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“HEY, kid, give ’em one hell of a show. That’s all you need to do,” said the old man standing near the bull chute as Simon Frizzell walked past to take his ride on Geronimo’s Revenge, the bull he’d drawn. He kept the Frizzell part quiet and went by the nickname “Frizz,” ostensibly because of his curly red hair. No one on the rodeo circuit knew his last name and everything that went along with it, and that was exactly how he wanted to keep it.


“I’ll do my best,” Simon said as he checked his equipment over for the last time and got into position. Bull rope, protective vest? Check. Hat, chaps? Check. Sanity? Well, by most people’s standards that was debatable, but from the rush of blood through his body and the zing, bordering on a high, that sang through his brain, he could put a check behind that as well.


The handlers signaled that they were ready, and Simon climbed on the rail. “Ladies and gentlemen, Simon the Frizz will be riding Geronimo’s Revenge, one of the meanest bulls on this part of the circuit. So put your hands together and let him hear it.” Simon the Frizz. That was a new one, but he liked it. He heard the people in the stands around the outdoor ring whoop and holler. It was doubtful that any of them had ever heard of him before—this was only his sixth rodeo. He’d wanted to ride rodeo since he was big enough to sneak away from his folks’ place to the ranch next door and pull himself up the fence so he could see the men practice busting broncs and take turns riding the bulls. This was what he’d always dreamed of doing.


Simon waved from the top of the fence, smiling wide and mugging for the crowd. Then he climbed over the fence and settled on the bundle of caged power that was Geronimo’s Revenge. He could smell sweat and pure testosterone coming off the beast. He waved to the crowd one more time and then took hold of the rope, making sure his legs were in the proper position before giving the signal.


The bull leaped out of the gate, landed, and then bucked straight up, turning in midair, landing and then turning the other way. By sheer luck and the grace of God, Simon managed to stay on. He jumped again and began to whirl. Simon moved with him, trying his best to anticipate the animal’s next move. His training said one thing, but that voice in his head told him something different. He went with the voice, and dad-gum, he was right. That fucking bull switched directions, but Simon was ready. It wasn’t pretty, and he forgot to use his hand the way the professionals did to make it look easy, but he was still on. Simon yelled at the top of his lungs, shouting the joy of lasting this long to the universe. The bull switched gears again, and Simon felt his balance begin to go. Just one more second. He held on, using his legs to last just a split second more.


The bell sounded, and Geronimo’s Revenge seemed to have had enough. He jumped straight up once again, then landed on his front hooves. His rear hooves touched the ground and then bounced right back up. Like being flung from a slingshot, Simon flew off his back. Thankfully, he had the presence of mind to let go of the rope, and instantly he was in the air, sailing over the bull. Simon landed and rolled, hoping like hell the bull didn’t come after him. He’d only just come to a stop before he scrambled to his feet and raced toward the fence. He didn’t even look back as he climbed the fence. Bang! The fence shook, and Simon leaped over and onto the ground. He found his feet, barely, and one of the spectators grabbed his arm to keep him from sprawling into the stands.


“Whooee, what a ride!” the announcer called. “The kid’s okay. Let’s give him a hand for making the count!” The crowd cheered, and Simon went to take off his hat, but realized it was gone. Someone shoved it into his hand, and Simon turned in time to see one of the rodeo clowns nod to him. Simon waved the hat in return and then climbed on the fence, holding his hat high to the Saturday rodeo crowd while he waited for the score. “Well, folks, it wasn’t pretty,” the announcer said, and a chuckle went up from the ring of bleachers that lined the ring. “But Frizz stayed on Geronimo’s Revenge, and that’s a feat, I must say. The score for that ride is 87.3. He’s in the money, folks.” The crowd cheered once again.


Simon knew that because of his ranking, most of the score had been for the bull, but he’d take it. Like the announcer had said, it might not have been pretty, but he’d done it. Simon waved one last time and then climbed down from the fence and headed around the arena walkway toward the space between sets of bleachers.


“Frizz, you did it,” Gardner cried as soon as Simon made his way behind the crowd. Simon and the bronc rider had formed a deep friendship over the years. They’d grown up relatively close together outside Oklahoma City and had discovered a mutual love of rodeo. Simon and Billy Bob—which was why he went by Gardner—shared rooms at rodeos to save expenses. Gardner’s dad was like a second father to him, and they were the only two people who knew Simon’s little secret. “Can’t believe you stayed on that sumbitch!” Gardner teased.


“I can’t either,” a voice said from behind him, and Simon turned around. “You’re either the luckiest bastard alive, or… damn, I don’t know what else.” The man was smiling, or else Simon would probably have taken a swipe at him. He’d just gone the distance; no one pissed on that.


“Dante, be nice,” a good-looking man said from behind him. “He doesn’t realize you’re kidding.” The other man turned to him. “Sorry. I’m Ryan, and this hellion is Dante Rivers. We watched your ride, and he said he wanted to congratulate you. If I’d known he was in one of his snarky moods, I’d have fed him first.” Ryan shook his head and rolled his eyes while elbowing the other man in the ribs.


“You’re Dante Rivers,” Simon and Gardner said in near unison, and Simon swallowed hard. “It’s good to meet you. I’m Simon, but the rodeo folks call me Frizz, and this is Gardner.”


Dante smiled and shook his hand. “I was just teasing earlier, but you gotta admit you were lucky.” Dante oophed when Ryan elbowed him again. “How did you stay on him after that spin and turn? How did you know to expect that move?”


“Don’t know. Something in my head said what he was going to do. I thought I was nuts at the time, but I went with it,” Simon answered.


Dante glanced at Ryan for a second, and they shared a brief look before turning back to him. “Well, that was a hell of a ride. And you deserve whatever you get for it. They said you’re in the money, and not many guys are staying on today. It was nice to meet you, and regardless of my teasing earlier, congratulations. You did good.” Dante smiled and turned to walk away.


“Sometimes you can be such an ass,” Simon heard Ryan say as they moved away. The rest of their conversation was drowned out by the crowd.


“Well, that was pretty cool,” Gardner said.


“Yeah, he said I did good, but only after in essence saying I was the luckiest guy out there today.” The more he thought about it, the more he wondered why Dante had bothered to stop by at all.


“Hey, the guy he was with said he was kidding. Believe him and move on. You rode pretty well, and you’re still learning. It looks like you’ll finish in the money, and who knows? It’s hard for me to tell, but I haven’t heard a score higher than yours yet, so you may be in the lead and could win a buckle. Either way, you’ll come out ahead, and that’s never a bad thing.” Gardner slapped him on the back, and Simon knew it was the truth. They shifted to a spot where they could watch the rest of the riders. Guys rode pretty well, some staying on and some getting bucked. One guy drew a bull that, when they opened the chute, walked out looking like it was going to lie down or look for flowers to smell. The cowboy kicked it, and it bucked a few times and then settled down again.


“Looks like my luck’s holding,” Simon said. This was a small rodeo without a large entrance fee or purse, but still, it would be nice to win something.


Finally, the last rider was up, and Simon held his breath and waited to see what happened. The bull jumped out and looked good; so did the cowboy. He was smooth, and damn if every movement wasn’t fluid grace in motion. He hadn’t heard the announcement as to who the rider was, but Simon was mesmerized. There was no excess movement, and the rider seemed to know what the bull was going to do even before the bull did. His body flowed with every move, hips and legs remaining perfectly positioned, his arm flowing back and forth. It was like this guy wrote the textbook for this bull. Where he’d come from and what he was doing at this rodeo was beyond Simon, but he watched and took in every second of that ride. When the bell sounded, the rider bailed, landed on his feet and hurried to the fence.


“That’s what I want to be able to do. Ride like that and be able to play the bull like a fucking violin,” Simon whispered. He didn’t care if anyone heard because those words were meant for himself. That was what he’d wanted since he was seven years old.


“Ladies and gentlemen, that was a bit of a surprise for you. We had an extra spot, and that, my friends, was Texas’s very own Dante Rivers, Professional Bull Riding World Champion. Let’s give it up and thank him for giving us all a great show,” the announcer said with amplified enthusiasm. The spectators came to their feet, whistling, stomping, and cheering, while Simon watched Dante wave his hat to the crowd.


Once everyone had settled down, the winners were announced, and Simon had come in second. Not that it really mattered. Sure, he’d have liked to have won, but he’d had his best rodeo ride ever on a pretty highly ranked bull. That was a success in his book. So he hurried into the center of the arena when his name was called, waved his hat, and acknowledged the applause as he accepted his prize.


He was still smiling when he left the arena and wove his way through the departing crowd and into the rider’s ready area to get his equipment. He packed everything in his oversized duffel and slung it over his back.


“You going for a drink?” Gardner asked as he joined him, carrying his own bag.


“I was thinking about it,” Simon said with a smile and followed his friend out to where Simon’s truck was parked. They threw their bags in the back and climbed inside. He started the engine and turned on the AC before getting in line to leave the rodeo grounds and head to the local watering hole.


When they pulled in, the place was already packed, and Simon had a hard time finding a spot to park. He managed to snag the last one at the end of the last row. After parking, they walked toward the bar. “Feels like I’ve got half the arena sand in my throat,” Simon said as he lifted his hat and ran his fingers through his wild red hair, futilely trying to tame it. Then he gave up and plopped his hat back down. Maybe he should just cut the shit off.


“Come on, pretty boy,” Gardner teased. “Let’s go have some fun.”


“Look who’s talking,” Simon said, lightly pushing Gardner, who easily bumped him back. Simon yanked open the door to the bar, and they walked inside. The place was old and like a million other watering holes on the edge of small towns in rodeo country—rough interior that had seen multiple bar fights, with tables and chairs that could be easily replaced. The best part about the place was the back bar, which someone had obviously taken great care to craft. It was definitely something out of the previous century, and Simon figured the bar had to have been built around it.


“Find us a table, and I’ll get some beer,” Gardner said, and Simon nodded, then wove through the crowd in a futile attempt to find an empty table. Hell, there was barely an empty spot of floor in the place, let alone anywhere to sit.


“Frizz,” he heard someone say as he reached one end of the room. “Frizz.” He turned around and saw someone wave. It took him a second to realize it was Ryan, the guy with Dante Rivers. He waved again, and Simon headed over toward him. “Wanna join us?” Ryan asked. “Dante braved the crowd around the bar for something to drink.”


“Thanks. Gardner’s doing the same,” Simon said and approached the table. Another man was sitting with Ryan, and Simon pulled out the chair across from him.


“This is a good friend of ours, Jacky,” Ryan said, and they shook hands. “He’s traveling with us. Sometimes it seems like he lives with us, but he has his own place in Houston,” Ryan teased, and Jacky smiled at him a little more widely than Simon would have expected. Simon nodded in acknowledgement, doing his best not to ogle the lithe man, probably in his late twenties, who crackled with energy. Then he turned to try to see Gardner, but the people were three thick around the bar and he couldn’t find him. Eventually he spotted him, and Simon excused himself and hurried to where Gardner was fighting the crowd for a place.


“We have a table over there with Dante Rivers,” Simon said excitedly, and Gardner narrowed his eyes slightly. “What?”


“Are you sure that’s a good idea?”


“I already sat down. Why?” Simon asked.


“That guy Ryan, you know he’s not just the guy’s friend. There was a bit of a ruckus a few years ago when Dante”—Gardner leaned closer—“came out of the closet, if you know what I mean.” Gardner tilted his head slightly, and Simon felt the fluttery buzz of a million bees working in his stomach. He knew that feeling well, the mixture of fear and excitement whenever he thought he might be around guys who liked guys. He’d felt it a number of times, but there was no way he could have done anything about it. Now he might have a chance. “You know your folks would have a fit if they knew you were riding rodeo, but they’d come unglued and explode if they even just thought you were hanging with people like that.”


“What are you, my conscience? Look at this place. It’s jammed, and they invited us to join them. Dante’s a famous bull rider, a world champion. What if it was Harvey Marks and you had the chance to ask questions of the bronc-busting great? Would you turn it down?” Simon hoped he didn’t sound too excited or anxious in his argument. “No, you wouldn’t. And they invited us.”


“But what if….”


“What? They start cruising you or something?” Simon cracked in what he hoped was disarming humor, but it hit just a little closer to home than he’d wanted. Jacky had been watching him with his deep-blue eyes ever since Simon got up from the table—he could almost feel his gaze on him now.


Gardner laughed, and Simon laughed with him. “I’ll get the beer and join you over there,” Gardner said and managed to take a step closer to the bar. Simon got out of the way and wove back through the crowd toward the table. Dante had returned, and Simon sat down where he’d been. Dante had gotten extra beers, and he offered one to Simon.


“I wasn’t about to brave that crush again for more,” he said as explanation for the extra glasses on the table. “Those boys are nuts today.”


Simon gulped from the glass, peering over it at Jacky. He tried not to smile, but failed, and he saw Jacky notice. Simon’s heart raced faster, and he did his best not to choke on his beer. He lowered the glass and set it on the table, then turned away, ostensibly to look for Gardner, but it was suddenly getting warm in there.


Gardner set more glasses on the table and sat down next to him. Brief introductions were made. “Do you ride bulls too?” Jacky asked Gardner.


“No, he rides broncs,” Simon said, and then he quickly gulped from his glass to keep the naughty thoughts running through his mind from showing on his face.


“I tried that a few times when I was a kid, but I wasn’t as in tune with the horses,” Dante said and then turned to Simon. “You had a couple of good rides today. You’ve got talent, that’s for sure.” Dante then lifted his glass and looked toward Ryan. Simon followed his gaze and was glad he wasn’t taking a drink at that moment. The heat and electricity between Dante and Ryan was impossible to miss. Simon glanced around, but no one else seemed to see it. Well, with the exception of Jacky, who definitely seemed to see what Simon did.


Simon set his glass on the table and let go of it, his hands shaking. All his life he’d been told in sneaky, roundabout ways, clothed in holier-than-thou speech, that what he felt was wrong. And yet here were Dante and Ryan, each looking like the other man hung the moon.


“Hi,” one of the rodeo bunnies said as she came over to the table. She plopped right down on Gardner’s lap, and Simon nearly fell off his chair.


“Well, how are you, honey?” Gardner asked, handing her a beer without missing a beat. She giggled and wiggled her chest in Gardner’s face.


“I saw you ride today and thought you were amazing,” she said. Simon turned away and tried not to make some crack. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw her lean in and whisper something in Gardner’s ear. She giggled again, and Gardner pulled her a little closer. Obviously their hotel room was going to see some action, and it looked like Simon would have to wait out in the cold. That wasn’t unusual. Gardner wasn’t particularly handsome, not in the conventional sense, but women flocked to him. Simon had never really figured it out, but the guy could walk into a bar, smile at a girl, and she’d come over to talk and end up going home with Gardner. That’s just the way it was. Maybe it was the way he could purse his lips just so, and every girl wanted to kiss the hurt away. But Simon really thought it was his smile. It lit a room, and everyone, man or woman, wanted to bask in the glow. Either way, he was on tonight, and the buxom brunette sure seemed to have been caught in his gravity.


“Honey, I think you’re pretty amazing,” Gardner told her a bit predictably, but she smiled and leaned close again, whispering. Gardner stiffened, and then he whispered something back and the woman giggled once again. Simon finished his beer and looked at the others.


“Have you been riding bulls for a long time?” Jacky asked.


“Jacky’s a real rodeo fan. He’s been following the sport for years,” Ryan said.


“You haven’t?” Simon asked Ryan, wondering just how he and Dante met if Ryan wasn’t a rodeo follower.


“Not until I met Dante. Jacky’s the real fan, and he dragged me to the rodeo where I first saw Dante. He also dragged me to the bar afterwards, where I got the chance to meet him. The rest, as they say, is history.” Ryan smiled.


“It’s quite a story,” Jacky said, his blue eyes sparkling. “Looks like your friend has plans for the evening.”


Simon watched as Gardner and the girl stood up. Gardner finished his beer and put the glass back on the table. “I’ll see you gentlemen later,” he said with a wink and then headed toward the exit.


“Is he leaving you without a ride?” Jacky asked, and Simon shook his head.


“I learned a long time ago to make sure I had my own ride. So we take my truck. Gardner figures out his own way back, one way or another.” He always had. Sometimes the nights were long when Simon got back and found their room occupied, but Gardner usually went to the girl’s place.


“Well, that’s good,” Ryan said.


Simon nodded in agreement and drained the last of the beer from his glass. It also meant another night alone, but there wasn’t much he could do about that. “Were you all in town for the rodeo?” Simon asked after setting down his glass. It wasn’t a big enough attraction to pull people from very far. “I mean, it’s a nice event and all.”


“We’ve been on a bit of a road trip. Since Dante retired he’s had some time on his hands, and I could tell he was getting a touch of the old wanderlust, so we were taking a vacation and saw the ads for the rodeo. Between Dante and Jacky, I was outnumbered,” Ryan said with a chuckle. “Not that I’m really complaining.” Ryan turned to Dante and his expression hardened. “I didn’t know he was going to pull that little stunt with the bull this afternoon, though.” Ryan stood up and stepped away from the table.


“Ryan, I was only having a little fun,” Dante said before following, leaving Simon alone at the table with Jacky.


“Is he really mad that Dante rode?” Simon asked, following them through the crowd with his gaze.


“I think so, yeah. Dante didn’t tell him he was going to do that, and then Ryan was nervous the entire time Dante was in the ring.” Jacky shifted his gaze, and Simon followed it to where the two of them stood talking. Simon heard a small sigh from Jacky. “They’re like each other’s other half. Ryan stood by him, supported and encouraged him until he retired from riding bulls. He thought he was safe, but today scared him. Dante still wants to be able to ride even if he’s getting older, and the thought scares Ryan to death.” 


“Isn’t Dante over thirty?” Simon asked. That was ancient for a bull rider, at least as far as competition went. The sport was so hard on the body that not many lasted much longer.


“Yeah, but that doesn’t mean he doesn’t miss it or has lost the desire to ride,” Jacky said.


“So Ryan wasn’t really angry?”


Jacky shook his head. “Naw, just scared.” They watched as Dante and Ryan wove back through the crowd toward the table. They weren’t holding hands or even touching, but they might as well have been, the way they seemed to gravitate toward each other.


“Are you ready to go back to the hotel?” Dante asked Jacky, and then he glanced at Ryan.


“If you’re not, I’ll give you a ride,” Simon offered before he could lose his nerve.


“If you’re sure,” Jacky said with a smile and then turned to Ryan and Dante. “I’ll catch a ride with Frizz, and you two can get some rest.” Jacky ducked Ryan’s lighthearted swipe, and the two of them laughed.


“Call if you need anything,” Ryan said, and then he and Dante headed toward the door.


“So, what did you have in mind?” Jacky asked just as Simon picked up another beer. Simon gulped and then swallowed hard as Jacky stared intently across the table. He lowered his glass, and even though he’d just been drinking, Simon’s throat went dry. He swallowed once again and his eyes widened. The automatic denial of his desires was on the tip of his tongue, but he couldn’t do it. This was the chance he’d wished for, dreamed of at night, ever since he could remember.


“How did you know?” Simon asked, and Jacky smiled as he leaned over the table.


“I didn’t until just a few seconds ago. But I thought you were handsome and I was hoping that maybe we could spend some time together.” Jacky smiled. “I’ve loved rodeo for years, and I always wanted the chance to be with a real cowboy.” Jacky stood up, and Simon could almost see he was shaking with excitement.


He finished his beer in a few gulps for courage and then walked toward the door. Jacky came a few seconds behind him and followed Simon to his truck.


“This is really nice,” Jacky said as he climbed inside. “I expected something older. Aren’t most rodeo cowboys hard up for money?”


Simon walked around to the driver’s side and got in, then started the engine and carefully pulled out of the parking lot. “Is your hotel in town?” Simon asked, ignoring the other man’s question as he gripped the wheel tighter. He was so nervous he could hardly stand it.


“Yes. We’re staying at the Saddle Post,” Jacky said, and Simon nodded. He’d seen it on the way in, and since the town wasn’t that big, it should be easy enough to find it again. “Have you done anything like this before?” Jacky asked, and Simon stared out the front window and slowly shook his head. “Never?”


“No. My family… they’re….” He nearly told Jacky about them but clammed up. “They’re protective. They don’t even know I’m here. They think I went to a Bible retreat with some friends. My folks would flip out if they knew I was riding rodeo.” Let alone in a truck with another man planning to go back to his hotel room. Simon kept that part quiet. Jacky didn’t need to know all the details of his life, and Simon wasn’t about to go into it. He’d learned that with too much information, people caught on quickly.


“How old are you?” Jacky asked softly.


That made Simon chuckle. “Twenty-two,” he answered. “I’m not some sort of freak, am I?”


“No. That makes you a nice kid from what’s most likely a small town. There’s nothing wrong with you,” Jacky told him reassuringly. “You know, we don’t have to do anything. You can just drop me off at my hotel and go on back to yours. I don’t want you to be uncomfortable.”


“It isn’t that. This is just something new.” Simon swallowed hard as he made the turn at the edge of town. “What if I’m not any good?”


Jacky chuckled. “I bet you’ve probably been fantasizing about being with another guy since you were fourteen. I know I was.”


Simon pulled into the hotel parking lot, and Jacky directed him to one of the rooms. Simon parked and turned off the engine, staring out the window at the door to the room. His stomach was turning flips, and he alternated between fear and excitement. Jacky was a good-looking man, and Simon had been thinking about being with someone for so long. He could hardly believe he was here now with another guy. Simon opened his door and got out. Jacky did the same. The doors thunked closed behind them, and Simon waited while Jacky unlocked the room door, then followed him inside.


Jacky turned on a light. The room wasn’t much, but it was a bit bigger than the one Simon had with Gardner, and it was clean. “Take a seat,” Jacky said, and then he walked through the room to the bathroom and closed the door. Simon looked around the room, not letting his eyes linger on the bed for too long. Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea. Jacky seemed like a nice guy, but maybe Simon should just say good-bye when he came back out and go on back to his hotel. He shifted on the chair and was about to stand up to leave when Jacky came out of the bathroom. Simon had half expected him to come out naked or in his underwear, but Jacky was still dressed. He took off his light jacket and threw it over the back of a chair.


“Are you really okay?” Jacky asked.


“Yeah,” Simon answered without moving.


“Like I said, we don’t have to do anything,” Jacky reiterated. He walked over and pulled out the other chair and sat down. “How long have you been riding rodeo?”


“I used to sneak away when I was a kid to the neighboring ranch and watch the men practice. I wanted to try, but my mom and dad would have none of it. As a teenager, I learned to ride, to my mother’s consternation, but that was all I could ever push her to give permission for. When my mom was a girl, her brother was killed. Mom would never say how, but when I was old enough I started doing research on the Internet and at the library and found out he was killed riding bulls. He was thrown and apparently trampled to death. Mom never talks about it.”


“So your folks have no idea at all?”


Simon shook his head. “I keep all my stuff at Gardner’s and don’t talk about it. My dad might suspect, but he doesn’t really know, and he won’t say anything to Mom. He doesn’t really care that much and he’s way too busy. But they’d both really care about me doing this.” Simon sighed.


“You know, sometimes you have to do what makes you happy rather than what everyone else thinks you should do,” Jacky said. “God, that sounded pompous. I didn’t mean to.” Jacky stood up and slowly stepped closer to where Simon waited nervously. Jacky leaned in, and Simon held his breath. Then Jacky kissed him, softly and gently.


Simon wasn’t quite sure what to do at first. “Was that okay?” Simon asked when Jacky pulled away. Jacky smiled and leaned in again. This time, Simon kissed him back. Jacky seemed to like it, because he moaned softly and then kissed him harder. Simon felt Jacky’s tongue on his lips and he opened his mouth. Jacky continued kissing him, traced the outline of his mouth, and then lightly sucked on his lower lip. Simon groaned and then cut the sound off. Jacky broke the kiss and chuckled, warm air flowing over Simon’s skin. Jacky straightened back up and extended his hand. Simon took it and let Jacky pull him to his feet.


It seemed funny to him. Simon wasn’t a big man—bull riders weren’t generally very large—but Jacky was a bit smaller and yet Simon easily let him take control. That idea rankled, and as they got close to the bed, Simon pounced. They tumbled onto the mattress, Jacky laughing as they clung together. They rolled a bit until Simon ended up on top of Jacky, straddling his body. He smiled down at the other man and then leaned in to kiss him. Jacky wrapped his arms around Simon’s neck and pulled him closer, deepening the kiss until they were both whimpering.


Simon ground his hips into Jacky’s, and in the confines of his jeans, his dick throbbed. Jacky pulled Simon’s shirt from his pants, and Simon gasped and his breath hitched as Jacky slipped his hands under Simon’s shirt and stroked his skin. Without thinking, he closed his eyes and held still. Being touched like this by another man made Simon’s head throb. His excitement was almost overwhelming. 


“Breathe,” Jacky cooed softly. “Just breathe and relax.” Jacky kissed him again and then slowly rolled them on the bed. Now it was Simon’s turn to be pressed into the mattress, and he loved it, loved Jacky’s weight on him. Jacky smiled a wicked smile and then went to work on Simon’s shirt. Once he got the buttons open, Jacky parted the fabric and splayed his hands against Simon’s chest. “Damn,” Jacky breathed as he ran his hands over Simon’s skin, leaving a trail of heat wherever he touched.


“You’re magic,” Simon whispered. Jacky leaned forward and licked Simon’s skin. Simon gasped as a zing of heat shot through him. Jacky chuckled and then brought his lips to one of Simon’s nipples, lightly sucking and then licking the sensitive skin. Simon moaned even louder and thrust his chest forward in a silent plea for more. Jacky sucked harder, swirling his tongue and driving Simon nearly out of his mind with the new sensation of warmth and passion.


Then, all sensation stopped. Simon opened his eyes and sat up as Jacky pulled his shirt over his head, displaying a pale, surprisingly sculpted chest. He stretched long with his arms over his head. “I like your muscles,” Simon whispered.


“I go to the gym as much as I can,” Jacky said as he tossed his shirt aside.


Simon wrapped his arms around Jacky’s waist and tugged him close, kissing him and then slowly licking his warm skin, where he got a hint of salt and sweat tinged with a touch of sweetness. Simon had no one to compare the flavor with, but he imagined that combination to be a flavor unique to Jacky. At least he hoped it was.


Jacky arched his back, and Simon continued licking and tasting. Simon tugged open Jacky’s belt and pulled it off, then dropped it to the floor before running his fingers just inside the waistband of Jacky’s pants. Simon wasn’t sure what he was supposed to do, but he knew what he liked, so he tugged open Jacky’s jeans. Jacky sighed and then squirmed away. Simon wondered what he’d done wrong for a few seconds until Jacky pressed him back on the mattress. Then Jacky pushed his pants down his legs and stepped out of them.


Simon’s mouth went dry as Jacky, naked, climbed back on the bed. Simon’s gaze involuntarily went to Jacky’s full cock, slowly rocking back and forth with each step. As Jacky joined him on the bed, Simon reached out and ran his palm along its length. He knew his cock well, but feeling another’s was a completely different sensation. 


“You feel so good,” Jacky whispered, and Simon curled his hand around Jacky’s length as Jacky pulled open Simon’s jeans and belt. Simon gasped when Jacky pushed down his boxers and took him firmly in his hand. Simon had touched himself many times, but it was nothing like having someone else touch him. He bucked lightly and Jacky agreeably tightened his grip. Simon thrust his hips forward, and Jacky smiled and lightly stroked him. Simon did the same and wondered at the blissful expression that bloomed on Jacky’s face.

OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
ANDREW GRE' Y

\DARING
RIDE g






OEBPS/images/img2.png
CHAPTER
ONE





OEBPS/images/img1.png
ADARING
RIDE

ANDREW GREY

Breamapinaer Press





