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  For the top notch fingerbang. 

Often overshadowed by other acts, but not one to be ignored. 
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The evening was warm for early June. The crickets sung their nightly lullaby, but it was drowned out by the music pumping from the DJ booth.  
Decker was not one for loud parties or music. Not even before his days in the navy, fighting overseas and getting his eardrums pummeled by gunfire. 
He liked music, but he liked it at a reasonable decibel. One where he could still hear himself think. A volume moderate enough that if someone cried for help, or there was a siren from an ambulance or fire truck, they’d be able to hear it. 
He sat at one of the tables in the big white tent and watched from his perch as dozens of people—his twin brother, Ryker included—danced and grinded on the dance floor. 
They were at the Harris Brothers Ranch in Colorado to celebrate their buddy Nate getting married. 
Nate and his brother Asher were fellow SEALs, but they retired from active duty a few years ago, deciding that ranch life was more their speed. So now they bred horses, did trail rides, ran a petting farm and offered horse boarding. Their wives also had their businesses on the property. Triss, Asher’s wife, had her therapy clinic where she was a speech pathologist, and Nate’s bride Mieka (Triss’s sister) had just opened up her dance studio. They had acres and acres of land, so why not?
Decker brought the low ball of whiskey to his mouth and took a sip. 
He hadn’t been able to take his eyes off the blonde in the yellow dress all night. She was Joanna or Joanie, Mieka’s friend from their days dancing on the cruise ships, and she was stunning. Her smile was brighter than the goddamn sun, her eyes were an interesting blue-hazel, and the way she moved her body as she danced with Mieka, had Decker hypnotized. 
She’d caught him looking at her more than once and smiled coyly as she continued to shimmy and shake her hips. 
Her blonde curls hung down her back, grazing the back of her dress, but it swayed like willow branches on a warm breeze with her beautiful dancing. 
He could honestly watch her dance all fucking night. 
Maybe it was the whiskey talking, but he didn’t think so. 
He hadn’t said a fucking word to her, though. 
Because he had no idea what to say. 
He’d arrived yesterday with Ryker and they went out with the rest of the crew to Denver for Nate’s bachelor party. It wasn't as wild as Asher’s bachelor party, but it was still wild. Asher’s party—because Nate had planned it—was kind of crazy. And it’d been a joint party with the bachelorettes. But since Asher—who was more reserved and relaxed like Decker—planned Nate’s party, things were far more low-key. 
Which was something most of them appreciated today, since none of them were spring chickens any longer and couldn’t binge-drink like teenagers, then get up the next day and act like nothing had happened. 
In his prime, Decker could easily drink ten or more ounces of vodka in a night, blackout, then wake up the next morning and run a marathon—he’d done that at least twice.
Not anymore. He was forty-five and feeling his age now. 
It was good to see his friends, though. 
See his brothers in arms. 
They’d been so tight when they were all in active duty, working as an elite SEAL team, then black ops. Now, most of them were married and had families. Aaron Steele has four kids—four! Decker never would have pegged the broody, tattooed redhead for a dad, let alone one to four kids. But he looked happier than Decker had ever seen him. 
Rob Cahill married a billionaire heiress, and they had twin girls, then Barnes Wark married Rob’s wife’s sister (also a billionaire heiress) and although they didn’t have kids, and didn’t plan to, they had a fulfilling life in Oregon. 
Colton Hastings married Aaron’s wife’s friend after only knowing her for a day. They eloped to Vegas. But years later, they were still happy and had two kids. 
Pete Callaghan just found love with Asher and Nate’s cousin, Hannah, and then Asher and Nate were finally in love and starting families. 
Then there was Brendan. 
Decker’s throat grew tight at the memory of their brother. He took his own life shortly after his daughter Sasha was born, leaving his wife, Molly, and Sasha to pick up the pieces of their shattered hearts. 
Everyone’s heart shattered the day they got the phone call about Brendan. 
Molly had been invited to the wedding, because none of them turned their back on her after Brendan died. They stepped up and one of them was always there if she needed something. But Sasha had a dance recital, so they had to miss the wedding.
That left Decker and Ryker as the remaining single men from their brotherhood. 
Ryker played the field like a star quarterback, but Decker preferred commitment. 
There were just too many head games in the dating world. Too much fakeness. Too much putting on airs. He also didn’t like the idea of casual sex. Never had. 
When he got with a woman, he wanted to take his time learning every inch of her body. There was no such thing as wham bam thank you, ma’am. In his world, he wanted to make sure his partner was satisfied more than once and that she never felt rushed or left hanging. 
Even though he and Ryker were identical twins and best friends, they couldn’t be more different in so many ways. 
And relationships were one of them. 
A solid hand landed on his right shoulder and gave a hard, affectionate squeeze. “Two left feet, or too drunk?” came Pete Callaghan’s voice. His name was Pete, but everyone called him Cal. 
“Never been a dancer,” Decker said with a shrug as Cal took a seat beside him at the table. Hannah danced with Triss and Mieka, her arms in the air, and a big grin stretching from ear to ear. Cal’s face brightened when he locked eyes with his woman. She gave him a cheeky, sexy smile, then a wink. 
“You two met and hooked up over Christmas last year, right?” Decker asked. “When she house and animal sat for Ash and Nate?”
Cal nodded. “Yeah. I came over to help and even though she was stubborn as hell, saying she didn’t need my help, eventually, she realized that many hands make light work.” He snorted. “After that, she was stuck with me.”
Decker grunted and his head bobbed before he lifted his low ball and took another sip. The smooth whiskey slid down his throat like liquid silk, warming his chest and belly. 
“How’d you know Hannah was the one?” he asked, keeping his voice low as he tracked Joanna across the dance floor, laughing with Mieka. 
Cal followed Decker’s gaze and snickered. “Ms. Fernsby is very pretty. You talk to her?”
Decker swung his gaze at Cal and glared at his friend. “Answer the question.”
Cal’s lip twitched as he tried to smother his smile. “I just knew. I felt it in here.” He knocked a fist lightly against his chest. “I saw her, and I just had this crazy, tingly feeling in my belly … and my balls,” he snorted, “and I just knew. She didn’t make it easy on me, though. I had to work for it.”
Decker grunted, then found Joanna back on the dance floor. She had a new glass of booze in one hand and her other hand in the air as she swayed, closed her eyes and sung with her soul to Living on a Prayer.
“Now answer my question,” Cal said with mirth. “Have you spoken to Joanie?”
Decker shook his head stiffly. “No.”
“Well, you should. She’s very nice. Very loud.” He chuckled. “And swears like a British sailor … because she is British.”
Hannah wandered over, her cheeks rosy and amber eyes bright. She swung herself into Cal’s lap and looped her arm around his shoulder. “Hey, lover.”
Cal rested his hand on her thigh, chuckling. “Well, hello there.”
“What’s a fine ginger piece of ass like you sitting in the corner for? Don’t you know nobody puts baby in the corner?” She swiveled around to beam at Decker. “You want to come dance, too?”
“I’ll pass,” Decker said. “Thanks.”
Hannah shrugged and bounced out of Cal’s lap, grabbing his hand and pulling him to stand. Her dark curls jostled as she started to wiggle in time to the music, tugging her man out to the dance floor with her. 
“You’re missing out,” Cal hollered over the bass just before the rhythm possessed him and he wrapped an arm around Hannah and the two started to dance. 
Deck brought his low ball to his lips, but frowned when he realized it was empty. 
With a groan and a sigh, he pried himself out of the chair. A few things creaked and cracked in his back and his knee did an annoying twinge thing. It was his body’s way of reminding him that he was not a spry, green behind the gills twenty-year-old anymore with a rubber body and endless stamina. He’d also put his body through the fucking wringer for the last twenty-odd years, and it was finally catching up on him. Joe Blow off the street would have died a thousand times over if he’d done some of the shit Decker and his brothers had done. 
He made his way over to the bar. 
“Whiskey, neat,” he grunted to the bartender. 
The bartender nodded and poured him a double. He’d been drinking doubles all night, so the guy didn’t even have to ask. He took his glass and stuffed five bucks into the tip jar. It was an open bar, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t thank the man in the black dress shirt for his speedy service. 
Turning around, he leaned back against the bar and took a sip. 
He wasn’t a big drinker, but when he did drink, he drank good stuff. 
Good beer. Good whiskey. Good scotch. Good bourbon. 
There was no Wild Turkey or Bud Light touching his lips. Never. 
He wasn’t a snob—or maybe he was—but he knew what he liked and since he didn’t drink very often, why waste the moment on the cheap swill that he used to drink like water when he was a teenager?
He was forty-five years old. Life was precious. Too precious to spend choking back the fermented monkey piss they sold for peanuts in the liquor store. 
He snagged his brother’s gaze across the tent. Decker's twin was busy chatting it up with a couple of Mieka’s other cruise ship dancer friends. Ryker’s smile was telling. He was probably going to take one—or both—of the dancers back to his room in the bunkhouse.
Lovely. Decker shared a wall with Ryker and his brother was loud. 
The Harris brothers had built a big bunk house over the last year for their ranch hands. But they still had a few vacant rooms available for guests. Some of the guests were staying in the main house with Mieka and Nate, while others were in Triss and Asher’s new house on the other side of the field. Then there were some RVs parked in the fields, and ATVs for people to take the cabins in the woods. 
The bride and groom wanted to make sure that all their guests had places to stay, and since the ranch was in the middle
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