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      The old girl came at him, her eyes wide and her nostrils flared. She aimed to escape, no matter what it took. She was a mean one, had been for years, always looking for trouble. He’d kept his eye on her all morning, just waiting for her to make her move. With her head low, she aimed for his gut.

      Lane Daniels jumped; he scrambled up the tall metal fence, jerking his feet away from her aim seconds before her horn scraped the rung he’d been standing on. He pushed himself over the top and dropped to his feet outside the corral. The cow bawled, jumped, bucked, and huffed, spraying spit all over the dirt where he’d been standing only moments before. He pushed back his cowboy hat and adjusted his gloves as he blew out a quick breath, thankful he’d gotten away from the cow yet again.

      “Whoo boy, you almost got it in the dick, or was it your belly?” Jamie called out. He looked half like a scraggly rodeo clown with that huge smile on his face, his bright plaid shirt, and his flaming red hair sticking out from under his tan Stetson—the one Jamie's daddy wore when he worked this very same ranch. Jamie told that story over and over again, letting Lane know just how long he'd been connected to the Crazy Hills Ranch and how he knew the place better than anyone.

      Andy, Jake, and Sterling, three of his ranch hands, busted out laughing, slapping their knees and pointing at Lane. Then they danced around funny like a cow would run them over at any moment. Lane smiled and laughed with them. They’d been at it for hours and needed some comic relief. Being the target of their jokes didn’t bug him. They all respected him as boss, even if they did rib him unmercifully during the workday. Hell, most cowboys were total practical jokers, pushing buttons and clowning around to lighten the mood and make work fun. At least his crew played nice and didn’t pull any destructive pranks.

      The cattle bawled as three more calves were cut from their mammas. It was hard on the cows when their babies were culled from them. The old gal would have run him through if she’d been a bit faster and he a bit slower. She knew his actions were wrong by her. She had a little girl calf, so at least the baby wouldn’t be aching between the legs when the veterinarian finished his tasks.

      Lane breathed out a heavy sigh as the cowboys went back to work. In a few months, they'd be here again, doing the drill for a second time this year. Rolling Acres, the ranch next door, had asked Mister Miller to take their cows and work them, paying a handsome percentage of the profits from market. Lane had agreed to the plan—now he wished he hadn't. Too many of Rolling Acres' cows weren't on the same calving schedule. Not that they were mismanaged, but at Crazy Hills, he ran a tight ship.

      Lane slapped his hands on his jeans, wiping them off. His head hurt, and he wanted more coffee, some good barbecue, and maybe a hot man to snuggle with—possibly even take the edge off—but only the first two were a sure thing. He'd been up since three this morning, and the sun had about hit its apex. He didn’t want to check the time, didn’t want to know how long they’d worked. He loved being a cowboy but hated working cows through the chute to give them medicine, especially the babies. Days like today made him long for a good jump zone even if he were getting shot at. At least they were almost done with the cows, and then he’d have the luxury of kicking off his boots, enjoying some of that barbecue and beer with the boys while they joked with each other. Too bad he felt the need to keep his sexuality under wraps and couldn’t go into town for a quick screw. He didn’t have time off to drive into Houston for a few more weeks so getting some loving would have to wait.

      The crunch of tires on gravel sounded behind him. Not today. Jamie came close again and glanced over Lane’s shoulder, his face going blank.

      “Shit.” Jamie drew out the word to two syllables then spit a stream of tobacco juice into the dirt a few feet from Lane. “Here comes trouble.”

      The last thing Lane wanted or could stand made its way to the corral. Perhaps the unexpected guest was Daddy Big Bucks and not his son, Gresh the Third. He didn’t want to look, didn’t want to know, and didn’t want to think about Gresh. Ignoring the sound of the car behind him, pretending he hadn’t heard anything on the gravel road, would only last so long. The car drew closer and slowed. Acting as if he wasn’t here would prove useless since he couldn’t ignore the man who wrote his checks. The boss ruled and expected to be catered to, especially out here in Texas ranch country. Hell, that was unfair; Gresh wasn’t too bad of a guy, and Hamilton was old-school, imprinted during a different era with different expectations.

      Lane’s foot started tapping, and the skin nearest his spine tingled. He gritted his teeth and forbid any errant thoughts. Who the hell drove their rich ass out here to pay the ranch a visit in the middle of the week on a workday? Gresh or Hamilton? Lane turned his head in time to see Gresham Hamilton Miller the Third step out of his shiny black BMW, his Italian loafers attracting dust like flies to honey. Lane groaned and bit his lip. Damn, why did he have to think of honey and Gresh at the same time?

      Lane didn’t curse and tried to not show any reaction to his observations of the man, though his dick didn’t obey. He forced his thoughts to go dark, thinking pain, like when his leg had snapped in two, to will his dick down. He gritted his teeth as he pulled off his well-worn work gloves. After wiping his hands on his jeans, he looked down and cursed. Filth from driving cattle and working them through the chute covered him. Dried cow shit, blood, and whatever the hell else he’d gotten into while rounding up the cattle, flecked his jeans.

      Gresh looked like he’d stepped off the cover of GQ. His white starched shirt and black slacks wouldn’t fly here, but he sure looked delicious enough to eat. Damn, had to be today of all days for him to show up.

      Lane pushed his hat low on his head, covering his eyebrows and hiding his peepers. He didn’t want to look Gresh in the eyes and see his contempt. Lane found it humiliating enough to be covered in cow shit. He didn't need Gresh's judgment on his choice of employment, which Lane happened to love; well, except for today because working the cattle sucked donkey balls.

      “Lane, good to see you.” Gresh held out his hand, ready to shake.

      Lane started to stick out his hand but held back. “Sorry, I’m dirty from working today. Mister Miller, what can I do for you?”

      "We've been through this before. It's Gresh." The million-dollar smile lit up the man’s face, leaving Lane tingly all over.

      Lane pursed his lips and squared his shoulders. "If you don't mind, you're the boss, and I like to keep it formal." Goose pimples rose over Lane’s arms as awareness of the man raced through him.

      If he said Gresh's name out loud, he'd get hard, like rock hard, and granite would have nothing on him. Too many nights, he'd taken care of his wood, whispering Gresh over and over again as he ran his fingers over his pole. The name would wake up his dick, and he didn't need that. Hell, hard enough not imagining Gresh’s full lips on his body, Gresh’s hands twisting in his hair. Fuck, cool it, idiot.

      “Well, I came by to say that Daddy is really pleased with your numbers this year. We were going over the financials and wanted to sit down and talk with you about next year.”

      “You could have called. We’re kind of busy out here.”

      Gresh looked out across the cow pens at the cowboys tossing their hats in the air, their whoops of celebration carrying across the fields.

      “I think they just doctored the last of the cows,” Gresh said. “Y’all seem to be done. And if I remember correctly, tomorrow will be a light work schedule, even for the foreman.”

      Lane watched as baby cows and mammas were reunited at the exit gate to the pens. Smarty-pants in the education world might not think that cows had feelings but witnessing a mamma and baby reunited after the cowboys worked them told him a different story.

      “We want you to drive into Houston tomorrow. We’ll meet at the office downtown, and Daddy wants to take you to dinner.”

      This time Lane groaned. A half-day away from the ranch was the last thing he needed. Fuck, he sure as hell didn’t want to spend Friday evening with Gresham Senior. Crap, not like he’d be going on a date anyway. He wasn't out of the closet, so to speak. But traveling into Houston to meet men like the Millers wasn't exactly the type of men he wanted to play with on a late Friday night. If he took the time to drive into town, he'd go straight to Get Bent, Houston's hottest gay bar, and, well, he'd get bent. Hell, maybe he would stop by the bar on the way home to take the edge off. A little poke would go a long way to relieving the pressure of being near this guy.

      Gresh walked closer to the pen, his ass looking super fine in his dark slacks. The material hung just right, cupping the rounded globes of the ass he wanted to nail. Fuck, the desire to rip off Gresh’s pants and push him up against the fence raced over Lane, and he had to clench his fists to stop himself from stalking forward and claiming the man. Gresh had no idea Lane played for the other team and wanted to hump him like a dog in heat or be the one getting humped, with Gresh hanging over him, pounding into his ass. Lane shivered. The poor man would probably punch his lights out. Fuck, knowing what he did about Gresh, he’d probably find a lawyer to sue him or send him a strongly worded memo. Gresh wasn’t a pussy, but he took proper to a new level. Raised in the world of private schools and even more private clubs, Gresh lived differently than he did.

      Lane had no idea how Gresh kept in shape. The guy probably belonged to one of those fancy pants gyms in the city with a personal trainer. Not that Lane cared how Gresh got his amazing body; he appreciated the muscles all the same. Too bad he’d never get the chance to run his tongue over the man’s sweet skin, finding all the dips and bulges, sucking love bites, and marking the man as his own.

      Gresh spun around, and the smile on his face almost knocked Lane on his butt. Then again, Lane could stare at Gresh for hours and never tire of the sight.

      “So, Lane. We’ll see you tomorrow downtown Houston. About three?”

      Lane nodded once. “Sure. I’ll be there at three. I’m looking forward to seeing Hamilton.”

      “It’s a date.” Gresh stuck out his hand for a shake, and Lane almost accepted.

      At the last second, Lane held up his hands and shrugged. “Sorry, still dirty.”

      “I’ll see you tomorrow.” Gresh turned around and sauntered back to his luxury car.

      Lane tore his eyes off Gresh’s perfect ass before any of the other cowboys noticed Lane drooling over a man. He’d picked a bad job to match with his sexuality. Who the hell ever heard of a gay ranch foreman? He was damned good at his job and knew animal husbandry better than almost anyone this side of Houston. Crazy Hills turned a huge profit compared to most other ranches that were drying up and selling off.

      Lane took pride in the work he did, but he’d never be enough to capture Gresh’s eye, much less his heart; he’d need double X chromosomes to do that. Through the entire conversation, he'd kept his gaze elsewhere, afraid to meet Gresh’s eyes. What a coward. So what if two years ago Gresh had curled his lip and turned his nose up in a blatant show of snobbery every time Lane entered the room. Lane had grown wiser and ignored those types of people. But hot damn, he wished Gresh would open his eyes and stop despising the work Lane did and the way Lane made a living.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Gresh chewed his bottom lip as he waited for Lane to show up. He shouldn’t be so nervous, but the lie he’d told about dinner might come back to bite him if Hamilton spilled the beans. Daddy had no intention of going out to dinner with them. Gresh had planned that part, manipulating the situation to get some alone time with Lane. He’d even bought tickets to an Astros game to sweeten the deal. Last year Lane had talked about baseball, wishing he had the time to attend the games. Gresh gambled that the tickets would entice Lane. Anything to get Lane to stay in town long enough to have to spend the night at his place. Damn, he hated being manipulative, but he needed to find out if his hunches about Lane were true.

      Treating this little meeting like a date when poor Lane had no clue what he’d walked into seemed sickening. Gresh wanted to show him how he felt before now, but every time he’d tried on the ranch, Lane rebuffed him. He understood why. Being a gay cowboy in a world of straights proved difficult at times. Hell, maybe Lane was straight, and he'd read him wrong, but Gresh didn’t think so.

      Two years ago, he'd been shocked that his daddy had hired a gay man. Of course, Hamilton probably had no clue about Lane’s sexual orientation. The first time he’d met Lane, he'd recoiled with fear. No one knew about Gresh’s habitual man crush. Man crush my ass, you gay dude—you gay.

      His attraction for Lane had been so intense he'd forced himself to deny the temptation to hold Lane. Now he didn’t care who found out. He was ready to be out. Ready to tell his daddy. If his daddy fired him, so be it; he could cut out on his own. Nothing in his life had ever been as hard as proving himself to Hamilton, and he still hadn't made any great strides in that arena. Hamilton didn’t trust him, treated him like a child, and pointed out over and over again how lacking Gresh proved to be in so many different areas. Working for Hamilton sucked, but in the back of his mind, Gresh had a safety net, confident he’d fit into any work situation and shine. A job with another company would be easy to obtain, and he'd do well, better than good, because he had confidence in his abilities. He was prepared to leave if his daddy threw a fit.

      With Lane, one night would be all he needed to prove to the man that he was worthy of a chance. Hell, he wasn’t really worthy of Lane, but he’d try to be. Lane had gone out into the world and made something of himself. Gresh had this job because he’d been born to Gresham Hamilton Miller the Second, the richest bastard in Houston. Fair never seemed to apply to the Millers of Houston, no matter the circumstances.

      Hamilton walked into the conference room and grumbled about the rain. “I hate the humidity. Why in the name of God am I still living here?”

      “Daddy, anytime you’re ready to move to a different state, I can run the business here.”

      Hamilton looked up and snorted. “They all expect a Texas oilman to live in either Dallas or Houston, and I sure as hell ain’t moving to Dallas.”

      Gresh laughed and knew his daddy was only half kidding. Everyone expected traditional Texas businessmen to stay in Texas, and Hamilton hated Dallas. He may want to move to Montana or another state, but he had to stay here, and Hamilton sure as hell wasn't going to turn over operations to Gresh until he lay six feet under if he would even let go then.

      “When is that ranch foreman supposed to get here to hear your new scheme?” Hamilton asked.

      “It’s not a scheme, Daddy. It's good business sense. And he's supposed to be here at three."

      “You do know I’m not sticking around for dinner. I have plans of my own.”

      "I know, and I'll inform Lane after our meeting." Gresh prayed Hamilton didn't say anything during their meeting. He didn't want Lane to have any reason to leave early.

      “Fine, fine. You have all the numbers we need? Paperwork too?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      The intercom buzzed, and Janet, Hamilton's secretary, spoke. “Mister Daniels is here for your meeting.”

      Hamilton tapped a button on the phone. “Please send him in, Janet.”

      Gresh's heart fluttered, and sweat broke out on his brow. Yesterday, when he was on the ranch with Lane dirty from hard work, he’d wanted to wrap his legs around the man and hump his hot and sweaty body, smearing Lane’s dirt onto his skin, smelling the well-earned sweat transfer to his own skin. Today, meeting Lane when he’d cleaned up and dressed in nice clothes, Gresh would probably explode. He shivered and bit his lip, tamping down his reaction to the thought of Lane outfitted in clean, crisp pants and a starched shirt.

      The door opened, and Lane stepped in, taking off his black Stetson with his left hand and extending his right hand to Hamilton. Gresh’s balls tightened, and his dick went half hard. Oh shit, he’s beautiful.

      “Hello, sir. It’s nice to see you again.” Over the last twenty-four hours, Lane’s voice had lost most of the country twang, and now he sounded like he’d grown up as a television announcer.

      Gresh held his breath so he didn’t hiss or scream—or do anything else that would make him appear stupid. Lane’s sex appeal knocked Gresh for a loop; he wanted to wrap his arms around the man and squeeze hard. Instead, he stepped forward as calmly as possible and stuck his hand out, waiting for their skin to make contact as Lane accepted his handshake, the first one he’d actually offered to Gresh in over a year.
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      Lane reached for Gresh’s hand; he controlled his reaction to it by thinking about the cow they had to put down this morning. Somehow she’d fallen and gone into labor. The baby was breach, refusing to line up. They’d tried to save both the mother and the calf, but the mother had been through too much.

      “Hello, Lane. Nice to see you again.”

      The longer they held on to each other, the harder time he had keeping calm. Finally, Gresh let go, and Hamilton directed him to a seat at the conference table. Lane ignored the tingle in his legs and the thoughts fighting their way to be heard.

      He hoped they’d be done soon so he could fuck himself silly at Get Bent before heading back to the ranch. A two-hour drive with good traffic awaited him. Hell, if he found a hot guy, he might get a room for the night.

      Hamilton took the seat at the head of the table, directing Gresh to sit across from Lane. Lane did his level best not to stare at Gresh. Instead, he kept his eyes on Hamilton, ignoring the hottie he wanted to bed.

      “Lane, we’re happy with the way the numbers have been running out at Crazy Hills this year,” Hamilton said.

      “I appreciate that, sir. We’re working hard to minimize costs.” Pride surged through Lane. He did his best to make the ranch successful, but he hated meetings like this. Scrutinizing every line item made his headache, and when budget types sat down to talk, he had a hard time paying attention. He hoped that Hamilton didn’t want to get too detailed.

      “Gresh has some ideas for Crazy Hills. He’s convinced me about the plan's merits. Gresh?” Hamilton inclined his head at a very nervous-looking Gresh.

      Lane swallowed over the unease working its way through his body. God, he hoped he didn’t lose his job. Hell, if they tried to fire any of his men, he'd fight for them. He ran a very lean operation, and all of the guys worked their asses off.

      Gresh cleared his throat and smiled. “Well, as Daddy was saying, we’re looking at introducing an exciting opportunity at Crazy Hills. We want to build a few cabins, four, maybe five this year, and host a dude ranch camp or a retreat, depending on what our customers want.”

      Lane’s mouth hung open, and his eyes were wide as he looked from Gresh to Hamilton. Seriously? None of the cowboys were used to having other people around. They were all rather crude; though good men, they talked way too much about pussy and cursed worse than sailors.

      “I told you he wouldn’t like the idea,” Hamilton said.

      "Lane, just give me an hour of your time, and I'll convince you how good this will be."

      The plan sounded crazy, and after an hour and a half of Gresh talking, Lane still didn’t think he’d want this program invading Crazy Hills.

      Lane tapped his fingers on the table and shook his head. “I don’t know. It seems a bit⁠—”

      “Crazy?”

      “That’s not the exact word I was looking for.” Lane ducked his head, unable to look Gresh directly in the eyes because every time he did, his dick woke up, wanting to take over the conversation.

      "Gentlemen, I think it's time we took a break. Lane and Gresh, you two can continue discussing this matter over dinner. After our break, we need to discuss the potential to purchase Rolling Acres, the land to the south of Crazy Hills. I have it on good authority that old man Jensen is about to pass away, and his kids want nothing to do with the place."

      After a quick break, the conversation turned to numbers and how much the Jensen place would add versus how much running the new land would cost. Lane hated the numbers talk; however, they had to understand what they were in for before spending the money to expand. Personally, he didn't want Crazy Hills to expand. Not because he didn’t want to do the work—he thought the ranch was perfect now.

      Time dragged on. When Lane checked his watch, the time showed five past five. Shit. Hamilton stood, signaling the end of the meeting.

      "Well, I think we accomplished enough for today. I'll send the site survey crew out next week, and we'll begin construction on the cabins."

      Lane did his best not to show his annoyance at having ranch life interrupted. Hamilton had steamrolled over the decision, not even waiting for further discussion. Sure, the cabins might be a good way to bring in some money, but adding an unknown might cause a huge mess, disrupting everything he’d worked so hard to accomplish at Crazy Hills. He’d deal with the issue later. Hamilton did own the property, meaning Gresh would get his way since he’d assumed high-level ranch operations. Fuck, he was screwed six ways to Sunday with no way out. They were the boss, and the boss ruled.

      Hamilton held out his hand, and Lane reached forward, surprised by the strong grip. "It was good to see you, Lane."

      “Thank you.” This sounded more like goodbye, and he’d thought they were scheduled for dinner. Hmm, if he left now, the early crowd at Get Bent would be warming up, allowing him to take his pick of guys instead of hitting the bar late after many of the men were already paired up for the night.

      “You and Gresh have fun at dinner. I’m heading out.”

      Lane shot a quick glance at Gresh as his heart clenched. Shit, no way he could spend the evening alone with Gresh. Bad enough to have been across the table all afternoon long. If they were alone together, he’d embarrass himself with a stiff dick—or worse, cum in his pants.

      Hamilton walked out of the room, leaving Lane alone with Gresh. Exactly the situation he'd fantasized about and the excruciating position he had no business being in.

      Gresh pulled on his suit jacket and glanced at him. The man looked calm and collected, whereas Lane felt like his lungs were too small and his head was filled with cotton.

      “You ready?”

      Lane thought of a thousand excuses, but his mouth wouldn’t cooperate. “Sure. I don't have a jacket, though. We aren't going to one of those types of places, are we?"

      "No, we're going to stop by my place, and I'll change."

      Lane wondered if Gresh saw how hard his hands shook. Oh God, he couldn’t do this. He needed to go home before he stuck his foot in it big time and did something stupid. Instead, he walked in a haze beside Gresh, his body full of heightened awareness of the man beside him. All the while, his insides twisted in knots as he wondered why he'd agreed to spend time alone with his boss.

      They were stopping by Gresh’s place first. Fuck, he was going to die. He’d never been to Gresh’s place. Gresh had been in Lane’s room before, knew the place well because as a boy, Gresh had spent summers on the ranch, living where Lane lived, sleeping in the room Lane slept in, and dining at the old worn kitchen table where Lane took his evening meals. That was all fine with Lane because Gresh owned the house with his daddy, but Lane having the chance to visit where Gresh lived happened to be a treat he never thought he’d experience. His balls tightened, and his dick swelled against his leg. This was not good. He had to stop thinking about Gresh's home… Gresh sleeping in his home… Gresh walking around his home naked. Lane bit his tongue to keep the moan from escaping.

      They walked out of the high-rise office building and across the street. When they entered the lobby, Lane almost said something about needing to head home. The words would be a lie because he'd planned to hit Get Bent. Now he needed the distraction of the gay bar more than ever, but he wouldn't ditch Gresh, not with the prospect of spending the evening with the man. His fantasies would pick up tons of mileage from this date. Hell, it’s not a date.

      Gresh slid a card in a slot as they loaded onto the elevator and pressed a green button. Part of Lane demanded he stop this madness, speak up, say anything to get out of this train wreck of a night, but his dick ruled the show, preventing him from telling Gresh goodbye.

      The elevator doors opened, and Lane stepped out into a large living room; the view of downtown Houston drew him in, teasing him with its magnificence. He loved being up high and looking out over the sights below. His ultimate destination was Paris. Sure there were taller buildings, but Paris was Paris. He'd been to Chicago and spent the afternoon at the Willis Tower on the Skydeck, and he’d done New York; but now he wanted to travel to France and stand atop the Eifel Tower, soaking in the beauty with the wind in his face.

      “Like the view?”

      Lane turned to find Gresh standing across the room, his jacket off and his shirt open halfway down his chest, a white undershirt beneath the starched dress shirt. Heat rushed to Lane's cheeks, and he hoped that the sunlight behind him hid his blush.

      “It’s very nice.” Lane fought to keep his voice even.

      "Thanks. If you want something to drink, I might have a beer. I'm not sure. I do have wine. You can grab a glass while I change.”

      “Um, sure.” Lane stared after Gresh as the door shut, blocking Lane from watching him undress.

      Lane braced his hand against the window but pulled away quickly, not wanting to leave a smudge. He stumbled to the kitchen, but he didn’t grab either a beer or a glass of wine. Mixing alcohol with his raging hormones would spell disaster. Gresh getting naked behind that door screamed trouble. Lane closed his eyes as he leaned against the counter. He imagined Gresh standing in the center of the room with nothing on other than his underwear. Lane had always fantasized that Gresh wore white cotton briefs. He so wanted to go over to the door, push the damned thing open, and find out if his fantasies were reality.

      The wood in his pants pulsed, and Lane groaned; precum leaked from his cock. Shit, he had to get himself under control. Times like this, he wished he were a girl. He liked his cock too much to go beyond the cursory contemplation that if he were a woman, then he could be creaming his pants and no one would notice the evidence. But with his big ol' dick plumping up and squirting its stuff at just the thought of Gresh being naked, everyone at the restaurant would realize he had it bad for the boy.

      Lane adjusted his rod, pinching the underside to deflate his happiness. “Stupid dick,” he whispered as the door popped open, revealing Gresh dressed in jeans and a white oxford shirt. Lane almost passed out. He swung his eyes away from Gresh to look at anything other than the man of his dreams dressed in tight jeans and cowboy boots. All he needed to do now was grab a Stetson, and he'd be Lane's wet dream come to life.

      Thank God Gresh had been adjusting his sleeves when he walked out of the bedroom. Otherwise, he’d have seen the reaction Lane couldn’t hide. Tonight was a huge mistake. No way he could get through dinner with this guy and not do something stupid—like blow his load just staring at Gresh’s beautiful face. But he was helpless to change the direction of the evening, and part of him liked the torture, needing to stay close to Gresh.

      “Hey Lane, a friend gave me tickets to the Astro’s game. I think they’re playing the Braves tonight.”

      Shit, dinner, and baseball—the guy sure knew how to show him a good time. Poor Gresh probably thought he was just being nice and didn't realize the evil thoughts Lane had racing through his mind. “Sounds good.” Hell, why hadn’t he told Gresh no? Fucking idiot, spending that long with Gresh would surely reveal his desire to have the man.
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        * * *

      

      “I guess ranching is your favorite thing in the world,” Gresh said as they cut into their thick steaks.

      “Yeah.” Lane took a bite of the juicy meat and chewed, shaking his head. “No, not really. My favorite is jumping out of planes.”

      Gresh's eyes went round, and he coughed before taking a swig of water. "You jump out of planes?”

      “I love being up high in the sky. That view of yours is killer. I know it’s not the highest place in the world, but I want to go to Paris to see what it looks like from the top of the tower. I just love heights.” Lane cringed inwardly. Why was he being so honest with Gresh? The man didn’t need to hear about Lane’s secret desires.

      "How many times have you jumped?"

      “About fifty.” Lane took another bite of delicious steak.

      “What, fifty jumps? Are you crazy?”

      Lane took a long look at Gresh. Was he joking? Gresh should already know this stuff. Maybe the guy didn’t pay any attention to what his employees did before they came looking for a job.

      “Um, yeah. It was on my resume. I was in the Army. I was a paratrooper. I broke my leg with three months left on my service time.”

      “Oh, I didn’t know.” Gresh drank from his wineglass, and silence descended on the table.

      Lane felt uncomfortable. He’d searched for any new scrap of information on Gresh he could find, and the guy hadn’t even looked into Lane’s file to find out anything about him? The attraction was totally one-sided. That much was obvious to him now.

      Lane had almost finished his steak when Gresh’s hand grazed his arm. Heat shot from his forearm all the way to Lane’s cock. His gaze locked onto Gresh’s hand and slowly traveled up to his face. Lane’s breath hung in his chest as he waited for Gresh to speak or do anything so he could stop looking like an idiot.

      "Does your leg still bother you?" Gresh looked so sympathetic and worried that Lane wanted to reach up and smooth the worry from his brow.

      “Only when there’s a bad storm and the pressure drops. I’m used to it.”

      “I should have known you were in the Army. Actually, I don't really know anything about you."

      “I’m surprised.” Lane took his last bite of steak as disappointment filtered through him. What kind of boss was Gresh? Talk about totally uninvolved. He knew everything about the men in his employ. He guessed Gresh really didn’t care, and he’d been a fool to fantasize about his boss.

      “My father doesn’t really trust me.” Gresh forked a piece of steak into his mouth.

      “Really? He said he trusted you with this new dude ranch experience.”

      “Ah, that. It’s funny… actually kind of sad. I had to hire a consultant to get my dad to believe the numbers. When I presented the same data to him a few months ago, he dismissed what I said and told me to get real.”

      Lane fell mute. He’d always assumed Gresh had the easy life as the golden boy, the one who couldn’t do any wrong, born into Texas royalty. The guy with the silver spoon who got everything he wanted.  This was a different side of Gresh, and Lane didn’t know what to think. Hamilton had always seemed a bit distant from Gresh, and Lane had always wondered about how hard he’d been as a father. Now Lane had his answer.

      “Hm, maybe I shouldn’t have said anything. If this doesn’t go well, you’ll be working with Hamilton full-time again, and I'll be out of the picture."

      “Out of the picture. What do you mean?”

      “Never mind.” Gresh checked his watch. “Hey, the game’s about to start. You ready to watch some ball?”

      “You bet. I love baseball.”

      Midway through the game, the Astros were down by two. Lane gripped the back of the chair in front of him. The Astros were at bat with the bases loaded, and one of their worst hitters just took the plate. Lane wanted the Astros to win, but their chances seemed low.

      The pitch was thrown, but it was a strike. Another pitch—another strike.

      “Damn, this sucks. I’m exhausted just watching,” Gresh said.

      “Me too.” Lane cut his eyes to Gresh then back to the game. Since leaving the restaurant, Lane’s tension had eased. All the desire and need that had been building popped because he realized the longings were all in his mind, just stupid wishes that would never come true. Okay, so that was a lie. He was horribly attracted to Gresh, but he had to let the attraction die off. His boss wasn’t someone he should ever have an affair with. Chasing after Gresh went beyond unprofessional, and Lane wanted to keep his job.

      "He's going to get it." Gresh had leaned forward, his voice a whisper in Lane's ear.

      Goosebumps broke out over Lane's body. He didn't cut his eyes from the game, though he wanted to. He felt Gresh close, his breath hot on Lane’s neck. If he turned just a little, their lips would meet. The pitch sailed toward the plate, quickly followed by the loud crack of the bat that echoed through the stadium. Lane caught sight of the ball as it sailed toward the back wall of the field.

      Gresh jumped to his feet at the same time Lane did. The ball hung in the air as the crowd went wild. Lane watched it start to fall. Would the hit be over the wall? He couldn’t tell from this angle. It felt like ten years as he watched the ball slowly dive toward the earth. In or out… in or out… he didn't know so he clenched his fists, his muscles strung tight as the ball gained momentum on its careening path toward the ground. The camera zoomed in, the action displayed on the Jumbotron. So close, but from his angle, there was no way of knowing if it was in or out. The ball fell behind the wall. Lane and Gresh jumped up and down, ending up wrapped in a back-slapping hug, their bodies pressed together, Lane’s lips only millimeters from Gresh’s neck. Lane’s heart stalled. Their chests were touching, their dicks rubbing against each other as they moved. Gresh’s mouth came within kissing distance of Lane’s, but sliding his lips over the lush mouth of his dreams would be totally inappropriate.

      The crowd's noise died down, and Lane pulled away, trying like hell not to feel let down. Those few seconds of bliss when he’d been wrapped in Gresh’s arms had been heaven. The rest of the game passed in a blur as Lane obsessed over that hug. Hell, Gresh would hate him if he realized the thoughts running through his mind. The guy had been so nice tonight. He was trying to show the hick cowboy a fun time in the city. Living out on the ranch, Lane didn't go out to eat often, and he sure as heck never went to a game. Too much work prevented him from coming into town to watch a ballgame, though he wanted to more often than not.

      Jamie was in charge tonight, and Lane trusted him, but as the ranch's foreman, he had responsibilities, and he didn't take those lightly. He took time off, but when he did, he traveled or went to Get Bent to pick up a warm and willing.

      The Astros won by two, and most of the fans were in a jovial mood. Both he and Gresh were hit on by women leaving the game, but they both smiled and said thank you but no thank you, not taking the flirting seriously.

      The game had gone long, and Get Bent, though enticing, wasn't in the cards for the evening. Lane hated the thought of driving home, but he needed to get back. Thick traffic clogged the parking lot and streets. Lane was too tired to be tense until they pulled into the garage under Gresh’s high-rise apartment building.

      “I guess I’ll see you next week when you come out for the survey crew.” Lane stepped out of the car and started walking away.

      He heard Gresh behind him before he felt the hand on his shoulder. Gresh spun him around, his breathing heavy.

      “Hell, I can’t believe I’m doing this.” Gresh wrapped his arms around Lane and pulled him into a tight embrace, his lips only inches from Lane’s.

      At the first rough brush of Gresh’s jaw against Lane’s, the air whooshed out of his lungs. Then Gresh's lips slid against Lane's, and heat surged straight to Lane's dick. He stood still, unable to think or move. Gresham had kissed him. All night long, he'd been wondering what it would be like to kiss Gresh. The man looked so good and amazing—Lane didn’t feel worthy.

      Gresh didn't pull away, and neither did Lane after that first gentle swipe of lips on lips. His heart hammered hard, leaving Lane dizzy, his knees almost giving out.

      Gresh swung him around, pushing him up against the car. The movement took Lane by surprise. Gresh’s eyes bore into him, his pupils dilated, and his teeth clenched. Lane wanted this more than anything, and he tightened his arms around Gresh as if to give permission to whatever the man wanted to do.

      Gresh moaned, his eyes sliding closed as he pressed in against Lane’s body, their lips connecting, Lane’s mouth opening to Gresh. The strength that Gresh used to hold on to Lane surprised him. It was like Gresh couldn’t get enough.

      When Gresh finally pulled away, both of them were breathing hard, their chests heaving. The enormity of his situation hit Lane hard. Shit, he’s my boss.

      Lane tried to break free and started making up excuses that would keep him from getting fired. What could he say? No doubt, he was gay, and the last thing he wanted was anyone at the ranch to find out he liked men. He opened his mouth to say something when Gresh pulled him into another kiss.

      His dick pointed down against his leg, a bit uncomfortably, but he sure as hell wasn’t going to adjust the thing with Gresh right here. Fuck, how had he messed up so bad? He wasn’t supposed to be doing this with the boss. Sure, he had hot fantasies of Gresh kneeling before him, but the reality scared the crap out of him. His insides turned, and his head swam with fear.

      Lane tore his mouth away from Gresh. He had to get out of here. But first, an explanation. “Gresh, I’m sorry. I didn’t⁠—”

      “Shhh, don’t say anything. Come upstairs with me and let me⁠—”

      “No, we can’t.” Lane wanted to touch Gresh, run his fingers through the man’s hair, and witness how Gresh’s cock responded to his touch, but he couldn’t fuck his boss.

      “Babe, I want you. I want you so bad. Please,” Gresh begged.

      Lane’s heart melted. Gresh kissed him again. This time his kiss started off soft and full of passion. His hands dropped to Lane's crotch, and he rubbed all over, finding Lane's hard dick pointing down. Gresh groaned and pressed in, rubbing his own stiff cock against Lane’s stomach.

      Every rational argument against sleeping with his boss fled, and Lane had no reason to leave. He squeezed Gresh's ass tightly and whimpered as Gresh ground against him.

      Gresh broke the kiss, his eyes searching Lane’s. The scrutiny proved terrifying as Lane realized he’d done the one thing he said he’d never do. He was going to have sex with a man who had connections to the ranch and someone he worked with. God, this couldn’t get any worse.
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      Shock coursed through Gresh. He’d kissed Lane. For a brief moment, when he’d first pulled Lane into that brush of a kiss, he thought the guy would deck him. Their bodies had been so tense against each other, like a storm ready to break. Then Lane submitted to his advances, his body relaxing and melting against his. Triumph had wound through Gresh, leaving him giddy with excitement. Lane was skittish as a newborn colt, though, ready to race off at any moment.

      They were in the elevator together, heading up to Gresh's apartment. Lane stood beside him, his eyes wide as saucers. His fingers wove through Gresh’s, grasping tightly and squeezing the heck out of him.

      The elevator opened, and Gresh had to tug Lane into the den. Had he made a mistake in bringing Lane up here? They were rushing things, though they’d known each other for two years. “Are you okay with this?” Gresh smoothed his thumb over Lane’s cheek. Lane blinked twice, his eyes wide and owlish. He opened his mouth then closed it.

      “Wait, if you don’t want to⁠—”

      “No, I want to. I just… I don’t. God, this is difficult.”

      “Why is it difficult?” The pain of rejection filled Gresh. Why did all of his dates end up this way? He’d been turned down so many times it wasn’t even funny. “Listen, I’m sorry if I forced you to do something you didn’t want to. You can sleep in the guest room⁠—”

      Lane pushed him against the wall, his brow furrowed. "Every night I dream of you, and every morning I wake with wood so hard I hurt. Your name, yeah, your name, is the one I whisper as I polish my pole in the shower. I can’t get you out of my mind. Your body drives me crazy. Every time you show up at the ranch, I’m afraid my dick is going to embarrass me in front of the guys.”

      The shock of Lane’s words held Gresh still as Lane slid his fingers beneath Gresh’s shirt and over his belly to Gresh’s back. Lane leaned in and brushed his lips over Gresh’s jaw and down his neck to his collarbone. Lane started working the buttons on Gresh’s shirt, and he reached out and stopped Lane. Confusion marred Lane’s brow.

      “Let me undress you. I want to make—to show you how much I want you.” Gresh had fantasized about touching Lane so many times, dreamed about undressing him, revealing Lane’s skin inch by inch. Though his fantasy had never lived up to the excitement he felt now.

      When Gresh snapped the button on Lane’s pants, he jumped back. Gresh was so close to exploding, his body so worked up, that he didn’t want to stop. He’d go crazy if Lane forced him to stop.

      Lane held up a hand, his lips in a thin line, his eyes closed. When he spoke, Gresh saw the pain on his face. “Please tell me this won’t change anything at the ranch.”

      “I swear that nothing will change out there.”

      Their gazes locked, and the force of Lane’s lust hit Gresh between the eyes. He moved, fast and furious, as he reached for Lane’s clothes, searching for the zipper of Lane’s pants. Before he could take off the other man’s shirt, Lane held up his hand, stopping him.

      Gresh groaned and clenched his fist. He wanted to ask What now, but he bit his tongue.

      “I don’t want… I have…” Lane’s mouth turned down in a frown, his brows pinched together.

      “Babe, what is it?” Gresh stepped closer, kissing the crown of Lane’s head.

      “Here, see for yourself,” Lane growled as he ripped off his shirt, revealing angry red scars that crisscrossed his belly and the skin over his ribs. Gresh froze, knowing that his reaction would change the course of his and Lane’s future. He dropped to his knees, his gaze connected to Lane's as he leaned in and placed a soft kiss on the worst of the scars; his tongue snaked out, and he gently licked along the line of the raised trail to its end near Lane's belly button. He spread his hands over Lane’s waist, sliding his fingers around to the back of Lane’s body. The scars wrapped all the way. Questions flew through his mind, but the war of pain behind Lane’s eyes kept him quiet. Asking how didn’t seem appropriate at the moment, but Gresh wondered what the hell had happened. Instead of obsessing for answers, Gresh raked his eyes over Lane’s body. With shaky fingers, Gresh pulled off Lane’s pants, exposing the man’s cock.

      “Fuck, your cock is beautiful.” Gresh didn’t wait for a reply; instead, he sucked as much of Lane into his mouth as he could fit, grabbing Lane’s balls with one hand and his ass with the other.

      The moan from Lane set Gresh on fire. He sucked, nipped, and licked Lane to the edge, then stood and backed away.

      “Don’t stop,” Lane roared, his voice echoing through the apartment. Gresh laughed and took off across the den to his bedroom. He pushed through the door with Lane’s footfalls pounding right behind him. Gresh stopped by the dresser and watched Lane’s expression as he burst into the room. His eyes flashed over the furniture, then back to Gresh.

      “Nice. I love the black, but I want you.”

      Gresh had spent a fortune turning this bedroom into the ultimate bachelor’s retreat for moments like this. The wall of windows let in light, illuminating Lane enough for him to see. Lane advanced on him like a predator. The gleam in his eye and the snarl on his lips set Gresh’s heart to racing.

      “Wait, let me light the candles,” Gresh said.

      "I don't need romancing. I'm ready to fly."

      "For me. Please. You have your fantasies of us together, and I have mine."

      Lane stopped moving and nodded. “Light away.”
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        * * *

      

      After Gresh had lit half of the fifteen candles, Lane was glad he’d let Gresh play out his fantasy. The soft candle flicker made Gresh look amazing, highlighting his suntanned muscles.

      Gresh finished his task and stood by the bed, his cock sticking out from his body, swollen with desire. “Come here.”

      Lane didn’t hesitate. He wanted to be in Gresh’s arms and under him, totally surrounded by this man. When he moved near, Gresh grabbed Lane's hands, and instead of pulling him close, like Lane expected, he led Lane to the bed, pushing him to the black silk sheets. Lane, suddenly conscious of the scars across his belly, moved to cover his body with his hands. He didn’t mind his lovers seeing the marks as long as they didn’t stare. Hell, them seeing his scars couldn’t be avoided if he wanted to ever have sex again, but he usually made sure it was dark, hiding him from prying eyes as much as possible.

      Gresh captured Lane’s hand and shook his head. “You’re too beautiful to cover up. I want to see all of you.”

      Lane’s breath caught in his throat. Gresh's heated gaze raked over Lane's body, warming him inch by inch. Gresh hadn't asked any questions about the scars, and most importantly, he hadn't recoiled with disgust. Lane watched as Gresh stood above him, stroking his cock and cupping his balls. He moaned, "I so want to eat you up.”

      Gresh moved onto the bed, and their gazes connected as he lowered himself and slid his tongue up Lane’s leg from his knee to the top of his thigh. Lane arched into Gresh, needing the warm swipe of Gresh’s tongue on his cock. Gresh buried his nose in the hair at the base of Lane’s dick and sniffed in deeply, moaning out his breath. Lane almost passed out as Gresh moved his nose against his dick.

      “Hell, you smell so good.” Gresh crawled up Lane’s body so they were dick to dick, chest to chest, and face to face. “I want to fuck you silly.” Gresh slid his lips over Lane’s jaw to his ear and whispered. “I’m going to slide into you and pound you hard. You okay with that?”

      Lane’s eyes rolled up in his head as he arched into Gresh. “Please, fuck me hard. I need you in me.”

      The few words giving Gresh permission to top him must have unlocked something inside of Gresh. He was like a wild man as he pushed Lane’s legs up, kissing his way down Lane’s body to his dick. Licking and sucking for a moment before dropping lower and pulling one of Lane’s balls into his mouth. Lane grabbed onto his shins, holding tight as Gresh kissed and licked him. When Gresh slid his tongue lower to Lane’s ass, he thought he’d pass out. Every muscle tensed then let go as Gresh’s tongue circled his tight ring and pushed at the opening, sending shocks of electricity through Lane’s body. Lane almost came, but he grabbed the base of his dick and squeezed, forcing himself to hold back.

      “Fuck…killing me,” Lane gasped.

      Gresh popped up between Lane’s legs and smiled at him. “What a fun way to go, though.”

      Lane laughed and watched as Gresh licked his dick again, running his tongue from the base to the tip and back down.

      “You taste so good. I could lick you all day long. But I really want to fuck you right now.”

      Lane let go of his legs as Gresh rolled off the bed and opened the drawer in the black nightstand. The candlelight bounced off the walls and flickered, giving the room a dreamlike quality. Gresh stalked him like a hungry tiger, Lane’s breath coming faster as the excitement on Gresh’s face grew.

      Gresh stroked his dick as he stared down at Lane squirming on the bed. The power of Gresh’s gaze held Lane hostage, leaving him totally at Gresh’s mercy. The only way he’d be more powerless was if he were tied to the bed. The thought overwhelmed Lane, and drops of precum leaked out of his dick.

      The fire in Gresh's eyes grew, and he leaped on the bed, licking the slick secretion from Lane’s body. “That’s mine from now on.”

      As Gresh hung over him, his tongue sliding over the slit in Lane’s dick, his body sizzled and felt as if he was on fire. He swallowed and clenched his abs and his ass, trying to make his balls calm down, but stalling was no use. His body had decided that it was time to blow.

      Gresh realized what was happening and opened his mouth, sliding Lane’s dick inside before he came. Gresh rode Lane’s dick like a pro, milking him to the last drop and then licking him clean with wide sweeps of his tongue.

      Lane couldn’t move. His eyes slid shut then popped open. Gresh had been better than he imagined, and they hadn't even fucked. Before Lane could catch his breath, Gresh was on top of him, sliding two fingers into Lane's ass and moving them around to open him up. He groaned and pulled his legs wider, letting Gresh go deeper.

      Lane grunted as Gresh hit his prostate with his fingers. Gresh’s eyes lit up like he knew he’d hit gold.

      “Feel good?” Gresh asked.

      “Yeah,” Lane growled.

      Gresh stroked Lane’s semi-hard dick. “Looks like you’re almost ready for round two.”

      "How many times are you going to make me cum before you take me?"

      If Lane thought Gresh’s eyes were bright before, they were luminous now as he began seriously jacking Lane off.

      “Damn, you sure know how to touch a guy.” Lane wove his fingers through Gresh’s thick black hair and pulled him close for a kiss. He opened his mouth, letting Gresh’s tongue mimic what he was about to do with his dick.

      Gresh pulled away, his eyes narrowed. “Would you ever let me tie you up?”

      “Yes,” Lane hissed. Thinking about being tied underneath Gresh and helpless to his whims made his dick throb. God, what was he thinking? He hadn’t allowed anyone that much power over him, not since that one night too long ago.

      Everything exploded in a sensation of pleasure. Gresh was in him, his dick shoved up so high into Lane’s ass that he had to arch off the bed. There wasn’t any pain, one of the blessings Lane was truly thankful for. He’d never had issues with taking it up the ass. Getting fucked felt so good he wondered why he’d ever thought he should be with girls. He knew why—the scars were an everyday reminder of what happened when the wrong person found out. But he couldn’t deny the truth. Men like this were his future. Life would be pure bliss if Gresh was his future, but he wouldn’t go there. He wouldn’t start dreaming about a future with him because he’d made Gresh promise nothing at the ranch would change. He wanted his job but right now, with Gresh shoved inside him up to his balls and Lane’s dick about to blow again, he’d trade everything for forever with this man.

      Gresh started out with an even rhythm, but that soon changed to wild bucking as Lane flexed and squeezed around him, giving him a tight ride he wouldn’t soon forget. Gresh groaned. “Fuck… Oh shit, this⁠—”

      Gresh dropped down on Lane, his mouth seeking out Lane’s and kissing him deeply as his dick pulsed with the force of his orgasm. The hot press of their bodies together was enough to send Lane over the edge, coating both of their bellies with his jizz.

      Their breaths came in gasps as Gresh lay on top of Lane, not moving. Lane had never stuck around with a guy after having sex. When the questions started, and they invariably did afterward, he bailed. How did you get cut? Did it hurt? And if he ever told the truth, they’d want to know why he hadn’t gone to the police. The urge to run filled him as the enormity of what he’d just done hit him. He’d had sex with his boss. Not only that, his boss knew about the scars. Oh shit, he was in for it now. Gresh had plans to help with the cabins, and he'd be out at Crazy Hills more than ever before.

      Lane's stomach turned, and his head swam. How had he let this happen? Before, he'd always kept his sex and his work separate. No one on the ranch knew for a fact he was gay. They just thought he didn't date. At least his boss wouldn't fire him for being gay—or would he?

      Gresh stood and held out a hand to Lane, his smile faltering for a second when he got a good look at Lane’s face. Gresh dropped to his knees on the bed, worry bunching his brows. “Babe, what’s wrong?”

      Lane sat up; his head spun with fear that he didn’t want to voice. “You swear nothing will change at the ranch?”

      “Shhh, nothing at all. Don’t worry, you have my word.”

      Lane felt a little better, but still, worry filled him as they cleaned up quickly, and Gresh pulled him back into bed, snuggling tightly against him. It took Lane forever to fall asleep as he stewed over his future. Gresh hadn't said anything about the scars. This was the first man he'd ever been with who accepted Lane without questioning why or how. Usually, he'd tell the guys to fuck off and leave once the questions started, but he didn't want to do the same with Gresh. He wanted to trust Gresh, wanted to believe that this thing they had tonight wouldn’t affect his job. Sure the guy said nothing would change, but he’d been told stories like that when he was younger. Thank God he’d never slept with any of his peers in the Army, but during his first job out, he’d created a disaster by doing exactly that. Oh damn, why had he let his dick rule his mind and lead him right into Gresh’s bed?

      They'd blown out the candles, but the curtains were open, allowing light to spill into the room. Lane rolled over and stared at Gresh’s profile, amazed by the man’s beauty. His heart ached as he stared at him, knowing he was too hot to handle, and yet Gresh had no clue how appealing he was. God, take his picture and send the photo into any modeling agency in New York, and they’d snap him up.

      Lane couldn’t help himself where Gresh was concerned. Since the first day he’d met the man, he’d been head over heels in lust with him—and maybe just a little bit in love too.
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      The sound of tires on gravel hit him before the vehicle arrived at the ranch house. Nothing, not a word or a call from Gresh since he’d left early Saturday morning after another round of hot sex. His backside wasn’t sore anymore; not that Gresh had been too rough. Lane liked sex a bit wild, but Gresh had pounded him so hard Lane thought he’d bruised his tailbone.

      The car rounded the bend, and Lane's heart sank. Daddy Big Bucks sat at the wheel, ruining any plans Lane had for Gresh. Hamilton stepped out of the car, his smile wide. No way had he found out about his and Gresh’s indiscretions.

      “I thought Gresh was coming out for this?”

      “Oh no, son. I sent him to take care of a few things in New York for me. I thought I’d come out here to meet with the survey crew.”

      Lane didn’t experience any relief. The weight on his shoulders increased as the heat of the day baked into the dirt. South Texas weather often turned brutal at the drop of a hat, and today would be a real humdinger. He’d looked forward to seeing Gresh; even if they didn’t do anything more than shake hands, he still wanted that connection.

      The survey crew showed up, and Hamilton took them through their paces, demanding to know what they were doing at every turn. At least the crew kept Hamilton busy and out of the cowboys’ hair.

      Lane wondered if he’d ever hear from Gresh again. He'd been a fool to think this didn't change anything. Hamilton and the survey crew left after a few hours, and life on the ranch went back to normal. Lane forced thoughts of Gresh from his mind during the day, but at night he found himself helpless to the fantasies that wove their way through his dreams. Every night he dreamed of having sex with Gresh, and every morning he took care of his wood with Gresh’s name on his tongue.

      Guys showed up to lay the pipes, and another crew came by to place the forms for the foundation. Gresh stayed away. Work on the ranch never ended. A steady stream of things to be moved, cleaned, fixed, or watched over kept Lane busy. There were still a few cows that hadn’t delivered. He hated when the cows didn’t get pregnant all at the same time. Really, he’d planned well, but he still had a few stragglers. He needed to pull out these late cows and break them off into a different pasture, but with the drought, he’d changed the grazing schedule.

      So what if he had fifteen mamma cows who wouldn’t drop a calf for a few more weeks. The grass was coming back in the north pasture, and the two fields to the east were looking good. Only the west area needed more time to recover.

      The Monday, a week after his tryst with Gresh, Lane took off to fix the fence on the far north side of the property. They'd be moving the cattle to the ranch's northern grasslands next, and he wanted no chance of escape or hidden dangers that could harm the cows. Already this season, they'd lost two momma cows. He took a bedroll and planned on sleeping in the bed of the truck. No rain showed in the forecast, which sucked and was a blessing both. Sleeping on the ground in a tent might protect him if a shower broke out, but too many snakes and other creepy crawlies liked to share heat in the middle of the night.

      There weren't enough repairs to keep him busy all day Monday and Tuesday, so he headed back to the ranch house late Tuesday afternoon, ready for a hot shower and some cold beer. He came in the back door and dropped his boots by the utility sink. He peeled out of his jeans and his shirt. Too much dust and other junk clung to his clothes for him to drag them through the house. He’d start a load in the washer after he took a shower. He walked into the kitchen then backtracked. During the messy work of switching out fence posts, he’d gotten dust in his underwear. He pulled off his cotton briefs and dropped them on top of his clothes.

      No one was in the big house anyway. Cookie, the ranch chef extraordinaire and general caretaker, had gone into town, making his weekly run, and none of the other cowboys ever visited the big house unless Cookie had food on the table. Lane showered quickly, his dick growing hard as images of Gresh filled his mind. Fuck, the guy wreaked havoc on his mind too often. This weekend Lane would go into the city and find some gay bar to take the edge off. He needed a warm and willing man to stay sane.

      Lane cut the water and stood in the shower, not ready to wax his wood in the middle of the day. Sure, if he knew Cookie would be gone for another thirty minutes, he might indulge, but he had no idea what time the old fart would be home.

      He draped a towel over his head, pulled back the shower curtain, got out of the shower, and ran straight into another person.
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        * * *

      

      Satisfied with the cement pour that had started early that morning, Gresh entered the house but stepped back out quickly. He’d driven out here at the butt crack of dawn hoping to run into Lane, but the man was out in one of the far pastures and wouldn't return until Wednesday. He'd moved his stuff into the guestroom attached to Lane's room. It was only fair. Gresh had grown up in the room Lane now occupied. Plus, being this close to the man had its advantages.

      He’d worn boots and jeans this
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