hand tenderly on the worn black jeans of his friend, squeezes his kneecap and dances his fingers around a hole just to the right side of his left leg, the calloused touch to his bare skin shooting him in the gut with an electrifying sensation.

He leans on the bar, not breaking his partner’s gaze, raising his leg slightly in an attempt to hide his arousal.

Crystal eyes smiling at him, the blonde dips forwards towards his ear, whispers with a guttural sound, “let’s get outta here.”

Quick moves and eager footsteps lead them away from the saloon, drawing little suspicion and yet still too much. Hearts pounding as they think through their next moves, once they’re out of sight of the judgemental public, which one of them will pounce first once the coast is clear.

The images flashing in their minds as they each plotted their attack led to the tightening of their jeans, nerve ridden flesh pressing against the fabric that held them neatly away from the cool breeze of the outdoors.

The older one was leading the way, pulling around to the back of the saloon, being thankful that a streetlight happened to be out because it gave them some much needed coverage as he found a spot where it would be safe to take the lead and give his partner what he wanted.

But he was caught off guard when the younger one grabbed his arm and pulled him forcefully into his arms, catching his lips with his as he shoved their bodies behind a wooden panel and going so fast their noses knocked against each other’s cheeks. 

Hot breath flows from body to body, mouth to mouth, and each can feel the other’s very life filling up their lungs, the taste of whiskey and beer scraping across one another’s teeth, the scent of cigarettes and booze being inhaled in the process.

“Missed you, Sammy,” the younger breathes out, taking a break to gaze at his partner in the moonlight, adding fuel to the fire as his sun-aged face glistened in the bright white shine.

Sam chuckles a bit, closes the gap between them once more, reaching his hands down to grasp the zipper on his lover’s jeans, pulling the button free as his other hand tugged down to finish the job.

“Missed you too, you bastard,” he reaches for the suspenders next and unlatches them in a smooth movement, tossing them over his shoulders before reaching down once more and tugging his jeans off, the fabric falling and pilling around his knees, his cock getting a sudden waft of air that cooled down the heat emanating from his eager appendage.

The older man pulls him close and to the side, bringing him into his lips again and pulls his arms up over his head, keeping one hand above to hold him back while his other snaked its way between them to tug at the dark pink, rosy extremity.

“Can’t even wait to have me back at camp, can you?”

Sam chuckles, breathes into his neck, licks the tender skin as he considers a thought he had while he was away from his partner in crime this past week, a devilish idea of something he could do to Tom when he got his hands on him next.

Triggered by his memory of a romp they had some months prior where they were close to getting caught by Billy J, a drunkard who had found his way into their posse. The old asshole was insisting on walking back and forth by Sam’s tent, drunkenly mumbling and singing and stumbling around so much, the anxiety of the threat he presented kept forcing Sam to pull away from his partner’s erection should the sound he’d give out while finishing draw any attention to the men behind the curtain.

He could hardly admit that the frustration on Tom’s face turned him on immensely, caused by the movement of his hand from his dick to his lips to keep them shut should Billy hear the whimper and stumble into the tent uninvited out of curiosity. They had a close call already, when Tom let out a throaty moan and the old man responded with a frantic “who’s there?” before returning to his rambling and singing and tumbling.

Sam kept him there on the edge unintentionally, positioning himself behind his lover, one hand wrapped around his mouth to hold back his uncontrollable noises, the other gently stroking his cock to keep him close, running circles around the tip of his dick and releasing every time he tried bucking into his partner’s palm.

The way he finally came undone once Billy left them alone and passed out somewhere far enough out of earshot, the way he tipped him over the edge and watched him spill onto the cot, shots of strained hot white streaking out and staining the fabric as Tom moaned hard into the skin on his palm, his hot breath moistening the wrinkles in Sam’s hand as the trapped air overflowed through the gaps in his fingers, creating a sharp huff followed by the whimpers in the back of his throat.

The scene served as the main course for Sam’s fantasies at night while he was away, he climaxed to the idea several times now, filling a red bandana he used to catch his spend, each morning
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