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It should be against the law for a man to look so sinful in a pair of cowboy boots.

Keely Sheridan waited at the end of the bar for her drink order and watched Nicholas Fallon talking and laughing with the other three guys at his table. He sat with his chair half-turned toward the bar, giving her an excellent view of the enticing bulge behind his fly. The mild, late autumn temperatures meant he wore a simple T-shirt that showed off his forearms. He had the tall, lean body of a man used to physical labor. His muscles came from working on his cattle ranch, not from a gym.

She admired the way his dark-brown hair curled over his ears and nape. Olive skin that came from his mother’s Italian heritage, a straight nose, high cheekbones, a perfect smile, and smoky-gray eyes made him one of the most attractive men she’d ever seen.

Her heart clenched every time she saw him . . . as well as other, lower, parts of her anatomy.

“You’re staring, honey,” Dolly said with humor in her voice.

“I know.” Keely answered Dolly Mabery, the woman who owned Boot Scootin’, without taking her gaze off Nick. “I can’t help it. Nick is just so gorgeous.”

“Yes, he is.” Dolly placed the last bottle of beer in Keely’s order on the round tray. “Why are you staring at him instead of dragging him off to your bed?”

Keely released an unladylike snort. “Yeah, right, like that’s ever going to happen. Nick doesn’t know I’m alive except when it’s time for another beer.”

“You might be surprised. I’ve seen him watching you while you wait on tables.”

Keely studied the woman who had been her boss and second mother for the last two years. With her poofy, dyed blond hair, false eyelashes, and heavy eye makeup, she looked like a throwback to the go-go girls of the ’60s.

Keely adored her.

Dolly didn’t know about the one time Keely had been with Nick eleven years ago. Having loved him since her freshman year in high school, Keely took advantage of his less-than-sober state the night of their graduation and had freely given him her virginity. He’d never acknowledged what happened between them. He’d been completely wasted, so she doubted if he even remembered it.

Pushing aside the memories, Keely picked up her filled tray. “He’s a guy. He’s going to look at my breasts and ass every chance he gets.”

“Looking can lead to more.”

Keely shook her head. “Not with Nick.”

She wove her way through the tables with fresh drinks, staying a few moments to chat with each customer. She knew everyone in the bar, which didn’t surprise her. Unlike the restaurants along the main road through Lanville, which drew tourists, the location of Boot Scootin’ on a small county road made it more of a locals’ hangout. Rarely did someone come in who Keely didn’t know.

She caught and held Nick’s gaze as she walked toward his table. A thrill shot through her when his gaze slid down her body to her thighs and back to her face. A crooked grin lifted the corners of his mouth.

Despite her heart pounding and her palms growing clammy, she did her best to appear calm and in control as she collected the empty beer bottles from the table. She glanced at Kory Wilcox in time to see him looking down her scooped-neck T-shirt. That didn’t surprise her either. Like she’d told Dolly, a man would look if he got the chance. “You ready for another, Kory?”

He flashed her a boyish grin, one that probably made many gals tumble into his bed. Since she thought of him as nothing but a friend, it didn’t affect her. “Sure.”

She looked at the other two men at the table. “Ready for another?”

They both nodded, which left only Nick to place an order. She faced him, her tray propped on one hip. “How about you, Nick? Want another cold one?”

He slouched a little more in his chair, hooked his hands together at his belt. His movement drew her attention to his fly again. The bulge appeared bigger than it had a few minutes ago.

“Yeah,” he said in a low, husky voice. “I want another.”

Something about the look in his eyes made her think he wasn’t referring to beer. Memories of their one time together returned in a rush . . . the gentle kisses, the soft caresses, the slow slide of his hard cock into her wet sheath. The bite of pain when he’d entered her had quickly disappeared to be replaced with nothing but bliss. He’d made sure of her pleasure, caressing her clit until that burst of ecstasy had flowed through her body. Only then did he increase the speed of his thrusts. She’d wrapped her arms around his neck, her legs around his hips, and smiled when she’d felt his body jerk from his climax.

Keely had to force the memories aside again and straightened her shoulders. “Be right back with your order.”

She could feel the men watching her as she walked away, so she put a little extra wiggle in her hips to tease them. The whistle of appreciation she heard behind her made her grin. It felt good to be a little bit of a temptress every now and then.
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“Damn,” Kory said, “she’s got a great ass.”

Nick agreed. He watched Keely sashay back to the bar, her tight jeans cupping her ass the way a man’s hands should.

The way his hands should.

Nick could be any number of places on a Friday night rather than the local bar. Several women in the small town of 2,600 had called him to see if he wanted to have dinner or go to a movie. Nick had turned down all of them. Instead, he sat here with his friends, country music he hated blaring from the jukebox, and watched Keely wait on customers.

Sometimes he wondered if he’d been dropped on his head as a kid and his parents never told him, because it didn’t make sense for him to give up the chance of getting laid to lust after a woman he couldn’t have.

You can have her. All you have to do is tell her you want her. You know how she feels about you.

The little voice inside his head hammered at Nick to take that first step to have Keely in his life. He ignored it, the way he always did. He couldn’t get involved with a woman now, not with his messed-up life. A woman deserved his time and attention. Nick couldn’t give those when his every waking moment involved his cattle ranch.

“I’ve asked her to go out with me half a dozen times,” Kory said. “She always says no.”

Nick turned his head toward the younger man. “She’s four years older than you.”

“So? You ever heard of a cougar?”

A laugh sputtered past Nick’s lips before he could stop it. “I think that applies to women who are older than twenty-nine.”

Kory shrugged. “Age doesn’t matter to me.”

“It apparently matters to Keely.”

“Or maybe she doesn’t want to look at your ugly face for an entire evening,” Luis said with a grin.

Kory frowned. “Have you looked in the mirror lately, Hernandez?”

“Don’t have to.” His grin widened. “My wife tells me every day what a stud I am.”

Nick chuckled along with his friends. His laughter died as he watched Keely approach his table. He let his gaze slowly wander over her, taking in every detail of her voluptuous body in the red, scooped-neck T-shirt and tight, faded jeans. Those large breasts and wide hips were made for fucking . . . long, hard, and often.

Keely placed the new bottles in front of the other three men first, then made her way to Nick. She leaned over as she set his bottle in front of him, giving him an excellent view down her shirt. Full, ivory breasts formed a deep cleavage. He could see the outline of her nipples through the fabric. He imagined them pouting and hard while he ran his tongue over them until she cried out in pleasure.

“Need anything else, Nick?” she asked.

Her voice sounded breathless, raspy. His cock responded, lengthening and thickening in preparation to slide into her.

After mentally telling his dick it wouldn’t get any nooky tonight, he shook his head. “I’m good. I gotta go as soon as I finish this beer.”

Nick thought he saw disappointment flash through her eyes. “Early night for you.”

“I have a lot to do in preparation of that cold front due in Tuesday.”

“You need an extra pair of hands, Nick?” Luis asked. “Sharon doesn’t have a big to-do list for me this weekend.”

“Thanks, but I have it handled. I hired a couple of high-school kids to help with the grunt work. That gives me more time to work on the stuff only I can do.”

“If you change your mind, call me.”

“Me too,” Kory said. “I’ll help if you need me.”

Quade Easton, the fourth man at the table, raised his hand. “Same here.”

Warmth spread through his chest at his friends’ offers of help. Nick had lived in Lanville his entire life and had made a lot of friends, but few who he cherished as much as the guys he worked with on the volunteer fire department. They were always the first to raise their hands when someone needed help.

Keely lightly touched Nick’s shoulder. “Be careful. Don’t try to do too much on your own.”

A different type of warmth spread through Nick this time, a direct connection to Keely’s touch. The heat settled in his cock. He had to get away from her before that heat turned into a full-blown erection.

“Think I’ll head for home, guys.”

Keely glanced at the bottle she’d just set on the table. “You didn’t drink your beer.”

“I’ll donate it to one of these guys.” Nick stood, tugged a ten-dollar bill from his jeans pocket, and laid it on Keely’s tray. “See you later.”

“Hold up, Nick,” Luis said as he pushed back his chair. “I’ll walk out with you.”

Nick waited while Luis tossed some bills on the table, then exited the bar with his friend. One would never know a cold front would barrel through Lanville in four days. A moon two days from being full and light from a million stars bathed the landscape. “Nice night.”

“Yep.” Luis strolled alongside Nick toward Nick’s pickup. “Good night to be with a beautiful woman.”

Nick couldn’t argue with that. “Yeah.”

Luis leaned against the side of Nick’s pickup while Nick dug his keys from his pocket. “So why aren’t you? With a beautiful woman, that is. Not that I don’t enjoy your company, but you’d have a hell of a lot more fun with someone like Keely.”

Nick had known the older man for over ten years and had thought of him as the big brother he’d never had. Even though sharing his feelings with another man made Nick twitch uncomfortably, he knew he could talk to Luis about anything and it would never go further than between the two of them. Same with Dusty Winston, his full-time ranch hand. No one else but Luis and Dusty knew about the ranch’s finances.

“Keely is off limits, Luis.”

“Why? If you can’t see how crazy she is about you, you’re completely blind.”

Clutching his keys in his hand, Nick leaned against the pickup next to his friend. “I can’t get involved with Keely or any other woman now, Luis. You know that.”

“No, I don’t know that. The situation with your ranch has nothing to do with dating. I do know you’re a good-looking, healthy, twenty-nine-year-old man who should be burning up the sheets with a hot woman on a Friday night instead of drinking beer in a bar with a bunch of guys.”

Burning up the sheets sounded really good, especially if he burned them with Keely. Unfortunately, that wasn’t an option for him. “Keely is the kind of woman who deserves a commitment. How can I give her that when I don’t know from one day to the next what will happen with the ranch?”

“It’s easier to face what happens each day if you have someone to hold at night. It sure is for me. I don’t know what I’d do without Sharon in my life.”

There could be no relationship for Nick, not until the red disappeared from the ranch’s ledgers. That didn’t mean he didn’t long for one. He wanted a close, loving relationship with a woman, like Luis had with Sharon. He wanted a family, a son or daughter—or both—to carry on his name and fill the emptiness in his soul.

He wanted Keely.

Nick slapped the other man on the shoulder. “You’re a good friend, Luis. I appreciate your concern, but I know what I have
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