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Chapter One




Grant leaned on the porch railing and looked out across the dry fields. Most of the grass had turned brown after a long summer with almost no rain. The cattle were skinny, and they hung their heads, looking as if they didn't have the energy to move. Grant didn't have the money for extra feed, and no one would buy the animals from him with them looking like that. There had to be a way to turn this mess around, but hell if he could see it.

He took another bite of the chocolate cake his aunt had brought him when she'd visited earlier in the day. He'd given up on slicing it and was now eating directly from the cake plate, pretending he was evening up the edges. Unfortunately, his aunt didn't have any better ideas than he did. She'd told Grant's grandfather to sell and move to town when his health started to fail, but he wouldn't give up the farm, especially not to developers, and now, with Grandma gone too, the land no one wanted was all Grant's.

Real estate had gone belly up several years before, and while everyone kept predicting the slump would turn around, no upswing had materialized. On her deathbed, his grandma told him his grandfather had insisted the farm be passed on to Grant, because he was the only one in the family who might have the balls to keep farming. How the hell had his grandfather known that the family fag, who'd rather spend a night seducing men in a club than a day riding the range (unless it involved men in assless chaps), was the one who would keep the ranch running? But obviously, Grandpa had known something he didn't, because after burying his grandma, Grant had quit his job in Austin and moved forty miles away to the small ranch outside the little town of Trilby.

He hadn't liked anything about his job as a technical writer for chemical company except the steady paycheck. For over a year, he'd been restless and ready for a change, but as much as he'd loved his grandparents' farm as a kid, running a ranch was not the change he'd been imagining. Yet here he was, with skinny cattle, dried-up fields, equipment he barely knew anything about, and only a few horses as companions.

He was out of his fucking mind.

Grant sighed and looked down at the cake plate. If he didn't stop soon, he was going to eat the whole thing. Fortunately, one thing could be said for working on a ranch, it kept you in shape. He'd never been more fit, not even when he was spending several hours a day at the gym.

He took one last look at the dusty yard and the brown fields. Then with a harsh exhalation, he turned and went into the house. Despite all the problems, the farmhouse kitchen was still a place of refuge for him. When his parents had been fighting a lot right before their divorce, he'd come here often. His grandmother loved for him to sit at the counter while she cooked. She'd let him stay for supper any night he wanted to. Sometimes he stayed overnight, and she drove him to school so he didn't have to sleep in a house filled with anger. When he was a teenager, he came out to a cold reception from his dad—his mom was long gone by then—but his grandma was there with pie, coffee, and a big, warm hug. She didn't care who Grant loved, and she told her son off for being an ass. Eventually, he came around and things got better between him and Grant, but even when Grant came home from college, he was most comfortable at the farmhouse, sitting on one of his grandma's kitchen stools.

He set the cake plate down, grabbed his tablet from the counter, and clicked on his favorite internet radio station, an eighties mix he'd been perfecting for years. Grant was only twenty-six. He'd barely been born in the eighties, but his brother was ten years older and he'd instilled a love for eighties music that Grant had never shaken. He'd been a regular at eighties night at his favorite club in Austin, Day-Glo pants and all. He sighed, remembering those days and thinking how some of the boys he'd taken home would laugh to see him now.

Once the music was going, he started washing dishes. The first song was a slow tune he only vaguely remembered hearing, but when it ended, "Holding Out for a Hero" started to play and soon he was dancing and singing like he was part of the cast of Footloose himself.

As he finished up cleaning the kitchen, Grant let himself fantasize about being saved by a hero, a big muscular man who came riding up on the requisite white horse, a muscular man with plenty of money and lots of ranching know-how, one who'd enjoy fucking him as much as he'd enjoy saving the ranch. Now that would be a dream come true, but no one was going to save Grant. Unless…

He couldn't afford to hire a manager, but what if somehow he could find a man who knew more about this ranching shit than he did, one who was desperate enough to work for room and board until things started to turn around? It was a long shot, a crazy-assed long shot, but there were a lot of out-of-work ranch hands just like there were a lot of poor ranchers right now. Maybe, just maybe, someone would help him. Of course, if he was hot… No, that was a fantasy. This was real life, and he was running a business. He wasn't going to fuck his employees, and a hot bear of a man wasn't going to ride up on his trusty steed, fix up the ranch, and plow the ranch owner. Grant would be lucky if he simply found someone willing to do a bit of the labor while he tried to piece together a plan to save the place.

He'd run a few ads, put some signs up at the feed store, and see what happened. He'd be a fool to hold out for a hero, but short of that or a miracle, he wasn't going to last long out there


Chapter Two


Two days after Grant started looking for someone to help him on the ranch, he received a call from a soft-spoken young man named Miles. He was home from college for the summer, and he'd been looking for work for weeks. He didn't have any ranching experience, at least he'd been honest about that, but he was willing to learn and do whatever Grant needed. He wasn't what Grant had been hoping for, but he was willing to meet the guy and see what they could work out.

Right on time, a beat-up Chevy Blazer started the long trek up Grant's driveway, kicking up clouds of dust. The driver came to a stop at the side of the farmhouse, and Grant walked down the steps to meet him. He was not at all prepared for what he saw when the truck door opened. The man who stepped out had big, dark eyes and rich brown hair, the color of the caramel his grandma used to make for pralines. His features were soft, and he was thin. A good wind might send him rolling like a tumbleweed, but his arms had definition and his expression showed a strength that called to Grant. His thick-rimmed glasses gave him a sexy geek look, and when he glanced up shyly and sank his teeth into his bottom lip, Grant had an urge to push him up against his truck door and find out how he tasted.

"Miles?" Grant asked.

The young man
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