
	Can anything change the way Tosh feels about Dagan?

	 

	 

	MacIntosh ‘Tosh’ Tanner has had the worst year of his life with the cancellation of his TV series, Cowboy County, and a former business manager stealing his money. And now his boyfriend has dumped him, too. He fears for his future until he receives an unexpected surprise. He’s inherited a massive, run-down ranch in Dripping Springs, Texas, from a fan. It’s worth over a million bucks. Discovering he shares this bizarre estate with another beneficiary, he wonders who it could be. Anyone would be great as long as it’s not his archenemy, Dagan Rucker.

	Dagan, Tosh’s former co-star, was also swindled by the same business manager, but over his lengthy career, he invested in a lot of property. Settled in Topanga, the real cowboy heart of LA, he bought the area’s first-ever working ranch and turned it into a bed-and-breakfast. He’s happy with his life, but lonely, and thinks about Tosh often, ever since they shared a scorching encounter five years ago. He’s tried for so long to work things out with Tosh, who refuses to even consider the possibility of them being together.
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	“I never thought I’d get my hands on you.”

	Tosh Tanner laughed. “I feel like a teenager, making out like this.”

	The other man grunted as he leaned into him, pressing Tosh against the side of his SUV. He gave Tosh another kiss. “Wait till we get rolling around on the back seat.”

	Tosh laughed, cupping the extraordinary, handsome face he’d never dreamed in his life that he’d get to touch. “Not the most comfortable place, but convenient, no?”

	“Oh, no. It’s super comfy. But I always believed in show don’t tell.” He straightened, aimed his remote at the vehicle and popped the locks, with Tosh still glued to his mouth in a succulent kiss.

	I’m with Dagan Rucker. Me! A stupid, dumbass guy from Montana! And he wants me! Tosh tried to slide his arms around Dagan’s neck as the celebrated movie star pulled Tosh closer, hugging him hard, then opening the rear door. They parted briefly for Dagan to throw everything on the back seat onto the floor.

	With a look that made Tosh’s cock leap inside his tight jeans, Dagan pushed him onto the luxurious leather seat. Just as he prepared to climb on top of Tosh, a cracking sound invaded their world. Something was sniffing around the brush where they’d parked on top of a ridge in the Santa Monica Mountains.

	“What is it?” Tosh asked, fearing it might be some deranged paparazzo.

	“I dunno. It’s black. It’s either a wildcat or a skunk.” Tosh looked over his shoulder but gave up scrutiny as Tosh grabbed his shirt collar and hauled him into the vehicle.

	“Close the door.”

	Dagan laughed, reached behind him, and obeyed. The seat was comfy, but they were both wearing boots. And they were a bit sunburned. Dagan looked down at him in the deepening night. Whatever was outside, broke twigs. It somehow enhanced the moment. He was kissing a genuine movie cowboy!

	Tosh gasped as Dagan kissed his throat. Nobody had ever touched him like this, with such reverence or grace. The kisses that moved along his face and neck burned a hole right through his awkward defenses. He gave himself up to the dusty pleasures of making out on a canyon road. The man on top of him rubbed himself against Tosh. Dry humping. Tosh had always loved dry humping.

	“God I love this,” Dagan ground out against Tosh’s mouth. “Don’t know why I always liked dry humping.”

	“Me, too. I was jus’ thinkin’ that.” Tosh panted, hardly able to complete a sentence as he tugged Dagan’s shirt up from his jeans. His body was tight. He knew it would be. He’d seen him a million times on TV and thrilled to the touch of the actor’s smooth skin against the palm of his hand.

	Their gazes held. Tosh wriggled on the seat as Dagan said, “Anticipation. I always liked anticipation.”

	Then came the smell. An awful one.

	“You were right. It’s a skunk.”

	“Can you believe it! Everyone’s a critic,” Dagan deadpanned. “I think it hosed the side of the car.”

	They laughed as the pungent fumes overwhelmed them. They sat up, hard and hurting in their increasingly tighter jeans.

	“Take me home and fuck me,” Tosh said.

	“Oh, I will. Don’t you worry about that.” Dagan dropped another kiss on his mouth, then they sat up, rearranging themselves.

	“Man, even with the windows closed that stench is—” That’s when Tosh’s foot connected with a bunch of papers on the floor. A screenplay.

	“What the—”

	The piercing sound of a train whistle drowned out his words.

	Tosh awakened, fumbling for the clock radio and squinted in the darkness. 6:49 a.m. Every bone and muscle in his back creaked. God, I feel ancient. In the old days, I usually beat the clock. But wait. I didn’t have it set until eight. Okay. Not the alarm. It was his cell phone.

	Man, I’m losing it. Why the hell am I dreaming about Rucker? Am I crazy? God, it seemed so real. I could smell his skin and hair. I’m really falling apart here.

	No. I’m not. I drank three beers last night. He broke up with me! Who breaks up with a guy with Dolly Parton singing in the background? Anybody would get drunk. Right?

	The full impact of Sam Modine’s treachery hit him. Tosh closed his eyes on the sad moment he’d taken off running from Dagan’s vehicle, avoiding him. Evading him ever since. He’d picked what he thought was safety with Sam. Big mistake.

	It’s over. Really over. He said he’d never leave me.

	“Deep in my soul, I’ve been so lonely, all of my hopes fading away...”

	No. No. He couldn’t let the song keep playing in his head. “We’ve Got Tonight.” Except he and Sam didn’t. There wouldn’t be any more nights. Sam was no longer his shelter.

	Tosh’s cell phone rang again. He rarely checked it these days, because it was either spam emails or debt collectors. But something made him check the incoming email, signaled by another irritating blast of the loud and aggressive train whistle. He didn’t usually sleep with his phone turned on because the money hounds started early, always managing to ruin his day.

	Dear Mr. Tanner, Please contact attorney Mick Pritchard in San Antonio, TX. You have an inheritance.

	Oh, brother. He deleted the message. He didn’t know anyone in San Antonio, and there was no inheritance. These collection agencies would stop at nothing to extract blood out of his personal stone.

	He rolled over, staring at the blank wall, and let out an aggrieved sigh. It was hard getting used to not seeing his ‘Fading City’ picture there. His stomach clenched. He’d had to sell his classic photographic work by the Japanese artist, Moriyama, to pay the mortgage. It hurt, because the depiction of an abandoned building seen through a film of thin pink and green silk was beautiful. But there was another reason, too. After learning that the artist worked from discarded and lost materials, his message had been strong. ‘Fading City’ had been a constant reminder for Tosh to find beauty in imperfection. Like his life.

	His condo had a million problems, but thanks to the sale, it was safe from the threat of foreclosure for another three months. He mentally checked off the things that needed fixing. The upstairs bathroom needed a new toilet. The faucet in the sink up there also needed repair because the water flow had reduced to a trickle. I wish I was a handyman. The downstairs bathroom needed a new vanity sink. The old one had badly eroded, and running the tap meant that he flooded the cabinet beneath it.

	I need a new shower curtain. I think I can afford that.

	The kitchen needed a new garbage disposal, and a former, serious leak Sam had repaired had rotted out the cabinet beneath it. That needed to be replaced. New carpeting was essential. Douglas had chewed up a portion along the bottom step that led to the loft. Tosh wished he could replace the carpet with hardwood floors, but it was against the condo’s CC and R’s—Covenants, Conditions, and Restrictions—to do so.

	Now he was awake, he got out of bed. It was hard getting used to Sam and his wonderful dog, Douglas, not being around. Tosh tried not to feel resentful. He was the one’d who fed and walked Douglas. The place seemed so empty without the big galoot. And the dog, too.

	Tosh scratched his head as he went through his bathroom routine. A quick shower, then the moment of panic as he checked his weight out of habit. As a working actor, he’d been subjected to constant scrutiny by the studio, the network, ad sponsors, the fans, and various lovers. He had no idea what his real weight was anymore because he kept himself thin. He couldn’t let himself go, in case he landed a new acting job.

	He scrutinized the scale. He’d dropped a pound, in spite of the beer. Working in Sam’s bar kept him active. At six feet, two inches, he liked being slim and toned. It had become a healthy habit. Another early morning habit was criticizing his appearance. Tosh kept his dark hair short. He had brown eyes but envied Sam’s piercing baby blues.

	I’ll never get to look into them again. It was always like diving into deep, tender, sweet pools.

	Tosh scrubbed the thought from his mind and wandered down the hall to the kitchen. His open-plan condo was comfortably furnished, and most visitors would have said it was pleasantly filled with books, records, CDs, DVDs, and paintings on all the walls. Anyone who knew him would have recognized that he’d sold many of his valuable first edition books, much of his music collection and seven of his most prized paintings. Eight including the Moriyama from the bedroom.

	He felt like a hoarder. Weepy with the things he culled and sold, a new low in his life came when he went to Amoeba Music on Sunset Boulevard and lined up with the drug addicts and young Hollywood wannabe’s selling records and CDs. He still loved the things he parted with, and in the long wait found himself coveting the collections others sold to the stone-faced store buyers.

	Tosh had done so well so fast in Hollywood that it had made his head spin, sort of the way the records all glued to the walls and ceiling of Amoeba must have once turned around on unknown people’s record players. Tosh coveted vinyl and the waste of perfectly good records got to him. He’d grown up in Montana with so little, that acquiring stuff had been a pleasure and privilege once he got to Hollywood. He’d landed his TV show a few months after he blew into town.

	When other actors took long vacations during hiatus, he’d taken on feature films and TV movies. He’d even done a string of ads for his estranged father’s dude ranch in Bandera, Texas. It hadn’t been much of a family reunion, but then he hadn’t really

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
cover.jpeg





images/image.jpeg





