
  
    [image: Blind Ride]
  


  
    
      Blind Ride

      
        ROUGHSTOCK, SEASON ONE

        BOOK ONE

      

    

    
      
        BA TORTUGA

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Turtlehat Creatives]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Roughstock Reading Order

      

      
        Foreword

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

      
        Chapter 26

      

      
        Chapter 27

      

      
        Chapter 28

      

      
        Chapter 29

      

      
        Chapter 30

      

      
        Chapter 31

      

    

    
      
        Want More?

      

      
        About BA

      

      
        Also Available from BA

      

      
        Afterword

      

    

    

  


  
    
      Blind Ride

      Copyright © 2005 BA Tortuga

      Cover Art Illustration by Alexandria Corza. Used with permission.

      Editing by Sue Meadows

      This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

      All rights reserved. No part of this eBook may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission except in case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews. For information electronic address Turtlehat Creatives help@turtlehatcreatives.com

      Printed in the United States of America.

      ISBN: 979-8-89661-034-2

      1st Edition Torquere Press 2006

      2nd Edition Total E Bound 2015

      3rd Edition Turtlehat Creatives 2025

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Roughstock Reading Order

          

        

      

    

    
      Season One

      Blind Ride

      And a Smile (December 2025)

      File Gumbo (January 2026)

      Coke’s Clown (February 2026)

      Back to Back (March 2026)

      Pulled from All Sides (April 2026)

      Leading the Blind (May 2026)

      

      Season Two

      Starts in June 2026

    

  


  
    
      To every Texan reader who ever looked at me and said, “You wrote my home”.
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      Jason Scott is a cowboy who has it all. Until he doesn’t.

      He’s at the top of the bull riding game, heading for a championship buckle, living the good life on the road with his buddy Andy Baxter. But one wreck brings about what every rodeo cowboy dreads. A career ending injury.

      When the doctor tells Jason he’s blind, he’s ready to give up. He goes to lick his wounds at his momma’s ranch, but his best friend Andy “Bax” Baxter refuses to let him sink instead of swim. Andy has wanted to be more than friends for years, and he’s going to find a way for Jason to get what he’s always wanted.

      With the help of a meddling momma, a persistent bull fighter cowboy protector named Coke, and a host of other friends, Andy hatches a plan to give Jason hope again. Can he give Jason a reason to get back up and ride, and give Jason all the love he has in his heart at the same time?

      This is a previously published title. The publisher has changed.
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        Author’s Note from 2007

      

      

      Hey, y’all! The Roughstock world is a labor of love for me. Cowboys are my weakness, after all, and Texas will eternally be where my heart lives, so it’s incredibly important to me to be as honest and true to the culture I was raised in as I can. With that in mind, I want to say that, despite the best efforts of my editor, I take a great many liberties with language in this universe, both in narrative and in dialogue. I felt I really needed to portray the rough and tumble world of bull riding and rural Texans as I know them, instead of attempting to polish the narrative up and give it a more literary style. So, I freely admit any and all mistakes in the text are mine and mine alone.

      Cowboy up, y’all! Come take a ride with me.

      Much love, y’all.

      
        
        BA
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        Author’s Note from 2025

      

      

      Hey y'all, it's been damn near twenty years, and Bax and Jason are still as alive in me today as they always have been. This re-release has been edited a bit, but the story is timeless and it will remain the same because, after all, that's what happened.

      I was a different writer twenty years ago. It was a different time, a different market, and so this book -- for my new readers – may seem very different, and for my Roughstock fans, when you read the first book in the new series (coming in June 2026), you might find that my style now is a little different too. It happens.

      We grow. We change. In my case, I got old.

      Suffice it to say I love you all dearly, and I am grateful for every single person who has read this story and loved it over the years. The Roughstock boys -- the entire universe from Coke to Adam to Beau to Mini -- squats in my soul like a toad, and I'll never be rid of them.

      I love all y'all. Thank you for coming on this ride with me. Always.

      
        
        BA
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      Jason stood there with the big fake check for the event win, watching the crowd go one of two ways—up and out of the stands, or down to wait for the guys to make the autograph circuit. He fucking hated this part.

      That little gal from the XSports channel was waiting with her bright orange hair and her too tight jeans. He knew how it’d go, too. Blah blah blah Jason Scott blah blah blah race for the finals blah blah blah new kids chasing his ass.

      Goodie.

      He managed to get through all the questions without being an asshole, but not before a huge stack of fans were hanging over the fence, waving programs and hats, hollering his name. He ducked under into the pens and headed toward the back. He just wasn’t good at that whole meet-and-greet thing.

      “You’re gonna get a reputation as a giant dick, man.” His best buddy, Andy Baxter, fell in beside him, boots clacking against the concrete walkway back to the locker room.

      “Yeah, yeah. Better let them think I might be than know I am. ‘sides, I don’t see your happy ass out there, Bax.”

      And shit, nine times out of ten Bax was out there glad-handing.

      “It was a long night. My knee’s killin’ me.”

      That slow Texas drawl always made him smile, because it made everyone think Bax was laid-back, maybe not so bright.

      Jason knew better.

      “Yeah?” He winced, shook his head. “You came down on it fucking hard. I swear that bull has it out for you.”

      It was hell getting old.

      “I did.” Bax shrugged, sticking his hands in the pockets of his old school Wranglers. “I ain’t the man of steel I used to be.”

      “Bullshit.” There wasn’t any bastard on Earth tough as Bax. He knew it to the bone. “You want to go get a steak?”

      “Hell, yes. Someplace not at the hotel.” They were staying at the sanctioned hotel because the sponsors had asked Jason to but eating there was like sitting in a fishbowl.

      “I got the truck here. We can go anywhere.” He nodded to Little Jack and Harvey who were still waiting outside sports medicine. DJ had taken one hell of a spill, just got caught up and dragged. “Y’all heard something?”

      Jack shook his head. “They ain’t called the am’blance. That’s gotta be good, huh?”

      “I guess.” Jason knew that Doc waited if he could, so that some of the crowd would dissipate. Fans liked to believe that the wrecks left bruises, not breaks.

      “Well, you call me, you hear something, yeah?” Bax said, nodding once before tapping his arm. “Come on, man. Food.”

      “I hear you, old man.” He winked at Jack, headed off, following that tight little ass to get their gear from the locker room.

      “Not that much older than you, Mini.” Bax took every opportunity to give him shit about how much shorter he was, but God help him if he mentioned Bax’s age.

      “Three years is a fucking eternity.” He ducked the lazy swing, just hooting with it. “You still scattered from the round, man? You missed.”

      “You were on the move. Stand up and let me hit you, man.” That laugh was sure enough the best way to make him forget all the shit his sponsors wished he would do. He hated being all social and shit. He just couldn’t quite look the business part of cowboying in the eye.

      “Fuck you.” Jason started stripping off his shirt, hunting something clean and less dusty.

      “Here.” One of his hanging shirts landed on his shoulder. “That one looks good on.”

      “Thanks.” He redid the smell-good, the deodorant. Then he changed his boots. “Man, I need a beer.”

      “We can have that with supper. Or, hey, we could go play some pool.” Oh, yeah, because Bax wanted to shark that five thousand he’d won in the second go-round.

      “We could do both. Hell, after a steak, I might feel ten years younger.” He got himself put together, tucked in his shirt and got his belt buckled. Okay. Wallet. Phone. Bag. Time to get out of Dodge. “Besides, all the buckle bunnies’ll be gone home by late.”

      “True enough.” They went out the back way, Bax’s white shirt setting off his deep tan, that black hat playing hide and seek with Bax’s dark brown eyes and smile lines.

      Jason tossed his gear into the back, thumping his cock but good as it did its dead-level best to wake up and say hello and howdy to Bax.

      Good night. You’d think he was a Brazilian after a good ride. Down boy.

      Bax threw his duffel back, too, sliding into the driver’s side. “So, where to? I figure that one little place where you circle your order will be closed.”

      “There’s that one place by the highway—about twenty minutes out. It’s nothing but old ranchers taking their women out. Nice T-bones.” And he always got tickled by those tables with the ads printed on them. Reminded him of going to auction with Paw-paw.

      “That works.” The big dualie slid into traffic like an elephant into a herd of zebras, Bax muscling them right on in.

      They scooted down 35, radio blaring. He found a pack of smokes in the console and lit one for Bax, then got himself one. They only allowed themselves one per show day. Three days of rest, then Tulsa.

      “You think we ought to try and hit home ‘fore Tulsa?”

      It was kinda eerie sometimes, the way Bax read his mind. Then again, they’d been on the road together for nigh on six years.

      “We can. Momma’d like to see us. ‘Course, we could go on to the city. Goof off. Depends on how much you want Momma’s pineapple upside down cake.”

      “Oh, I’d rather go see your momma.” That man did have a sweet tooth. Pineapple upside down was Bax’s very favorite.

      “Cool. I’ll call her. Let her know we’ll be in.” He took a deep drag, grinned. Lord, lord. “I hope your knee’s up to riding fence.”

      “Shit, you know it. Just don’t ask me to walk fence.” Wheeling around a little Honda, Bax started humming with King George on the radio, off tune as anything.

      “Nah. You wouldn’t be worth shit in Tulsa, then.”

      They both hooted, and Jason leaned back, easy in his bones.

      Man, event win number three. Check in his pocket. Him and Bax heading for steak.

      Life, she was good.
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      Damn, life was good.

      Bax liked riding fence. Well, all right, if he was honest, he liked riding fence with Jason. Somewhere after the first hour, Jason would take that starched shirt off and tie it to the back of the saddle, leaving him in just a tight, white undershirt, and damn. Oh, damn, Bax loved that.

      Licking sweat off his upper lip, Bax leaned down to check a post joint, grinning when it wasn’t as dry rotted as he’d thought. “You think your momma’s baking right now?”

      “Yup. She’s making a pie and one of them cakes you like. I saw beans on the back of the stove, so it’ll be brisket and cornbread for dinner.” Mini’s momma was as predictable as the day was long and, lord, that woman loved to cook.

      “Oh, you know I like that.” Damn, his knee was throbbing. He pulled his bad leg up, leaning back in the saddle and stretching it out.

      “You need to walk some, man?” Jason rode up closer, horses touching noses as Mini reached out, fingers hot on his knee. “It’s pretty swolled.”

      The feel of that hand on him made him jump, even through work glove and jeans. “Nah. I’m good. I just need to remember not to lean so hard on the stirrup.”

      “‘kay.” He was given one more stroke—the crookedy thumb on Jason’s riding hand rubbing the inside a bit.

      His cheeks heated up, and he was damned glad of the sun. Long as they’d been riding together, Bax’d never told Jason a bit what the man could do to him with just a touch.

      “Anyway, we ain’t got much more to do today.”

      “Nope. You want to ride to the river? Swim?” That straw hat was pushed back, the collar of Jason’s T-shirt wet with sweat.

      “Shit, yes.” That water would be like bathwater, but it would be so damned nice to get wet. Bax approved. “Come on, slowpoke.”

      “Slow… Oh, you old bastard!” Jason whomped Heidi, the two going tearing across the pasture, ass tight as a boar’s backside in that saddle.

      Bax sat there for a full five seconds with his teeth in his mouth. Then he whooped and spurred and he was off, too, Little Bit happy to be heading for the river and giving it some speed.

      It did him a world of good, just to flat-out run, to lean down and let the bullshit go. Jason was feeling it, too, the constant fucking pressure, the need to keep on his game. It made shit like this more and more important.

      Lord love him, they both loved what they did, but it was getting more and more commercial and… Jesus, fuck, look at that man ride. Just look.

      “Come on, Bax. That water’s waiting on your scarred-up ass.”

      “Yeah. It’s waiting for the water, too.” He nudged Bit a little closer before sliding down and ground tying her easy as you please. Bax groaned, his leg stiff as a board.

      “Here. Let me loosen it up. There ain’t no one here to point and say you’re getting old but me.” Then Jason knelt, hands on his leg, working his bum knee.

      Staring down at that bent head, Bax thought about Heaven, and how it might be just like this. Of course, if he started entertaining fantasies about what should happen next, it could get some embarrassing. “Thanks, buddy.”

      “I know it’s gotta be sore as a boil.” Fuck. Fuck, he could feel Jason’s breath on his thigh, on his knee.

      “It’s pretty hot…” His voice sounded like sandpaper. Christ on a pogo stick.

      “Yeah. I can feel it. You gotta rest it some.” The back of Jason’s neck was red, a nice deep, dark red.

      Bax cleared his throat. “Not ‘til I get that swim in. Come on, man, or we’ll miss supper…”

      “Yeah. Yeah, sure.” Jason scooted back, stood up, and headed toward the bank, bending to tug off his boots.

      That ass was enough to give a man palpitations. Hadn’t he seen thousands of female heads turn to watch it go by? Turning his back, Bax worked one boot off, but couldn’t get the other.

      “Goddamn it, Jason. Can you help me with this?”

      “Yup.” Jason chuckled, bent down again and grabbed his heel. “Pull, old man.”

      He pulled, his knee creaking, all but going ass over teakettle. Jason’s shoulders felt right and tight under his hands when he caught himself and tried to balance.

      “There you go.” Jason looked up, that mouth just right where he’d like it to be. He was fixin’ to die.

      Right here. Right now.

      God help him.

      Time stopped short. He could smell the water, the bright green scent of the broken grass blades. He could hear the wind blowing, the birds, but all he could see was Jason Scott’s perfect mouth.

      Blinking, Bax nodded. “Yup. There you go. Thanks.” All he could do was stand there and stare, one foot up like a stork or something.

      “Uh-huh.” Jason didn’t move for a long second, just took a deep, deep breath as if Jase was filling his lungs with Bax-flavored air.

      Finally Bax moved, putting his foot down carefully on the prickly ground and backing off. “You going in wearing your jeans?” he asked, going for teasing and almost making it.

      “Nah, they’ll chafe riding home.” Jason stood, giving him a peek at something full and hard in those Wranglers. A quick thump and a grunt, and Jason started working them off.

      Oh. Oh, Lord. Curse him for a coward, but he just didn’t have the gumption to reach for that. Bax wanted to. He sure as Hell did. But he didn’t want to ruin nothin’. Jason was his best friend. He gave his own crotch a good whack and got to getting naked.

      Jason draped jeans and T-shirt over some brush and waded in, nothing but that beat-up hat on. Fuck him, that was fine. Even with the bruises and the so-pale-it-glowed ass, Jason was the prettiest thing he’d ever seen. Bax got bare and slid on down the bank, the water feeling slick and cool on his skin.

      “That better on your knee, Bax?” Jason leaned back, moving lazily, just keeping his hat brim out of the water.

      “Shit, yes. Taking the hurt right out.” It was almost like the hot tub at that one hotel that time… Well. They’d both been real drunk, then.

      Real drunk. Real happy. Horny as fuck and needing.

      It was still his favorite memory to jack off to.

      “Good deal. I do love this spot.”

      “Mmmhmm.” His toes popped right up to the surface for a moment, making him hoot before his ass started to sink. “Pretty and peaceful and all…”

      “Yup. I used to come out here when I was a kid, spend hours avoiding the chores.” Jason’s toes wiggled.

      “Lazy-ass.” There wasn’t no ‘avoiding chores’ at his house. Bax would’ve got his butt beat.

      “You know it. Daddy was raising pigs at the time. You ever smelled pigs up close?”

      “Yes. Not my idea of a good time.” Stink. Lord. Stretching, he groaned happily, arms moving just enough to keep him in place.

      “Nope. Big, stinky and meaner than bulls.” Jason chuckled, kicked a little. “Not meaner than KC, though. That’s a bad-tempered son of a bitch.”

      That was the God’s honest truth. “That’s not just mean. That’s stone crazy.”

      “Yeah, well, you grew up looking like an undead monkey, you’d be mean, too.”

      “Well, you ought to know all about that, you little chimp…” Oh, if Jason connected with that swat it was gonna hurt.

      The water took most of the slap, but those fingertips got him but good. Bastard.

      “Don’t make me twist your nipple off, buddy. You’d be all lopsided.” He would, too, if he had to.

      “I need that for balance, Bax. That titty’s worth thousands.”

      That had him laughing so hard that he all but sank and drowned. “The million-dollar boob.”

      “Yep. Worth a fortune. Not just for decoration.”

      They both got to laughing, the sound echoing, ringing out.

      They spent their time in the pond, and the sun had moved a good ways over in the sky when they finally climbed out of the water, all wrinkly and thankfully not worrying about springing a happy. “I bet your momma has upside down cake by now.”

      “You know she does. Come on, old man. We’ll get fed, and then we can drive into town and shoot some pool.”

      “Sounds good.” No one would bother them a bit at home, and he could ogle that sweet ass to his heart’s content.

      Kind of like he was doing now.
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      “Hey, Momma.” Jason hung his hat on the hook, nudging Stu and Beemer out of the way, hound dog ears flailing as they fought to get out, to get to Bax. Drooling beasts.

      “Hey, boys. Y’all get that fence seen to?”

      He grabbed Beemer’s collar pulled him off Bax’s knee. “Yeah, Momma.”

      Nag. Nag. Nag.

      “Good. I made y’all cornbread and all. Get the horse off you. Andy, I put your laundry on your bed.” Momma came bustling through, apron all white with flour and her hair piled up in a granny knot. Lord. It was quite a look over top of her Rocky Mountain jeans and her scuffed up old boots.

      Bax, who was Andy to every other fool in the world but him, nodded and grinned and pulled one of Momma’s apron strings. “Thanks. Can I have cake first?”

      She swatted his hand but good, snorting. “You can not. That’s for dessert, son.”

      Jason cackled, grabbed her by the waist and hauled her around, the apron going flying. “Rules, rules, rules.”

      Laughing and beating out a tattoo for them to dance to, Bax egged him on. “Nothing but rules.”

      He let her feet touch the ground as he two-stepped her around, her laugh making him grin.

      “Y’all were in the pond, weren’t you? You smell like snake-water.”

      “Yeah, Momma. Me and Bax got all eat up with the cottonmouths.”

      The dogs howled at the very mention of the word, making them all chuckle. Bax washed up and dried off, nodding at Momma. “What can I do, lady?”

      “Set the table. Son, go get the meat off the smoker.”

      “Yes, Momma.” He grabbed a cookie sheet and the meat fork, whistling up the puppers as he went out. Jesus Christ, Momma’d put a side of beef in the damned thing.

      They’d be eating beef sandwiches out of mini-fridges for a week.

      Time Jason got back in, Bax had the table set, the napkins all mangled because he had tried to fold them like Momma did. Like those stiff old broken up fingers was gonna work that well.

      “Martha Stewart you ain’t, buddy.” He did love them hands, though. The way they touched things.

      “Oh, shut up, Mini.” There was no heat behind it. Just a flash of those dark eyes and a wicked ‘fuck you’ grin.

      “Yeah. Yeah. You see the size of this meat?” Wait, did that sound dirty?

      “Uh… Is that a trick question?” Look at the sun that man had gotten on his cheeks today.

      He snorted, damn near choking as he started laughing, the meat sliding on the pan. “Shit. Shit.”

      “Don’t you drop that, son.”

      “No, ma’am.”

      Bax came to help him, abandoning the twisted and ripped napkins. “No letting the dogs have our supper.”

      “I left them outside. Thanks, man.” They got it settled on the counter, and Momma handed Bax a carving knife.

      “Oh. Duh.” While he bustled around grabbing stuff, Bax carved, slicing it nice and thin. “Okay, folks, let’s eat.”

      “Momma, you outdid yourself.” Potato salad, coleslaw, bread. Man, it was nice to be home.

      Even if it was for just a few days.

      Bax grinned. “I can smell that cake.”

      “I made two little ones. One for tonight, one for y’all’s cooler.”

      “Score!” Bax leaned over and kissed Momma’s cheek. “I’m your favorite son, right?”

      “You know it.”

      “Hey!” He kicked Bax’s ankle but hard. Asshole. Kissing up on his momma. “Man, a guy can’t get a break.”

      “Sure you can. I can break your foot, Mini.” He got a kick right back, as Bax scooped up potatoes.

      “Fuckhead.”

      “Watch your mouth at my table, Jason Patrick Scott.”

      “Yes, Momma.”

      Snorting, Bax heaped more food on his plate. “See there? You might be a big star at the arena, but here you’re a momma’s boy.”

      “Andy Baxter, you are not too big to be stuck doing the dishes, now. Y’all quit bitchin’ and eat.”

      Jason hid his grin in a bite of slaw. He wasn’t the only one Momma could give what for.

      “Yes, ma’am.” Bax didn’t talk to his own mother, so it seemed right somehow that Jason’s had taken him on. And she did, too, especially when she thought Bax was being a butthead on TV or something.

      They settled right in, eating hearty. He could watch Bax eat for, oh, hours and shit. The man loved his feed, licking the fork and enjoying every bite and all. Then there were Bax’s hands. Lean, tanned dark, and well-shaped, they just fascinated him. They’d been on him so many times while he was in the chute, and he always dreamed of more. He caught himself staring a little, watching those fingers, following the little scars on the back.

      Goddamn.

      The things he could imagine.

      Bax caught him staring finally, dark eyes fastening on his, one eyebrow going up. “You okay, Mini?”

      “Yeah. Yeah, only woolgathering, man.” Jesus.

      Just thinking about doing obscene things with you.

      “Ready to get on the road already, son?”

      “I got two more days, Momma.”

      “Don’t push us out the door, huh?” Bax said, patting her hand. “We need the time off.”

      “Y’all are welcome home whenever. Two more suppers, huh? Y’all want enchiladas and spaghetti?”

      “Oh. Spaghetti. Will you make garlic bread and Italian cream cake?” Look at that fool man bounce.

      “Sure, son, if you and Junior get up on the roof and check shingles.”

      “Momma, you’re evil.” He grinned over, winked.

      “Shit, Mini, you know I’ll do shingles and gutters for that meal.” Sometimes it was good to just be home, not be on the road. People figured he and Bax split up to do that, but home was when he enjoyed the man’s company the most.

      “Yeah. I want to do some maintenance on the tractor.” Maybe take the cutting horses out.

      “And I promised to clean out the old rabbit hutch, yeah?” Bax could work like a dog.

      “You’re good boys. Both of you. I bought a bunch of shoot ‘em up movies for y’all to watch in the hotels. Oh, and Andy, honey. You need some new shirts. Cain’t you get your sponsor to understand that yellow takes on stains?”

      “I’ve tried, Momma.” Shrugging easily, Bax just nibbled some more. “They like yellow. It’s their logo color.”

      “It suits you, at least.” Momma shook her head, giving him another spoonful of slaw. “Finish that, and I won’t have to save any.”

      “Yes, Momma.” He nibbled, listening to both of them jabber on about this and that, the sound familiar as hell. Shit.

      It was good to be home.

      Even if they did have to get on the roof. Luckily they had cake to eat first.
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      The crowd was rockin’. Bax loved it when they were into it, cheering and screaming, egging them and the bulls on. It ramped up the energy, made him want to put on a better show. It also made Jason a crazed lunatic. Made the man incredibly determined to cover all his bulls. Bax just loved it.

      He stood on the rail, pulling at Jason’s rope, watching Mini fold his gloved fingers over and pound on them, getting the rope good and tight in his riding hand.

      It was sexy as Hell.

      Bax could see Jason clenching his jaw, over and over, knew he was talking to himself, going over the same thing, again and again. Getting ready. The bull was jumpy as fuck, thinking about climbing up and out of the chute, Bax could tell.

      Bax crawled over the fence, back behind the chute, snarling, “Give him the nod, for fuck’s sake.”

      “Bitch, bitch, bitch.” He got this wild, pure wicked grin and that black hat dipped.

      The gate swung open, Triple-Dip jumping strong and going for the right, just like always.

      Jesus, that man had balance and grace and pure-D strength. Bax watched every jump and spin, the bull trying to pull Jason forward and missing by a mile. Shit, Mini was spurring, looking as if he was having a ball. Eduardo and Buck were screaming their heads off, AJ pounding Bax on the back as the clock hit eight seconds.

      Bax pumped a fist in the air, all but leaping off the gate when the bull turned back and took a swipe at Jason’s ass. He liked that ass in one piece.

      Jason took a leap, hanging on the gate, hat going flying as the son of a bitch laughed. “Did you see that, Bax? Did you see that bastard?”

      “Fucking A, man.” Leaning across, he grabbed Jason’s shoulder, laughing like a loon.

      The scores came in—89.75. Not bad. Not bad at all. The crowd went wild, Jason waving, grinning wide, heading up and over the chute.

      “You’d best go do your interview now, or she’ll track you down back in the locker room in your skivvies.” Bax put an arm around Jason’s back a minute, pounding a little.

      “That’d show her, huh? Me and my BVDs?” Jason dumped his bull rope, brushed some dust off one cheek. “So, twenty bucks says she wants to know how I feel.”

      “No bet. She wants to feel you all the time.” He winked as AJ hooted and made a rude motion.

      “Ew. Bastard.” Nasty.

      Nas-ty.

      The laughter followed Jason out to the cameras, that microphone that got shoved into his face.

      “So, Jason, that looked great out there. What is it going to take to win the championship round, do you think?”

      Was this woman stupid?

      “Uh. I gotta stick on the bull for eight seconds?”

      “Jason! Great ride. How do you feel that this affects your ride to the finals?” The
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