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      Stormy Weather: Book One

      

      Galen Frost buys a house and a bait shop in a small Florida town to get away from his life as a semipro football player. When he meets good-time bartender Shane Barton, the heat between them is instant and intense—like the burn of good whiskey.

      Galen and Shane don’t have much in common beyond their healthy libidos and their love of a good time, but the intoxicating heat brings them together like rain on the ocean, whipping up a frenzy of weather… good and bad. When trouble blows ashore, they will have to ride out the storm that breaks between them as Galen’s past rears its ugly head.
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            Author’s Note

          

        

      

    

    
      Shane and Galen were my first best sellers, the first boys that had fans, and the first boys I wrote and sobbed over. I still smile every single time I think about Galen and his bartender. Thank y’all for loving them as much as I do. Much love, y’all. BA
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      Man, the joint was rocking, the new band loud enough to make the bar mats vibrate all along his legs and up through his balls. Jake and Lee both fucking showed up and were working—Miss Lynn must’ve torn them new assholes after their last little Saturday night stunt. Pricks.

      Shane grabbed a bottle of Cuervo and started pouring a round of shots, laughing at Vic’s lame-assed joke about titty bars and avoiding Old Man Roberts’s roving hands, all the time moving to the music, knowing his ass in those jeans in the big mirror behind the bar? Money in the bank, baby.

      Everybody who was anybody stopped by, chatted him up a second, grinning and trying to talk over the music. Jake kept giving him that “how do you do that,” stupidass, monkey-face look. Shit, he’d been tending bar here for a good long time—since spring break in ’95, just under seven years ago. He’d come down to play with a couple three baby faces from college and sorta got stuck in the sand and the surf and the good life.

      He was thinking he’d not go home after his shift tonight. He liked the crowd, liked the band, and got his booze for free. That way he wouldn’t have to deal with that… smell in his apartment.

      Whatever the hell it was.

      “Can I get a whiskey?” He could hear that voice right through the music, maybe because it had a drawl that wouldn’t quit. Brown eyes, cowboy hat pulled low, and tall enough to lean right over the bar.

      Oh, hello.

      “Sure enough. You got a preference to type?” Oh, now, that was fine enough to lick off a spoon.

      “I’m not picky. Jack is fine.” Fine and looking right back too. Those sloe eyes went from his face to the mirror behind him and back, not a bit shy.

      He flipped the bottle, singing along with the band, distracted by Tall, Fine, and Studly enough that Old Man Roberts managed to sneak a feel of his pecs. “Watch yourself, man. You know the rules—Miss Lynn don’t allow that at the bar.”

      “Thanks. He do that a lot?” The fella nodded toward their pervy old fixture, hat dipping.

      “Yeah, he tries. Was better when Keith was here. Kid had a nipple ring and kept him busy.” Winking, he pulled the rag from his back pocket and wiped down the bar.

      “Well, I can see why he’d be after yours.” Well, now, that was bold as brass and twice as shiny. Shane flexed a little, knowing he managed just fine, even after a full shift and a shitload of beer splashed on him. Lifting his chin, Mr. Brown Eyes looked down the bar, then back at him. “You working all night?”

      “Nah. I’m off in—” He craned his neck to see the clock, back popping as he stretched. “—eighteen minutes.”

      “Good.” There was a wealth of satisfaction in that single word. “You want to do something when you get off, you come on over to the corner over there.” And the guy was gone, turning and showing him a fine, fine ass in Levi’s on the way.

      Fuck, he was easy as “Come to Jesus” in whole notes.

      Shane did his side work and got his share of the tips before slipping upstairs. He stripped off his black T-shirt, threw on something whiter and nicer, and grabbed his hat before bebopping back down the stairs. Sure enough, his admirer was right where he said he’d be—sitting in one of the cushy old chairs in the corner farthest from the bar, kicked back, legs spread wide, and feet planted. Watching him.

      He resisted the urge to smooth his shirt down, nudging his too-interested prick and tell it to be good. No, he moseyed over, chatting a bit, tipping his hat a little. Looking at Fine and Sexy a lot from under the brim of his hat.

      Well, he might have feigned a little disinterest, but there wasn’t any playacting on the other end of that stare. It was like a laser, cutting through the gloom and the smoke and the dance floor lights, just like a physical touch. And fuck if he didn’t head right over, moth to the flame, body buzzing like he’d had a hit of something wacky.

      “Hey.” Nodding to the chair next to him, the guy looked him over again, and damn. Obviously the once-over Shane’d gotten at the bar had been restrained, because this one made him feel naked—and half-fucked to boot. He got offered a hand to shake. “I’m Galen.”

      “Shane. Pleased.” His own Tennessee upbringing started to show a little, sorta like the heat in his jeans, which was starting to show a lot.

      “Yeah. Same here.” They shook hello, Galen holding on to his hand a good bit longer than he ought, which should have been as predictable as Old Man Roberts was, but came off as hot instead. There was something about the press, the slow circle that thumb drew on the heel of his hand, that sent messages straight to his privates. “So is this the best watering hole down this way?”

      “Well, I’m thinking so. There’s pricier places, but nowhere you get booze and music and all together. You here for vacation?”

      “Nope. I bought Old Man Dewey’s bait shop. He was a friend of my great-uncle’s.”

      If he moved a bit closer, his leg would nudge Galen’s knee, and damned if he couldn’t feel the heat of the man, even that far away. “No shit?” He stretched, letting the motion slide them together. “I’ve been down that way a lot.”

      “Yeah? It’s right nice.” Galen’s knee nudged his leg, bouncing to the rhythm of the music, sliding suggestively.

      His eyes traveled right along the seam of those jeans, following them straight to heaven. “Yeah, buddy.”

      Galen grinned, bright and hot. Lord, that was lethal, lighting up Galen’s eyes and putting dimples in the close-cropped little beard. “Wanna go there now?”

      “Oh, yeah. I want.” Gotta love a man who didn’t bullshit.

      “Well, come on, then.” Galen got up and waited for him, gesturing for him to lead the way out. He stood and headed for the door, knowing those brown eyes were on his ass, feeling them.

      Once they got outside, he felt a hand on his ass too, sliding against it gently to turn him the right direction.

      Oh, sweet heaven. He swallowed his moan and followed along, the neon sign turning his shirt red and purple. “You don’t want me to follow you in my Jeep?”

      “Well, you can. But I’m not planning on being done with you until well into the morning. I can drop you off.” They got to a big diesel pickup at the far end of the lot, and Galen was on him, turning him around and pushing him up against the warm metal of the wheel well. He got a kiss that curled his toes, his hat flying off into the bed of the truck.

      He groaned, pushing right into it, heat flooding him. He didn’t back off at all, hands rubbing right up that fine fucking body. Galen was built like a brick shithouse, muscles under his hands bulging. Something else was bulging, and it wasn’t just him—Galen’s hardness pressing against his hip, open long thigh sliding between his legs to press against his own cock, making it rub hard behind his zipper.

      He rode that thigh, their teeth clicking together as the kiss lit him afire, burned him down deep. The kiss tasted like whiskey and smoke—and copper suddenly, as someone’s lip split under the pressure of it.

      His hands curled into Galen’s shirt, fingers pushing into those hard-as-fuck muscles, hips rocking faster, harder. Shit, they were both gonna go off right there in the parking lot, the way they were going. Galen’s hands slid between him and the truck to cup his ass and lift him, his feet leaving the ground as Galen humped against him. He wrapped one leg around Galen’s waist, boot heel digging into that fine ass.

      “Uhn.” That got him a grunt, got him shifted around until his hips were pressed right up against Galen’s, their cocks pushing together through their jeans, and Galen upped the tempo, pounding against him.

      “Fuck!” His eyes went wide, balls tight as little stones. “Gonna. Fuck.”

      “Yeah. Yeah, now.” Galen’s lips were swollen from kissing him, those dark eyes almost black. “Now.”

      It felt like fucking lightning shot through him, cock filling his jeans like he was a virgin under the bleachers with the quarterback.

      “Fuck, yeah.” He wasn’t the only one, because Galen’s narrow hips pumped against him, and damned if he couldn’t smell it, sharp and earthy as Galen came against him.

      “Damn….” Was this for real? Fucking hell.

      “Yeah. That was a nice start.” There was that wide, white grin again, pure devil shining out of those eyes. “You still want your Jeep?”

      “No, I’ll ride.” His heart was pounding, and he’d be fucked if he could remember exactly where the fucking Jeep was anyway.

      Galen bent and kissed him, licking at the spot on his lip that still throbbed where it had split open. “Yeah. I think you probably will. Come on.”

      Brazen asshole. Hot, fine fucking brazen asshole.

      He dug in his pocket and found a handkerchief, fetched his hat, then climbed up into the truck and cleaned himself off a little. They rode in silence, the radio seeming loud and cheerful in the odd quiet that followed what they’d done. The bait shop sat a ways out on the strip, far enough to be out in the swamps, and it had a little house behind it. Even in the dark, he could see it had a new coat of paint. Place had been plumb run-down, but it was looking good. Galen parked behind the house and hopped out, then came around to open the door for him.

      He slid down, half-jumpy, half-vibrating, and three-quarters horny as hell, which was dumb given the vaguely damp state of his jeans. “You’ve done some work.”

      “Figured it was looking sad, and I have the time, you know?” They headed inside, one of Galen’s hands riding the small of his back, just above his ass.

      “Yeah.” Well, not really. He worked and partied and slept in the sun. Periodically went home with studs in hats and jeans.

      “It’s not much, but it’s home.” They got inside, Galen flipping the light on to show him a diner-style chrome-and-red kitchen. “You want a beer or something?”

      “Sure.” He took off his hat, fingers brushing over his crew cut, bristles tickling. “Nice place.”

      “Seemed as good as any to settle.” That ass almost gave him a heart attack as Galen bent to pull them out a couple of beers.

      He stepped forward, took a quick feel. Only fair, given it was offered up so pretty.

      Galen chuckled low, backing out with the beer, rubbing against his hand before straightening. “You like it, huh? ’Cause I gotta tell you, I’m looking forward to seeing yours out of the jeans—it looks so good in them.”

      “I like. In fact, I’d be lying if I didn’t say the whole package was right on fine.”

      “Well, that’s a good thing. I’m thinking it’s mutual. Come on, we can act civilized for a few seconds and sit on the couch before round two.”

      “So long as I’m just acting, I should be fine.” Mmm. Round two. He liked the sound of that, yes, sir.
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      The thrum of rain on the roof woke him up, and Galen stretched, automatically looking at the clock, even though these days he had nowhere to be on Sunday unless his momma was visiting. Which she surely was not, not with having the body next to him in bed that he did, blocking the view of the little red numbers on the nightstand opposite him. Damn. It was hot enough they’d thrown off all the covers, and that was one sweet piece of man, stretched out lazy and covered with bruises.

      His bruises. Galen half laughed at himself because that made his morning wood more than just morning wood, and that would have been good if his stomach hadn’t decided to growl like a pissed-off rottweiler right about then.

      It could wait. A little.

      Galen rolled out of bed and headed off to the bathroom before making his way to the kitchen, starting the coffee, and leaning on the counter, head down and half-asleep while it brewed.

      He heard the bed creak, heard the water running and the flush, then the little banty rooster of a man wandered in, bare chested and barefooted, poured back into those jeans, eyes as blue as clear water. “Morning.”

      Well, damn. Now he felt underdressed and hanging out all over. “Morning. Want some coffee?”

      He got a nod, one hand brushing his ass. “Thanks.”

      “Not a problem.” A close look told him Shane was still mostly asleep and wasn’t looking to get out the door in any hurry, so Galen relaxed and poured coffee for both of them as he contemplated breakfast.

      Now, why it should matter if Shane wanted a ride back into town was a mystery. ’Cept maybe the last few yokels he’d hooked up with had run away screaming after he started playing a little rough. “Here. You like eggs?”

      “Mm-hmm.” Shane drank deep, marked throat working. “Man, I haven’t been awake this early after sleeping in a hundred years.”

      “Didn’t mean to wake you.” Eggs, milk, bacon. Oh, if he was gonna cook bacon, he’d best put on pants. Shame too, because he liked how Shane was looking at him. “Let me just go get something on.”

      Those eyes admired him, started to shine, to wake up. “I’d offer to cook, but I don’t. I can make one hell of a Bloody Mary, though.”

      “I bet you can.” He stopped right on the way by, pushing Shane back against the wall, kissing him hard. “Be right back.”

      That was a good look for Shane, all dazed and flushed. Galen went and slipped into sweatpants, then came back into the kitchen to find Shane right where he’d left him. He got a sheepish grin and those cheeks went pink, one hand rubbing that flat belly. Oh, that was hot.

      If he stopped now and started doing what he wanted to do, they’d never have breakfast, though, so he copped a feel on the way by and started searching for skillets. He knew he had at least two, but damned if knew where they were. Fuck, he hated moving.

      “Over easy or scrambled?”

      “Man, you get a choice?” He got a playful wink, a grin. “Scrambled, please.”

      Down boy. That smile was a thing of beauty, made even better by swollen lips and a big old hickey right below Shane’s chin. He started cracking eggs to keep his hands to himself. “You bet. Don’t have to work today, do you?”

      “What’s today? Sunday? I got Sunday and Monday off….”

      “Oh good.” Usually he didn’t leave marks that were gonna show, not on a first date anyway, but this one? Damn. Galen smiled. Hell, this one he was even talking to.

      Shane grinned and drained his coffee. “Can I help somehow?”

      “You can sit right there and look pretty.” Galen winked, admiring the tight pecs and belly above those low-hanging jeans. “And as my momma would say, you can help by staying out of the way. In my case, because I ain’t a good enough cook to get distracted and not burn anything.”

      “Oh, I’m an old pro of being out of the way. Nobody could work at the Connection for as long as I have and not. Miss Lynn’s a damned harpy when she’s riled up.”

      “Seemed like a good enough place to be.” Didn’t take long to cook up bacon and eggs and toast, as he was out of those frozen biscuits. He really ought to go shopping. Galen set a plate in front of Shane and straddled a chair to sit and work on his. “You lived here long?”

      “Since spring break in ’95. I came down and stayed when my roommates went home.” The eggs were devoured, and Shane gave him a nod. “This is good. Thanks.”

      “Figured I ought to feed you, since I intend to wear you out again.” He winked and watched close to see what Shane would say to that.

      The cheeks didn’t flush, but that six-pack did, the muscles rolling. “You know what they say about good intentions….”

      “Yeah, well, I figured out a long time ago I was going to hell.” He ate hearty, knowing he’d need it. His body still thought he was an athlete, even if he wasn’t anymore. And Shane had proved energetic. “Eat up and we’ll grab a shower.”

      He got a raised eyebrow, a nod. “I could definitely use some soap and water before I drive you out of your own house.”

      “Oh, I don’t know.” Galen leaned close, sniffed. Felt his cock twitch. “You smell like sex. And me. That can’t be a bad thing. In fact I think we’ll skip that shower.”

      He was close enough he could see the goose bumps raise right on up, those dark little nipples going tight. “You do, do you?”

      “Yeah. I think so.” The dishes could wait. Wasn’t like he didn’t have a dishwasher he could throw them in later. Galen stood, holding out a hand to pull Shane up. “Think I’d rather haul your ass back to bed.”

      That bare chest slapped up against his, those blue eyes flashing, hot, daring. “You’re sure you’re gonna be doing the hauling?”

      Damn. Oh, hot damn, he loved a challenge like that. Made his cock do more than twitch. Made it rise, hard and heavy. Galen bent, pressed his tongue to a bright bruise on Shane’s shoulder. “I’m thinking, yeah.”

      He caught the low moan before one hand slid into his sweats, fingers wrapping tight around his cock, squeezing. Spreading his stance, Galen let Shane explore, let his prick push right into that touch as he sucked and bit, making even more blood rise to the surface of Shane’s fine, tanned skin. It was a compulsion, marking that skin. His own hands found that amazing little ass and squeezed. Oh, sweet Jesus the things he could do to that ass. He wondered how hard Shane would fight him on some of them.

      He could feel the short breaths on his chest, thumb working him, hard and sure, pushing him, driving him. He almost laughed out loud. God, the rush was good. As good as hitting the quarterback right before the pass went off. But if he let the kid get the upper hand now, he might not get it back, so Galen pulled away, grabbing Shane’s arm and yanking him toward the bedroom, intent on getting naked and fucking hard and sure.

      Just a little off-balance, Shane stayed with him, skin hot as a firecracker against his arm, his hip. One hand slid over his ass, pinching, grabbing a handful.

      Yeah. The sharp feel of that touch made him jump, made him growl. This one was hot, and the rain outside made the best kinda music as Galen got them inside the bedroom and turned to take another kiss, teeth grinding against lips, his hips pushing so his cock was against that ridged belly.

      Coffee and heat and need and a hint of bright metal as his tongue dragged over the split in that bruised lip—damn, that was enough to set a dead man to needing.

      Fuck yes. Galen caught sight of them in the big mirror opposite the bed, the one his momma had said would open up the dark, masculine room. That gave him a bright idea. He pushed Shane away enough to get to those jeans, struggling to get them open, they were so tight, but finally getting them down and off before nodding toward the bed. “Hands and knees, and facing the foot of the bed, man.”

      “You gonna make it worth my while?” The words were cocky, but the sight of that ass crawling on the bed, muscled thighs spreading? Fine.

      “Trust me.” Hell, yes. That was perfect. Galen slid his sweatpants right off and moved off to one side of the bed, reaching out to tilt Shane’s chin up so he could see himself in the mirror. “This is gonna be good.”

      “Oh.” Those eyes went wide, flush trailing down the muscled back. “Fuck, missed that last night. Must’ve been distracted….”

      “You were facing the other way, riding me like a mechanical bull.” His fingers trailed over the most prominent bruise as he moved up on the bed behind Shane, pressing against it lightly. His cock rubbed that sweet ass, making him groan. “Damn.”

      “Went the whole go-round, though.” Shane’s head ducked, ass sliding over his prick again and again, teasing him.

      “No. Watch.” He wasn’t gonna let the kid run the show, as much fun as that would be. He wanted too damned much for that. Wrapping an arm around Shane’s middle, Galen pulled him up so he was more sitting up on his knees, gravity pushing his cock so it slid between those tight cheeks.

      “Fuck.” So pretty, those marks trailing up over the strong chest, the way Shane’s heavy cock pushed out from under thick curls—wanton, obscene, hot as hell.

      “Yeah. God, you look good like this.” He watched his own hand trail down over Shane’s belly to that flushed, bobbing cock and wrap around, squeezing and pulling.

      The low groans started up, the sound vibrating against his chest, those hands reaching back for him. From the tipped-back head to the long line of neck to the muscular chest and belly, Shane was nothing but gorgeous. Galen felt greedy. Reckless. Fucking overheated. He stroked and petted, humping Shane’s ass and figuring he’d better get a rubber soon or it would be over.

      Shane turned his head, lips fastening on the underside of his jaw, teeth just scraping.

      “You’re asking for it. Stay right there.” Galen grabbed one of Shane’s hands and put it in place of his own on Shane’s cock so he could turn and get the condom and lube. “Touch yourself for me.”

      “You like watching?” That hand started moving, slow, pulling hard, the kid’s entire body into it. It was like watching someone riding, someone dancing.

      “I like it all, babe.” He liked that for sure, liked how Shane was so right there, not an ounce of self-consciousness in it, like he knew how fucking hot he was. Another kinda challenge, and one he’d take happily.

      “Mmm….” Those thighs got tight, Shane’s hand moving a little faster, eyes dropping closed as things sped up.

      Grinning at himself in the mirror, Galen slid forward again and reached around, pressing hard at the base of Shane’s cock. “Not yet. Not until I’m ready too.”

      A man could get addicted to that low groan, the jerk of that sweet body, the look of parted, hungry lips. Shit.

      “You’re something else.” Reassured that Shane wasn’t gonna pop without him, Galen got his fingers wet and pressed against Shane’s hole, sliding them right in. God, that was hot. Tight. Still open from their games the night before, but tight. Didn’t take him long to get the rubber on, and then he was pushing in, groaning as Shane leaned back down on him and gravity took over.

      “Oh, sweet fuck….” He could feel Shane rippling around him, body working on his cock, ass cradled in the basket of his hips.

      “Yeah.” And being able to see it all…. “Look at you. Just hot as anything.”

      Galen started moving, hips rolling in short, sharp jabs, the hand that wasn’t holding Shane up rubbing over that tight chest, those little nipples, pinching hard. Every pinch made that pretty prick throb, made that sweet little ass clench and jerk around him. He just lost it, driving in and out, over and over, fingers scraping down to wrap around Shane’s cock again, pulling. The back of Shane’s neck had no marks, and Galen thought that was a damned shame, so he bit down hard, tasting salt.

      “Fuck!” Oh, shit, Shane bore down, clenched around him like a fist, come pouring over his fingers.

      Two, maybe three more hard thrusts were all it took for Galen to curse too, and for his own heat to let go, spilling out hard and fast, making him grunt. Holy fuck.

      Shane went still and heavy in his arms, panting hard, the touch of their skin burning hot. He shifted, and they sorta toppled over, Galen turning Shane a bit so he could take a kiss, deep and wet and lazy.

      Shane moaned, eyelashes long and gold-tipped, leaving heavy shadows as their tongues slid together. Mmm. Damn. The kiss went on for a good long while, nothing urgent, just good, letting them find their rhythm. He was gonna have to be careful. He was already getting way too used to this.

      They settled into the sheets, Shane’s hands warm, moving over his skin.

      Galen chuckled. “That was a pretty good breakfast show, huh?”

      “Not bad at all.” Those too-pretty eyes danced up. “What’s on the menu for lunch?”

      He laughed out loud, smacking that fine ass lightly. “Trust me. I do a great lunch buffet.”
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      Sweet fuck and honey, he wasn’t ever gonna walk straight again.

      Ever.

      Not to mention the bruise on his nipple was fucking black and his balls ached from coming and being squeezed and tugged and….

      His thighs spread, cock filling again at the memory of those chocolate-dipped eyes wanting, teeth on his skin, that voice.

      Fuck.

      That voice.

      He stumbled in to work, wincing from the sun and the scent and the fact he wasn’t in bed, working out a way to get at that man again.

      “Damn, son. You get mauled by a bear?” Miss Lynn, old pervy broad, looked him up and down, rheumy eyes shining.

      “No, ma’am.” He grinned, hung up his hat. “A cowboy.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            2

          

        

      

    

    
      The sun was beating down, pounding…. Mmm…. Pounding….

      Shane stretched a little, grinning. Yeah, buddy. The action last weekend was enough to keep him in memories for a few thousand sessions with Mrs. Palmer and her five daughters. Shit. That Galen? Had the whole fucking package—eyes to ass, with a sure touch and a hungry mouth.

      Voice too.

      Shit.

      They’d parted ways well enough. He hadn’t let the guy in because, the smell, damn. He really needed to call the landlady. Still, he hadn’t seen hide nor hair of him any of the nights he’d worked. It was sorta sucky, because the man was fine and hot, but obviously not in the beach-bum universe.

      The man had fucking chairs. Pans and shit.

      Still, it was gonna take a month or two before thinking pounding didn’t bring up the official Shane Barton Mental Porn Show, featuring a certain good ole boy.

      He chuckled at himself, slid out of the Jeep, and headed into the beer store, whistling low and tuneless, hot wind teasing the holes in his jeans.

      The little bell over the door tinkled and Old Man Curtis looked up from where he was talking to someone over the counter, nodding at him. And damned if the long-legged feller Old Man Curtis was talking to wasn’t Mr. Galen Frost, who also looked up and nodded, a slow, hot smile coming his way.

      “Howdy.” He offered over a smile of his own, letting the man know he was in the pasture and willing before heading back for Coronas and limes.

      Wasn’t two shakes before Galen was trailing up behind him, standing close enough he could feel the man. “Hey. How’s it going?”

      He let his arm brush back, eyes closing for half a second. “Been working, slinging suds. Enjoying the sunshine. You?”

      “Been sweating over the shed in the back and filling in where the deck was rotting.” One hand slid right over his ass and down between to tease his balls, bold as brass. “You ought to come on out and help me christen it with a cookout.”

      His thighs spread like butter, and God help him if he wanted to pretend not to be a pure-D slut, because damn. “I’m off ’til Tuesday. When’re you thinking of doing it?”

      “Got all the time in the world. You got plans tonight?” Oh, fuck that voice was like burnt molasses, smoky and deep and sharp-sweet. And Galen’s fingers were still teasing him, hidden from Old Man Curtis by Galen’s solid body.

      “I sure as shit hope so, man.” No business playing hard to get. Hell, he’d return the favor if his hands weren’t full of beer and limes.

      He got a deep chuckle and a pat on the ass. “Plan on it. Come on; let’s get your stuff and some tequila for the chicken. And a bottle of Jack.” Galen moved away, laughing and telling Old Man Curtis how it would be nice to feed someone besides the cooters.

      He put his beers on the counter, found a ten-spot. “You want me to put in for the booze, man?”

      “Nah. I’d buy it anyway.” They got settled up and hustled out, those rheumy blue eyes of the biggest gossip outside of Miss Lynn down at the bar watching them.

      He slipped his sunglasses on, face lifted toward the sun. “Mmm… feels good out here.”

      “It does. Rain finally stopped.” That cowboy hat got put on Galen’s head and pulled low. “You following?”

      He nodded. “Right behind you.” He turned his gimme cap around so the glare didn’t get him and hopped in his Jeep, then wiggled the key in the ignition until he got a connection. Skynyrd was on the radio, and he turned it up loud, bouncing in his seat as he drove.

      It was a fine damned day, sunny and hot, but the humidity was down, and the road out to the old bait shop was just curvy enough through the swamps that he found himself chasing that big pickup with a bit of adrenaline running through him. Galen flat drove like a bat out of hell.

      He took one corner sharp, hooting as the Jeep shuddered a minute, threatening to roll but held her center. “Fuck, yeah!”

      Galen threw gravel at him as he pulled into the drive behind, and they both hit the brakes hard. Galen hopped out with the liquor store bag, grinning at him. “Damn, that’s a nice drive.”

      “Yeah, buddy!” He grabbed his beers, using his keys to pop the top on one, offering it over to Galen.

      It foamed a bit, but Galen took it right up, chugging maybe a third of it down and nodding. “Now that hits the spot. Come on in. You feeling like tequila-lime chicken or beer bratwurst?”

      “I’m easy. What’s your druthers?” Like he cared with that fine view heading toward the house.

      “Well, I have the chicken thawed, so we might as well have that. And I can make a mean guacamole.” They got inside, right into that red-and-chrome kitchen that he remembered from before, and Galen set everything down before turning and taking his beers and setting them aside so the man could pull him right up for a hard, deliberate kiss.

      Oh, yeah. That’s what he was needing. He pushed right against that heat, rubbing hard.

      Wasting no time at all, Galen started working on his shirt. Getting it open and sliding it off, Galen ran those big hands over his arms and shoulders before going right to his nipples and twisting. Fucking hell. That sent jolts straight to his cock, sharp and hot. He nipped Galen’s lip, hard enough to get a response, to get a growl.

      It was like pulling a tiger’s tail. Galen turned, lifted, and he was up against the counter, half on it, with Galen bending to suck his abused nipple, pulling hard enough to draw the blood up under the skin. Those hands dropped to his knees and spread him so wide his thighs twinged, Galen stepping between them and rubbing.

      He wrapped his legs around that fine fucking form, heels digging in, forcing them harder together, hands burying in the short hair. That just made Galen bite harder, move faster, one hand pushing between them to open his zipper and search for his cock, then wrapped around it and squeezed.

      “Shit….” His head slammed back against the cabinet, teeth snapping on his bottom lip, balls drawing up tighter than a boar’s backside.

      “Yeah. Fuck, you’re hot. I want to taste you so bad.” Those dark eyes caught his, looking right into him as that hand pulled and stroked.

      “Shit. Galen.” He shuddered, thighs going tight, need riding him high and hard. “Never fucking felt anything like this. Never. Don’t fucking stop.”

      “Not gonna. Trust me.” There was no stopping it, the rush. Damn. Galen bit down on his collarbone, hand a blur down there as it worked him. “Come on. Come on.”

      He bucked up, humping, barking out a desperate cry as he shot, spunk spraying.

      “Oh, fuck yeah.” Galen actually bent down, mouth open, but stopped just short of licking him clean. “Damn, that’s not fair.”

      “Yeah. Yeah….” Fucking diseases. Fucking hell. He rippled, panting. “Hot fucking mouth….”

      “Next time I’ll manage to make it to the fucking bedroom and get a rubber.” Galen grinned at him, color high in his cheeks, and leaned back to open his own jeans and pull out that thick cock, legs braced wide. “My turn.”

      “Oh, fuck yeah.” He licked his lips, hands wrapping around and rubbing hard, thumbs working the tip.

      “Yeah. Right there.” Galen moved his hand, then wrapped it around Shane’s and moved them faster, holding tighter. “It’s okay. I like it good and hard.”

      “Hot son of a bitch.” He growled, leaned forward, biting at those lips, hands jerking, tugging. “Gonna fucking keep you.”

      “Uhn.” He could see muscles strain under the thin shirt Galen wore, could feel that thick prick jerk in his hand, wet heat spreading over his thumb and wrist. “Jesus.”

      He groaned, leaned his forehead against Galen’s, panting, entire body alive.

      “Hell of an appetizer.” Licking the sweat from his upper lip, Galen stood back and let him slide ’til his feet touched the floor.

      “Fuck, yeah. Yeah.” He nodded, fingers sliding over Galen’s hip. “Though the main course might well kill me.”
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      The tequila-lime chicken and guacamole? A hit.

      Galen figured he and Shane had eaten enough to render a gorilla comatose. Chips, chicken, guacamole, grilled corn. Damn. And they’d had a few of Shane’s Coronas too, sucking them down before collapsing in the late afternoon sun, sprawled out on the deck.

      Damn. Oh, damn Shane looked good. He was on the other chaise, way too far away, jeans riding low, tanned skin gleaming with a hint of sweat. Shane’s legs were spread, perspiring Corona bottle balanced on his crotch, and Galen thought he might bust a vein from looking.

      Fuck, there was something about the kid. Something that drew him, made him crazy for it. Now, Galen wasn’t one for self-deprivation anyway, but he had to admit it scared him a little, how much he wanted to tie Shane up in his bedroom and never let him out. Ever.

      What was worse was that the kid was a natural, sensual and hot, and up for anything Galen had thrown at him so far. A bruise stood out on that smooth skin, lurid and purple, right above one nipple, and Galen felt his cock stir just thinking how Shane had begged for more instead of calling him off when he’d left it there.

      Hell, at this rate his dick was gonna have calluses.

      Galen cleared his throat. “Been more than an hour since we ate. They say that’s all you need before you can do some heavy exercising again.”

      “Now why don’t I think you’re talking about a nice long swim?” The edge of that gimme cap was lifted up, blue eyes peering over the dark glasses, then pulled down again.

      “Maybe ’cause the only place I have to swim is out there with the gators?” Smartass. Galen shook his head, rolling up to his feet. “Gonna go get another
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