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Under the Desert Sky
by Zee Kensington



Tim felt ridiculous as he walked through the tiny convenience store. Not to mention filthy, covered in pale alkaline dust from the White Stone desert. He knew he wasn’t the only one who came here from the nearby Flaming Fool Festival to buy supplies, but still ... Shiny green pants and a blue embroidered vest were not his idea of “creative expression.”


His boyfriend Donovan – the veteran of his circle who came annually to “the Flame” – had convinced Tim it would help get him into the spirit of the week-long, outdoor event. By this, the third day, Tim was ready to try about anything. The first couple of nights of drunken revelry had left him cold, especially when he saw just how frequently Donovan exercised the open relationship clause of their partnership.


So, Tim had gladly volunteered to drive the 30 miles to the nearest store to pick up supplies for their camp. He relished the arctic blast of air conditioning that caressed his sun-baked skin, just as much as he enjoyed the near solitude after days of being surrounded by energetic partiers.


He took his loaded shopping basket up to the register. ‘Hi,’ he said absently to the cashier, eying the list Donovan had scrawled out. ‘Let me get a bottle of Jack, two bottles of the captain, and …’ he squinted, ‘… one bottle of tequila.’


‘What brand?’ The voice was low and husky, a no-nonsense tone. It brought Tim’s eyes up from the crumpled paper and straight into a pair of eyes as blue as the Nevada sky.


Tim felt his heart do a backflip into his belly. The guy in front of him was gorgeous. He looked to be only a few years younger than Tim’s twenty-four, and was mouth-wateringly muscular. His skin was the colour of golden rum, and his black hair was trimmed close to his scalp. It showed off his strong cheekbones and strikingly arched brows, the fullness of his lips almost out of place on his angular face.


‘Um, I don’t know,’ Tim mumbled, shifting his gaze from the cashier to the bottles behind him. He could feel his eyes studying him, taking in Tim’s dishevelled state. He felt like a right idiot standing in front of this stud, wearing his silly costume, with his face unshaven and his blond hair twisted into crazy tangles by the desert wind. ‘The silver label there.’


‘A man of taste,’ the clerk said, and surprised Tim by flashing an approving smile. He purposely raked his eyes over Tim’s lean body before turning to grab the bottles of liquor, a crooked grin tugging the corner of his mouth.


Tim knew that look. Despite the dirt and the outfit, the guy was definitely interested. Tim’s pulse quickened as possibility bloomed in his mind, even if he had no idea how this was going to work in the middle of the desert. It wasn’t as if he could ask him out for a drink; the store was the only building for miles.


‘So, how’s the festival?’ the cashier asked casually, bagging up the liquor and snacks.


‘It’s fun.’ It sounded weak even to Tim’s ears, and he shrugged to cover it up.


‘Fun, huh?’ His sensuous lip curled into a playful smirk. ‘Let me guess. Your friends convinced you to shell out 300 bucks so you could come out to the ass-end of nowhere and “find yourself”, right?’


Tim couldn’t help his rueful smile. ‘Yeah, something like that.’


‘You found yourself yet?’ One dark eyebrow arched mischievously, though not unkindly. ‘Or you need some help?’


Tim took a deep, steadying breath. He lived in the Bay Area, so it wasn’t as if he wasn’t used to being hit on by guys. Just, to be hit on here , by this guy …


‘What if I do?’ he said, trying to stay casual even as his heart was hammering.


‘I think I’ve got something here that might help.’ The cashier leaned forward tantalizingly, and Tim’s insides twisted when he realised just how close the other man’s lips were to his, just a nudge away from a kiss.


‘What’s that?’ Tim asked, almost delirious with anticipation.


‘A shower.’ His eyes glittered, humour and lust mingling gorgeously in the pale blue. ‘You can’t find yourself under all that dust.’


Tim cocked his head in surprise. ‘You have a shower in your store?’


The cashier chuckled. ‘Nope, but we have a hose out back. And soap right here.’


‘You can’t be serious!’ Tim said incredulously.


‘I am! I’ve done it myself.’ He leaned back and stretched, which pulled his white tank top out of the low waistband of his jeans. It gave Tim an appetizing glimpse of the smooth caramel skin of his belly. ‘I tell you, nothing feels better on a day like this.’


The blood was rapidly fleeing Tim’s brain, rushing to fill the erection throbbing to life in his pants. He hadn’t been able to bathe in days, and it would feel so damn good to be clean. Not to mention, this could finally be his chance to take advantage of his open arrangement with Donovan, and have some real fun on this trip.


‘Ring up the soap.’


Tim let out a deep groan of satisfaction as the cold water showered down from the rigged-up hose, every nerve in his body singing in pleasure.


The clerk – Randy, as he’d informed Tim with a handshake – had set up a make-shift wash station for him in the shadow behind the store, by threading the hose through a stack of empty, plastic crates. It worked surprisingly well, and the man-made wall added an extra layer of protection from any eyes glancing over from the sparsely travelled highway. It felt strangely freeing to shower outdoors, to be so naked under the bright desert sky, and Tim felt almost giddy ... especially when Randy rounded the corner.


Randy leaned against the beige building, and let out a low, wolfish whistle as his eyes scanned up and down Tim’s bare form. Tim wasn’t quite as rocked as Randy, but he sported a powerful swimmer’s build from hours doing laps at the gym. He was proud of the way he looked, and with the cool water revitalizing his confidence, he turned to give Randy a full, 360 degree view.


‘Want some help reaching your back?’ Randy purred, picking up the soap.


‘Only if you wash the front, too,’ Tim said coyly, rubbing his hand slowly over his tight abdomen.


Randy didn’t waste any time. He hastily stripped, leaving on only his hiking sandals. It was Tim’s turn to give a growl of admiration as he finally saw the extent of Randy’s physique, muscles as solid and sun-kissed as the Nevada mountains. His skin was smooth and unblemished; the only hair on his torso were the curling tufts under his arms, and the sparse trail leading down from his navel. Tim’s eyes followed it down to the impressively thick cock that was pointing straight at him, and his own shaft throbbed eagerly.


With a sly grin, Randy closed the distance between them. Dry flesh met wet, and Tim sucked in his breath, thrilling at the contact. He kissed Randy hungrily, and felt as the clerk’s cock swelled rapidly against Tim’s straining length.


They moved like starving men, hands groping, mouths sucking. Randy rubbed the soap across Tim’s skin, creating a rich, slick surface for his palms to glide across. He massaged every inch of Tim’s rippling back, slithering down to cup the perfect, meaty swell of his ass, teasing the cleft with his fingertips.


Tim planted his hands on Randy’s hips, holding on tightly as his mouth lapped and kissed across his sculpted chest. His tongue traced the lines of his pecs and flickered over his cinnamon-coloured nipples, making Randy’s breath come in soft groans.


Randy slid his soapy hands to Tim’s front, teasingly rubbing up his chest, twisting his hard, little nipples in kind. Tim’s cock was as hard and hot as a rod of forged iron, pressed against Randy’s hip, aching to be touched. Randy twitched his pelvis, batting his cock against Tim’s, making him yelp eagerly.


‘Ready for me to wash the front, I see,’ Randy murmured, and then gently captured Tim’s bottom lip with his teeth.


Before Tim could agree, Randy’s hand closed over his prize. Tim’s breath exploded in a shuddering moan as Randy palmed the sensitive head of his cock in his soaped-up hand, squeezing once before sliding down his shaft to stroke in earnest.


Tim writhed in his arms, rubbing against Randy desperately as pleasure arced through him. He lathered Randy with his own body, flesh sliding smoothly against flesh. He grabbed Randy’s engorged member and began stroking in time to Randy’s skilled pulls. Together, they created a raw, urgent rhythm of bucking hips and caressing hands, competing as much as they were pleasing. Neither wanted to be the one to give in first, but both were dying for release.


It was Tim who finally lost. As Randy’s second hand gently squeezed his swollen balls, one fingertip rubbing his puckered hole, Tim unloaded into Randy’s slick hand with a rumbling cry. Randy joined in with a long groan of his own, quaking violently as he spurted hot, milky trails of jism across Tim’s belly.


The last shudder coursed through him and Tim sagged against Randy to prevent his knees from buckling. They simply clung to each other for a long moment, dazed and panting.


‘Best. Shower. Ever.’ Tim finally broke the silence, his words muffled by Randy’s shoulder.


‘Uh huh,’ Randy agreed groggily. ‘I think you’re going to need another one tomorrow.’


Tim returned to the convenience store every afternoon of the festival. Each time, Randy would put up the “back in 15 minutes” sign on the locked store door, and join him in the make-shift shower. They would mess around in the cool water, stroking and sucking each other to blissful completion, then dry off by stepping out of the shade and into the scorching sun.


They’d share a smoke or two afterwards, basking bare-chested and sated in the heat. They’d tease out the details of each other’s lives, one cigarette at a time, enjoying each other’s company almost as much as they enjoyed the sex.


‘So, what’s going on at the Flame?’ Randy asked on the second-to-last afternoon, lighting up a fresh cigarette.


‘Same as usual.’ Tim sighed, trying not to think of how he’d woken up alone in his empty tent again, Donovan’s sleeping bag untouched. He picked absently at the frayed hem of his black cargo shorts. ‘Nothing I really want to get involved with.’


‘Why did you come to the festival, then?’ Randy asked, and took a long drink from one of the beers he’d snuck from the store.


Tim took a thoughtful sip from his own can. ‘Same reason anyone else does, I guess. Looking for a meaningful experience.’


‘But that doesn’t really seem like your scene,’ Randy said. ‘I mean, you’re not into the dressing up or the drugs or the dancing or any of that shit.’


‘I’m not,’ Tim admitted, ‘but my boyfriend had a spare ticket, so I figured I’d try it out. See a new corner of the world before I turn 25.’


‘Boyfriend, huh?’


Tim suddenly realised what he’d let slip, and he inwardly cringed. He hadn’t been hiding Donovan from Randy, per se. He just hadn’t seen any reason to bring him up.


‘We have an arrangement,’ Tim said, feeling as lame as he sounded.


‘How’s that working out for you?’ Randy arched a cool eyebrow, the blue eye beneath it piercing straight to the core of Tim.


‘Shitty,’ Tim admitted, swallowing hard. ‘It means he gets to fuck whoever he wants, and I wait for him to come knocking at my door.’ Tim took a long drag of his smoke, his face burning. It felt good, in a weird way, to finally admit out loud what he was letting happen. ‘I know it’s stupid to think he’ll change. But …’ He shrugged.


‘You love him,’ Randy said, matter-of-fact.


‘I guess I do,’ Tim said helplessly, wishing he could say differently. There was a time when Donovan had made him feel special. Now, Tim was just one in the queue, waiting his turn to bask in Donovan’s electric glow.


‘So, what are you doing here with me?’ Randy asked slowly, stubbing out his smoke. ‘Evening the score between you two?’


Tim swallowed hard. He hadn’t meant to make Randy feel used. Only now, as he watched Randy pull away from him, did Tim realise how much he’d come to enjoy his friendship. For the first time in a long time, he felt truly valued for who he was, an equal rather than a subordinate.


‘I’m here because I like being here,’ Tim said sincerely, leaning forward towards Randy. His heart began an erratic beat, and he hoped that he wasn’t too late to salvage this, whatever this was. ‘I’d rather be here with you than at that stupid festival.’
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