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CHAPTER ONE

The Cowboy Boots
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Zeke Lightman strolled into Cheyenne hoping his limp wasn't too obvious. This was a rough-and-tumble town, the kind of place where a strong man with a limp was liable to be robbed, where the tumbleweeds outnumbered the ladies of proper virtue—and not because there were a lot of tumbleweeds.

He looked like the town smelled. He was dry and dusty, sun-choked, burnt to a deep tan like hushpuppies overfried in underheated fat. He was tall and lanky and ropy-muscled, with more power in his compact frame than an observer might have thought. He wore a dusk-colored wide-brimmed hat to keep the keen Wyoming sun off his eyes.

His pants were brown, and brown again from caked-on mud that had dried with a layer of desiccated dust on top, weighing his legs down. He clomped in heavy black boots that stretched up his ankles with a flaired tip, grayed with time and overuse. They had been nice and expensive when they were new, but that was years ago, they were nothing more than oft-foxed stogies now. The colors had faded, the designs now invisible, the looping lines carefully etched by the shoemaker now smoothed while Zeke's cheeks had grown weathered and wrinkled. His boots were as worn out as a fire fading into coals; the fabric was frayed and perpetually moist, fragrant like spilled wine baking in the sun.

Zeke had known before the cattle-ride he needed new boots, but he wanted to earn some money so that his new boots would be as nice as his old ones were when they were new.

But that hadn't worked out. His boss, the rancher Jeremiah Goodman, had stiffed him, claiming Zeke owed money on account of some equipment that he broke accidentally a few months back. Zeke disputed that vociferous-like, but to no effect.

So here he was, with barely a penny to his name. He was going to have to buy boots on credit or borrow the money. A nail had poked through his left boot, and he had a blister. That was more painful than an ornery bull.
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A sallow man with a dense beard nodded as Zeke passed. "Lookin' for a lady to spend the night with? Huh? I got females of e'ry kind, cowboy-"

"Hush, box herder, I'm not interested-"

"I know that ain't true, nosir," Jameson said with a leer. "Ruby is free. I know you like her-"

"I'm broke," Zeke said. He looked down at his feet, unable to conceal his shame.

He'd come out west to earn a fortune, but somehow he never had enough to pay for anything more than the necessities. And yet now, he couldn't even pay for that.

Maybe if you didn't spend so many nights in Ruby's arms...

He walked past the saloon Lipsweet. Jameson had no interest in anyone without money, so as soon as Zeke said he was broke, he faced away. Zeke looked down at his feet until he reminded himself that made him look weak.

How his feet ached! He wanted nothing more than to take these boots off and dip his sore feet in a cool stream, like the one that ran past the Goodman ranch. He adored the feel of clean water up to his ankles, sandy stones spreading beneath his toes until his gnarled feet were nearly buried.

The boots, those he wanted to burn.

They had been usable until very recently, but when they went bad, they want bad in a hurry, turning rancid as quick as uneaten eggs. He had started off the cattle-ride confident he had a good couple weeks of use left. Two days in, he had realized his situation was dire.

Now he had a blister developing. He'd been favoring that leg so he kept pressure off it, and he wrapped it up just like his mama taught him. But it was only going to get worse the longer he used those boots.

He went into the bootmaker's shop—it was called a shoe shop, but the only shoes sold there were boots, so everyone just called it "the bootmaker's". There stood a youngish man with an odd, wavy haircut and sparkling clean clothes.

"Hi there, how can I help you?" He had a strange accent too.

Zeke was hesitant. The young man was named Miles, and he seemed weird to Zeke because he was from the future.

Miles was from the modern-day, but he had come back to 1859, to Wyoming in order to meet Zeke the filthy cowboy.

That's because Miles loved alpha males with disgusting, raunchy feet, and that was precisely what Zeke had. Miles invented a time machine that allowed him to traverse time, space and even the realms of fiction in search of the stinkiest manfeet he could find.

His time machine said it had done the calculations, and Zeke currently wore the filthiest cowboy boots ever worn in the United States of America.

So Miles came here, taking over this bootmaker's shop for a day. Now he was giddy with excitement as Zeke picked out new boots and sized his feet. He hadn't yet informed Miles that he couldn't afford them—Miles knew, but Zeke hadn't said.

"So, uh, I reckon, sir, I need these right bad," Zeke said, hat in hand. He chewed on his lower lip and ran his fingers through his dusty hair. He had shimmering blue eyes that shone from under the dimness of his burnished skin and slightly yellowish whites. "And, uh... I don't know, uh... if you got some kinda credit system you offer, on account of, uh... I find myself a little short of greenbacks at this very moment. Just a temporary, uh, sit'ation I find myself in, reckon."

"Oh, oh, I see, that's terrible," Miles said. He smiled. "I could loan you the money to pay for them. The shop would collect the money from you over the next year, at a reasonable interest rate."

"That sounds right nice, mistuh-"

"But there's another option. You don't have to pay a single solitary penny for those boots. I'll even throw in a backup pair." Miles paused as Zeke looked confused. "Backup... it means an extra pair, to use if you need it, or just to let your other pair dry out for a day-"

"Oh. You speak most oddly, pardner."

"I'm not from around here," he said.

"What do you expect me to do for two pairs of free boots?" Zeke asked. He remained very suspicious because he thought Miles was going to ask him to do something terrible like kill someone or steal some horses. Two fine pairs of boots was worth an inordinate sum, especially in a town like this where everyone needed them and only one shop sold them.

"I'd like you take off your clothes—especially those old boots—and just go to town all over me." Miles knew as he said it that 'go to town' wasn't going to translate well, but he was too horny—he caught a whiff of those boots—to think of anything better. His tone and demeanor made it clear what it meant, even if Zeke had never heard it before.

"I..." Zeke's eyes opened wide. "You wish me to treat you in... that manner?" He grabbed his cock through his pants. After a pause, he cocked his head to the side. He locked the door and nodded. "I don't much cotton to that."

"Your approval is not necessary. You don't even have to be very involved in most of it," Miles said. "Lemme at those boots."

Zeke still didn't get why Miles was fixated on his ratty old boots. He was vaguely aware that some men liked women's dainty, clean feet. He didn't know that there were other foot-based options.

He just snorted back some phlegm, flopped into the chair tiredly—relieved to know now he would get the new boots he needed—and lifted one leg to unlace them.

His first boot clomped heavily onto the floor and Zeke sighed as he wrinkled his now-bare toes, which were gnarled, pale, sweaty and fragrant with muskiness. He frowned in confusion at the sight of Miles picking the boot up, ramming his face in it and inhaling loudly. Zeke's eyes opened wide.

"Well... Tarnations! You really gettin' deep in there, huh?" Zeke said.

The smell was potent and astringent and it brought tears to Miles's eyes. It reeked of Zeke's body and the years of sweat that had accumulated there. There were layers of smells to unpack. Miles sniffed like a bloodhound searching for a trail.

Miles reeled at the potency of the scent. He could have gladly bottled that taste and drunk it. His tongue snuck out, daintily flickering over the fabric and sucking down whatever drops of fluid he could get to. Was it water? Mud? Spilled beer? Or tobacco-flavored spit? Or maybe it was just plain cowboy sweat.

It stank of horses and soil, sunlight and mud, muck and sweat and sandy rope. It stank of rutting in the wild, campfires lingering at dawn and slow-baking beans around the fire. Zeke had worn these boots on a hundred cattle-rides from here to New Mexico and back, and every single one of them had added a new fragrant aroma to the well-worn leather of these boots.
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