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      Four men in need of a helping hand….

      When a cowboy finds he has grit in all the wrong places, what is he to do? Meet the man of his dreams, of course. But what will save two cowboys from getting bogged down in the mire?

      An ex-rodeo cowboy who hates working with Hollywood actors meets a movie star who is looking for something real. Will they get a happy ending, just like in the movies?

      A redneck ends up injured and stranded, and his old friend comes to the rescue. It’s the old story of the one that got away. What will they do to keep each other in their lives—and will it be too late?

      A professional bull rider is starting to feel his age. When he’s injured far from home and his career is threatened, it’s up to his best friend to step in and point out the other options. Both men have plans—but will they include each other?
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      Fuck, it was hot.

      Lee watched the heat shimmer off the road for a minute before he found his turn, then hopped out to unlock the gate so he could hit the dirt road that led back to the watering hole off Sulphur Creek. He took off his hat and wiped sweat from his brow before he jumped back into the truck, his dog Pie barking at him from the front seat. It was too damned hot for the mutt to ride back in the bed, and Pie was taking it very personally.

      The heat had turned most of the watering holes and some of the creek beds into quagmires, and Lee’s job this week was to check and make sure none of the cattle had gotten stuck wandering through the thick-assed mud to get to clean water.

      He toodled down the dirt track, his pickup bumping away as he and Pie sang along to Garth. Sure enough, when he got to the damned north watering hole, there was a heifer stuck in there, her calf wandering along the bank, lowing his damned fool head off.

      “Well, shit, Pie. I told old Frank Mayhew he needed to get tanks.”

      Pie just tilted his blue-gray head, his one blue eye laughing as Lee opened the door and let him out. “You go keep that calf out of the water, brat,” Lee said, and Pie took off like a shot.

      Sighing, he got the winch rope and looked at the bellering momma cow. Damn it. Lee sat down on the bumper and pulled off his boots. No way was he losing them in that mud; the damned red-brown, baby-shit-looking stuff would just suck them right off.

      And he was out of clean clothes in the toolbox up in the back of his truck bed too. Well, hell. He had to go into Meeker to get groceries after this.

      He did have him some towels, though, so Lee shucked off his jeans, shirt, and tighty-whities, then tucked them away in the toolbox so Pie couldn’t drag them off and dunk them in the muck. Silly cowdog. He tossed his boots and socks in there too, then locked it up tight, as Pie had learned to work the latch if he didn’t use the padlock.

      Finally ready, Lee clapped his Stetson back on over the bandanna he’d tied over his bald head to keep the sweat out of his eyes.

      He grabbed the winch rope again and started in, wading through the surprisingly cold muck, remembering that the water was always chilly in Colorado, even when the sun was high enough in the sky to fry an egg on the ground. Thankfully the cow was stuck solid enough that she couldn’t thrash around too much, but that also meant he had to really work to get the rope around her.

      So of course he was naked in the mud and half up on the cow’s back looking like he was doing something really nasty when he heard the rumble of a big, old engine coming right up the road.

      Of course he was.

      The big-assed dually slowed, red paint just a shining. For a half second, Lee thought the damned Dodge would keep on going, but that would mean his luck’d turned from bad to good. No, that truck pulled off, one tinted window rolling down to show a wide grin, a Stetson. “Uh. You, uh, okay out there, cowboy?”

      Ever so casually he slid off the cow, took off his hat, and lowered it to cover his goods. “Well, this old girl is stuck solid. I’m afraid if I wade out and try to winch her out without getting behind to push, she’ll struggle herself deeper.”

      There. See him. See him be able to speak even though he thought he might just burn up with embarrassment.

      “I can understand that.” The hat brim was pushed up, giving him a look at a grinning mouth, full mustache just hiding the upper lip. “I tell you what, I’ll run the winch for you before the skeeters come out and start… uh… snacking.”

      “That’d be right neighborly of you.” Lee stared at the truck. “You’re not Forestry or BLM, are you?”

      “Nah. I’m up here hunting a spread. Lucked out driving by.” Acres and acres of denim-covered legs unfolded from the truck. The white dress shirt got stripped off and hung up on a hanger, a pretty little sheltie’s face peeking out before the door was closed.

      “Well, I surely could use a hand.” Lee’s cheeks felt bright as a good charcoal grill in the summer. Lord. He got the cow tied off, then slogged back around, kind of sheltering himself from the man’s eyes.

      “No problem, cowboy. Name’s Collin, by the way. Cute dog.” Collin headed over, knelt down by the winch, and looked a second, then nodded. “You holler when you’re ready.”

      “Let me just….” There. Lee got it all arranged so momma cow wouldn’t kick the shit out of him. “I’m Lee. He’s Pie. Don’t let him bite your butt. He will, just for fun. All right, let ’er rip.”

      The cowboy knew what he was doing, all right, and didn’t seem reluctant to help out. The winch did its job, the heifer lowing and thrashing, fighting the mud with all she was worth.

      Lord. She was just flailing, splattering Lee with mud and God knew what else. Grunting, he pushed and guided, whistling up Pie, who barked and ran back and forth, pushing her in the right direction.

      Collin took the calf, kept it from running to momma. The sheltie in the truck was barking and howling up a storm, actually rocking the truck as she bounced.

      Lord love a duck. That little lady and Pie got together and there’d be trouble. The mud sucked at him, the sun beat down on his bare ass, and by the time he got the big old girl out of that sinkhole, he was feeling right down ugly, slipping and sliding and his johnson flopping all over.

      “Shit marthy.” Collin came right over, helping him with the rope, square hands getting dirty, no sweat. “That was one stubborn bitch.”

      “It was. She must’ve been stuck a while. You want to get in the back of my cab and get some of those gallon jugs of water? We’ll wet her whistle and ours.” And maybe he could sluice off some of the mud and get his damned kit back on before he burnt something he might need later. “I’d do it, but I’d just make a mess.”

      “Sure enough. I got a beer cooler in my truck, for after. You look like you could use one.” Shit, was that a look?

      Mr. Tall and Lanky dragged the water from Lee’s Chevy, all grins. The man had pale eyes in a dark, tanned face, just visible under the hat brim.

      “I could. A cold one would go over real well.” His cheeks were gonna burn right through, like some bad horror movie, because even if that wasn’t a look, he was sure as shit looking back and… yeah. He washed his hands off before reaching for the old towels, snarling at Pie when the fool mutt grabbed the end of one for tug of war.

      “You want a biscuit, pup? I reckon Lady’d share.” Those eyes caught his again real quick. “He friendly with other dogs?”

      “He’s real friendly. He might try to herd her a bit. She’s not in heat, right?” Lord help him if she was. They’d be new grandparents in no time. Pie had populated half of the Western Slope of Colorado.

      “He might find himself out-herded. Lady’s been known to herd houseplants at my mom’s.” The door of the dually popped open, and the sheltie hopped down, fluffy tail wagging furiously. “You stay out of that mud, girl. I mean it.”

      “She’s a pretty girl.” He meant it. The little thing was just what the doctor ordered for Pie, and the two dogs tore off, barking happily. Lee shucked off more mud, finally feeling like he might could put his jeans back on. “Thanks, man.”

      “She’s a sweetheart and is dead tired of being in the truck.” A longneck dripping with ice was put on the hood of his truck, the cowboy giving him a little privacy.

      “Thanks again.” Underwear, jeans, hoo yeah. And just in time too, because the sun was shining on his savior just so, and damn. Damn. He was starting to take interest in places that woulda shown. He grabbed the beer, letting his arms dry off before he put his shirt on. “So you said you were looking for a place?”

      “Yessir. I’ve just sold a place down near Enid, and my daddy passed away and left me a nest egg. I reckoned to head where shit ain’t so flat.”

      “Enid, huh? Well you sure picked a good spot. But it’s cold as a witch’s tit in the winter.” Lee grinned, feeling much more equal to being social now he wasn’t buck naked and hanging on a cow. “There’s a few places up for sale around here. I’d be happy to show you.”

      “Yeah, I did a stint in Ellsworth in South Dakota, so I know cold. And, yeah. I’d appreciate the help. I’ve been looking for a few weeks, and this is where I’ve set my teeth to.”

      Man, that cowboy had a smile that went on and on.

      “It’s a good one for farming and ranching. Some of the other places, like down to the Junction, well, they’ve gotten citified. I think old man Mabry might be selling.” Oh, that beer was cold. Good. He sucked down about half.

      “I’m not much for the city. I raise draft horses, some cattle, but the horses are my babies.” Collin’s bottle went up, long throat working. “Damn, that hit the spot.”

      “It did.” Now Lee let himself look. Really look. The smile worked for him on a bone-deep level, but man, so did that long-assed body.

      There wasn’t an ounce of spare flesh on the man, from the long arms to the flat belly to the jaw that was square enough to level with. The mustache was nut-brown, and the hair short enough to be lost under the wide hat brim. Those eyes, though—they were light and almost gray but leaning hard toward blue.

      He hummed a little under his breath, saved from more embarrassment by Pie and the little sheltie running up, barking up a storm. He laughed and knelt to let Pie have a little beer. “Were you a good boy, huh? Did you show the lady all around?”

      Pie danced for him, and Collin grabbed some biscuits and shared them. The little sheltie was a looker, shiny button eyes and a pretty face.

      He stroked her silky nose, figuring he could see why Pie was showing off. “This was the last of my rounds. How do you feel about steak?” Lord. He was pushing it.

      “I think it’s one of the top ten things on this earth.” Lee shot him another grin, another wink. “Worth hauling cattle out of the mud stark-ass naked for.”

      He busted out laughing, just completely unable to stop himself. Clearly he had no shame. “I was out of clothes, and I have to go into town. Couldn’t get all muddy, now could I?”

      “Hey, I’m all for a little nudie ranching. Hell, buddy, you might start a trend.”

      They laughed until Lee’s gut hurt, until he had to wheeze for breath and stop laughing or he was gonna piss himself. The dogs went nuts, barking and dancing and wagging. “It coulda been worse, I guess,” he finally gasped out. “You coulda been that new girl that runs the BLM office.”

      That got Collin to laughing again. “Well, sir. You’d’ve give her something to dream on, no shit.”

      “Yeah, but I’d never be able to follow through, she started chasing me.” There. Let that pretty man stick that in his hat and start smoking it. “You want to follow me into town, I can pay you back for being gentlemanly, buy you some supper.”

      “I’ll be right behind you.” Collin gave him another look, this one longer, then whistled, and that sheltie jumped right in the truck, then looked back like she couldn’t figure why Pie wasn’t coming too.

      “Come on, Pie. Come on. You can cuddle up under that tree on Main Street.” Grinning, he waved at Collin and hopped into his truck, then gunned it toward town.

      And if he still had a little mud in his shorts? Well, it was worth it to have met the man. It surely was.
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      “I tell you what, Ladybird. I never quite thought I’d see a nekkid cowboy in a mud hole and then agree to go to supper with him.”

      Collin chuckled, tipped his hat back as he followed the little banty rooster into town. The man had himself a sweet backside and a sweeter frontside, and Collin reckoned he wouldn’t need a spoon to eat the man right on up.

      Just start at the knees and work north.

      After a bit of a wash, anyways. That mud looked like it might just be a touch gritty between the teeth, Lord yes.

      Ladybird agreed. He could tell by the way she stared out of the windshield, barking and wagging away. “You’d best not be thinking nasty thoughts about that cowdog, now. You ain’t gonna be having his puppies, so don’t go there.”

      She pooted at him, like she understood, and he gagged and laughed, rolling down the windows. “Gas! Gas! Good Lord! Somebody’d think something crawled up your ass and died, girl! You got pit bull somewhere in your lineage or something?”

      The little cowboy’s truck pulled into a small steakhouse that put him in the mind of Ruthie’s Steaks outside of Lake Texoma, nice and homey, with steaks that had been eating grass not three days ago.

      Not bad.

      Not bad at all.

      “It’s hot in for the dogs. Will she stay if you leave her outside? The lady in the quilt shop over there will give them water and biscuits.” Lee grinned as he came around to meet him when he got out of his truck, the blue-gray cattle dog bouncing and barking at the man’s heels.

      “She’ll stay at the truck, well enough. She’s scared of being forgot.” Lady tumbled out of the truck, her rope bone in her mouth. She tossed it up in the air. Show-off little bitch.

      “Well, they can have the tree over there, then. Go on, Pie, take the lady on a date. Play nice.”

      Damned if that pie-eyed mutt didn’t bark like he understood and take off, circling back to stand at Lady’s side, vibrating until Collin gave his girl the signal to go.

      “Lord, they’re a pair and a half.” He tugged his good shirt back on, fastened it up. “Smells just right out here. Good and spicy.”

      He could use a good steak, a cold beer, maybe some pie after.

      “Yeah. It’s good. There’s Mexican if you’d rather, and one good Italian place. Clark’s Big Burger is one you oughta try, but I think the Homestead is our best bet.” Lee bounced a little, taking off his hat and pulling off the shocking turquoise bandanna to reveal a bald head.

      “This works, man. Shit, the pups aren’t looking interested in getting in the trucks at all. We’re fine.” Damn, no wonder Lee left that hat on, that poor head would crispy fry right up.

      “Cool.” And it was cool inside the restaurant, not the kind that came with frozen air conditioning, but the kind that came with shade and fans.

      “Oh, now. This is plumb nice.” He nodded to the waitress, pulled off his hat and hung it on a hook. “Howdy. Something sure smells good in here, ma’am.”

      She smiled at him, wiggling her wide hips a little, looking about as settled as only ranch country women could be. “Thanks, honey. We try. Hey there, Lee. Where’d you dig this one up?”

      Lee hooted, those cheeks going red as anything. “He dug me out of the north hole on Sulphur Creek, Marie. I’d like some iced tea in a ten-gallon drum, please.”

      “Oh, that sounds good. I’ll have the same, thank you.” He settled in, stretching his legs out as he took himself another nice long look.

      Not bad. Not bad at all.

      “You bet, boys. I’ll get that and some beer. And you, Mister Lee, have the best luck.” Winking, Marie bustled off, leaving them staring at each other.

      Lee ran a hand over his head, giving him that infectious smile. Those eyes were just as bright as could be, this weird brownish-gold hazel.

      Pretty pretty. “So you got a place near here, or you work for one of the big spreads?”

      “I work for a couple of the smaller places, actually. They’re having a hard time hiring full-time hands, and I’m willing to spread myself around.” The man paused on that, then laughed a little. “With work, anyway. I have a little working farm of my own, but it’s small enough I can spend the midday subsidizing, you know?”

      “I do. I spent five years roofing and working the horses after I got out of the service.”

      Hell, now he just wanted his land, a little house, some good stock, and the ability to work them.

      “Well, you picked a good place to find some land. Did I tell you that?”

      “You probably did, the way you repeat yourself, Lee Ames.” Marie plunked down tea and a huge basket of crusty bread. “You’ll have the big sirloin, medium rare. What about you, honey?” she asked him.

      “Works for me, well enough. I’m needing some protein in my system.”

      “Potato? Salad? This one always has baked, extra butter and sour cream, and Thousand Island.” Looked like Lee was a regular, for sure. He’d definitely be the one to tag along with and see what all was for sale.

      “Baked, margarine, and whatever dressing you have that don’t have milk in it.” He’d been allergic since he was a baby and, hell, was so used to goat milk now, it didn’t matter much.

      “We’ve got a zesty Italian. Thanks, boys.”

      Lee looked over when Marie left. “You got a milk thing, huh? Good to know.”

      “Makes me all swoled and sick as a dog. Just cow milk, though. I figure I’ll either find a goat dairy or get myself a couple three nannies.” He kept hold of those pretty eyes, watching close, admiring the lines of Lee’s face.

      “There you go. There’s a lady over by Buford that does milk goats. You might oughta check with her.” Lee stared right back, openly admiring, from the looks of it. His naked cowboy wasn’t shy at all, no sir.

      “Good to know. Looks like this is the right place for me to hang my hat. I reckon I’ll take you as a sign from God.”

      Yep.

      A sign.

      Nekkid Well-Hung Cowboys Here.

      “Well, now, that sounds fine. And your Lady dog sure would have company.” The salads came, nice and crisp, no fancy shoots and leaves, just lettuce and tomato and all.

      He tucked in, peeking out the window to see Lady teasing that cowdog, wagging her tail and bouncing. Little slut. “She’s sure loving his eye on her. You’d think she hadn’t gotten any.”

      “Have you bred her?” Now the cowboy blushed. Nice. Lee peeked out the window too. “They sure are having a ball.”

      “Not yet. She’s just turned two. I wanted to wait until I found a place for puppies.” He licked the dressing off his ’stache, laughed as Lady stole the rope bone and went running. “She’s a pecker tease.”

      “Long as you aren’t.” Those eyes went wide, showing a tiny ring of green, before Lee lowered them and took a big old bite of salad like he needed to fill his mouth.

      Well, okay then. Well-hung and paying attention, praise God. “Nope. Not even a bit. I deliver.”

      “Mmfh.” Chewing so fast Collin was afraid he might choke, Lee nodded and grinned and swallowed. “Oh, good. I may be a little dense and prone to getting stuck in the mud, but I ain’t stupid enough to pass you up.”

      “Well, you note I didn’t pass you up a bit.” He let his eyes linger, let his interest show. Yep. Settling right here. “’Course, if I was you, I’d be careful. I got to see what you’re offering, and I surely do approve. You, though? You’re still having to guess.”

      “I think I like what I’ve seen so far enough to take it on faith.” Those eyes just twinkled. “You can show me anytime.”

      “I’m thinking that little gal might look at me askance iff’n I went and did that.” He chuckled, then drank deep of his tea. Not only that, but he wasn’t all that in the sharing department.

      “Well, I’d just as soon have some privacy, truth be told. Are you staying here? Or are you over at Steamboat or something? Not that I want to be that pushy.” Lee had the grace to grimace. “I mean, I’d be happy to show you around and all without….”

      “Oh, now. We’re going along good, no reason to get flustered.” He winked. He’d had a room last night, but he’d come farther out to look, figuring he could always find something somewhere. “I hadn’t found a place to light tonight, yet.”

      “You could stay at my place, see what you think of actually being out among ’em. We could find you something else, if you think that’d be awkward, though.” Oh, Lee was a charmer, thinking of him all the way. He liked it.

      “If you don’t mind me looking and liking what I see, I’d be happy to. Hell, I’d chip in for breakfast in the morning.” Yep. Somebody bring him a spoon, he was having Lee for dessert.

      Ooh. Dessert.

      Cowboy a la mode.

      Hooboy.

      “I won’t even put you to work, but I do have chores when I get home. And I need a, well, a shower. I’m chafing a bit.” He laughed, clear and bright.

      “Oh, I don’t mind honest work. I was born to it. I just have to change shirts.” Oh, man. The steaks came, and they were enough to make a man’s mouth water.

      “We got a plan, then. Oh, I ought to warn you, I got another dog at home. He’s an old boy, a golden. Not mean or nothing, but he’ll give your Lady a good once-over.” Lee dug right in, moaning and nodding as he ate.

      “She’s not nippy, but I can crate her. She’s my gal. I’d hate to have her hurt.” Oh, fluffy potato. Yum.

      “Oh, no. He’ll just want to sniff and say howdy. Pie keeps him in line. Poor old boy. He’s got the arthritis, but the vet promises she’ll tell me when he’s hurting too much, and I trust her. So I keep him.” It was a good man who loved dogs that way.

      “Oh, that’s a good thing. I hate to see them caught up and hurting, but there’s nothing like a good old dog to show you the way.” He’d lost his Garrison near a year ago, the old mutt finally deciding he was too tired to play with Lady.

      “Yup. As long as he still has the gumption to nose Pie around, he’s got a place in front of my fire.” Sucking down the last bite of steak, Lee sat back and patted his belly. “Hey, Marie! What’s dessert today?”

      “We have french silk pie, a cherry, and a few pieces of carrot cake with that cream cheese frosting on top.”

      Uhn. Carrot cake.

      “Oh, I’ll take cherry.” Lee shot him a glance. “What do you want? We ought to get it to go, as I’m awful full. Can you eat cream cheese? ’Cause I could eat your frosting.” Look at that man bounce. “Oh, and I’ll need a baggie, Marie. I saved a bit of fat for Pie, and old Ring will want the potato peels.”

      “That works. I’ll share the icing for a bite of the cherry.” He slid his peel over for Lee to give the dog, a nice long strip of fat for Miss Ladybird’s coat.

      “Well. You need gas or anything? Anything you like to drink? I need to stop and get….” Waving a hand, Lee trailed off, cheeks pinking again. “Unless you have some fresh ones.”

      “Well, they ain’t brand-new, but they ain’t… ancient.” Of course, they were rainbow colored. He’d been trying to buy Rolaids from the damned truck stop quarter machine thing and got himself a line of rubbers instead of a settled belly.

      “Oh. Then we can wait on that, if we need more.” Their dessert came, all wrapped up neat, and Lee reached for his wallet. “Tell Tiny that was awful good, Marie.”

      “What’s my half?” He hunted some folding money, something inside him buzzing about needing more.

      Although he was thinking Lee should wear the green one.

      “’Bout ten with tax and all, but I offered to buy, huh?” They fussed over the money for a bit before they got all settled with Lee paying for the food and him getting the tip, including Lee giving Marie a kiss on the cheek, and they headed out, Pie coming when Lee whistled, but making sure Lady was with him. Oh, heavens.

      “Did you have fun out here, Miss Thang? You want to head to Lee’s house and visit a bit?”

      Lady wagged and panted, nosing the little bag he had, knowing that there’d be something for her.

      “Oh, she knows, huh?” Grinning, Lee stroked Lady’s ears. “Pie can wait until we get home and feed Ring too. So you wanna see my place?”

      “I want.” His cock jerked, rubbing against his zipper. He really wanted. Right now.

      “Cool. Come on.” Yeah. He could follow that tight little ass. He surely could.

      “I’m right behind you, swear to God.”

      Oh, man. He was thinking that he’d found himself a good spot—any place you could find a butt-naked cowboy on the side of the road was all right in his book.
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      Well, now.

      Lee pulled up at his little frame house and hopped out, meeting Ring with a scratch and a potato peel, hoping to put the old boy in a good mood. He wasn’t mean or nothing. He just didn’t like surprises.

      Pie, on the other hand, was looking down the road where another truck came rumbling on down, his ears pricked up, all but vibrating. Waiting for his new lady friend.

      Hell, Lee could relate. He was all but bouncing, waiting on Collin, the pretty cowboy in the dress shirt. Just, damn. It had been a long time since anyone had hit him so hot and fast. But then he’d never met anyone while he was naked in a mud hole before.

      There. Collin pulled right on up behind his truck, and old Ring barked once before going over to say hello and sniff the newcomers.

      Collin got right down to Ring’s eye level, talking low and sweet, giving the old boy the respect he deserved.

      Made the man look even better in his eyes, really.

      Pie and Lady danced around, running like idiots, but that was okay. They needed to get some of that energy out. When Ring licked Collin’s hand, Lee knew he had a winner. “I think he likes you.”

      “He’s a fine old boy. Is it okay to give them their goodies?” Collin stretched up and up and up, giving him an acre of man to admire.

      “It is. You want to do that while I start chores? House is open if you want to get your Lady a drink. Whatever you need.” He wanted to jump Collin right then and there, but critters came first. You got behind on the work, you never caught up.

      “Oh, I’ll come help. Let me water the pups and find my work shirt.” There wasn’t a bit of worry in the low voice, that Lady sitting pretty for her treat right off.

      He gave the man a grin. “You’ve already helped out a lot. But I do appreciate it. We can have dessert after. Some iced tea.” And then the good stuff.

      “Works for me, cowboy.”

      He lingered long enough to see that the skin under that undershirt had ink on it—some at the shoulder and some at the small of Collin’s back, leading into those Wranglers. Yum.

      His jeans got real tight, and a slight grating itch told him he definitely had mud in his shorts. He’d have to see how Collin felt about showers before dessert. He headed on down to his little barn, figuring Ring would bring Collin on down.

      It didn’t take long before Collin showed in work boots and a straw hat and the tightest little white T-shirt on earth. “Point me and shoot me.”

      Lee near swallowed his own tongue, just staring. “Uh. I. Uh….”

      Collin looked at him, and he’d be damned if that six-pack didn’t ripple. “You are edible as fuck, but I start in here, we’ll both regret it.”

      “We will. Work. Shower. Carrot cake.” Swallowing, he moved finally, handing over a shovel. “You help me muck, and I’m yours.”

      “You got a deal.” Collin knew his way around a barn, humming and joshing and making the work go twice as fast.

      He only had to give the man directions a few times, as his mule, Lard Butt, needed a bit different feed than the horses. Other than that, they worked quietly, just happy as pigs in shit. Lee stretched when they finished up, his back cracking. “You’re a good helper.”

      “Thanks. I try. I don’t mind getting sweaty.” Collin tugged that little T-shirt up and wiped his face.

      “It’s a good look for you.” That belly fucking glistened. His mouth went dry, and Lee scratched his own belly, wanting to touch that skin so bad he hurt.

      Collin gave him another one of those looks—burning and wanting and hot for him. “We ready to head to the house?”

      “We are. I could use a shower, you know?” Some water, some touching. “Wanna come?”

      “Hell, yes.” Collin’s hand landed on the small of his back, hot and sure and encouraging him to lead the way.

      Tingling head to toe, he moved on smartly, closing the door in the dogs’ faces. Didn’t need them getting that herding urge on his ass. They got inside, and he just led the way silently to the bathroom.

      Collin started getting naked as he turned the water on, finally giving him a chance to get his own look-see.

      If he hadn’t been worried he’d scald them, he would have given it his full attention. As it was, Lee barely got the water set before he reached out to slide one hand over Collin’s belly.

      That got him this low hum, that pretty belly tight and smooth under his hand. Collin reached for his shirt and helped him get it off. His man was wanting, heavy prick curling up, tip swollen and wet.

      Fuck, that was the prettiest thing he’d seen in an age, and man, he touched it, didn’t he? Just like that. He closed his hand around it and pulled, pushing back down, then pulling up again. Oh, Jesus. “Come on, man. In the shower.”

      “Uh-huh.” Collin nodded, getting him the rest of the way bare-naked before muscling them in. Those hands slid down his spine, cupped his ass and squeezed some.

      He went up on tiptoe, loving the feel of hot man in front and hot water behind, those hands just the right size to cover his asscheeks. Made his balls draw up, made him pant. “Yeah.”

      Collin leaned down, mouth on his jaw, his chin, almost brushing his lips. “This okay?”

      “Uh-huh.” Nice of Collin to ask, because some guys just weren’t about the slobber, but Lee loved to kiss, loved to taste. He latched right on to Collin’s mouth, kissing the man like there was no tomorrow.

      Somebody’d had breath mints, the sweet and sharp working together just fine. Collin’s hands squeezed and rolled, moving them together in time with the thrust and slide of their tongues.

      Back arching, Lee went for it, pushing up so their pricks rolled together, pressing up and down every time they rocked. He forgot all about any remaining grit, just needing that mouth and those hands.

      Collin groaned, hips starting to rock just so, driving them good and hard, making their skin squeak where it met.

      With one arm hooked around Collin’s neck, Lee used the other to reach down and grab their cocks, rubbing and rubbing. Shit, he wasn’t no slouch, but Collin was built.

      Those long old thighs spread, bracing them, and giving him something solid to push against. Lord. Lord, he oughta fish out heifers naked more often.

      “Uhn,” he said, thinking that was real suave and coherent and shit, but he pulled harder, loving on the man’s hot, hot skin, and Lee figured that made up for the lack of words. Or his inability to make them into actual sound. Or whatever.

      Collin fucked his hand like nothing going, things turning off desperate and hotter than the hinges of hell.

      His eyes started trying to roll, but he made them stay where he could watch, made himself look at Collin because that was the hottest thing in an age, that man humping his hand, their cocks rubbing and rubbing. His belly went tight as a board, his breath heaving in and out as he fought his orgasm, wanting to be right there with Collin when he came.

      This long, deep groan fed into his mouth, Collin’s hands squeezing him tight in warning. Oh, fuck yes.

      Lee let his head fall back, let his hips pump as he came, his head fixing to explode. Jesus Christ, he hadn’t come buckets like that since he was in high school.

      “Fucking pretty.” Collin’s head fell forward, lips hot on his throat as the hard muscles jerked, that cock swelling and shooting for him.

      “Yeah. God, yeah.” He held on tight, almost wishing they weren’t in the shower so Collin’s come would stay on his skin. That mud grit going away was probably worth it. Next time, though, hoo yeah.

      “Mm-hmm. That was a fine way to start.” Collin grabbed the soap, rubbed the slick bar up along his spine.

      “Mmph. Eased the itch some.” Lord, was he gonna start drooling like a hound dog with a sore tooth next? Shaking his head to clear it, Lee grinned. “Yeah. That worked.”

      “Uh-huh.” Collin kept rubbing and massaging, fingers digging right in and keeping him all loose.

      When he started to get all melty and leany and shit, Lee grinned and pulled back a little. “Not helping me remember to wash you too.”

      “I’m not the one that was balls-deep in mud.” His balls got a nice rub and roll, the tug just enough.

      His ass clenched, and he went right up on his tiptoes again, loving the tiny sting. Jonesing on it a little, but still too damned relaxed to get all hot and bothered again, Lee moved, his hands sliding on Collin’s wet skin. “Yeah, well, you worked hard enough.”

      “Mm-hmm. It was worth it.” Oh, Lord. Those eyes got all heavy-lidded and sexy, making the perfect foil for lips full and fine and just swollen from kisses.

      “Let’s rinse off, man. We can go do this someplace horizontal.” He figured all of his important parts were mud-free now. They could have dessert. Rub. Maybe fuck. Woo.

      “You do have excellent plans.” Collin stretched into the water, body rippling.

      “I thought so!” Lee had to kiss that long throat. Had to. ’Course it had him sputtering as water splashed off on his nose and mouth. “Pthp.”

      That got them both to laughing, the sound filling up the air and bouncing off the old tile.

      Finally he reached
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