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The storm outside the bunkhouse wasn't just rain; it was a rhythmic assault, a heavy, relentless drumming against the weathered pine planks that served as the only barrier between the four men and the dark, sodden plains of the high desert. Inside, the world was reduced to the golden, flickering radius of a single kerosene lamp perched atop a scarred wooden table. The air was thick with the scent of wet wool, stale tobacco, and the sharp, metallic tang of nervous anticipation.

Timmy, the youngest man on the crew, sat with his long, lanky frame hunched over his cards. His blond hair was tousled, his blue eyes reflecting the lamp's glow with a brightness that bordered on predatory. He wore a black tee-shirt under a blue plaid shirt, his sleeves rolled up to reveal smooth, pale forearms traced with the faint blue lines of veins. He shifted his weight, his blue jeans bunching tight across his thighs as he leaned forward, nudging a stack of buffalo nickels toward the center of the table with one long finger.

Across from him, Steve was a polar opposite. Broad-shouldered and rugged, his brown hair was slicked back by dampness, and his chest, partially exposed where his white tee-shirt met his open denim shirt, was dusted with dark, coarse hair that curled at the collar. He watched Timmy with a narrowed, knowing gaze, his thumb tracing a slow circle on the edge of his cards.

“You're playing bold tonight, kid," Steve rumbled, his voice a low vibration that seemed to match the thunder outside. "Either you've got a god-tier hand, or you're just itching to be penniless by midnight."

"Maybe I just like the thrill of the gamble, Steve," Timmy replied, a slow, teasing smile playing on his lips. He let his gaze drift down to where Steve's chest hair disappeared beneath the white cotton, then back up. "Maybe I like watching a man sweat."

Beside him, Chase — a steady, reserved man with light hair and brown eyes — tapped his cards against his green shirt. He was the quiet observer, the one who saw the subtle twitch in Timmy's left eyebrow that nobody else seemed to notice, the way Timmy's tongue darted out to wet his lower lip before every big bet.

Jason sat to the right, a man of rugged confidence. His white tee was tucked into his black jeans, and his red plaid shirt sat open, revealing a patch of hairy chest that caught the dim light, the sweat at his collarbone glistening. He kicked his boots against the table leg. "Money's boring, boys. We've been at this for three hours and the pot hasn't moved a damn inch. Let's make it interesting."

Timmy leaned back, his boxers momentarily peeking out above his waistband as he stretched, his pale stomach exposed in a sliver of skin. "Interesting how, Jason?"

Jason's blue eyes glinted with a mischievous, heavy-lidded heat. He ran a hand through his light brown hair, letting it fall back across his brow. "Clothes, Timmy. Every time you run out of coin, you shed a layer. Keeps the focus sharp."

The room went still for a heartbeat.

The rain intensified, a sudden gust rattling the shutters, but the focus inside remained locked on the center of the table, on the space between Timmy's hands where he held his cards. A slow, heavy tension replaced the casual camaraderie of the evening. It wasn't just about the game anymore; it was about the way Steve's eyes traced the line of Timmy's throat, the way Chase kept his gaze fixed firmly, almost obsessively, on the others, the way Jason's chest rose and fell with a breath that was just a little too deep.

"I'm in," Chase said quietly, his voice unusually steady.

"Me too," Steve added, a smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth as he looked directly at Timmy. "You game, kid? Or are you afraid of losing your shirt? Or more?"

Timmy laughed, a sound that held a nervous but undeniable edge of thrill. "I'm not afraid of anything."
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The first hand under the new stakes found Steve dealing. His big hands moved with surprising dexterity, the cards snapping from his palm to land in front of each man — one, two, three. He dealt himself last, his fingers lingering on his own cards a moment longer than necessary.

Timmy picked his up, fanning them close to his chest. A pair of eights, a jack, a four, a two. Worthless unless the draw gave him something. He kept his face neutral, let his thumb trace the edge of his cards while he watched Jason across the table.

Jason had a tell.

Timmy had clocked it three hands ago — when Jason had something good, his left hand drifted to his chest, fingers combing through the hair there like he was petting a lucky charm. Right now, both his hands were flat on the table.

"Check," Timmy said, pushing a nickel forward anyway, just to keep things moving.

"Raise," Chase said, adding three nickels. His eyes were on Timmy, not the pot.

Steve matched the raise without looking at his cards. "Let's see what you're made of, kid."

The draw came. Timmy swapped his four and his two, watched the new cards fall. A seven and another eight. Three eights. A solid hand. His pulse ticked up, but he kept his breathing slow, even.

Jason drew two cards and immediately his left hand went to his chest, fingers threading through the sweat-damp hair. A flush, then. Or a straight. "Raise," Jason said, tossing in a shirt's worth of coins. He said it like he was daring someone to stop him.

Across the table, Chase was watching Timmy's hands. Not his face — his hands. The way his fingers curled around the cards, the way his thumb pressed just a little too hard into the paper when he was excited.

"Call," Chase said.

"Call," Steve echoed.

Timmy met the raise, his heart hammering. He laid down his three eights.

Jason swore under his breath, showing a pair of jacks. Chase mucked his hand without revealing. Steve laid down a pair of tens and shook his head.

"Lucky," Steve muttered, but his eyes were on Timmy's mouth, on the slight smile playing there.

"Lucky," Timmy repeated, reaching for the pot. His fingers brushed Steve's as he collected the coins, and he let them linger a second longer than necessary. "Or just good."
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The game found its rhythm after that, a pulse that matched the rain's steady drum. Each hand was a small theater — the shuffle, the deal, the slow reveal of faces as men read their cards and read each other.

Steve dealt again.

Timmy watched his hands work, the way his knuckles flexed, the dark hair on his forearms catching the lamplight.

Steve caught him looking and dealt his cards with a little extra snap, a challenge in the motion and a sneer on his lips.

Timmy's hand came up: queen of hearts, queen of spades, ten of clubs, three of diamonds, seven of hearts. A pair of queens. Decent.

Jason opened with a raise that stripped him of his red plaid shirt. He tossed it onto his bed with a theatrical flourish, his chest hair matted with sweat, his nipples dark and peaked in the cool air. The sight of his bare torso changed something in the room — a permission granted, a line crossed.

"Your bet, pretty boy," Jason said, flexing his shoulders as he settled back into his chair.

Timmy called. Chase called. Steve raised.

The pot grew. The air thickened.

Timmy drew a third queen on the exchange and had to press his thighs together under the table to keep still. The thrill of it — the hidden power, the way he was holding something they all wanted — it made his cock twitch in his jeans.

He let the hand play out slow. Let them sweat. Let Jason lean forward, chest hair brushing the table's edge. Let Chase's fingers drum against his cards in a rhythm that betrayed his nerves. Let Steve's jaw tighten with every call.

When Timmy finally laid down three queens, the groan that went around the table was almost sexual.

"Jesus Christ," Jason muttered. "Again?"

"You deal too good to me, Steve," Timmy said, letting his voice drop into something smooth, almost a purr. He reached for the pot and this time, when his fingers brushed Steve's, he didn't pull away. He let their hands touch until Steve broke contact first.

"You're something else, kid," Steve said, but his voice had gone rough at the edges.

––––––––
[image: ]


Chase dealt the next hand. His movements were precise, economical — every card placed with intention. He dealt himself last, his brown eyes flicking up to meet Timmy's as he picked up his hand.

Timmy looked at his cards. Ace of spades. Ace of hearts. King of spades. Queen of spades. Jack of spades. A royal flush draw, the purest tease the deck could offer. His breath caught, just barely, and he knew Chase saw it.

"Something good?" Chase asked, his voice soft.

"Maybe," Timmy said. "Maybe not."

"Maybe you're bluffing," Chase said, and the word hung in the air like smoke. "Maybe you're not." He was talking about the cards. He was also talking about something else.

“Play your money and your cards and you might found one,” Timmy told him.

The betting was aggressive.

Jason raised, stripped to the waist now and clearly enjoying the exposure, his chest gleaming.

Steve matched, his white tee sticking to his shoulders. Chase raised again.

Timmy called, his heart slamming. He needed one card — the ten of spades — to complete the royal flush.

The draw came.

His fingers shook as he picked up the replacement. He slid it into his hand, his pulse roaring in his ears.

Ten of spades.

He kept his face absolutely still. Let the mask settle. Let them see nothing.

The betting went around one more time, each raise a step closer to the edge.

Jason was down to his jeans and boots, the pile in front of him depleted.

Steve had sweat running down his temples, his white tee going translucent across his chest.

Chase was the picture of calm, but Timmy noticed the way his thumb pressed into the table, the nail going white.

Timmy laid down his hand.

For a long moment, nobody spoke. The rain hammered the roof. The lamp flickered.

"Royal flush," Steve said, his voice barely above a whisper. "I'll be damned."

Timmy reached for the pot, his hands trembling with the victory.

Jason was laughing, shaking his head, unbuttoning his jeans with reluctant good humour. "Alright, alright, you bastard. You've earned your show."

Steve stood, unbuttoning his own jeans. He let them fall to his ankles, stepping out of them in his boxers and white tee, his thick thighs catching the light, the bulge in his cotton boxers impossible to ignore. He sat back down heavily, and Timmy couldn't stop his eyes from dropping to that shape, that heat.

But Timmy was still fully dressed. Blue plaid shirt. Black tee. Jeans. Boots. He looked like the victor, the clean, smooth-skinned boy who had outplayed the hardened men of the range.

"You've got a gift, Timmy," Chase said, but his eyes were sharp, calculating. "You've got a gift and I think I'd like to know where you got it."

"Just lucky," Timmy said, but the word tasted different now. Thin. A lie wearing a smile.
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Three hands later, Timmy pulled another impossible win — four of a kind, sevens, against Steve's full house. The pot had grown mountainous, coins scattered across the scarred wood like fallen leaves.

Steve was in his boxers now, the white fabric stretched taut across his thighs, his cock a visible ridge that made Timmy's mouth go dry every time he looked at him.

"You're handling those cards with a lot of flair tonight, Timmy," Chase said, his eyes sharp. "You sure they aren't
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