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When country boys meet a city girl, everyone is in for a wild ride.

Slade Bower and Mustang Jackson are living the high life on the professional bull-riding circuit. The prize money is big, the bulls are rank and the women are willing. But something is missing . . .

Romance writer Jenna Block’s agent thinks a cowboy book will jumpstart her career. A born New Yorker, Jenna doesn’t do cowboys. Not on paper and definitely not in real life. Luckily for her there are two cowboys ready, willing and able to take her out of her comfort zone in every way that counts . . . and some ways she hadn’t counted on.

Unridden was originally published by Linden Bay Romance and Samhain Publishing in 2009. This edition is a reissue, reedited but without any substantial additions or changes to the story.
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CHAPTER 1

“So? What did you think?” 

Much like an accused man watches the faces of the jury returning with a verdict, Jenna Block held her breath as she studied her literary agent’s expression. 

Marge Collins of the Collins Agency had a reputation for not pulling any punches. Swallowing hard, Jenna guessed Marge’s tightly pursed lips and hesitation were not good signs. She had a feeling her delicate writer’s ego was about to get a lesson in humility. 

The manuscript sat on the desk between them like an eight-hundred-pound gorilla.

Her agent sighed. Another bad sign. 

Suddenly feeling like a child seated in front of the wide desk, Jenna straightened her spine. Was her chair lower than Marge’s? That sneaky, power-grabbing ploy on the part of her agent wouldn’t surprise Jenna one little bit. 

Marge peered over the top of her reading glasses. “Jenna, there’s really no market for straight contemporaries right now.” 

Jenna frowned, confused. She’d assumed the sale of this book would be a slam dunk. 

“There was a market last year when you found a publisher for my last straight contemporary. In fact, you had no trouble contracting my last three novels.” 

Marge nodded. “You’re right, but the trend in the industry has shifted.”

“In under a year?” Jenna asked, not believing the woman.

“That’s why it’s called a trend, I guess.” Marge shrugged.

Biting her lower lip, Jenna tried to digest the idea of totally scrapping the novel she’d spent a considerable portion of the last year writing and starting fresh with a new one. In a different genre no less.

The thought had her stomach twisting with dread.

How in the world was she going to write a new book and get it sold before this apparently fickle and ever-changing romance market shifted yet again? 

Not sure she wanted to hear the answer, Jenna asked, “So what’s the new trend?”

Please don’t say historical romance.

She absolutely loathed research, which was one reason why she wrote only contemporaries.

Marge leaned back and steepled her fingers. “The publishers want cross-genre, out-of-the-box stories.” 

What the hell did that mean?

Panicked, Jenna did her best to keep her expression neutral. “Okay. Like what for example?”

“Well, I just sold an erotic, multi-partner, paranormal romance with elements of bondage about pirate vampires in space.” Marge waited, as if Jenna would leap up and say that she had written a book just like that and had it stashed away on her hard drive.

Jenna sat perfectly still, hoping her face didn’t show her horror. Bondage issue aside—how did an author research that subject—her brain stalled on visions of her brother hiding the remote control and making her watch agonizing hours of the SyFy Channel on television when they were kids.

Was she destined to now spend her days penning tales of horny vampire space pirates with ball gags?

Jenna swallowed the ever-growing lump in her throat. “Um, anything else selling?”

Marge shuffled a few pages on the desk. “There is a publisher who put out an open call for submissions for their new cowboy line of romances.”

Cowboys. Okay, she could do cowboys. 

“Space pirate cowboys?” Jenna asked with probably a bit more attitude than was wise considering her writing career and the fate of her future manuscripts were in this woman’s hands.

Eyes narrowed, Marge pressed her lips together but finally answered, “No. Regular cowboys.”

“Contemporary or historical?” Jenna could fake knowing about modern cowboys.

She’d just have them wear jeans and boots and chew on a piece of hay or spit tobacco or something. But writing about the Old West would require actual research.

Even if Jenna had the desire, she didn’t have the time for that. A writer was only as good as her most recent book. Readers tended to move on to another author if a writer didn’t keep feeding them new books. She couldn’t let too much time pass between new releases.

Marge finally ended Jenna’s suspense and said, “Any time period and setting is fine, so long as it has a cowboy theme.”

That was good news at least.

Still overwhelmed by the idea of starting over from scratch, Jenna let out a sigh. “When’s the deadline for submissions?”

Marge glanced down at the paper in her hand and cringed. “A month and a half from now.”

“A month and a half?” Jenna nearly choked on that information.

“Can you do that?” Marge raised one eyebrow dubiously.

With a romance convention coming up out west, book signings scheduled, on top of interviews and a virtual tour online to various chats, reader groups and blogs, Jenna had countless other things to do over the next few weeks besides plotting out and completing this new book.

She wasn’t a slow writer, but she wasn’t super fast by any means. “What length are they looking for?”

Again, Marge consulted the paper that had delivered more bad than good news so far. “They want between fifty and sixty thousand words. And they’re looking for stories that are fun and light in tone.”

Jenna snorted out a laugh. “Fifty thousand words in a month and a half on top of everything else I have going on? It’s going to be light. Don’t worry about that.”

She sure as hell didn’t have time to do heavy, though she doubted anything about this would be fun for her.

Standing, Jenna let out an overly loud breath. “I guess I better go home and get started.” 

There went her plans for some retail therapy in the stores while she was in Manhattan for the day. She would have to hop right on the subway and get home to her laptop.

Marge pushed Jenna’s manuscript across the desk. “Don’t forget this.”

Jenna eyed the sheaf of papers with sudden, undeserved hatred. “Don’t you want to keep it, just in case?”

“I guess I could try to dump it on one of the smaller presses. Most of them don’t pay advances, but it’s better than nothing. Email me the electronic file when you get home and I’ll see what I can do.”

Dump it. Great. 

Jenna forced a tight and far from sincere smile. “Thanks, Marge. You’re a sweetheart.”

“No problem, Jen. See you in six weeks.”
Marge slid her glasses back up her nose and turned her attention to the next stack of papers on her cluttered desk.

Apparently, Jenna had been dismissed.

Stifling a groan, she mumbled a goodbye and gladly retreated from the office.
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CHAPTER 2

“Slade Bower needs an eighty-nine to take the lead in this competition. What do you think, folks? Can Slade do it? He’s riding One-Night Stand from Double J Stock Contractors. Tonight is this bull’s first time out in this series. Since we’ve never seen him before, there’s no telling how he’s gonna come out of the chute. Slade’s definitely at a disadvantage in this match up.” 

On the edge of his consciousness, Slade could hear the arena announcer’s amplified ramblings. The steady chatter entertained the crowd in the stands while Slade concentrated on getting himself properly seated on the bull’s broad back. Meanwhile, the beast did everything it could to make that difficult for him.

Even though it was this animal’s first time out in big time competition, the damn bull somehow already knew a few of the tricks pulled by the veteran stock. Slade tried getting his denim and leather-covered leg into position but the bull countered by leaning all his weight against the back rails of the bucking chute to make sure the cowboy it didn’t want on its back couldn’t wiggle his leg down.

Slade saw a booted foot swing over the top rail of the chute and brace against the animal’s side. His friend, Mustang Jackson, was trying to help by pushing the bull away from the wall. Slade quickly slid his leg down into the small space Mustang had created for him while the bull tried to lean again and crush him.

The bull had already bucked once in the chute when one of the guys tightened the rope that stretched beneath One-Night Stand’s belly so Slade could wrap it around his left hand. He wasn’t going to wait around for the animal to pitch a fit in the chute again.

Surrounded by metal in an incredibly tight space with a couple thousand pounds of bucking bull was a good way to get knocked out cold or worse before the ride even began.

Enough with the bullshit. Time to get the show started.

Slade settled his ass one final time on the bull’s back and gave a nod. The gate swung open and One-Night Stand bolted out of the chute, starting to buck before his flank even cleared the metal rail.

The bull circled to the left and into Slade’s riding hand, before switching direction and rounding to the right.

Slade felt his body slide to one side after the reversal but made the correction, readjusting and centering his weight.

No longer aware of the announcer or much of anything, Slade engaged in a battle of wills and wits with the bucking animal beneath him.

His field of vision narrowed to a small area between the bull’s shoulder blades. Keeping his toes turned out and his spurs pressed against the animal’s hide, Slade held on tight as One-Night Stand gave him one hell of a ride.

The animal was smart and strong. When Slade’s weight slipped to one side, the bull snapped around fast and bucked hard in the opposite direction, trying anything to get the rider off its back.

Unfortunately for the bull, Slade was just as smart and a hell of a lot more stubborn as he made countless corrections to his position and used all of his strength to keep himself forward and up on top of his rope.

The odds were good for Slade to make the eight seconds, until the cunning animal dipped its front end low, then whipped back up, sharp and fast, nearly causing Slade to kiss the back of its big, bony head.

Pulling his torso backward, Slade swung his free arm high in an attempt not to touch the bull, which would end the ride for him instantly.

If Slade got bucked off, so be it, but he’d be damned before he’d get disqualified for a slap. He knew the judges could and would do that to him for breaking the rules if his right hand touched either the animal or himself.

He managed to keep his free hand up and clear, but the bull’s move got Slade leaned back too far onto his pockets and his left hand slipped out of the rope wrapped around his glove.

Slade was airborne just as the buzzer sounded above the noise of the crowd. 

The bullfighters moved in fast to distract the still-bucking animal as Slade landed on his shoulder with a grunt and then rolled clear of the deadly hooves that pounded the ground inches from his face.

Jumping to his feet, he got to the relative safety of the rails before locating the scoreboard, not sure if he’d made the full eight seconds.

The first of the four judges’ scores appeared on the monitor and Slade punched the air in victory. He’d done it. Ridden One-Night Stand right down to the buzzer. Barely.

The announcer’s voice reverberated throughout the arena, “Ninety point five is the score. With only one rider left tonight to challenge his position, Slade Bower takes the lead.”

The bull ran for the gate leading to the stock pens and disappeared out of the arena. With the arena clear, Slade jumped down from the rails.

Grinning, he high-fived Wade Long, one of the bullfighters. 

“Great ride, Slade.” Another of the bullfighters congratulated him and handed him the rope that had fallen off the bull moments after Slade had. 

Slade took his bull rope and then pulled the mouthpiece from between his teeth, stashing it in the pocket of his safety vest. “Thanks, Shorty.”

The fringe of Slade’s leather chaps swished, slapping his legs as he strode from the arena and headed behind the bucking chutes. He flipped his rope over a railing and turned back to watch the action in the chute where his competition, the one rider who could cost him the win tonight, was about to ride.

“Hey, man. Great ride.”

“Thanks.” Eyes still trained on the rider straddling the rails over the bull in the chute, Slade accepted a congratulatory slap on the back from Mustang. He ripped open the Velcro closure before unzipping his logo-covered protective vest. 

His friend cleared his throat. “Uh, Slade?”

“Yeah?” Slade kept his gaze on the rider getting settled on the bull.

“I got something for you.”

Frowning at the interruption, Slade turned toward Mustang, and was confronted by a lacy pair of red panties dangling from his friend’s forefinger.

“Jesus, Mustang.” Slade grabbed the embarrassing garment and stuffed it inside his vest as he glanced around for any television cameras that might have caught Mustang’s incredible lack of good judgment. “Where the hell did you get these?”

“From that hot number who was giving us the eye from the stands earlier.”

Slade raised a brow and, good and distracted now, was barely aware of the gate opening as the next and final matchup of the night began. “You mean the one with the tits?”

A huge kid-on-Christmas-morning grin lit Mustang’s face. “Yup. That’s the one.”

Slade blew out a long, slow breath. He noticed the rider in the arena get a face full of dirt a full two seconds before the buzzer. His win now secured, he could concentrate on other things. “She got a friend?”

“She does, but the word is her friend is currently passed out in their car after decorating the floor of the ladies’ room with some bourbon-soaked french fries.”

Slade cringed at Mustang’s too-vivid description.

“But no sweat. I’m perfectly willing to share, ’cause that’s the kind of guy I am.” Mustang held his hand over his heart with a sincerity that didn’t match his wide, devilish grin.

Slade rolled his eyes at Mustang’s false generosity. This wouldn’t be the first time the two of them had shared a woman. “She’s cool with that? You know . . . both of us?”

“Oh, yeah. In fact, she’s really into it. Or at least that’s the impression I got when she asked if me and my tall, dark and handsome friend—which I guess meant you—wanted to make a cowgirl sandwich with her after the competition was over.” Mustang grinned wider, if possible.

“A cowgirl sandwich? She did not seriously say that.”

“Hell yeah, she did.”

Slade ran the tip of his tongue slowly over his teeth. “All right then. Let me go collect my paycheck and I’ll meet you in the trailer.”

Mustang shook his head and snorted out a loud puff of air. “I can’t believe all the hotels nearby were sold out for that college homecoming game except for one that you refuse to stay in because it costs too much. Whoever is in charge of choosing the dates and locations for this series should check things like that out. We end up sleeping in that trailer too damn much for my liking. Once in a while I’d like a room with a TV and a decent shower.”

Even though Slade was walking away with a damn nice paycheck for tonight’s win, there was no way he would willingly spend three hundred bucks for a bed for one night, especially when Mustang had a perfectly nice trailer.

They were both always one ride away from an injury that could take them out of competition for months, if not forever. It was smart not to squander money on things like overpriced hotel rooms. A bed was a bed. Who cared if it was in a trailer or some fancy hotel?  

There was one other reason Slade preferred to not sleep in a hotel. “I like staying in the trailer. It’s always easier to get women to leave right away after we’re done with them. They tend to hang around too long if the hotel room is nice.”

Mustang pushed his cowboy hat back with one finger. “You are the biggest commitment-phobe I’ve ever seen. Just ’cause they stay the night doesn’t mean you have to marry them. Besides, I happen to really like morning sex, something I don’t get to enjoy lately with you kicking them out the minute you’re done.”

“Whatever,” Slade grumbled. “I’ll meet you in the trailer in a few.”

“Yeah, yeah. See you in the trailer.”
With that, Mustang left to retrieve the makings for their lady sandwich leaving Slade with visions of the pleasures that were to come.

He pivoted on the heel of one boot and headed to smile big for the cameras and get his even bigger check.

After tucking the red panties deeper beneath his vest, he gave the quickest interview of his life to the reporter, smiled and then accepted the giant cardboard check as the flashes clicked around him.

His press responsibilities done, he signed a few autographs for the fans lined up along the rails and then was free to grab his rope and head back to the rider room. 

He stowed his equipment in his gear bag and whistled the entire walk to the trailer and the well-endowed hot number who—if Mustang had down his job—awaited him there.

When he pulled open the trailer door, the sight that greeted Slade told him Mustang had indeed come through. 

Slade was face-to-face with a gorgeous, heart-shaped, naked ass decorated with a butterfly tattoo.

The owner of the artful ass was currently on the bed on her knees, tits swaying as she rocked over Mustang, whose cock was already buried in her throat. She held it with both fists and struggled to take in the whole thing. 

The girl didn’t waste any time. He liked that in a lay.

It was good to know that in this world of deception this girl hadn’t done any false advertising when she’d strutted into the arena looking like she was ready for some action in painted-on blue jeans and a shirt that left nothing to the imagination.

With a grin at his friend, Slade slammed and locked the door. He dropped his gear bag on the floor and began stripping out of his chaps. It didn’t take long to fling off his vest, shirt, boots and jeans.

Soon, still wearing his hat, he knelt on the bed behind the girl.

Mustang flipped him a strip of condoms and Slade caught it one-handed. He tore into the foil with his teeth and rolled one on, for disease prevention as well as a fear of pregnancy. He didn’t want to deal with a possible paternity lawsuit now his career had taken off.

Hell, if he never saw this woman again, that would be fine with him. They’d enjoy tonight and then he and Mustang would take off tomorrow for the next city in the lineup of competitions. But Slade was sure they’d leave this little cowgirl with some damn good memories after they’d gone. 

One dip of a finger inside her told Slade she was more than ready for him. Anchoring her with a hand on each shapely hip, he plunged inside with one good, hard thrust.

The adrenaline of the ride never dissipated right away. He was keyed up and usually hard enough to cut diamonds after each and every competition. Thankfully, there were always plenty of women waiting in the wings to help him out. 

Slade pounded into the girl, not worrying about technique or much anything else. His goal was to release the tension built up inside him so he could relax and sink deep into the mellow feeling his body succumbed to after the adrenaline rush subsided.

Focused on the butterfly inked just above the crack of the jiggling ass in front of him, Slade increased his speed until he heard Mustang draw in a hiss of a breath. “Watch the teeth, darlin’. That there is precious cargo in your mouth.”

Slade couldn’t control his laugh at his friend’s comment. “I’ll be done in a sec. Then she’s all yours.”

There was no reason to prolong it. He wasn’t really into this tonight, except for the release it would provide him.

Closing his eyes, Slade tightened his hold on . . .

Damn. He didn’t even know her name.

That made no difference. With his eyes shut, Slade could forget she was just another random woman he’d never see again. He could forget that tomorrow morning he’d wake up alone in the trailer with nothing but Mustang’s snoring to disturb him.

He plunged in one last time, held deep and finished with a powerful orgasm that he felt to his core.

After one final shudder, Slade pulled out. He dealt with the condom and then flung himself into the chair right next to the largest bed in the narrow trailer. Through heavily lidded eyes, he watched the rest of the show. 

Mustang tore open a condom for himself before saying, “Hop on up here, darlin’. Let’s see if you can handle the ride.”

“I can handle it. Don’t you worry.” Eyes watery from being nearly gagged by Mustang, the girl looked relieved and slightly wobbly as she climbed on top of him.

Then she had to struggle to lower herself onto him and her relief disappeared. There was a reason the man was called Mustang, and it had nothing to do with the model of car. 

“I’m not worried, darlin’. You just take it slow. Ooo wee, that feels good.” Hands on her waist, pressing her down onto his cock, Mustang leaned back and grinned at the girl as she labored to accommodate him. “A little farther. Ah. There you go. How’s that feel?”

“Good.” Her voice sounded breathy. “Real good.”

The cowgirl hadn’t lied. She could handle Mustang and from the looks of her, she was enjoying it.

Slade shook his head and smiled as he listened to it all from his chair. It always amused him that, unlike himself, Mustang was a talker during sex, continuously reassuring and encouraging the girls with compliments and comments. 

Mustang’s running sex dialogue probably came from years of having to convince females that his enormous dick would indeed fit inside them if they’d just let him give it a try. Slade was no slouch in the size area himself, but even he had to admit that Mustang deserved his nickname. The man was hung like a horse.

Slade had been there to witness Mustang’s powers of verbal persuasion on more than a few occasions. “Just let me put the tip in, darlin’. That’s all. I swear,” Mustang would coo to the usually skeptical-looking female. 

Of course, Mustang would inevitably end up getting his way, even with the most uncertain women and the tightest places.

The one virgin they’d encountered hadn’t been immune to Mustang’s silver tongue either. It had taken all night, but the “just the tip, darlin’” argument had eventually led to her being a virgin no more.

He couldn’t complain. Mustang was good at sharing. Slade always benefited from his powers of persuasion, but there were times when the things Mustang said to the women they shared were such bullshit, Slade had to cover his mouth to hide his smile.

This proved to be one of those times. Slade nearly laughed out loud now when Mustang said, “I’ll remember this night forever, darlin’.”

Absently, he wondered if Mustang had gotten her name before shoving his dick in her mouth the moment he’d gotten her into the trailer. Not that it really mattered.

Damn. What was up with him tonight? He usually didn’t feel so cold about the women they entertained.

They were nearing the end of what had felt like a very long season. That was probably it.

He and Mustang could both use a rest for a few months, not that Mustang seemed to be feeling the same way. He looked like a kid who’d just robbed the candy store as he bounced the cowgirl on his dick.

Slade enjoyed a few more minutes of watching her jostling tits and jiggling ass cheeks before Mustang came with a shout and a curse. The girl flopped over to lie panting on the bed, looking like she’d gotten more than she bargained for when she offered a cowgirl sandwich to two adrenaline-fueled bull riders.

Mustang caught Slade’s eye and must have seen his weariness. He rolled toward the cowgirl and propped his head on his hand. “Don’t you think you’d better go see to your friend, darlin’? I’m worried about her. I’ve seen people get mighty sick, die even, from alcohol poisoning.”

Her eyes opened wide and her face paled. “Oh my God. Do you think she might . . . ”

“I’m no doctor. I’m just saying there ain’t no telling what can happen. I know I’d want to check if it was Slade there alone in a car possibly choking to death on his own vomit.”

At that colorful scenario, she scrambled off the bed to search the trailer for her clothes.

Slade realized she wouldn’t find her panties since Mustang had given them to him back in the arena. Nude except for his once white socks and black cowboy hat, Slade rose with some effort and no modesty to retrieve her undies from amid the pile of clothes he’d dropped near the door.

Barely making eye contact, she took them back from him with a mumbled, “Thanks.”

“No problem.” Pulling up his own underwear, Slade watched as she threw her clothes on. She looked as anxious to get out of there as he was for her to leave now that he was done with her.

That realization made him feel strangely sad for both of them.

When the door finally closed behind her, leaving him and Mustang alone, Slade let out a sigh and collapsed back into the chair.

Mustang shot him an unhappy look. “What’s up with you tonight?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean you acting like you could barely muster the energy to fuck an incredibly hot chick.”

Slade shrugged. “I don’t know. It’s just not as fun as it used to be.”

Mustang frowned and stared at him as if he’d grown dick antlers. “Fucking isn’t as fun as it used to be?”

Slade considered that for a second. “Maybe that’s the problem. It’s just fucking.”

Mustang looked horrified. “So what are you saying, Slade? You want to find a girl, get married, buy a house with a white picket fence and settle down in a nice, boring, safe job? Do you know how much sex married men get from their wives? Next to none, that’s how much. Ask any of the married guys. They’ll tell you.”
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