
        
            
                
            
        

    
	

	Yesterday's Dust

	By J.D. Walker

	Published by JMS Books LLC

	Visit jms-books.com for more information.

	Copyright 2023 J.D. Walker

	ISBN 9781685506407

	* * * *

	Cover Design: Written Ink Designs | written-ink.com

	Image(s) used under a Standard Royalty-Free License.

	All rights reserved.

	WARNING: This book is not transferable. It is for your own personal use. If it is sold, shared, or given away, it is an infringement of the copyright of this work and violators will be prosecuted to the fullest extent of the law.

	No portion of this book may be transmitted or reproduced in any form, or by any means, without permission in writing from the publisher, with the exception of brief excerpts used for the purposes of review.

	This book is for ADULT AUDIENCES ONLY. It may contain sexually explicit scenes and graphic language which might be considered offensive by some readers. Please store your files where they cannot be accessed by minors.

	This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are solely the product of the author's imagination and/or are used fictitiously, though reference may be made to actual historical events or existing locations. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

	Published in the United States of America.

	* * * *

	Yesterday's Dust

	By J.D. Walker

	Cowboys.

	They are living, breathing beings of torture sent to this earth to make my life miserable, and I am drawn to their flame like a moth with a very specific death wish.

	Case in point, I broke up with Sully Paden three months ago. He worked at a ranch thirty miles east of town and I'd met him while finishing up a software installation for the owner that would help streamline their operation. At first glance, Sully had been perfect: sexy and sweet, a hot piece of ass I had screwed into the mattress, often, for four months. But he'd had a wandering eye--and hands--since I had found them down the pants of another man at a club we'd gone to when I went to the bathroom to take a leak. The bastard had just smiled and offered a threesome. I'd barely had it in me to be disappointed, truth be told. He was the most recent entry in my long list of bad choices.

	At forty-six, I knew what I wanted, but couldn't seem to find the right fit. I kept looking for the perfect cowboy to make mine and failed spectacularly. If my mother were alive, she would smack me on the back of the head and tell me to catch a clue. My dad would second her opinion.

	And actually, I was done. I had tried to make things work, repeatedly, with cowboys, the longest relationship lasting seven months with a man who'd sworn he loved me, right up until he proposed to another guy he'd been seeing on the side. Apparently, I was hot enough to be seen with, good enough for fucking, earned enough money, but still never just...enough...for a guy to want to truly get to know me, be faithful, and stay.

	So maybe it was time to move on. It was yesterday's dust, like my momma used to say about sweeping away the bad things to make room for something new. The status quo didn't seem to be doing me any favors anyway.

	* * * *

	"Macon, you're coming to my party tonight, yeah?" asked Cohen Bryant, my boss and best friend. It was six-thirty in the evening on a Friday and he was standing next to my cubicle, watching me while I stuck my laptop in my messenger bag.

	It had been a long day in the office, resolving client issues, coding, working on software updates, and I was tired. But it was Cohen's birthday, so...

	"Wouldn't miss it for the world, since I know you'd be pissed off enough to send me out on a shit job if I didn't show up, just because."

	He laughed. "See? This is why we've been friends since grade school." He poked me in the belly, and I kicked him in the shin.

	"Right." I slung the bag over my shoulder and stuck my cell phone in the back pocket of my jeans. "See you in a couple of hours. And no surprises. You know I hate that." Which was why he did stuff like that, just to annoy me.

	As I walked toward the elevator, he called, "Make sure to dress real nice, now. You never know who you might bump into."

	I groaned and flipped him off, not bothering to respond. Cohen was trying to be helpful, and sometimes his choices in men for me weren't half bad. But I could do without any complications right now. At least he'd given me a heads-up this time. I hadn't been so lucky in the past.

	The drive home took longer than necessary because of traffic, but I made it there, eventually. The ranch-style house where I lived was just outside of town on about fifteen acres. At the start of the long driveway that led up a hill was a ranch sign leftover from the previous owner who'd run this place as a hobby ranch, of sorts. It was called the Lucky Acres. I'd thought that was a good omen and left it alone. It was a quiet area, with a view of the mountains to the west and farmland all around. I had lived here for a couple of years and had yet to find time to fix up the old barn out back or even plant a garden. The most I did was get someone to keep the grass cut from time to time. I'd even had thoughts of getting some farm animals, but I wouldn't know where to start. Still, it would be perfect to share with someone, but that didn't seem to be in the cards anymore.

	I rushed inside and stashed everything on the kitchen table before heading to the shower. Thirty minutes later, I was dressed in older white jeans with holes in strategic places, a purple long-sleeved V-necked T-shirt and an older pair of lilac-colored Converse. I was not dressing to impress, no matter who Cohen dragged to his birthday party. My blond hair needed a cut, but I just tucked it behind my ears, for now. I scooped up Cohen's birthday gift, my wallet, keys, and phone and headed back out of the house, leaving on the outside light.

	When I finally arrived at Cohen's huge upstairs loft downtown, it was close to nine o'clock at night. The door to his place was open, and 80s music--his musical era of choice--blared from strategically placed speakers. There were people everywhere, many of whom I recognized since they were coworkers or friends Cohen and I shared. The others...well.

	Okay, so yes, the men were hot, and easy on the eye, and the cowboys were easy to pick out with their boots and that confident swagger. A few men tried to catch my eye, but I just wasn't in the mood.

	I added my gift to Cohen's already-towering pile and went over to say "hello" to the man of the hour, standing next to his husband Jermaine of three years.

	"Happy Birthday, buddy," I said, giving my BFF a hug and kiss on the cheek. I exchanged hugs with Jermaine and stepped back.

	"Didn't I tell you to dress nice?" Cohen said, looking me up and down, wrinkling his nose.

	"Stop," Jermaine said, nudging his husband with an elbow.

	"What?" he huffed. "I mean, yes, Macon, you'd look hot in a garbage bag, but still..."

	"While I appreciate your efforts on my behalf, hon, what they see is what they'll get, if I even let things go that far. Where did you find all these men anyway?" I looked toward one of the floor-to-ceiling windows and saw two hot specimens making out like the world was going to end right that second.

	Cohen flicked a wrist. "Clients, friends of clients, friends of friends, some of Jermaine's friends..."

	"You'd think we were running a brothel," Jermaine said, his eyebrows shooting up as he stared in consternation at the same couple I was watching, who were now frotting.

	Cohen rolled his eyes. "Enough already. Macon, go play nice with something tasty." Before I could think of a comeback, he continued, "It doesn't have to mean forever, love. Right now is good enough. I know you want something lasting with a guy, and you've had your heart broken too many times to count. But I also know you haven't had sex in months. That's sad on so many levels."
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