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      As always, I write cowboys as I know them—with all their faults and foibles and weird grammar. All errors are mine, just ask me, I’ll admit it. Thanks for reading. Hee-yaw!
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      How do Coke and Dillon take care of each other when everything goes wrong?

      Bullfighter Coke is having a rough time of things.

      When his good friend Sam Bell is injured at the finals of the bull riding season, he takes it pretty hard. Add in his own injuries, and it's a tough row to hoe. His person clown, Dillon, is determined to take care of Coke, which is tough when Coke is usually the one to protect and save everyone else.

      And Coke has a pretty big secret from his past rearing its head, too. When Dillon digs to discover what it is, the skeletons in Coke’s closet threatens to destroy them both. Can they stick together and make everything right?

      Publisher's This book has been previously published. The publisher has changed.
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      “We shoulda got to him, Nattie.”

      “I know, Hoss.”

      Coke blinked at the tumblers, then at the mostly empty bottle of Jack. There was a third, for when they finished this one. It took some blinking, but he got the booze in the glasses, the image of Sammy Bell bloodied and broken and convulsing in the chute clear as a movie in his mind.

      “We shoulda got to him. Why the fuck didn’t we get to him?”

      “Because we’re human, Gramps.”

      Coke Pharris snarled a little, glaring at the wee Aussie. Fred was a dear, but he was fucking annoying and goddamn stupid. “We cain’t be fucking human. We gotta be better. Gotta be bigger, damn it.”

      The whiskey burned all the way down.

      “So, what, you’re going to be a monster, Coke?” Dillon appeared, so washed out, almost transparent.

      “How’s Sammy?” He tried to stand up, stumbling into Nate. He could see Tracy behind Dillon, fluttering a little.

      “He’s out of surgery. They say that part went well.” Dillon took him when Nate passed him over, hands on his arms.

      “I want to go back to the hospital, then. Sit with the Cajun. Pray.”

      That bull’d come around and tossed Nattie like a bag of potatoes. He hadn’t even seen Sammy drop into the chute.

      “No.” Dillon’s voice was flat, hard. A lot exhausted. “No, you need to rest. You have to work tomorrow. All of you.”

      “I c’n work. What ’bout you, Nattie?” He didn’t need nobody to tell him what the fuck to do. He didn’t…

      “Hoss. We done drunk two bottles. My lady needs me.” Nattie’s face was all blurry-like.

      Damn. Even Nattie was letting him down. Dillon’s fingers tightened until Coke felt them dig in.

      “Come on, babe.”

      He growled, stumbling through the unfamiliar sitting room. Shit, he didn’t even know where the fuck he was.

      “Steady.” Dillon led him out into the hall and he remembered. The hotel hospitality room in the convention area. Shit. He was sloshing.

      “I need to go back to the hospital and see Sammy. Tell him I’m sorry.”

      “Coke, he’s not awake. They’re gonna keep him under until the swelling goes down.” Dillon sounded like he was talking to a child.

      “I got his blood all on me. Jase didn’t bleed none.”

      “No. No, he didn’t. Sammy’s scalp peeled back.” Dillon had blood on him, too. Coke vaguely remembered Dillon pulling him off Sam when the EMTs came.

      He nodded, or tried to. Jesus, there were sore spots in his neck and shoulders. Bone. There’d been bone. And so much fucking blood. And he should’ve got to Beau, to Sammy.

      “Coke. Damn it, babe, would you listen to me?” Dillon stopped by the elevator, shaking him some.

      “Whut?” He frowned up at Dillon, trying to focus.

      “You need to pay attention. One foot in front of the other.” Man, Dillon was multiplying, then he wanted Coke to do addition.

      “I think I oughta sleep here for a few minutes.” He couldn’t keep a bunch of Dillons happy. He didn’t have enough cocks.

      “No, babe. We need to sober you up a bit before you sleep.”

      “Sam Bell got hurt bad. We tried to get to him.” Coke was tired of not saving ’em. Tired of his boys laying in the dirt and not being able to wake up.

      “Oh, Coke. I know. You tried so hard. Sometimes the bull is just faster.” All the Dillons looked one way, then the other. Then the middle one moved up close and kissed his cheek. “I’m sorry he got hurt, babe, but the other riders need you tomorrow.”

      “I’ll be there. I will. I just. I gotta make the hurt go away some.” Coke was fucking drowning in it.

      “I can help with that.” The elevator dinged. “I’m way better than alcohol.”

      “I left my other bottle back there.” He stepped into the elevator, his knees screaming at him. God, he was tired.

      “I know. I made sure no one got it.” Clown-boy could be such a killjoy.

      “I hit Mack, I think. Pretty hard.”

      “Yeah? Well, he’s used to getting whomped.”

      The elevator made him want to puke. “Yeah.” Coke closed his eyes, but all he could see was Bell’s skull bone.

      “Coke? Come on, babe. Just down the hall now.”

      He wasn’t sure he could bear it, how nice Dillon was being.

      “We called Andy and Jase yet?” He bounced down the hall.

      “No. No, not yet. I was busy while you were getting bombed.”

      He stopped, turned, and stared at Dillon. “Excuse me? I was at the fucking hospital. Y’all sent us away. I was more than willing to man up and help.”

      Dillon’s teeth ground audibly. “I know that, babe. Troy thought it best if you left, and I agreed. However, you could have been doing something useful instead of getting sloshed!”

      Wow. Dillon could be a harpy.

      He stared at Dillon, hands creaking into fists, tension ratcheting up inside his spine like there were little guys with pulleys tugging him tighter and tighter. “Useful. Right. I’m gonna take a walk.”

      Coke headed back toward the elevator, his shoulders up under his ears.

      “No, you’re not. You’re going to come back to the room and clean up before Shaun or Jonesy see you and ship you off to the emergency room.” Dillon caught his arm.

      “I was in the fucking emergency room and they made me leave!” He was going to shake the beautiful son of a bitch. “It hurts. It fucking hurts, and we needed a little edge off.”

      “Okay. Now it’s off, right? Off enough that Nate’s wife is calling me and telling me to come get you.” Dillon dragged him to their room, stuffing him inside just as a couple of doors opened in the hall, folks peeking out.

      He was so fucking pissed off he was shaking, every single inch of him tense and tight and raw like he’d been burnt.

      Dillon turned to face him, chest bumping his. “You think I don’t know? Sam is one of the few people who actually gives two shits about me. He’s my friend. I fucking know.”

      Coke counted to five, which was as far as he could go, then he carefully picked Dillon up and moved him away. “I’m sorry, cowboy.”

      Then he turned and buried his fist into the wall, about to the elbow.

      
      

      It was CEO Sandy who paid the cops off quietly, proving that sometimes corporate was good.

      Cowboy boss Ace Porter settled with the hotel, and Dillon agreed in a private confab that he would pay Ace back for the damages. Coke probably had enough savings, but the big guy was busy sleeping it off in another room, and Dillon refused to add another dose of guilt to what was weighing Coke down.

      Coke was exhausted, Dillon was on the edge of a breakdown, and they all had to go back to work in four hours.

      He finished moving the last of their toiletries from the room that Coke had pretty much destroyed, then set the alarm on his iPod. He pulled off his old football jersey and crawled into bed next to Coke.

      One arm draped over him and drew him in close. “Got you, cowboy. You’re okay.”

      Dillon closed his eyes so hard they stung. Bad. “I’m scared, Coke.”

      “Shh. Ain’t nothing to be scairt of. I got your back, always.” Coke sounded as if he was a hundred years old, but that torn-up hand petted his head, his back.

      “I know. I know, babe.” Dillon did get it. He’d made things worse for Coke, he knew, but the man had never taken it out on him. Not once.

      That rock-solid body held him, surrounded him like he was the most precious thing on fucking earth.

      His muscles hurt. His bones hurt. Sam Bell was just about the epitome of what was best in bull riding, and if he didn’t recover, Dillon didn’t know how they’d all deal with it. And Beau. Beau had to get up and ride one more time.

      He heard Coke’s voice—shaky and soft, praying hard like he did over each and every fallen man. His Coke believed that there was a god who cared and protected and forgave cowboys. Dillon said a little prayer, too, that Coke stayed strong and made it through the day tomorrow without getting any more hurt. Lord, Doc was going to be mad about that hand.

      It was Coke’s warmth that started leaching the tension away, that solid heat that meant home to Dillon.

      A yawn took him, and Dillon stopped watching the clock, the one on the nightstand that didn’t have an alarm that worked.

      Coke had him, and he wasn’t going anywhere.
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      “You ready, Hoss?” Nate looked like three-day moldy shit.

      “Yeah, Nattie. Lafitte here yet?” Coke couldn’t warm up, much—he was so fucking stiff.

      He’d gotten a little crazy last night. Hell, Mac was still puking, and Coop… Well, he’d woke up to Coop banging on the hotel room door, the man’s lady having ousted him.

      “He’s in the locker room, yeah. Looks… Well.” Nate’s mouth went flat line.

      “Okay. Gonna go see him. Gonna chat.” He met Nattie’s eyes. “Twelve rides. That’s it. Please, God, no re-rides today, huh?”

      “Yeah. Yeah, not today.” Nattie’s lips kept moving for a moment, praying.

      He leaned in, took Nate’s hand, and they prayed together, then he headed back to the locker room, needing to see that familiar hat. “Cajun? You here?”

      “Yeah.” Beau was sitting there on one of the benches in splendid solitude, hands hanging between his knees. “Hey, cher.”

      “You holdin’ up?” He went to sit close. If the man didn’t want him, Beau’d say.

      “I don’t know.” Beau raised his head, eyes hollow under the brim of the hat. “I just got to ride.”

      “You will. I’ll be there. We been praying for him.” He wanted to just get on his knees and beg Beau to forgive him.

      “I know.” Beau’s hands unclenched, and one of them landed on his shoulder. “It ain’t your fault, cher. It ain’t.”

      “He’s gonna pull through and come back to you.” Coke had to believe that. Had to.

      “That’s what Doc says. Says he can tell after the surgery if a bull rider is gonna give up or come back.” Those blue eyes glittered at him. “Who’s gonna pull my rope, Coke?”

      “Balta is. He loves Sam. He’ll take care of you.”

      “He’s a good guy.” They sat like that, just quiet, until a couple of the older cowboys came in. Biscuit. Hank.

      Biscuit stared at Beau. “You look like shit, Lafitte. Want a smoke?”

      “Yeah. I think I do.” Beau squeezed his shoulder. “Be back in a few.”

      Hank took Beau’s place, long old legs completely different from Beau’s stubby ones. “Hell of a thing, Coke. Are we gettin’ old?”

      “You know it.” He felt about as old as he ever had, right now. “You make the short go?”

      “Nope. Guess those days are over, huh? No one went home, though. We’re all staying to see how Sammy is.”

      “Yeah. I guess I’ll be here till he wakes up.” Because he would wake up.

      “I guess.” Hank nudged him. “You okay? Your hand is damn raw.”

      “I sorta lost my shit last night.” His hand had split all along the suture lines from the surgery. “I superglued it shut.”

      “Shit, Coke. Jonesy is gonna hunt your ass down.”

      “Nattie’ll play hazer.” If Dillon kept quiet. When it came to his hands and neck, the man could be plumb odd.

      “Well, be safe. I’ll say a prayer for you.” Hank was a good ‘un. Mostly quiet, but always there.

      “Thanks. I’m gonna go do my walk around.” Maybe see his clown.

      “Be safe, Coke.” Hank touched his arm before he left, as if to make the words stick.

      Coke wasn’t a bit worried about him being safe. He had that. It was all the others. It felt like he had a weight on his back that was at least ten thousand pounds as he levered up off the bench.

      He passed Nattie, who looked just as low, and Coop, who was a patchwork of bruises. Man, he needed Dillon. Coke did his rounds—he checked the chutes, checked the dirt, then glanced around the big old arena. One jog around.

      He could do it.

      Dillon popped up like he’d been conjured out of thin air. “Want to take a lap with me, babe?”

      “You know it.” He found a smile for his cowboy, a real one. No matter how bad the world was, this was good.

      “Cool.” Dillon paced him, gave him something to keep up with. He hung back enough to see that fine ass, still in the little warm-up shorts.

      A man had to take his joy where he could.

      He was sweating hard about halfway round, his body reminding him that he’d taken almost four months off, lost fifteen pounds of muscle, and was sweating whiskey.

      “You’re almost there, babe. Water and Advil at the end.” Dillon knew him too damned well.

      “Yeah.” He nodded, sweat dripping off him, falling into the dirt.

      His legs felt like lead by the time he was done, but Jonesy was there with a water bottle and some pills. If one of ’em was an upper, no one said nothin’.

      “You gotta come back after, Coke. Please. Or I’ll come to the hotel, but…”

      “I’m going to see Bell at the hospital.”

      “You won’t be there all night, though. Dillon, please. Talk to him.”

      “I’ll see what I can do.” Dillon gave Jonesy a bright smile that was all brittle underneath. They was all hanging by a string.

      Jonesy sighed. “We’ll get through Finals, then things will get better, right?”

      Coke nodded. “Yes, son. They will.”

      “Promise, Gramps?”

      “You got my word.”

      And if it was a lie, may the good Lord forgive him.
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      Dillon stood behind the cage in the center of the arena, bouncing from foot to foot.

      Three rides left. Three. They’d had a little concert at intermission, had a bunch of high eighty-point rides. The crowd was rockin’, their memories way shorter than the guys on tour.

      That was good, though. No one wanted to pay money to be depressed. Adam Taggart’s horse was almost right behind him—Dillon could feel the rush of hot breath. Was it time to play? He checked with David, raising his palms.

      David nodded once, rustling papers before giving him the thumbs-up.

      Dillon turned around and squeaked, backpedaling as if he was surprised to find Smoke right in his face. Adam twitched the reins, and Smoke bobbed his head, looking for all the world like he was laughing.

      “Dude! Horse breath! This guy, he’s always throwing his horsepower around.” The crowd laughed, even though it sounded lame to Dillon. Not even his B game.

      Adam looked like they all felt, gray and tense under the Stetson. Still, they had a job to do, and Adam had Smoke dance around. Dillon clapped, getting the crowd into it, and the sound man got with it, and soon enough, they were ready for the next ride. Two more, then Beau.

      Assuming Beau hadn’t just had a total temper tantrum and left. The man’d been promised the chance to go first, but between sponsors and the network, well… Nobody got what they wanted.

      Sandy had been purple with rage, which made Dillon like him more than he ever had.

      Kynan got a score. A ninety. Damn, that was gonna be hard to beat, though really Beau just needed to stay in the middle and make a score.

      Still, what mattered was that Sam’d won the event, right? Was still alive.

      In a coma.

      In the hospital.

      Jesus.

      Nausea threatened to take him over, so he pasted on a smile and did a flip instead.

      The crowd went crazy, then Raul, that new boy from Brazil, was up. The cowboy had been riding like a madman, covering bull after bull after bull. Rhymes with Snot whirled around and Raul spurred hard, the bullfighters flanking him. He rode a lot like Balta Silva. Pure strength and a very spare style. Dillon stayed quiet, dancing idly to the music. Raul made the ride, easy as you please, then hopped off. The bull headed for Nate, who slapped it aside. Thank God, because just catching Raul had knocked Coke into a gate, and Dillon could see him turn pale.

      His feet wanted to go over, but his brain told him that Coke wouldn’t thank him. He had to wait.

      Beau was next.

      Coke was at the gate, talking hard. Blood dripped from that one poor hand, staining Coke’s arm.

      Balta pulled Beau’s rope, that pretty mouth moving fast, too. Beau wouldn’t care if the words were Portuguese. Dillon knew the man just needed to suspend thought.

      One ride. Please God. Let the man ride so he could go.

      The noise level rose to the point where Dillon could barely hear David in his earpiece. The crowd was just as ready as everyone. “Okay, Lonnie. One more ride. This is it. Shake it.”

      Dillon was going to kill him.

      Dillon shook it, though, the music swelling to cover the sound of the men down at the chutes. He prayed hard, knowing Coke wouldn’t have the chance. He saw the familiar hat brim dip and the gate opened, the little black bull spinning quick. Beau’s chin was down, the expression on the cowboy’s face pure fury. Dillon got it. He was pretty rage-y himself. Damn.

      Six. Seven. Eight. Bingo.

      Beau got off, landing damn near in Coke’s arms. The man barely waved at the crowd, which was going wild.

      That had been the best damned ride of a season of amazing rides. Lord above, that was what they all needed.

      He barely heard the announcement of the scores, what with David telling him to get Beau the trophy and the big check.

      Jogging across the arena, he watched Balta jump down off the chutes and pick Beau up, tears streaming down the big Brazilian’s face. Dillon’s eyes stung some, too, but he blamed the dust. Coke and the others were already gone, disappeared into the back.

      Ace met him at the front of the chutes with the trophy, and Sandy brought the buckle. Beau was about ready to explode.

      “Joa’s got the truck pulled up. I will get your gear.” That was Balta.

      “Thanks, Balta.” Beau shook hands with the man, then smiled once for the camera. Then the little man was gone. Boom. Running for the back without a single fucking word.

      Both David and the TV announcer, John Keane, started talking fast, explaining how Beau’d got beat up the night before, how his best friend and traveling partner was real hurt. They got Raul out there to get his buckle as reserve champion.

      Dillon did all the smiling and nodding that he could, then he had to go. He was on fucking break, damn it.

      Jonesy was waiting for him, Doc’s right-hand man and the cowboy’s answer to everything that didn’t need a surgeon standing firm. “I need to see Coke, Dillon.”

      “I know, Jonesy, but not when Doc is back there.”

      “Doc’s already headed back to the hospital. Sports medicine is empty.”

      “Okay. Give me five.” He would drag Coke kicking and screaming if he had to.

      He saw Nate heading out, head down, bag on his back. “Going home, friend. Taking the wife and kids away from this.”

      “I hear you, Nate. Travel safe.” Who could blame him? Dillon found Coke in the locker room. “Babe. See Jonesy for five minutes.”

      “I need to go see Sam, cowboy.”

      “If you go into the hospital like this, they’ll admit you.” Then all hell would break loose.

      “Like what?” Coke didn’t do innocent worth a fuck.

      “Babe, your hand is dripping blood.” He wasn’t gonna be a screaming harpy this time. He wasn’t. Not to mention the one cheek that was pure hamburger and the shoulder Coke was holding so careful.

      “Yeah, that’s a little gross, huh?”

      “Yeah. Please, babe. They won’t let us in to see Sam like this anyway. You’re a walking germ.” There. That ought to appeal to Coke’s sense of responsibility.

      “Well, I was gonna shower, cowboy.” Oh, thank God. That was a grin.

      “Shower and bandage. Then we go.” It was working. Coke was following him to the med room.

      Jonesy was right there, and he smiled at Coke, the expression almost gentle. “Mr. Pharris. It’s just the three of us. Let me get that hand cleaned up? How’s your shoulder? It looks vicious. We’ll ice it.” Jonesy started talking and moving, getting Coke eased down on a bed. “Can I give you something to ease the muscles?”

      “Not if it’s gonna make me stupid.”

      “Doc gave him some kind of natural muscle relaxant last time, Jonesy. It was a pill. Right, Coke? He liked those. I can drive, so he just needs to be awake and aware.”

      “A natural… Cool. I’ll check the file.”

      Coke leaned back as soon as the ice hit that shoulder, Jonesy wrapping it all in plastic. Better. Dillon saw a ton of lines ease around the sides of Coke’s mouth.

      “Here, Coke. Take this, huh?” That wasn’t any herbal thing that Jonesy gave Coke, but no one said anything.

      “You want to go get showered and cleaned up, Dillon? I’m going to be a few minutes on this. He needs a stitch or two and some butterflies on his cheek.”

      “Coke?” He would stay if Coke needed him. Hell, Coke would need help in the shower.

      Coke glanced over at him, gave him a sad little smile. “I’m okay. Just don’t let anyone lock up before I get my gear.”

      “I promise.” He touched Coke’s good arm before slipping away. He went to their makeshift locker room, smiling and waving off the maintenance guy. “Still two of us coming. Sorry.”

      Then he went and stood under the shower for, like, an hour. At least that was what it felt like. And if he bawled some while he was in there, well, there was no one to see, and the water washed it all away. Then, when he was about done, a solid mass of body came in behind him, pulled him close, one hand held up and away from the spray.

      Dillon turned, wrapping his arms around Coke’s broad chest, offering support at the same time he leaned. “Coke.”

      “Hey, cowboy. I locked the door, barred it.” Coke leaned hard. “Called the Cajun. No news. He’s still under. Gonna be for a few days.”

      Squeezing, he nodded against Coke’s breastbone. “Then I say we rest. He’ll be swamped with guys for a few days. When he’ll need us is, like, Wednesday, eh?”

      “Yeah. We need to figure our shit out, I guess. We’re supposed to pick the pups up tomorrow.”

      “I know. We may have to switch hotels.” Dillon knew Ace had fixed the whole trashed-room thing with a few quiet words to the manager, but they might balk at two loud bassets.

      “No, I talked to them. We’re moving to Beau’s suite, keeping it for if we can get him to rest.”

      Right. Like that was going to happen.

      Still, it was a suite, and they could use it as a command center. That worked for him. “Cool. Let’s get you clean so you can soak in the hot tub when we get back.” He started running his hands gently over Coke’s body.

      “I tried to get to them, Dillon. I swear to God.”

      “I know.” They swayed a little, just like little kids who needed comforting. “I know, babe. You all try so hard. Sometimes it just happens, though.”

      That sucked, but there it was.

      Coke’s face twisted, and he stared up into the water, and Dillon knew he was trying to hold it together.

      They finished up and dried off, and Dillon thought about giving Coke a blow job just to release tension, but he honestly wasn’t sure if that big body could take it.

      “Can you drive?” Coke’s pupils were huge.

      “I can. I’m good.” Poor baby. Definitely a blow job, but later, when they were at the hotel. Then Coke would sleep. “Come on. I got you.”

      “You sure about the hospital? You sure Beau won’t mind?” Coke asked.

      He privately didn’t think Beau would so much as notice.

      “He’ll call us when he needs us, Coke.” He got towels, leading Coke out of the shower.

      “I hope so.” Coke was a nice shade of bruised, really.

      Wow.

      “He will, babe.” Then they would go see Beau and make sure Sammy would recover.

      Then he would take his bullfighter home.

      
      

      Coke couldn’t sleep.

      It was fucking insane. He had always been able to sleep before even if he was hurt, but he just fucking couldn’t now.

      Coke wandered the suite, keeping quiet as a mouse so that the bassets didn’t wake up and begin their ‘need to go out’ dance. Every so often Beau would text him, which wasn’t helping him get any rest.

      
        
          
            
              
        Hey cher. He’s moving.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Hey cher. He’s cryin. what do i do?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Hey cher. You still awake?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Hey.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Hey.

      

      

      

      

      

      Yeah, he was still awake. As if he could sleep through the worry.

      Coke grabbed his phone and headed out of the room to the weird overlook deal inside the hotel, easing his sore ass down onto a chair that was way less comfortable than it ought to be.

      Beau answered on the second ring when Coke called, voice hushed. “Hey, cher.”

      “Hey stranger.” He sounded about as rough as a cob himself. “How goes it?”

      “It goes. Am I keeping you up?”

      “Not a bit. You holding up okay?” Talk to me, Cajun.

      “He keeps kicking and moaning, cher. It’s killing me.” Beau sounded like he’d been swallowing glass.

      “Yeah. I seen that with Ole Rusty. You ’member him?”

      “Oh, Lord. That man was the king of landing on his damn head,” Beau said.

      “Yeah, that was back before the league, before the money and the big show, when we was all just ridin’ rodeo like regular Joes.” Sometimes Coke missed that a little—the tiny arenas and the sun beating on you and melting your makeup. He missed being able to go home for weeks in between rodeos.

      Beau snorted. “We were all fumbling around like fools. I’d give up all the titles and the money to have him safe and well, Coke. Every bit.”

      “Me too, but that ain’t how it works, huh? The good Lord makes His choices.” Even though Coke wished He would remember to keep more of the good ones safe.

      “I reckon.” Beau sighed, the sound a puff of air, really. “How’s your clown holding up?”

      “He’s sleeping some. You know that he loves Sammy half to death. We all do, but Dillon… I think Sammy’s special to him.” Coke shook his head, a dull pain near cracking his chest open, so he clenched his hand, the agony there distracting him. “I’m sorry we didn’t get in there fast enough, Beau. We tried, but…”

      Sometimes they didn’t do it, even when they put their best into it.

      “Yep. Just like I’m sorry Sammy doesn’t think before he leaps.” A rough chuckle bucked him up some. “You did all you could, cher. Never doubt that for one slim minute.”

      “Eh, Sammy loves you more than life. I know it don’t feel like it right now, but that’s a blessing.” He hoped it was. That’s what it was with Dillon and him. He’d lay down his soul for his cowboy.

      “Yeah. Y’all think you could bring me a bag of sausage biscuits and hash brown thingies when you come later this morning? I’m so sick of the cafeteria already.”

      “Of course. I’ll bring good coffee, too. Won’t be but a few hours. You… You think you might could close your eyes, Cajun? Rest?”

      “I’ll try.” Beau was lying, and Coke heard it plain as day, but they both chose to let it go. “Goodnight, cher. Love you.”

      “Love you, Cajun. I’ll be there with bells on.” He hung up with a sigh, his head feeling like a bowling ball on the end of his neck. Fuck a doodle doo.

      Coke slipped back
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