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When a Cowboy Comes Back
Home


Chapter 1

Greg Silver returned to his
childhood home for the summer following his graduation from a
distant college. He grew up on his parent's small horse ranch in
Arizona west of Phoenix, and since the ranch houses were so
scattered, he'd often found it hard if not impossible to make
friends his age.

For most of his youth Greg
been a loner, he had friends from school of course, but never
anyone he could consider close. All that changed forever, that same
summer he graduated from college and returned desert
home.

He had turned twenty-one the
day after graduation, and finally met the handsome older guy who
worked and lived on the next door horse ranch. He was always there
during his long hot summer vacations from school.

Before that summer day long
ago, the older guy never seemed to notice him or go out of his way
to even say a simple hello.

They were Greg had guessed,
only about five years apart in age, but even living so close they
had never met or spoken to each other.

Greg simply acknowledged him
occasionally with an unreturned wave when he saw him during the
last couple of years. He had infrequently seen him working nearby
and at least tried to be neighborly.

From his mother, who rarely
talked to the owners, Greg heard he was the son of friends, and
spent all his summers employed on the ranch to earn spending money
for school the following year.

Early one afternoon in late June, Greg
saw the mail carrier making a delivery and walked down the hill to
get it.

As he neared the row of mailboxes, he
noticed the man was fixing the fence close to the
mailboxes.

Tall and shirtless, the man
had light blonde hair with a golden tan that accentuated his very
pink nipples. His muscular body glistened with a fine sheen of
sweat and light golden hair that he found very attractive despite
his reluctance to speak to him.

Greg couldn't help but stare
at his tight, generously stuffed soft worn jeans as he moved while
working.

When Greg drew near, the man
stopped his work and stood up straight to stare at Greg who smiled
and waved at him as usual, and then continued on toward the
mailbox, still trying to act casual while feeling very
self-conscious.

The man was wearing dark Ray
Ban Tortoise shell sunglasses so Greg couldn't see his eyes but
could instinctively feel him closely watching as he walked
past.

The man, as usual didn't
smile or return his wave, but just stared at him as he continued on
to the mailbox nearby.

When Greg was about five
feet away, the man sensuously rubbed his hand over his taut chest,
letting his long thick fingers drift sensuously over the hard nubs
of his prominent pink nipples.

His hand then slid down to
where he hooked his thumb into the waistband of his work worn jeans
and then casually leaned back against the fence, watching
him.

Quickly looking away, Greg
soon reached the mailbox, picked up the few items inside, and then
turned to go back home, again locking eyes with the man's dark
sunglasses.

"Don't you think a simple
hello is in order for a neighbor?" he said.

His deep voice just above a
growl.

He now placed his hands on
his hips, his fingers splayed to point down toward the weighty soft
bulge now prominent in his tight jeans.

"Sorry, I'm Greg Silver and I live up
there," he indicated point up toward his parent's house.

"I figured that much, nice
to finally meet you Greg Silver," the man said, not smiling, still
staring at him.

Greg could feel his
frustration building with this cat and mouse game.

"Okay I give, what's your name? I've
seen you a few times before but guessed you didn't live here full
time," Greg said, not sure why he'd offered that
information.

"I'm Bradley Hunter, Brad to
my friends, bastard to others Greg. It's good to finally meet you.
You are right I don't live here full time, and I've been in
military school most of my life when I'm not here. I leave for
graduate school soon, and it's been a boring summer around here,
until now that is," he told him.

His face was still devoid of
emotion as he continued to stare intently at Greg, watching his
every move.

"What is different now,"
Greg asked slowly, feeling brave.

He felt the tension between
them rise, and he could sense his skin begin to prickle after he
asked the question, regretting it the moment it left his
lips.

"That remains to be seen
Greg, now I'd better get back to this fence before I lose interest
and become too distracted. I want to be neighborly, so stop by the
house later for a beer, say around seven. The owners are leaving
this afternoon for a cruise to South America, and we can spend some
time getting to know each other and be more, neighborly," he
invited.

Brad shifted his hips
slightly, just daring Greg to glance down at his well-stuffed
package.

"Sounds good," Greg managed to say, by
this time feeling totally unnerved by the magnetism he felt toward
Brad.

As he started to turn away,
Greg was unable to stop himself and glanced down at Brad's bulging
jeans, hesitated, and then slowly looked back up at
Brad.

"Good boy," Brad returned, his
non-committal lips giving way to the faintest hint of a hard
smile.

Greg didn't know what to
expect when he would arrive at the house later, but he felt an
undeniable draw to Brad, even more now that he had spoken to
him.

Many years ago Greg had put
it to rest that he was attracted to men and by the time he was
fifteen, he could put a name to it.

He was Gay, but never until
now had the courage to act on it, not even once playing with
another person.

He thought back to the time
years ago when he'd seen Brad walk down to get the mail one day,
wearing only some small trunks and how he and his hand had spent
many happy hours fantasizing about the handsome blond muscular
man.

Preparing for the evening, Greg had
taken longer in the shower than usual, working hard to look casual
for the unexpected and unknown.

He knew by instinct without
thinking that Brad showed more than a passing interest in him
during today’s hot afternoon. He was now beginning to feel as much
apprehensive as excited when he anticipated what might be his first
encounter with a sexy man.

The time crawled and when it
was finally about ten minutes before he was expected, he glanced
into the mirror one last time, pushing his thick auburn hair back
from his forehead, pleased with his reflection.

He glanced around the
familiar room and then left, unknown to him at the time that he was
firmly shutting the door to his old, accustomed life and opening it
to another more exciting irreversible chapter.

"Right on time, I like that in a man,"
Brad said, opening the door wider to let Greg walk inside while
watching him closely.

Greg had to stop himself
from doing a double take when he saw Brad's clear almost ice blue
eyes for the first time, while thinking to himself they were the
most penetrating, unforgettable eyes he'd ever seen on
anyone.

"Go on into the kitchen, no
formality here," Brad said, pointing toward the other side of the
house.

Greg began to wonder if that
was an order or a request as Brad still wasn't smiling or in truth,
being very friendly.

"So what do you do Brad? I
mean when you're not painting the fence," Greg said, hoping that
maybe small talk would break the ice.

"I just received my M.A.
degree in biology, and I'm going to Veterinary school and haven't
decided where I want to settle just yet. I want an advanced degree
that will take several more years in school, so I'll be leaving
Arizona soon," he told Greg, handing him an icy beer, touching
Greg's fingers with his, enjoying the contrast between the cold
glass and Greg's warm fingers.

"What about you," Brad asked, tapping
his beer bottle to Greg's bottle before taking a deep pull on the
bottle.

"I have a B.A. degree in
computer science and specialized in programming. I'll be heading up
north to Silicon Valley once the summer is over and fulfil a long
time dream of living in the Bay Area. I have a couple of leads with
the tech giants so I'm pretty excited about what the future might
bring," he told him.

"Sounds like a good plan to me," Brad
said, and then put his beer on the counter and turned to face
Greg.

"How long have you known you
were gay," he asked directly.

"Who said I am," Greg
returned, flustered at the direct question.

"Don't play games. I don't
have time for them. Now just answer the question Greg," he said
firmly.

He stared in surprise at Brad for a few
moments still unnerved by how intensely he watched him.

"I guess I've always known I
was gay, but it did take me a while to put a name to it," he
answered softly.

"See that wasn't so hard, now how many
guys have you had sex with," Brad asked, watching Greg turn
crimson.

"None," he said, looking down at his
beer, oddly feeling ashamed.

"None, no man sex at all?
And you just graduated from college, what rock has a handsome guy
like you been living under," Brad asked, looking amused before
taking another long pull on his beer.

"Sorry to disappoint you
Brad, but most of the time I was busy with school. I've been kind
of a loner all my life and was working around the ranch at home
when I wasn't in school," Greg told him feeling more embarrassed
with every word.

Brad shook his head, and
finally smiled at him.

"Look Greg, I didn't mean to
put you on the spot. I just thought a handsome man like you would
have the boys crawling all over him. Well I'm sure you won't have
any trouble at all once you move to the Bay Area," Brad told
him.

"I probably won't but I'm
going up there to work and to explore. I'm not just looking for
sex," he said, starting to get irritated.

"Perhaps that's because you
haven't explored that aspect of your life yet Greg," Brad said,
taking a step in his direction.

"You could be right but that
remains to be seen," he told him weakly, watching Brad until he was
standing right up next to him.

"I've seen how you looked at
me Greg, I followed your eyes this afternoon when I put my hands on
my chest and touched my hard nipples. Did you want to touch my
nipples Greg, or maybe even take a taste?" Brad asked, reaching
over to draw a lazy circle with his fingertip on Greg's muscular
arm.

Greg swallowed hard and
wasn't sure if he could speak clearly, his heart was pounding so
hard.

"I don't know what I want
Brad," was all he could stammer before he looked down once
more.

Brad reached out and touched Greg's
chin with the tip of his finger, lifting his head to make him look
back up at him.

"Why don't we find out if
you have a taste for a real man? You're a man now yourself and
should find out what you want Greg," Brad told him.

He took his beer from his
hand and then pushed him up against the wall, tightly holding his
arms up by their wrists.

"Uh, sure Brad, of course I
want to find out what I want."

"Tell me what you want Greg,
spell it out for me, in detail," he asked, as he arched his back
pressing his full crotch tightly against Greg's.

Brad again took hold of
Greg's chin and tilted his head back up to make him look at him
once more, and then after searching Greg's face he lowered his lips
to kiss him.

For the first few seconds Greg felt a
sense of panic as he was on sensory overload from Brad's insistent
lips and probing hot tongue.

Brad's hands roamed over his
slim muscular body, finally reaching down to cup his muscular ass
and pull him powerfully and firmly against his warm
body.

Brad casually pulled back
from him and smiled triumphantly at him.

"Now that wasn't so bad was
it Greg, do you think you might like some more?" he growled leaning
in to nip at his earlobe, and then bent back to pull off his tee
shirt.

Greg could feel his rock
hard cock straining in his jeans as he looked again at Brad's
muscular chest. He licked his lips when he saw his hard pink
nipples jutting out of the bed of golden chest hair, he felt faint
when Brad reached up and rolled them hard between his
fingertips.

"Yes please," was all Greg managed to
say.

"Oh that feels so hot to me
Greg, but your hot mouth and teeth would feel much better, how
about that first taste we talked about a few minutes ago?" he
urged, gently touching the tips of his nipples with his
fingertip.

Like a hungry man starving
for food, Greg bent forward and took Brad's hard nipple in his
starving mouth, sucking him and teasing him with his flicking
tongue while Brad moaned roughly above him.

"If I didn't know better
Greg, I'd say you have done this before, and I'd bet you're going
to be a natural at sucking a big hard cock too," he whispered to
him.

Greg was lost as he sucked
and nibbled on each of Brad's nipples, savoring the taste of
another man's hot skin and devouring his unique scent.

This intimate contact with his fantasy
man was what he had dreamed of for so long and now wanted every
second to last.

Brad pushed him away and
then took his hand as he led him down the hall into his bedroom.
Once inside, Brad shut his door, turned to Greg, and started to
slowly unbutton Greg's shirt.

His dilated eyes grew wide
with lust when he saw Greg's toned muscular hairless chest and the
thick band of dark hair flowing from his navel into his
jeans.

"Take off my jeans Greg,"
Brad ordered, and then watched as Greg carefully fumbled with the
top button on his jeans.

Greg saw the huge outline of
Brad's cock in his soft jeans and again licked his lips, carefully
while lowering Brad's zipper. With Brad's help, he pushed his jeans
down and away from his body.

Greg nearly jumped in
surprise when Brad's huge cock sprang free, and he realized Brad
wasn't wearing any underwear.

"I decided to save some time
here Greg, do you like what you see, I want you to lick it for me,
do it now," he told him firmly, watching Greg look mesmerized as he
gaped at Brad's thick cock.

With a moan of intense
desire, Greg sank to his knees and reached up to grasp Brad's fat
cock, moving closer to bury his face in the golden pubic hair and
inhale his intoxicating warm heady man scent.

"Taste it Greg, lick it,
suck it; it's what you've wanted for so long and now it is yours to
claim," Brad prompted, taking a glistening drop of precum off his
large head and then gently touching it to Greg's soft hungry
lips.

Greg's tongue darted out to
taste the salty sweet treat that Brad had shared, closing his eyes
as he savored the exotic taste.

A few moments passed before
he opened his eyes, and he cautiously reached out and held Brad's
thick shaft in his hand.

He awkwardly placed Brad's
hard fat cockhead in his mouth, treasuring him and then began to
push him to the back of his throat.

"You're doing fine Greg,
just watch the teeth," Brad said sharply.

He then moaned when Greg
started jacking him and pushing him deeply into his hot eager
mouth.

Brad soon felt the pressure build in
his cock and knew his orgasm was to follow soon if he didn't do
something about it and quick.
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