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        Colby McBride is a hardworking cowboy trying to make ends meet laying tile in Colorado. A loner by choice, Colby finds his peace camping in the mountains outside Boulder. Gordon James is a sophisticated restaurateur who owns not one, but two successful establishments in downtown Boulder. He is devoted to his work and wealthy enough to get what he wants. The men are friends, but sparks fly when Colby falls in love and decides to show Gordon how much fun a cowboy can be.

      

        

      
        They’re just beginning to explore their relationship when a family tragedy leaves Gordon with custody of his five-year-old niece. Colby comes from a huge family and is eager to help with Olivia and to prove his worth to Gordon. But neither of them is ready for the tremendous changes to their already busy lives, or for how this new relationship with Olivia challenges them, complicating the way they interact with each other.

      

        

      
        They say opposites attract, but can these two different men work together to join their disparate lives and form a family?
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      It was a beautiful day. The sun was bright, and a light breeze ruffled Gordon’s hair as he got out of his Jeep Wrangler. He opened up the back, pulled out a heavy, square cardboard box and a bag with two bottles of wine, and then headed into the restaurant.

      He stopped and set the two bottles of wine on the bar next to a man bent over some paperwork. “Hey, Oscar.”

      “Hey, boss.” Oscar was the manager at Delmara. Gordon had hired him many years ago, not long after he opened the place. It had been Oscar’s brilliant idea to add tapas to the menu, and look where they were now. Oscar was constantly proving himself more valuable.

      Gordon had asked Oscar if he’d be interested in running his new farm-to-table place, Gaia, when it opened a year ago, but Oscar had turned the job down. He said he knew what he was good at and it wasn’t yuppie tomatoes. Gotta love him.

      “Oscar, these two bottles are for Mr. White. He has a reservation tonight and requested them specifically. The first one is on the house because I want him to sponsor part of the spring mentoring fundraiser. Make sure he gets his usual table and Becky as his server.”

      “Got it. And is he bringing his… er….”

      “Date. Call her his date. Remind Becky.” Becky had a few other choice words for her, he knew. He understood; after all, the woman, drunk at the time, had loudly accused Becky of flirting with White the last time they were in. But Becky would be fine. White liked her and tipped well, and she liked her bread buttered.

      Oscar laughed. “I’ll do that. Oh, boss? Don’t forget that the ladies’ room has a….”

      “Got the tile.” He pointed to the box under his arm. “But I need to make that call. I’ll go do that right now. Thanks, Oscar.”

      Gordon hurried back to his office. The fucking special-order tile in that bathroom was costing him a fortune, but scheduling the work would be easy at least. His tile guy was also a buddy, and always easy to bribe with good beer. He closed his office door and dialed.

      “Yo, sugarbutt. How goes it?” Colby answered him with a low drawl that reminded him of incredible whiskey poured over sugar cubes.

      He put the box down on his desk and collapsed into his desk chair, grinning. “Hey, Colby. Listen, I need you to come by and install that replacement tile I ordered for the ladies’ room at Delmara. You got time this afternoon? I have a beer with your name on it.”

      “For you? I’ll make time.” Colby laughed, utterly unashamed about wanting his beer. “You might have to have me dirty, though. I’ve been loading my truck with tile boxes all morning, and I’m covered in ceramic dust.”

      That was Colby, always coming off a hard day’s work somewhere. “Please. Do you ever show up clean? What time will I see you?”

      “Is four too late? Then I won’t have to run off.”

      “Four it is. The bathroom stall has been taped off for a week. It can go one more day.” He still needed to head upstairs and change. He spent nearly every evening front of house, and he had a VIP coming in tonight, so he needed to be on time. Oh shit, he needed to pick up his suit at the cleaners. Okay, that errand was next.

      “You’ll have to let it cure twenty-four hours anyway.” Something crashed, and he heard, “I swear to God, y’all. You break those tiles and I will personally rip off your heads and shit down your neck.”

      “Oh, listen to you go all boss. Should I let you go?”

      “Yeah, yeah. I got a reputation to uphold and shit. See you at four, man.”

      Gordon laughed. Colby’s voice had dropped a whole octave. “Your secret is safe with me. See you at four.”

      A raspberry sounded, and then Colby hung up on him. There was something about Colby—this genuine joy when it came to anything from working to shooting pool to watching a movie—it made the guy fun to hang out with. And Gordon needed some fun once in a while. He loved his job, but it could really eat up his personal time.

      Still grinning, he put his phone back in his pocket. He cut open the box to check out the tile he’d ordered. It was the right stuff. He’d just leave it on his desk for Colby. He took a second to look through the mail Oscar had left for him. Bills, bills, and more bills as usual, but also the package he’d been expecting—the newest addition to his porn collection. He left that on his desk unopened and headed out to the bar.

      “Hey, Oscar, I have to run out and get my suit, and I’m going to stop by Gaia and make sure they’re good for the weekend. I’ll be back by three. Colby McBride will be by around four to see about the tile. Send him to my office when he gets here?”

      “Oh, great. Will do.”

      “What do the reservations look like?”

      “We’re packed, boss. Tonight and tomorrow, both.”

      “Nice.”

      “He’ll be out by six, right?”

      “I’ll make sure he is.” It wasn’t a lot of work; it’d be okay. They could hang out and have that beer after Colby was done. Damn priorities.

      “All right, I’m off.” Gordon brushed the wrinkles out of his shirt and headed out the door.

      God, this gorgeous day. No wonder they were expecting a packed house. People were out everywhere. Nothing was as good for business as the promise of springtime.

      After a long winter, there was nothing quite like coming alive again.
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      “McBride? You get that utility room floor done?”

      “Would I be out here looking for my draw if I didn’t, man? Y’all know I do good work.” Come on, motherfucker. Pay me. I got to tile a bathroom and see my man. He reckoned it didn’t matter a bit whether Gordon knew he was Colby’s. That was just details. Eventually he would make Gordon see him as more than a beer buddy.

      If he could start his weekend with a check in one hand and a beer in the other, he would be a happy little cowboy. He’d started one job, picked up supplies for another, and trimmed out the third. He was a busy man.

      Thank God for that.

      “You’re the best guy out there,” Lou admitted grudgingly, handing over his draw. “And I gotta say, you will work for money.”

      “I’m good that way.” He pocketed the check after peeking to make sure all the numbers were there. “Thank you, sir. I will be on the Williams’s job come Monday. Should take me a day and a half, give or take.”

      “Then you’ll work that Best Western?”

      “Just the lobby fireplace, man. You can get any asshole to slap down twelve-bys on the rooms.” He knew what his happy ass was worth, and it was worth more than mindless tile work. He liked to be pushed some.

      “Just the lobby.” Lou rolled his eyes like dice. “The owner’s wife has ideas.”

      “Faboo.” Something else he was pretty good at was talking to folks. He liked people, so for the most part, people liked him. “I can talk to her Tuesday afternoon or Wednesday, huh? Let her show me what all she wants.”

      Lou snorted. “Oh, I’m sure she’ll love whatever you have to offer. Try for Tuesday, yeah? I want you done over there by Friday. I’ve got a couple of big jobs I’ve bid on for the week after, and there might be some design work on one of them. I could use you.”

      “Just call.” Lou paid on time and, so far, didn’t seem to be too much of a dick, so Colby gave the big man priority. “Have a good weekend, sir.”

      “You too, cowboy.”

      He tipped his gimme cap and headed out to his F-250, then hauled his butt up into the cab. “Okay. Let’s get this show on the road.”

      Colby cracked his window, turned Luke Bryan up loud, and put on his sunglasses. Damn, he did love to have him some springtime, even if it came later up here than it did back home. The snow was gone, the trees were budding, and the sun was making promises that it might be time to grill out wearing nothing but his cutoffs.

      Between the weather and his music, the forty-minute drive from the worksite just flew on by. Traffic into town was pretty heavy but moving, and it wasn’t long before he was pulling into the lot at Delmara. He saw Gordy’s Wrangler, looking a damn sight cleaner than any Jeep he’d ever seen back home. Figured. That Wrangler probably hadn’t seen a dirt road in its life. He parked right next to the shiny Jeep, tossed his sunglasses on the seat, grabbed his tool belt, and headed inside.

      “Ah, Mr. McBride.” Gordy’s manager waved him over to the bar. Hell if he could remember the guy’s name.

      “Yes, sir. Mr. James called. Says he got a job for me?”

      “Yes, but he wants you to stop by his office first. You remember where you’re going?”

      “Think so.”

      “I’ll buzz him. You can head on back.”

      He headed through the restaurant to the office, thinking that the tile floor in the hall probably ought to be replaced. It was pretty beat-up.

      Gordy’s office door opened before he even had a chance to knock. “Hey, man. Come on in.”

      “Hey, honey. You wanting me to get to work on that bathroom, huh?” Look at that hot motherfucker. Colby did like him some stud.

      Gordy closed the office door. He turned around, and Colby got a good view of his five-o’clock shadow and his crazy green eyes. “I’d really like to take a break now, but we open in two hours, and those ladies aren’t going to like you in their bathroom much.”

      “I live to serve, honey, and your fancy-assed customers might be took aback by my Wrangler butt.”

      “They’re not that fancy. You’re just that cowboy.” Gordy laughed, blond bangs falling in his eyes. He swept them away the way he did, one hand carding through them and then that little toss of his head. Gordy gave him one of them weird-assed man-hug deals, bicep popping through his shirt like some high-dollar Popeye. “Thanks for coming by. Now get to work.”

      “Bossy old man,” he teased and opened the office door real quick before Gordy could react. “You put the tiles in the bathroom?”

      “Oh shit. No, they’re on my desk.” Gordy picked up the box and handed it over. “Here. And don’t make me hound you for an invoice like last time.”

      “Yeah, yeah. I’m on it.” He grabbed the box, nodded, then made his way to the bathroom. He was going to have to set up his wet saw to trim around the toilet….

      Before long he was lost in the steadiness of the work, setting the tile, making sure everything was just so, and the time just flew by.

      “Hey, looking good in here. Not that I would expect anything less.” Gordy set a cold bottle of beer down on the floor next to Colby. “We open in a half an hour, you close?”

      “You know it. I’ll pop in tomorrow afternoon and grout it before y’all open.” He grabbed the bottle and downed half the brew. Oh, hoppy goodness. One thing about hanging with a restaurant guy? You didn’t have to drink so much Coors Light.

      “That would be great. Really appreciate it. Come on up when you’re done if you want. I need a shower, and I have to put on a tie for a VIP tonight, but I’ve got some time to hang out. Back elevator’s running again.” Pretty neat that Gordy owned the building and lived two floors above the restaurant.

      “Spiffy! Sure.” Man in a suit. Yay. “I got to go load my truck. You got a sign for this stall? Someone steps in here on this thin-set and they’ll slide and hurt themselves and ruin my tile job.”

      “Can’t have that.” Gordy winked at him and then looked around. “Oh. I thought there was a rope and… yeah. I’ll get Oscar to set something up in here. Do your thing and then come on up. Door’ll be open.”

      “Yessir. I’m on it.” It took him two trips to load up the truck and get his shit locked in his toolbox. He finished his beer on the way and took a second to wipe his face off.

      Lord have mercy, he was filthy. Good thing he’d warned Mr. Fancy Tie before he showed.

      He headed around to the back of the building and took the stairs instead of the elevator. The stairs were more convenient anyway; the fire door on the third floor opened up right next to Gordy’s front door.

      He let himself in, as he had done many times before, and was overwhelmed as usual by the size of the damn TV in the front room. He kept telling Gordy to move it to the back wall, but the guy was as stubborn as a hog on ice. Otherwise, though, the apartment was comfortable and not nearly as showy as Gordy could probably afford to be if he wanted. Everything was new and shiny, but the couches were comfy, and the decor was basically gay bachelor pad. Framed Stonewall poster on one wall, rack of DVDs, mostly porn, under the TV, the usual. Broadway soundtracks lined up next to the stereo.

      “That you?”

      “No, sir!”

      Some ancient rock band was on the radio. Gordy always had music going. Colby just shook his head.

      Gordy came out of the kitchen still in his jeans but nothing else except the two bottles of beer he was carrying.

      “You get mugged on your way up?”

      “What?”

      “You lost your shirt.”

      Gordy laughed, holding out one of the bottles. “Have another beer, cowboy. Your jokes aren’t funny yet.”

      “Now, now. Ain’t it you that ought to be having another one so I start getting funnier?” Lord have mercy, he did love to look at that man. He could watch Gordon James wander around his so-fancy condo for days.

      Well, maybe not days. That would lead to long-term blue balls.

      “Yeah, that’s never worked. There’s no hope for you.” Gordy took a swig of his beer. “Oh!” He pointed to the coffee table. “New porn in the mail.”

      “Lord, honey. Don’t you know that’s all on the computer now?”

      Gordy shook his head. “That’s vintage, my friend. The early bareback stuff. Low edit, tons of fucking. That’s not your cheap internet thrill. You should borrow it.”

      “Low edit—what the fuck does that even mean, man? Seriously.” Tons of fucking he got.

      “No cuts? No kissing and then cut to the money shots?” Gordon sounded a little snooty about it. Like this was something everybody knew but Colby. “You know, the whole scene—foreplay to finale.”

      “Not all of us are conness… connoisseurs and shit. Me? I like a nice long bout of on-screen fucking. That way if your mind wanders….” He did love to tease.

      “Your mind or your hand?” Gordon snorted. “I’m with you, the longer the better.” He drew his words out, and they had a little heat and a little growl in them. “Mm.”

      “Listen to you.” He’d like for Gordon to listen to his happy ass, just for a second, just long enough to prove that he was man enough to rock Gordon’s world.

      Gordon laughed. “One of these days we should hit the clubs in Denver. You get over there much?”

      “Once a month or so. Depends on whether I have to run over for a specialty tile in the afternoon. That makes it easier.” And he got to dance. Damn, he did love to two-step.

      “I think it’s been—God, I don’t know—maybe five or six weeks since I’ve been there. I used to go every Sunday. Last few weeks I’ve been watching a game or bad movies with this tile guy on Sundays. Or losing at pool. I’m still waiting for that chance to redeem myself, by the way.”

      Few weeks? It had been three months. “Oh, now. I’ll play you any time, but you ain’t got redemption coming.”

      “I might if you’d drink anything stronger than beer.”

      “Country don’t mean dumb, Gordy.” He winked over. Some things were real important—knowing when to drink and when to make a bet were two of them.

      “Nope. And apparently a college degree doesn’t make a man wise either.” Gordy winked right back at him. “Oh, speaking of wise. Have you got a couple of work days open in the next week or two? I’m having a new shower installed in the master bath, and I want to do something kind of modern and flashy in there with the tile after. I told them I knew a guy.”

      “Yeah? Sure. We got lots of options. I’ll bring a few things over—wood-grain tile is huge right now. I did a bath the other day with glass pieces in the grout line. It looked like diamonds or some shit. Too fucking cool.”

      “Glass? How cool is that? Must take forever to do, though, huh?”

      He shrugged, took a long swig of beer. “Depends on what you want. They have some strips you can lay in. You do know a guy, after all.”

      “Yep. A very reliable guy that does top-notch work. Thanks. Just let me know when you can show me the samples.” Gordy finished off his beer. “Drinking before work. Good thing it’s not full-on summer yet.” He set his bottle on the coffee table. “I need a shower. You want to hang out and watch the cable or whatever, go ahead. I might even have some food in the fridge.”

      “You mean you’re not worried about your virtue?”

      Gordon snorted and tossed Colby the remote. “Don’t drink all my beer, cowboy.” He headed down the hall toward his bedroom.

      One day, man. One day I will have my shit together enough and I will make my move. Colby watched that tight little ass as Gordon disappeared into his bedroom.

      He could be patient. In theory. Really he could.

      He hoped.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            3

          

        

      

    

    
      Gordon started the water and got into the shower, even more ready for that renovation now that he had Colby on board. They’d be tearing this thing out early next week and installing something big enough that he could actually move around, and then Colby could get in there and make it a great space to spend some time.

      He grinned and ducked his head under the spray.

      Worried about his virtue. Ha.

      As if he had any virtue to be worried about.

      Even if he did, that cowboy wasn’t making a move on anyone. In the few weeks since they’d really started hanging out together, Colby hadn’t asked him for anything. The man didn’t seem to care what game they watched, which bar they hung out at, what beer he was drinking, nothing. He was all “sure, man,” and “good deal.” Even dinner was “I could eat,” not what or even where.

      He was just… easy. Easy to work with, easy to hang out with.

      Easy on the eyes too.

      If he and Colby didn’t have a professional relationship—well. He’d be all over that perky little ass. But you don’t shit where you eat, right? Keep business business and pleasure in Denver.

      He finished scrubbing and got out, turning his thoughts to work while he shaved. He had White in the house tonight, and he needed to make sure that was a good impression. He wanted that sponsorship.

      It didn’t take him long to dress. Sharp suit, shiny shoes, silk tie, and he was good to go. He took one last look in the long dressing mirror in the corner of his bedroom and grinned.

      Still got it, Gord-o.

      He headed back into the living room and found Colby leaned back on his sofa, sacked out, beer bottle dangling from limp fingers—and froze.

      Oh.

      Gordon watched Colby sleep for a second, admiring… something. Something other than the way Colby’s jeans stretched across his hips or how dark his lashes were where they rested just above his cheekbones. Definitely something else.

      Maybe how the cowboy’s boots were leaving smudge marks in his carpet.

      He exhaled, only just realizing he’d been holding his breath, and took a couple of steps forward. Jesus, Colby always smelled so good after work.

      Gordon reached for the bottle and slid it from Colby’s fingers before he dropped it.

      Colby’s eyes popped open. “Shit. Sorry, man. It was quiet, and you know me, I sleep when I can.”

      “Jesus Christ!” Gordon jumped back. “You scared the crap out of me.”

      “Sorry!” Colby grabbed his wrist, the motion quick as a snake, and kept him from toppling over the end table.

      “Whoa! Shit.” Gordon grabbed hold of Colby’s forearm with his other hand and got himself upright, laughing. “Cowboy’s trying to kill me.”

      “Bah. You were fixin’ to go ass over teakettle. I just saved your life.”

      “Yeah, sure. After your eyes popped open like a fucking zombie back from the dead.” Gordon shook his head and smoothed out his tie, grinning. “Giving me a fucking heart attack.”

      “You look good, man. For real. You clean up real nice.”

      “Thank you. Got a VIP to impress.” He straightened up and squared his shoulders with the compliment. Preening like an idiot for Colby.

      “I better get down there.” He dumped his keys on the coffee table. “Just drop those on the desk in my office whenever you take off. No rush.”

      “Yeah? I’ll go ahead and measure your bathroom, then, man. So I know what I’m talking about, design-wise.”

      “Oh, perfect. Thanks. Catch you later.” Or maybe I’ll catch you asleep on my couch again later. Not a bad image. Grinning, he headed out the door and trotted down the stairs to go find Oscar and get the doors open.
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      Fuck traffic.

      Fuck traffic and people with more money than sense.

      Colby headed west on 119, climbing into the mountains, the stress fading from him as the number of cars started falling away. He turned up the satellite radio and started singing along, but the real peace didn’t come until he’d gone far enough that his phone didn’t have a signal.

      Oh. No texts. No phone calls. No bullshit. Just him, the mountain, and a case of beer.

      Colby drove until the road petered out, and then he pulled over and got the four-wheel drive set and drove some more. He rattled and clattered all the way, bouncing on the seat as he headed up and up until he found just the place.

      He never knew how he found the right place to stop, but he managed to find a good one every weekend, trusting his soul to lead the way. This was why he’d ended up here in this high-dollar town—the mountains. Shit, he’d fallen in love on first sight. The way the aspen leaves shook, the columbines growing out of that last lingering snow.

      The mountains didn’t judge, and they didn’t tolerate fools either. You fucked up, you paid, easy as that.

      One day maybe Gordon would come, see this. Maybe start to understand that he was more than a beer and a tile guy. Maybe start to look at him like he was worth seeing.

      Colby hopped out of the truck and stretched, his back popping like mad. He had his gear, his sleeping bag, cooking grate, his chair, and he’d set up camp here in a bit, but first?

      He grabbed a beer from the cooler and leaned on the wheel well, staring out at the trees. Fuck yeah. He let himself breathe deep, all the shit from the week—good and bad—fading off.
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      Gordon had a zillion pairs of shoes. He had so many that they had their own closet. He had a shoe closet. It was ridiculous. Stupid. Nobody needed that many pairs of shoes, including him.

      But he sure liked them.

      After his shower he’d pulled on a pair of jeans and a button-down, standard uniform for him for pretty much everything except evenings at Delmara. The only thing that changed were his shoes.

      He finally decided on a pair of Cole Haan suede oxfords and sat on the edge of the bed to put them on, grinning at the bit of dusty bathroom floor he could see.

      That was going away. In a couple of days, it would be something fantastic. Colby was in Denver early, picking up his special-order tile, and was on his way back right now. He’d texted Gordon a picture of the boxes in the back of his truck.

      He got up and had a look around the bathroom. The new shower was zero entry and glass on two sides, and plenty big enough for Gordon to have a party in it. He’d like to have a party in it eventually, but for now he was just thrilled he’d be able to turn around without smacking an elbow into something or brushing up against the wall.

      He had a lot of work to do today, and it started with confirming his appointment with one of the potential architects on the Delmara renovation, and looking over the numbers the bank had emailed him to try to put together a dollar figure he could live with.

      Then it was going to be nearly two hours of interviews for spring and summer waitstaff, a meeting with Chef to finalize the seasonal menu, and his usual Wednesday head-to-head with Oscar.

      It was spring. He loved spring and the promise of packed restaurants and long workdays. He lived for it. If Delmara was busy, he was a happy camper. If it was swamped, he was over the moon and ready to get to work.

      But first, coffee.

      The soles of his oxfords were slippery on the carpeting in the hall, reminding him of those patent leather Mary Janes his sister wore on Easter and Christmas. His dad used to take a key to the bottom to scuff the soles up so she wouldn’t slip and fall on her ass in church.

      There was no way he was taking a key to these babies.

      He usually just made two cups of coffee, but today he’d made a whole pot, figuring Colby would probably want some if he didn’t stop for Starbucks or something on the drive back from Denver.

      You never knew with Colby. Rumor was, the man loved a strawberry Frappuccino every now and again. Gordon couldn’t imagine anything more vile.

      He set two mugs on the counter and poured himself a cup.

      His phone beeped, and he glanced down and smiled when he saw Colby’s name and sbux?

      Gordon laughed. The little fucker.

      gr skim latte, ex shot thx. text when here I’ll help unload

      He decided to drink the cup he had in his hand anyway, taking it out into the living room.

      By the time Colby arrived, Gordon had settled on his architect and was elbow-deep in budgeting. The renovations were still nearly a year away, but these things took planning, and he didn’t intend to go into debt. He wanted the cash on hand. He had a spreadsheet from the bank on the coffee table and another one up on his iPad.

      “Hey, you. Coffee and a slice of that lemon cake thing you like.”

      Gordon accepted the coffee and grimaced at the Frappuccino in Colby’s hand. Gross. “You need a hand with the tile?”

      “I got the first boxes up here. I’m gonna set my saw up downstairs like last time, if that’s cool. It makes a mess.”

      Was that an answer?

      “Sure.” He set his coffee down on the table and dug into the lemon cake, breaking off a big bite. “So… don’t need help, then?” he asked, still chewing. He held the little bag with the cake in it out in case Colby wanted a bite.

      “This is enough, thanks. I’m good right now. I’m gonna get to it. Remember, you can’t use it for a couple days. I need everything to set just so.”

      “Haven’t used it since the weekend. I have the other one in the hall with the tub in it.” Gordon watched him. Colby’s work clothes were as beat-up as ever, but he was clean and smiling, rested. He looked… great.

      Mmm. Really good.

      Gordon swallowed and turned around to pick up his coffee again. Damn, that cowboy had been making him twitchy lately. He’d been thinking. He’d been wondering.

      Hell, he’d been fantasizing.

      It was time to go work downstairs in his office, obviously.

      He closed the cover on his iPad and gathered up the paperwork and his coffee. “I’m gonna leave you to it, then. I’ve got some interviews and stuff I need to be boss-in-the-office for. You good? I’ll come up and see how things are coming along after I’m done with all of that.”

      “I am totally cool, man. No stress.” Colby’s grin bloomed on his face. “You’re gonna love it.”

      Had Colby been standing that close a second ago?

      “Yeah. Yep. I… know I will.” Gordon cleared his throat. Later. He’d make a move later, something subtle, and see how it went over. He tried to remember what a subtle move was. “Gotta hop.”

      He gave Colby a quick nod and headed out the door.

      At least he knew his bathroom was in good hands.

      

      Lord, he did good work.

      Colby stood and looked at the shower, just beaming. Look at that. He’d used a wood-grain tile that was gray, and set in deep emerald-green glass accents. Gordon would be pleased.

      His phone buzzed, and he pulled it out of his pocket. Well, look at that. Right on cue, Gordy sending him a text.

      Interviews longer than expected. U still up there?

      I am. Looks good.

      Come and see. Admire. He didn’t get a response, but a couple of minutes later, he heard the apartment door open and close. “All right, I’m coming,” Colby heard Gordy call from the bedroom. He appeared in the doorway. “Brought you a beer—whoa.”

      Gordy slowly reached toward Colby to hand off the beer, but his eyes were on the shower. “Are you kidding me? Look at this!”

      “I know, right? That green makes it.” He took the bottle and drank deep.

      “My God. It looks like a grown man that gives a shit showers here.” Gordon leaned against the vanity, taking it in. He reached around behind Colby and turned on the other overhead light in the shower. “This is hot, man.”

      “It is.” He did good work, and he knew it. “Damn near as hot as me.”

      Gordon let out a low laugh, and Colby felt the brush of breath on the back of his neck. “Not even close, cowboy.”

      “No?” Oh please. He wanted to know what that taut body felt like against him, how they’d fit, pressed together.

      “No.” Gordon’s voice dropped even deeper, and he slid out from behind Colby. “Not at the end of the day. Not when you smell like you do. Like good work.”

      “Tile dust and sweat.” He was hard as a rock and just about ready to get down on his knees and beg. Colby turned around, intending to ask for what he wanted, when he found himself lip to lip with the hottest son of a bitch on earth.

      Gordy took the kiss, wrapping a hand around behind Colby’s neck and holding him there, a firm tongue forcing its way in and sweeping through Colby’s mouth.

      Praise Jesus. He blinked, and his eyes went wide as he hummed low in his chest, fingers hunting Gordy’s hips so he could hold on.

      Gordy made a hungry sound and turned them, kicking the bathroom door closed and pressing Colby up against it. He shifted his mouth to Colby’s neck and licked Colby under the ear, pressing his thumb under Colby’s jaw to lift it.

      “Fuck yeah.” Lord have him, the world spun. He burned, his heartbeat going a mile a minute.

      Teeth scraped along his jaw and lower, biting at his shoulder. Gordy’s hot hands jerked his shirt loose and pushed up under it, then slid over his belly and around to his back, fingers tucking in under his waistband. He returned the favor, tugging at Gordy’s button-up, hungry for skin.

      “Hang on.” Gordy growled and let go of Colby long enough to help with the top couple of buttons, grab the back of his collar, and yank the shirt off over his head. He tugged the sleeves loose and tossed it. “You.” Gordy pushed at Colby’s shirt again and then went after his belt.

      “Uh-huh. Fuck, I want you, honey. Bad.” He stripped his shirt off, then got his hands on Gordon’s chest, his eyes crossing at the heat.

      Gordy fought with his belt buckle but won, opened his jeans, and then kissed Colby again. “Want you,” he said and went in for another, deeper kiss. “Want to fuck you, cowboy. You feel so good.”

      “Now is good.” He opened up, letting himself drown in the heady kisses.

      “I hear that.” Gordy got a little rough, taking him by the hips and turning him, and Colby had to throw his hands out to catch himself against the door. But gentler hands pushed into his waistband and guided his jeans and briefs down over his hips, baring his ass.

      He wasn’t no virgin, and he knew what he needed, so he pushed back with his ass, making his offer clear as the ringing of a bell.

      “Mmm. That’s right. Very nice, cowboy.” Gordy groaned and gave one of Colby’s cheeks a solid smack. “Hold that thought.” Gordy dug through a drawer in the bathroom vanity for a bit; then Colby heard the sound of his zipper and a low moan.

      Gordy made his way back to him, jeans riding low, popping the top off a bottle of lube.

      “Fuck yeah.” He’d waited so long for this, and it felt almost like a dream, except it was sharp and real.

      He got a grunt in response, and then it was all about cool lube and pressure, Gordy’s finger pushing right inside. Gordy was standing close, hot chest bumping into his shoulder blades and rough denim against his skin.

      “I’ve been watching you. Wanting this,” Gordy whispered in his ear.

      “Good. Take me, honey. I been needing to know.”

      “Yeah?” Gordon added a second finger and swirled them as he pushed them deeper.

      “Yes.” He spread a little wider, his jeans biting into his thighs and driving his need a tiny bit higher.

      Gordy shifted behind him and his fingers fell away, replaced quickly by the thick head of Gordy’s gloved cock, pressing impatiently against his hole. “So. Now you know.”

      “Tell me more.” He bore back, his lips pulling away from his teeth at the amazing burn.

      Gordy’s fingers dug into one hip and one shoulder as they came together, Colby’s ass fitting right up against Gordon’s hips. Gordon exhaled heavily, breath catching the hair at the back of his neck. “Plenty more.”

      “Fuck yeah.” That was what he needed, just this, right now.

      Gordon started moving. He held Colby by the hips, and after a couple of long strokes he took up a nice steady rhythm. “God, you feel so good.”

      All Colby had was a long moan and a nod, because all his blood was down south and he was high as a fucking kite.

      He felt Gordy shift behind him and lean away, half thrusting now and half tugging Colby’s hips back to meet him. Everything was focused. Gordy was riding on a train shooting down the express track. It wasn’t romance; it was the best fucking kind of getting off.

      Romance was for people who didn’t need like he did.

      “Harder, man. I want to feel you next week.”

      Gordon groaned, the sound so deep it could have come from three stories down. “Your wish….” Gordon hammered into him, their bodies crashing together.

      Lightning slammed along his spine, settling in the base of his balls, and he cried out, a short sharp bark of pure need, and he gave it up, pouring his fucking soul out.

      “That’s it. Fuck, yes!” Gordon’s fingers scrabbled against his skin and found a grip again, and his breath was coming in sharp, rattling pants. “Colby—you…?”

      “Yeah. Fuck yeah.” Hell, he’d just desecrated Gordy’s wall.

      “Thought. So.” Gordy’s voice was tight, but that throat opened right up as he came, shouting loud enough for his voice to ring off the new tile. He went still, balls-deep or deeper, and shook for a second before letting Colby’s hips go.

      He stood there, panting like a hot dog.

      “Fuck, cowboy.” Gordy let out a low grunt as he pulled out, then moved away to ditch the rubber and wash up. He glanced over in Colby’s direction a couple of times from the sink.

      Colby shot him a grin and resisted the urge to tell Gordy that he didn’t intend to turn into any more of a stalker than he already was. “That did not suck, my friend.”

      Gordy gave Colby another look, but this time he was grinning too. “No, that did not suck.” He tucked his dick away and zipped up his jeans as he made his way back over. “At all.”

      Gordon moved right into Colby’s space and kissed him, and damn, that was fine as frog hair. Colby had known Gordy would be able to fuck his world up with those kisses. He’d known it.

      “I’m going to have to get a shower and get to work.” Gordy gave Colby’s bare ass one more squeeze before he stepped away. “It looks fucking amazing in here. How much more time are you going to need? You plan to finish today or… do you need to come back?”

      “I’m done for today, honey, but I have to come back for grouting.” He shot Gordon a wicked grin. “I’ll do some of that on hands and knees.”

      Gordy laughed out loud, bending over to pick up Colby’s shirt and then his own. “I like the way you think, cowboy.” He handed off Colby’s shirt with a wide grin. “Wiggle those jeans up, you’re blocking the door.”

      “Picky picky picky.” He cracked up, getting himself put back together, at least a little bit. “I’ll see you tomorrow, buddy. Don’t work too hard.”

      “No such thing.” Gordy winked at Colby, then pulled on his shirt and scooted by him to disappear into the bedroom.

      Colby cleaned himself up and made sure his worksite was neat and tidy. He could hear his daddy in the back of his head. It don’t matter if no one ever notices. The work makes the man, and we got our pride.

      By the time he was done, Gordon was gone, but the keys to the apartment were on the coffee table with a note that read, Lock up, cowboy.

      Colby grinned, stretching up and feeling a pleasant ache to remind him of their afternoon delight. Yeah. Yeah, he could do that.
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