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Companions in the Field
 

[image: ]


The cold winter night had crept into our tiny apartment, its icy fingers reaching through the cracks in the old windows. The heater, an ancient relic, had given up the fight against the freezing temperatures, leaving us shivering in our thin blankets. I, Billy, a 28-year-old man with a lean, athletic build, lay awake, my body tense from the chill. My companion, Gino, a younger man of 23, was curled up in a ball, his breath visible in the frigid air. I couldn't bear to see him like this, so vulnerable and uncomfortable.

"Gino," I whispered, my voice cutting through the silence. "Are you warm enough?"

He stirred, his dark eyes blinking sleepily. "No, not really. It's freezing in here." His voice was raspy, his Italian accent more pronounced when he was tired.

I made a decision, one that might change our relationship forever. "Come here, let's cuddle. Maybe we can keep each other warm."

Gino's eyes widened slightly, but he didn't hesitate. He scooted over, his small frame fitting perfectly against my side. I wrapped my arms around him, pulling him close, feeling his slender body against mine. His skin was cold, but it quickly warmed under my touch. We lay there in silence, our breathing synchronizing, our hearts beating as one. I could feel his rapid heartbeat against my chest, and it sent a strange thrill through my body.

As we lay entwined, I became aware of a growing hardness between us. My dick, responding to the closeness of another man's body, was pressing against the fabric of my boxers. I shifted slightly, embarrassed, but Gino noticed. His hand, which had been resting innocently on my chest, slowly moved downward, his fingers brushing against the bulge in my underwear.

"You're... you're hard," he whispered, his voice a mixture of surprise and curiosity.

I couldn't deny it. "Yeah, I guess I am." My face flushed, but I didn't pull away. Instead, I found myself wanting more of his touch.

Gino's hand moved with more confidence now, stroking the length of my shaft through the fabric. I let out a soft groan, my body arching into his touch. His exploration continued, and soon his hand was inside my boxers, wrapping around my rigid cock. I was in pure bliss as he started to stroke me, his touch firm and rhythmic.

"Oh, Gino," I breathed, my eyes fluttering shut as pleasure washed over me. "That feels so good."

He smiled, his lips brushing against my neck, sending shivers down my spine. "I want to taste you, Billy. May I?"

I nodded eagerly, my heart racing. Gino's lips left my neck, and he positioned himself between my legs, his dark hair falling over his eyes as he looked up at me for confirmation. I gave him a slight nod, and he leaned forward, his warm breath tickling the head of my cock.

With a slow, deliberate motion, he took me into his mouth, his lips sliding down my shaft. I moaned, my hands running through his soft hair, encouraging him. He was a natural, his tongue swirling and teasing, taking me deeper with each bob of his head. I could feel his enthusiasm, his eagerness to please me, and it drove me wild.

"Suck it, Gino," I urged, my hips thrusting gently to meet his mouth. "Take it all."

He complied, his throat relaxing as he took me deeper, his nose brushing against my pubic hair. I was in ecstasy, my senses overwhelmed by the sensation of his warm, wet mouth. I ran my hands down his back, feeling the smooth skin beneath his thin t-shirt, wanting to touch and explore every inch of him.

As Gino continued to worship my cock with his mouth, I became aware of a growing need to return the favor. I wanted to taste him, to feel his hardness against my lips. With a gentle push, I guided him up my body, our cocks sliding against each other, leaving a trail of pre-cum as evidence of our desire.

"My turn," I murmured, my lips capturing his in a passionate kiss. He tasted of me, and I hungrily explored his mouth, our tongues dancing together. Breaking the kiss, I whispered, "I want to suck you, Gino. Let me show you how good it can be."

He nodded, his eyes dark with desire. I positioned myself between his legs, mirroring his earlier pose. His dick was hard and thick, and I took it into my hand, stroking it gently, feeling the heat and texture of his flesh. I leaned down, my breath caressing the head of his cock, and then I took him into my mouth, savoring the taste of him.

Gino let out a low moan, his hands gripping the sheets as I worked my magic. I took my time, swirling my tongue around the head, teasing the sensitive slit, and then taking him deep, my nose nuzzling his pubic hair. I looked up at him, our eyes locking, as I sucked and stroked, wanting to give him the same pleasure he had given me.

"Oh, Billy," he gasped, his hips rising to meet my mouth. "You're incredible."

His words spurred me on, and I increased my pace, my hand working in unison with my mouth, creating a rhythm that had him writhing beneath me. I could feel his balls tightening, and I knew he was close. I wanted him to cum, to explode in my mouth, to taste his release.

"I'm gonna cum, Billy," he warned, his voice strained.

I pulled back, my lips sliding up his shaft, and then took him back into my mouth, sucking hard as he erupted. His cum hit the back of my throat, warm and salty, and I swallowed, relishing the taste of him. I continued to suck gently, milking every last drop, until his shudders subsided.

With a satisfied smile, I crawled back up his body, our cocks sliding together, now slick with his release. He pulled me into a tight embrace, our lips meeting in a passionate kiss, our tongues tangling as we shared his essence.

"That was amazing," he whispered between kisses. "I never knew it could feel like that."

I smiled, my heart pounding with desire. "We're not done yet, Gino. There's more I want to show you."

Gino's eyes sparkled with curiosity and lust. "What do you have in mind?"

I kissed him softly, my hand trailing down his body, stroking his hardening cock. "I want to explore every inch of you. And I want to feel you inside me."

His breath hitched, and I saw the desire in his eyes. Without another word, I positioned myself behind him, my hands running over his smooth skin, caressing his back, and then sliding down to cup his firm ass cheeks. I kissed his neck, his shoulders, leaving a trail of kisses as I worked my way down his body.

"You're so beautiful, Gino," I whispered, my lips brushing against his skin. I gently spread his cheeks, revealing his tight, pink hole. "May I taste you here, too?"

He nodded, his breath coming in short gasps. I leaned in, my tongue darting out to lick gently at his entrance, circling it, teasing it. He moaned, his hands gripping the sheets tighter as I continued to explore, my tongue probing, tasting, and worshipping his most intimate spot.

"Oh, Billy," he panted, "That feels incredible. I never imagined..."

I didn't let him finish, instead, I delved deeper, my tongue pushing inside him, eliciting a loud moan. I rimmed him slowly, my tongue working its magic, preparing him for what was to come. As I licked and teased, my own cock throbbed with need, aching to be inside him.

When I felt he was ready, I positioned myself behind him again, my cock nudging at his entrance. "Are you ready for me, Gino?"

"Yes, Billy, please," he begged, pushing back against me.

I pushed forward, slowly, feeling his tight heat engulf the head of my cock. He was so tight, so warm, and I had to pause, giving him time to adjust. I kissed his back, his shoulders, whispering words of encouragement as I slowly worked my way inside him.

"Relax, baby," I whispered, my hands gripping his hips. "Let me in. I want to be close to you."

With each gentle thrust, I sank deeper, until finally, our bodies were fully joined. I held still, letting him adjust to the sensation of being filled. Then, with a slow, deliberate rhythm, I began to move, my cock sliding in and out of his tight channel.

"Oh, fuck," Gino moaned, his head thrown back, his body arching into my thrusts. "It feels so full, so good."

I couldn't hold back my own pleasure any longer. I picked up the pace, my hips slamming into his, my balls slapping against his, driving deeper with each stroke. I reached around, my hand finding his neglected cock, and began to stroke him in time with my thrusts.

"Cum for me, Gino," I growled, my voice hoarse with desire. "Let me feel you come around my cock."

His response was immediate. His body tensed, and with a cry, he came, his hot cum shooting onto his stomach and my hand, his ass clenching around my cock in rhythmic pulses. The sensation was too much, and I followed him over the edge, my own orgasm ripping through me. I thrust hard, once, twice, and then held still, my cock pulsing as I filled his hole with my release.

We collapsed, our bodies still joined, our hearts racing. I kissed his shoulder, his neck, whispering words of love and admiration. We had crossed a line, explored new depths of pleasure, and in that moment, I knew our bond was stronger than ever.

As we lay there, our breathing slowly returning to normal, I realized the room didn't feel so cold anymore. The warmth of our passion had chased away the chill, and I knew that no matter how low the temperature dropped, we would always find a way to keep each other warm.
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