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Staying Power

A young farmhand has a hard time convincing her older
and very sexy boss she's serious about getting involved with her
until one sunny summer day she finds her boss alone in the barn and
takes matters into her own hands.
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15-year-old trans son, Blake…This romantic drama has plenty of
heart and soul.”—Publishers Weekly

2013 RWA/New England Bean Pot award winner for
contemporary romance Crossroads “will draw
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Online
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Lambda Literary Award winner Distant Shores, Silent Thunder “weaves an intricate
tapestry about passion and commitment between lovers. The story
explores the fragile nature of trust and the sanctuary provided by
loving relationships.”—Sapphic Reader

Lambda Literary Award Finalist Justice Served delivers a “crisply written, fast-paced
story with twists and turns and keeps us guessing until the final
explosive ending.”—Independent Gay Writer

Lambda Literary Award finalist Turn Back Time “is filled with wonderful love scenes,
which are both tender and hot.”—MegaScene
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Staying Power

She caught me watching her again this morning. I was
out riding the Toro, trimming the bridle paths around the pastures.
She was exercising a jumper she was planning to take to Devon in a
couple of weeks, working him in the ring on combinations. She
wasn’t dressed in show clothes, just the jeans and T-shirt and
dusty boots she wore around the farm every day, but she looked
every bit as elegant astride the black beauty as she did in
jodhpurs and jacket. Her shoulder-length blond hair was pulled back
and held at the base of her neck with a simple black tie, and she’d
looped a red bandana around her neck. It was hot, way too hot even
for August—the air still and heavy, and by ten in the morning my
T-shirt was already soaked through between my shoulder blades and
my jeans were damp along the inside of my thighs. Watching her
didn’t make me any cooler. Sunlight glistened on the small beads of
sweat on her bare forearms and I envisioned catching them on my
tongue. I imagined a faint trickle of moisture trailing down her
throat and pooling in a crystal droplet at the hollow between her
collarbones where I’d place my first kiss.

I’d lucked out when my kid brother got a surprise
athletic scholarship for the summer and went off to soccer camp and
I got his farm job. Suddenly, I was the farm boi, and I couldn’t be
happier. I spent the day working outside and never had to worry
about exercising or what I ate, and I got to watch her all day
long. I tried to be subtle about it, but I guess I probably failed,
because every now and then I’d notice this glint in her eye that
made me think she knew exactly what I was thinking. And then I’d
blush again. Because what I was thinking was definitely X-rated.
It’s not like I was some kind of pathetic social misfit who
couldn’t get a date—I dated, sort of, casually, now and then. But I
wasn’t really interested in anyone…else. I was interested in her.
Like she would ever notice me—I’d just finished college and my
immediate plans were go to work with my dad and my older brother in
the construction business after taking the summer off. That was
until I got to be farm boi. Now my immediate plans were a lot
different.

I slowed the big mower while she took the last few
jumps, her body arched over Thunder’s withers, her power and his
perfectly attuned. I must’ve slowed too much without realizing it
and the Toro stalled, grinding to a halt with an obnoxious
backfire. She glanced my way as Thunder cleared the posts with
plenty to spare and my face got redder than the heat could account
for. Busted.

That seemed to happen a lot—her catching me
standing, probably open-mouthed, just looking. And okay,
fantasizing. I’d wondered what she wondered about it. It’s not like
she wasn’t used to being cruised—everyone did it—the mailman, the
guy who picked up the trash, the farrier, everybody—she was
gorgeous. I don’t think she noticed them looking, or if she did,
she never let on. She was pleasant to everyone, businesslike,
friendly, but a little remote. She always had something on the
agenda—something that needed to be done and, as the summer wore on,
something she wanted me to do, more often than not. These past few
weeks I’d been getting to work earlier and staying later, sometimes
until after dusk. Lately, she’d been asking me to join her out on
the rough stone patio behind the farmhouse for dinner, seeing as
how she always grilled plenty. Those nights I’d wash up in the tack
room and grab a clean T-shirt from my truck and try my best to be
smart and engaging and not stare, for crying out loud.

I tried not to read too much into those dinners. I
couldn’t imagine why she’d be interested—I was okay-looking—I
looked just like my brothers, everyone said—dark hair, dark eyes,
big and sturdy—healthy farm stock. I rowed in college so my
shoulders were pretty good and I wasn’t carrying any extra weight,
or at least I’d burned off what I’d picked up at school pretty fast
hauling and cutting and forking all day long. But she was
sophisticated, worldly, used to being in charge—hell, she ran the
whole damn place by herself—not to mention gorgeous. I’d never seen
her with anyone, but I couldn’t imagine she didn’t have somebody.
How could she not?

I got the Toro going again just as she was finishing
up in the ring, and I took the mower back and parked it in the
lean-to attached to the big barn while she took Thunder inside to
wipe him down and feed him. I was just walking by the open door
when I heard her call my name.

“Yeah?” I called back.

She appeared in the doorway, her blue eyes dancing,
her mouth so kissable I had to work at not staring. Again.

“Can you give me a hand for a minute back here?
There’s a couple of things in the loft I want to get down and Jim
never got around to repairing the ladder last week. I just need you
to steady it for a minute.”

“Sure,” I said, following her back inside the cool,
dim barn. The scent of sweet clover and hay filled the air. I
thought about summer wheat fields and lazy afternoons in the shade.
I thought about her ass, tight and taunting, as she strode ahead of
me in her worn jeans and dusty boots. The wooden ladder to the
hayloft was




























cover.jpg





