LYNN LORENZ

HAVE ALWAYS'BEEN "

COWBOYS




MY HEROESHAVE ALWAY S BEEN
COWBOYS

by
LYNN LORENZ

Amber Quill Press, LLC
http://www.amberquill.com

My Heroes Have Always Been Cowboys
An Amber Quill Press Book

This book is a work of fiction. All names, charastdocations, and incidents are products of thibals
imagination, or have been used fictitiously.
Any resemblance to actual persons living or dezxhles, or events is entirely coincidental.

Amber Quill Press, LLC
http://www.AmberQuill.com
http://www.AmberHeat.com

http://www.AmberAllure.com

All rights reserved.
No portion of this book may be transmitted or refuwed in any form, or by any means, without perioiss
writing from the publisher, with the exception afdf excerpts used for the purposes of review.

Copyright © 2009 by Lynn Lorenz
ISBN 978-1-60272-602-4
Cover Art © 2009 Trace Edward Zaber

Layout and Formatting
Provided by: Elemental Alchemy

Published in the United States of America



Also by Lynn Lorenz

The Avalon Patrol: The Road To Avea
David's Dilemma

Dedication

To all the little boys who wished they were
cowboys and to all the men who are.

Chapter 1

Simon Tai stared at the rack of shimmering seqoivered gowns and shuddered. There was no way lihdel
was going to wear one of those to the costume piantifation be damned.

This might be New Orleans, and he might be gayhbuvasn'that gay.

For a minute, he thought about not attending histrancis's fifth anniversary party, but that widog suicidal.
At least, career-wise. Although, if Simon had tcawene of those dresses, he might just slit his owvists.

Besides, in this failing economy, the prospectrafing another job in his field that paid as wetiuch less
anywhere in New Orleans, were slim to none.

Simon was no fool. It'd taken him a month to laglgosition as manager of Francis's small but kyigaled
French Quarter hotel, and Simon wasn't going te ppiaway, not even if it meant putting on highleesnd a
tiara.

He glanced again at the invitation clutched indvigating hands.

Stag or DragSeriously?As Francis had explained to him, stag meant drgsstiaight, and didn't mean going
alone to the party. Then Francis had just winketismd, "You can figure out what drag means, gani®"

Simon sighed. He hadn't even had a choice. Framaciseen to that by designatidtag on the inside of the
gold leafed invitation. Simon was so not a "drdgg;was much more of a "stag." He saw himself asuagy
buck, assuredly male, and definitely horny. Surkad been ages since he'd last rutted, but still.

Well, that was Francis, God bless his little qugesalul.

Francis was the gayest man Simon knew, and inrdsech Quarter that was saying a lot. But he wasthis
sweetest guy, a shrewd businessman, and overdthgelar, had become not just an employer but a freed.

Facing the fact there was no way he would slighnhEis, Simon shoved the invite into the back pookéiis
slacks and forced himself to look through the d¥ess

How the hell was he supposed to know what sizet®d g



Of course, he'd flatter himself thinking his sizeedy had to be in the single digits. He took asdrdown, size
eight, and looked it over. No way would his shouddfd.

Maybe something sleeveless? Off the shoulder?

Oh, my GodHe couldn't believe he was even having those thisud his surely had to be some lower level of
gay hell.

"What are you looking for?" A deep rumbling voicanee from behind him, right next to his ear. Simén'ses
wobbled and he shoved the black velvet empire dosith held up against him back on the rack, but issed
the rod with the hook of the hanger and the dretsd the floor.

"Shit." Simon bent to pick it up.
"Let me get that for you." The voice purred.
"No. It's okay. I've got it."

Simon's hand and the voice's hand touched as #aeped for the hanger, and Simon jumped back, lmgrips
ass into the man's crotch, then flew forward, nelading his balance.

"Sorry." Warmth spread across his cheeks.
Jesus, could he be anymore klutzy?
"It's okay." The voice chuckled.

Simon turned and stared up into the eyes of theev@eep blue eyes. Brown eyelashes. Prominent moge
lips. Short cropped brown hair. Simon knew he stigt to the man's body, stop staring at his faceit was
such a nice face. And he was half a head taller 8imon, the perfect height.

Perfect.
"Yes?" The man tilted his head, one eyebrow coclmuard.

"I'm looking for a dress." Jesus, did he just utterse words? He may have been gay, but he'd hadethe
least interest or desire to dress in women's aigthind pretend he was a woman.

"For yourself?" As the guy hung up the gown, héagdly gaze bored into Simon.

He lost brain function, then, as if someone hadtgtarted his mind like a lawn mower, Simon began h
explanation, a speech he'd barely planned, mushplesticed.

"It's for a party. For my boss. No, rfor him. For me. Wait, the party's not for me. | melamave towearit to a
party. A costume party," Simon stammered as heheshfor the invitation and then shoved it into then's
hands, offering proof it wasn't really his faulbhdathat henevershopped here, much less leaarshopped for
women's clothing.

"l see." The fellow took the invite, opened it, thamiled.
Oh, my God, he's gorgeous.

Simon tapped the card stock. "It's my boss's iHe& British and thought it would be a lark, ashgs." Simon
giggled. "He called it a fancy dress party."

Oh, shit.Did he just giggle?



If the guy had wondered if Simon was gay, that arstwered his question.

"Fancy dress, huh?" No giggle from Mr. Gorgeous.

Simon looked at the floor, willing the ground toemp

Where the hell was a hole when you needed ondltota? Like cops, there was never one around.
Simon looked up as the man handed back the inwitati

* k k% %

Charles struggled to keep his face straight. Thais two easy. The poor man was practically dying of
embarrassment, and Charles knew he should stopngatite guy's chain, but he couldn't help himself.

The guy was just so fucking cute.

"So what's the problem?" Charles leaned againstdhater, dead serious.

"Well. I've never..." He waved his hand at the ratgowns.

"Never?"

"Dressed up. In an evening gown. In any dressadlgtithe poor man stuttered. "I'm not a queer 'declared.

Charles didn't doubt him for a minute. To the ucficed eye, he looked straight, but Charles hadiling
gaydar and all his blips, beeps and sweeps hadafbménen he'd spotted the handsome Asian.

"But you are gay, right?"

The man licked his lips, and Charles watched tlfie et pink tip of tongue make its way around lyefo
slipping back inside, mesmerizing Charles.

"Is it that obvious?" He looked down and then ugharles from under thick black lashes, and Charliisk
responded with a hard jerk against his corduroys.

"No. A wild guess, that's all," Charles assuredarfhGod because he didn't want to be wrong ab@ubtie.

With a sigh of relief, the man smiled at Charleg] €harles upgraded his "cute" to "adorable.” Gsaniad a
thing for adorable men and it'd been a long timeesihe'd met anyone who embodied that word. He/dysl
been attracted to Asian men, but had never datged\anway was he going to let this two-for-one ogipoity
go by.

A plan formed in Charles's mind. A wicked, deviodslicious plan.

"What's your size?Impersonating a salesperson must be a crime sonteywtight?But only if he got caught.

"I have no idea." The guy shook his head, panisvislgin his dark brown eyes.

"Don't worry. These gowns aren't right for you."&tles couldn't help but lean closer. The lightliresent of
the man's aftershave reminded Charles of the ocean.

"They aren't?" He looked relieved.

"No. You need something else." Charles turned aadrged the racks of costumes around the shop. '‘Bomge
more...earthy."



As soon as he'd seen the invitation clutched irgthés hand, Charles had approached, hoping tosstar
conversation. It was the same invitation Charlekle# sitting on his table at home.

This was too perfect. His invitation declared t8tag.And he'd already set his mind on the costume hdesa
A cowboy.

He'd always wanted to be a cowboy, had loved ehenytabout them, from their silent, steady wayshtar
rugged good looks, to their sexy swagger. If Clsacleuld go back in time, be anything in the wohled'd choose
to be a cowboy of the Old West.

Since he couldn't really be one, he might as welsslup as one.
And what fun would playing cowboy be without an ibr?

He headed over to a rack on the far wall. "Thisiss$ right for you." Taking down the tan leatheddreaded
costume, he held it out to show the guy.

With an authority that he pulled right out of hissahe declared, "You'd be the perfect Pocahontas."

* k kK

Simon walked over, maneuvering around the rackeke a closer look at the costume. It was a lorgs
nearly to his ankles, with fringe and beadwork ddle sides, long sleeves and a wide bead-covetksd abthe
neck. It came with a black braided wig and a festidand.

"I don't know." Squinting, he tried to picture hiefisin it.

It would certainly cover him, leaving only the bmtt part of his legs exposed. And he could wears$obt
maybe he'd find a pair of moccasins.

But the wig? He'd never thought about wearing a wig

"I tell you, this is what you want. A man like yowouldn't be comfortable in one of those formal geywmould
you?" He gave Simon a killer smile, melting any biisuSimon had left.

"No, | wouldn't." Simon reached out and took thetame. "Will this fit me?"

"What's not to fit? It's basically a straight stmedt it's wide enough for your shoulders, it'll imde enough for
your hips."

That sounded reasonable. And besides, it was gd#tia. The store would close soon and he neededke a
decision. The party was tomorrow night and he'daaly wasted too much time this week trying to avoé
entire mess.

"Okay, I'll take it." Simon nodded and gave the gugmile.

"Perfect.” There went that purr again. He could pruiSimon's ear all day long, all night long, fbat matter.
"Just take it up to the register and they'll rirmgiyip." He jerked his head to the front of theestor
"Thanks." Simon nodded and made his way throughébls to the counter.

"I'd like to get this." He handed the costume ® thshier.

"Of course. Was anyone helping you?" she askedyatting an eye that a man was buying a womanssdre
You have to love the Quarter, especially if yogas.



"Yes. A young man." Simon strained to see to theklwd the shop to point out the guy. "Huh. | deee him."
He shrugged, bummed not to get another opportwittythe guy. Wraghim up. I'll take him to go, Simon
thought.

Why was it that all the gorgeous guys were str&ight
She looked to the rear, too. "Must've gone in thekh'

She rang Simon up, bagged up the costume, and dhértdehim. "If you need anything else, come baokl see
us for all your costume needs."

Simon thanked her, waved, and left the shop.

This outfit was so much better than one of thosmgfed, revealing evening gowns he'd look ridicalagaring,
not to mention how in the world he'd create bretsfdl it out. He would have had to buy high hediancy
jewelry, maybe even a feather boa or stole andathsalready setting him back enough money.

And since it was really a costume, he could weforiMardi Gras next year.

If he had to dress as a woman, why not a Native rio@e princess?

Chapter 2

Charles watched his Pocahontas leave, then pioke@io leather chaps and a matching vest and teok to
the counter. He already had a hat and a pair asboo

"This is all." He placed them down.

"Cowboy, huh?" She smiled up at him. "You'll makieleer cowboy. Good guy or bad guy?" She winked,
flirting with him like mad.

Playing along, he leaned closer. "I'm always goété'winked.

She practically squealed as she licked her lipenTéhe rang him up and bagged the clothes. Puallingsiness
card from the stack, she wrote down a phone number.

"Call me if you need anything at all." She punithe bag.

"Will do." He gave her a nod and sauntered ouhefd¢hop. As he strolled down Royal Street, he opéme bag,
took out the card, and tossed it in the first wittligon trash can he came to.

He could have asked for the guy's number, but heedahis plan to play out. It would be so much nfarethat
way.

And now that he thought about it, he'd definitedydping as an outlaw. He could just picture higfao a
Wanted poster.

Charles Mabry



Wanted

Dead or Alive

Now, he just had to find a pair of six-shooters hotter to complete the ensemble.
And maybe a mask.

* k % %

"You haveto help me, Sara," Simon begged his sister. "Ehavidea what I'm doing and I've never put on
makeup before in my life." He paced the lengthiefdmall apartment on Burgundy Street in the Fogiber
Marigny, just outside the French Quarter.

"Simon, really. You're gay." She sighed. He coulst see her rolling her eyes.
"Gay doesn't mean I'm a wannabe woman. It just méama guy who likes other guys."

"I know. You never were into that stuff, even whea were teens." She gave a long-suffering sigh.a¥glhe
point of having a gay brother if he doesn't wanpub on make-up or swap clothes?"

"So, not only am | a disappointment to @arentsbecause I'm gay, I've failed as a g@gtherbecause I'm not
gay enough?"

"You've never been a disappointment to me, Simsimg"reassured him. "You know I've just always waiate
big sister." She laughed.

"Sara." He growled at her teasing. "Are you goimfp¢lp me or not?"

"Of course. | can tell this means a lot to yout Joset me at the drug store on Canal and Carrdiiencan pick
out the stuff you need there."

"Great. See you there in thirty."
"Thirty." She hung up.

Simon snatched up his car keys and headed outthe ide locked it, then clomped down the dark sttirthe
bottom and opened the door to the street. Steppihche checked in both directions, then lockeddiber and
went to his car.

Even though the Marigny was relatively safe, it Wast to be cautious. Muggings and purse snatclstilgs
happened. Hurricane Katrina hadn't washed awagrthee.

He pulled away from the precious parking spaceantfof his house and drove to meet his littleesist
* k k%
"Honestly, you need overall foundation." Sara hgica bottle of makeup.

"Does that go all over my face?" Simon whisperedtk Tast thing he wanted was to be overhead disayssi
makeup at the same place he bought his condomisilaad

"Yes, then you apply the powder and blush." Shetpdito the other packages on the wall.

"No. That's too much crap on my face. | foughtzif§ in high school; I'm not doing it again." Heosk his head.
"Look, I'm going as a Native American, not as thméale lead in th¥likado''



"Too bad because you'd be perfect. Why didn't ystigo as a geisha?"

"Hell, no! For one thing, we're Korean, not Japan&eing gay is bad enough, but if Dad found oméit
Japanese, he'd stroke out. For another, wearaliithite makeup and that god-awful wig? I'd rattier No, this
is the lesser of two evils. Besides, isn't that yusat everyone will expect?”

She put it back on the shelf. "You're right. Inditis. Okay, I've got it." She snatched severis off the rack-
-eyeliner, lipstick, mascara.

"Seriously?" He plucked the mascara out of her hand

"You'll need it. Besides, you have gorgeous lastiesl and full. They'll need emphasis.”

"Oh, God, | don't want emphasis. | just want to endkhrough this party alive and with my dignitytact.”
She pried the mascara from his fingers. "It's wateaf. Even if things go bad, it won't run."

Simon groanedlears?She expected that before the night was over,beeld tears? Come to think of it, so did
he.

"Okay. Keep the mascara."

She nodded and dropped it into the small baskagstwer her arm. "Now, for the Indian part of thet up."
She led him through the store to the aisle withskidys.

"What are we doing here?"

"You're going to be an Indian. You'll need a bow anrow." She shrugged as she cruised down the aisl
"Voila!" She held up a miniature bow and arrow set.

"You're not serious, are you?" He looked at ihdtl rubber suction cups on the tips of the arravastaightly
colored feathers at the end. The bow looked agrewood, but by the weight of it, he could tellviis plastic.

"You just have to carry it, not actually shoot angd
"Only myself," he muttered as she put the packader basket.
"Now, war paint." She moved farther down the aisle.

"War paint? You thinking I'm going to get into gliit? | may be Asian, but | don't know the firsntpiabout
martial arts. You're the one who can kill a mandifferent ways with your pinky." He smirked at her

"You could've discovered ancient Asian fightingregs, too, if you'd gotten off your ass and stopplegling
those video games when we were kids." She elbowedrhthe ribs and he grunted.

"Please, Sara, focus. What else do | need?"

"Well, I think that if you're not going to wear fodation or blush, this will give the impression yrewan
Indian." She picked up a package of Halloween mpkiuhad black, white, red, blue, green, and yelpmts of
cream, an applicator brush, and a sponge.

"The long dress and feather headband won't givawray?"
She glared at him. "Look. Do you want my help ot?io

"I want your help." He sighed.



"Good. Then quit whining. Let's check out." Sherspmound and stormed off to the front of the steith her
basket.

Thank God she hadn't made him carry it.

At the counter, she checked out, and he forked loigecredit card to pay.

The cashier gave him a puzzled look when she toelbbw and arrow out to ring it up.
"It's for my nephew," Sara lied.

The teenager nodded, popped her gum, and baggpd it

Once outside the store, Sara handed the plastiofbgmpdies to him. "You're on your own now, Bigi€ft'
With a flutter of her fingers goodbye, she skippedier car and got in.

Simon sighed and went to his car, got in and tofisedag on the passenger seat.

He should go home, try on the costume and see thioaked. Plan his makeup. How he'd wear the bodv an
arrow. If he'd wear the bow and arrow.

Instead, he drove to the nearest snowball staoddsh line, and ordered a large vanilla orchidvenall with
condensed cream on top. Then he drove to BayaloBh and parked.

Simon strolled over to his favorite bench acroesffCity Park and sat. As he ate his snowball, badht of
anything else but putting on that outfit and beaaran Indian princess.

Chapter 3

Charles stood in front of his full-length mirrorchstruck a pose. His eyes narrowed as he glareid apponents.
He was John Wayne facing off a pack of desperados.

"Do you feel lucky?" he drawled, raising one eyetro
No, wait. That was Clint Eastwood.

He shrugged, slapped his hand to the holster, altedpthe toy pistol. It tumbled out of his handt d few
summersaults, and fell to the floor. He sighedbeamd retrieved it. He put it back in the holstad tried it
again, this time a bit slower.

He slapped leather and the gun slid out, stillignhand.
Bang!
Bang! Bang!

Got 'em right between the eyes.



He raised the gun barrel to his lips and blew aingggined smoke, then shoved it back into the holste

"No one accuses me of cheatin' at poker. No one.plished the cowboy hat back on his head and gsivarp
nod.

Charles laughed. He made a pretty good cowbow ditl say so himself.

He studied his look in the mirror. He hadn't shaiwetivo days, giving the stubble on his chin a fouget sexy
look.

Damn, he loved the leather chaps. They wrappelkgsslike a pair of gloves, leaving just the crotdlnis jeans
exposed. His gaze focused on the impression «fams-hard cock.

Okay, he got off on dressing up as a cowboy. Ittheeh his fantasy forever.
"Guilty as charged, Sheriff."

Now he just had to decide whether to wear a shitdieu the vest, or go without one. He peeled offvibst and
his shirt, then slipped back into the vest.

Definitely without.

The vest gave a sexy glimpse of his smooth chast, recs, and with the low rider jeans and the ghagew
hairless inches of skin showed below his navelnkhaod he had an innie and not an outie and tharki@'d
been faithful about going to the gym and working; ou

Of course, if he'd been a real cowboy, his musetasld have been honed by hard work, chasing caitistin'
broncs, and riding the range, not lifting free weggand running on a treadmill.

Forget the range; he wanted to ride his Pocahontas.
He rubbed his hand over his jeans and the toucbklyerade him harder.

God, he'd been sporting a boner ever since mettenguy in the costume shop yesterday. And in aHfewrs, if
Charles's plan went well, he'd get the chance tthabvery thing.

He made a note to thank Francis for inviting hirha@les had only met the hotel owner a few montlasveltgen
he'd gone there to talk him into ordering wine frbim small distributing company, but Francis hadrbgo open
and friendly, Charles had taken to dropping by vaven he'd been in the Quarter.

Now he wondered how Pocahontas knew Francis. Ar@me maybe? Another casual acquaintance?
Oh, hell. What if he were Francis's lover?
Now there was a faux pas, if ever he'd seen one.

He'd have to play it safe until he found out whneitt relationship was, or he'd risk putting hisibass with
Francis in jeopardy.

But outlaws were risk takers. They loved action dadger and living on the edge. If he wanted ta lbewboy,
he'd have to break out of his safe zone and takesigence in the wild, wild west.

He picked up the black mask and slipped it on. Gidyeyes, mouth and chin showed. Pocahontas vnawer
recognize him. Not until he removed the mask andaked himself.

Perfect.



* k % %

Simon stared at his clean, just shaved face imih®r above the sink in his bathroom. On the cettop he'd
spread out all the makeup he'd bought the day éefor

After staring at the costume all afternoon as itidhan his door, he'd sucked it up and put it onagimgly, it fit
his shoulders perfectly, falling to a soft draperokis narrow hips, with plenty of room to spare.

Damn.No excuses left. He'd have to go to the party now.
All he had to do was to fix his face and put onhg.

Simon picked up the eyeliner and tore open the ggekHe removed the cap and stared at it. It logksidike a
marker.

He ran it over the back of his hand, marking his skith a black line. He smudged it with his fingipr The line
softened, but the color remained dark and intense.

Taking a deep breath and holding it, Simon brotigitpen to his left eye and slowly drew it along tim just
above his lashes. When he got to the end, he slapmbsat back. Frowned.

Something didn't look right. It was crooked in thaldle.
He drew the line again, making it thicker.
Not quite right.

This time, he ran the liner over the last markatingy a wide band of black around his upper lid| Hren
extended it out beyond the corner of his eye.

Wow.That was it.

He inhaled and worked on the right eye, then urelgineach eye, to form a thick bar of black encpkis eyes,
spreading out to the side in a bold slash.

It was dramatic, intense and his eyes popped dutrat

Shit.He lookedgood.

Simon closed up the liner and took out the masc¢anaake his lashes even fuller and more lush ttoemal.
Waterproof, huh? Bring it on, Tammy Faye.

He leaned forward, mouth open, tongue out, andeattthe brush over his already dark eyelashesingpiitem
in Midnight Black, doubting whether it would makeyadifference at all.

Wow. Quelle differencéNlo wonder women wore this crap.
He applied a second coat.

Damn.

He sat back and stared at his face.

It was good, but he hadn't gone far enough, alirthg to the edge and over.



He ripped into the package of Halloween makeup eymaring the applicator, dipped his fingertip inke red
pot, and ran it over his cheekbone, making a biigesof war paint. Then he repeated it on the osiee.

Now, he glanced at the beadwork on the collar efdnéss. Which color would go with his dark eyes®d.Blue.
Green. White.

He wiped off his finger, dipped it into the greemaslashed it across his cheek beneath the reakstre
A stranger looked back at him.
But the effect still wasn't complete.

He held up the tube of lipstick Sara had pickedamat pulled off the top, then rotated the stickunfil a bright
red tongue peeked out. Then, taking another desgitorhe opened his mouth and ran the lipstick bigefull
bottom lip.

The silky creme glided over his lip. Simon felt seal. Naughty.
Aroused.

Imitating what he'd seen women do thousands ofgiiménis life, he followed the outline of his uppigx, then
smacked his lips together to spread the color.

Goddamn, he looked...hot.

A blend between Goth and Native American.

After wiping off his fingertips, he sat back andretd at his image.
This was unreal.

He was Simon, but not Simon.

Simon enhanced.

Simon different.

Simon released.

He stared at his face. He looked like those youngam he'd seen at some of the gay clubs downtowmKs.
They weren't afraid to wear makeup to enhance tbeks. To declare who they are and what they want.

And he'd be the first to admit he'd found thoserdayoung men exciting. Would he excite other nmaen like
himself? Placid men, content with who they thougkl were? Would they long for a touch from himsteal a
kiss, a have a chance to capture such beautyrfight?

A chance ahim?

Simon picked up the wig and brushed back his baiitiisone hand. He slipped the wig on and adjusted i
thick fringe of black bangs brushed his eyebrowsl, tavo long braids tied off with tan leather strggeding in
multicolored beads hung down his chest. A jauntijation eagle feather stuck up out of the headband.

He straightened and took in the image in frontiof.h
Goth Native American.

Simon complete.



Chapter

Charles pulled on his boots and tugged his jeansdiver them. Standing up, he gave his reflectitastlook
as he rethought his decision to go without a shirt.

If anyone had doubted whether he was straightoiifit would clear up any confusion. Tonight, hb&lamong
friends, gays and straights, who'd accept him agyveachose to present himself.

Maybe that's what gave him the courage to playsdups

He'd never flaunted his body, never been so opeutdtis sexuality. He'd hidden behind a facade of
respectability and looking straight most of higliEven when he hit the clubs, he dressed conserlyat

Sure, he'd noticed the other men there, men withaatre in the world, half-naked, their firm, yousgeat-
covered bodies, hair stylishly mussed, eyes dattk kvier and promises, lips full and red, as thapakd to the
beat of driving bass rhythms.

Charles closed his eyes and groaned.

He adjusted his stiff cock in his jeans. He hadttp thinking shit like that or else everyone &t plarty would
know what he was thinking the minute he steppealttin the door.

The leather chaps and his tightest jeans left ngtto the imagination.
Maybe he should shoot one off before he went.tdusike the edge away and the bulge out of hissjean
He stared at the evidence of arousal outlineddikéeel rod.

What the hellBo what if everyone knew he was primed and relddywas supposed to be an outlaw, right?
And they lived on the edge.

Charles put on the hat, snugging it low on histieas, and pulled his mask down around his neckl pig'it
on when he got to the hotel, when he'd truly becttraecowboy. He picked up the holster and stufféatd a
small gym bag.

He was ready. More than ready.

He left his uptown camelback house, locking thafidoor behind him, then trotted down the stepsiuth the
small front yard, and out the gate. It swung sjust, missing him as he hit the remote and slid theodriver's
seat of his black Mustang.

The sun was setting and it'd be night soon. Timéhe bad boys to make an appearance, to comenduilay.

He was an outlaw cowboy going into town on histiriséeed and looking for trouble. There were brandsust,
cattle to rustle, and lawmen to elude.

And a certain Native American princess to capture.

* k kK



Simon sat on the edge of his bed and steppedhstedtft slippers he'd bought on Canal Street. Tharg the
closest he could come to moccasins. And they wefieitely comfortable.

He stood and looked down at them.

There was a noticeable bulge right at his croteh Ithocked the view of his feet. It totally ruinde line of the
dress.

Damn, he'd have to do something about thiaybe wear a cup?

Digging in the drawer of his dresser, way in thekblaehind the socks that didn't have mates butriever
thrown out, his hand touched something soft.

He pulled it out and held it up.
A black leather jockstrap?

Simon laughed. He hadn't seen that thing in yeatsver had bought it for him and had insisted reawnit
before they had sex. The lover was long gone, isugift had kept on giving.

He hoisted up the dress, slipped off his briefs stegped into what was basically a leather mangh®no tight,
the thin string rode up the crack of his ass, thlectip just barely cradling his package, pressirgainst his
body, reminding him that he wore it.

He glanced up at the mirror over his dresser, det/® the side and checked the profile. Not cotepldlat,
but at least his cock was under control. Twistimgchecked out his ass. The black leather stripamaund his
waist, met in the middle, and then disappeareddikieer running below ground.

Damn, it looked hot.
He dropped the dress and smiled at his secret.

No one would know he was wearing it. It felt nayghhd wicked. The black leather went with the whmléfit
and definitely with his new look.

What would he look like in just the thong, blaclgwand makeup?

Would he look wanton and decadent or cheap andigtior

Either way, it would be a win-win scenario.

Who knows? Maybe he'd find someone who got turmebyoblack eyeliner, braids, and leather thongs?
Now that would really be one strange, wild man.

A man he'd love to meet.

Well, at least for tonight. Just for the partycolirse.

Simon had no intention @verdoing this againEver.

No matter how hot he looked.

He just wasn'that kind of gay.

* k kK



Simon hurried the three blocks from the parkingagaron Iberville to Burgundy, then three blocks dow
Burgundy to the Chateau Francois. He shouldn't baes worried about being seen. No one batted aatey
Native American man/woman dressed in full costuwae, paint streaked across her/his face. And it Wwasen
Mardi Gras.

Only in New Orleans.
Simon smiled as he came through the door and stootihe front desk.
"Hello, Carrie. Is everything going well?"

Carrie, the night manager, looked up and blinkdwrTher head cocked to one side and she narrowexy&e at
him.

“I'm hearing my boss Simon's voice, but I'm se@indndian princess."
"Not Indian. We prefer to be called Native American

"Oh, my God, Simon, you're gorgeous," she croorstea eyes widened.
"Thanks." He gave her a twisted smile. "I did it Fvancis."”

"Right. All for Francis." Okay, she didn't belielam at all. "You have no intention of picking angouap in
there, do you?"

Simon rolled his eyes. "Carrie, is everything uncamtrol?" He didn't plan letting Carrie in on angentions he
might or might not have, especially when he ditate a clue himself.

"Everything's fine, Simon." She nodded to the graallroom. "The party's started, Francis is indi@®y, and
all's right with the world." She leaned over thelkdland whispered, "Make sure you act as if you ¢alhit's
him behind that Diana Ross wig."

"Diana Ross? Of The Supremes?" he asked.
She nodded. "Right. He's the fourth Supreme, thestanny white one."
He gave her a wave and turned to check out theylobb

The decorations for the anniversary party gavehtiel a festive air. Exquisite flower arrangementtgered
every tabletop and tasteful signage announcingvkeat sat beneath each one. All had been designEdhhcis.
He'd been working on the party for months and see@very detail personally.

It really did look beautiful.

Simon took a deep breath and crossed the lobbsgsipawood floor to the ballroom's massive carvedrd. He
did a quick check in the large, gold leafed Fremitvor on the wall. Makeup still in place and skibking good.
But his scalp itched under the cheap wig. He sheatcthen straightened the braids so they hung ewvdioth
sides.

He put his hand on the knob and turned it, tookepdoreath, and then pushed through the door.
Inside, the ballroom glittered. Francis had outdbimeself this time.

Long buffet tables, draped with black linens andimd against the maroon fleur-de-lis flocked gohaiis,
held piles of cheese, seafood, canapés, and sdresviOn the other side, two bartenders in tuxedtssdourt at
a miniature bar, preparing drinks as fast as ttants could order.



Strewn all around the large room, groupings of ifture--tables, chairs, settees, couches, and otismmaere set
out for the comfort of Francis's guests. Most @ity those who weren't at the buffet tables loadimgn boiled
shrimp or mini-muffelettas, were lounging on saidniture.

In the corner near the door, a jazz quartet pldiggbland, giving the party a festive atmosphet, ot so loud
you couldn't hold a conversation.

And there, in the middle of it all, Francis helducp dressed in a silver evening gown, Diana Rags ecvamond
chandelier earrings to die for, and three-inch$eel

Simon would have been more shocked to see hintureao or dressed as a pirate.
After closing the door behind him, he made his wagugh the crowd to greet his host for the evening

"Hello, Francis. For a minute, | barely recognized,” Simon said, getting his obligatory kissingaug of the
way. He wondered if Francis's expensive wig itchsdnuch as his did.

"And who is this gorgeous thing?" Francis stareliet "Simon, is that you?" He seemed to be gemyine
surprised.

"Yes."

Francis opened his mouth, then shut it. He swalktbard gave Simon a smoldering look. "Good Godkiféw
you looked that hot in drag, I'd have made you ctomeork every day dressed as a woman." He fanimadetf
with an evening gloved hand as Simon gave him ekgkiss on the cheek.

"Thanks, I think." Simon frowned and looked arouti8lut no thanks for sending me the drag inviteop&
you've gotten your laughs.”

"Laughs? No, dearest, | just wanted to push a feeple out the door, so to speak.”
"I'm already out of the closet, Francis. I'm nateswhat door you mean."

"Why, the door of respectability, the door of omip, the door of mundane!" Francis winked at hird #ren
turned his attention to a younger man, dressedcaseman, who'd sidled up with a glass of champagne
"Thanks, darling." Francis took it and sipped.

Simon waited for the introduction as the cavemaatkhd him out. And then leered at him, appreciation
showing in his eyes. Simon couldn't help but féstéred.

"Simon, this is Dan. Dan, this is Simon, the hetpfemiere manager." Francis made the intros betsips.

"Simon, pleased to meet you." Dan stepped forwautinstead of a handshake, he kissed Simon ochibek.
"You're gorgeous," he whispered on a breath in 8lmear.

"So I've been told." Simon smiled back, unsureahlivas a friend of Francis's ofreend of Francis's. Either
way, Simon wasn't interested in the strong gruntypgs and he didn't plan on being hit over thedteead
dragged to Dan's cave by his braids.

Dan smiled, then turned his attention back to Festipping his arm around Francis's trim waiayimg claim.
Francis kissed his cheek and grinned at Simon.

"Mingle, dearest. Mingle." He waved his hands an&@i to shoo him away.
Simon turned away and headed to the buffet tables.

Might as well get something to eat.



* k % %

Charles spotted him the moment he stepped thrdwggtidor. His breath froze. It couldn't be anyose dlut his
Pocahontas. And he was more beautiful, more extigry Charles even imagined.

Any cowboy with a lick of sense would have fallem him in a heartbeat. His princess was regaktafian
most women, but not as tall as Charles. Broad sleosl| but not too broad, straight backed, narrgpénl, and
high cheekbones painted in streaks of color to exsigk them.

He couldn't take his gaze off his maiden's dar&diryes. The look shot past striking and blastedaty straight
to his dick. All he could think about when he lodla the man was taking him. Raising up that daesk
burying his cock deep inside that sweet little &$ssing those deep red lips.

He moved farther behind a sofa in the corner abded his erection, trying to shift it in his jeadghat the fuck.
He'd already decided not to care about who saw.what

Tracking his princess, Charles watched as the mighhello to Francis, and then was devoured bydisan
latest boy toy, the caveman.

Charles growled. The Indian princess was his.

Chapter 5

Simon loaded his plate with shrimp, mini oysterotpai and a few olives. After scanning the room feaeant
seat with a nearby table, he moved toward one. €ureting so hard on reaching the open spot befoyene
else, he never saw the cowboy until he stood, handss hips, blocking Simon's way.

"Howdy." The cowboy stared at him. He wore a blask.

Simon stared back. Tall, lean, and well built, tlest the man wore covered a broad hairless chegtt jEans
and leather chap¥erytight jeans. With a very predominate bulge. Vérigk. Very long.

Oh, my.
Simon gulped and dragged his gaze from the cowlnogtsh.

The man's blue eyes devoured him from behind thekp@and his square, rugged jaw and thin lips wire a
Simon could make out.

"Hello." Simon couldn't think what else to say epizéTake me, I'm yours."

"My name is Charles." The man didn't make a mavst, tood there. Behind him, a woman, a real woman,
dressed as a Greek goddess, took Simon's chaiwélh,

"Charles? Not Billy the Kid? Jesse James? Black®B&imon teased, as he rattled off the named tieal
cowboys he could think of.

"No. Just Charles." He smiled and showed perfedtevibeth.



“I'm Simon."
"Not Running Flower? Dances With Wolves? DesertsBtom?" the cowboy countered.

"No. Just Simon." If the guy would tell him who tvanted Simon to be, he'd be it. Good God, he'd meaen
such a sexy man since...well, since yesterday wkdrought his costume.

"Hello, Simon."
"Hello, Charles."

They stood there, staring at each other, unabdi® tmore than bask in each other's gazes. It wasdtiest, yet
most exciting moment for Simon in a long time.

His cock twitched in the thong, reminding him thagxisted and needed tending.
What would it be like to have a masked man suck i

"Well, do | have to pull my pistol and take yougainpoint or are you coming along quietly?" The cowb lips
twisted in a sexy smile, one side rising highentttee other, his hungry blue eyes searching Simwo\wn ones.

Simon couldn't help but glance down at Charlegitcbragain. "By pistol, do you mean the one inttbister, or
the one in your pants?" Then he shot his gaze dmaited the cowboy with it.

"I'll use the one in the holster if | need to, Bdtrather use the other one."

"I think I'd rather you use it, t00." Simon swalled: Okay, he'd never been so bold before. He likeddg bold.
Just say what you were thinking. Or do what youtedn

"Me, too." The cowboy glanced around, then motiowéti a jerk of his head to two empty seats onw@cbhdn a
dark corner. "Seat?"

"Don't mind if | do." Simon headed toward it, Clerifollowing. Simon hoped Charles was checkinghiaiass.

When Charles put his hand on Simon's waist to geige him around some people, a thrill raced thinchig,
landing in his dick. Then Charles let him go. Simeemted more touching.

They reached the small couch, and Simon sat, glddsplate of goodies on the Moroccan mother aflpe
inlaid table. Charles sat next to him and threwaia across the back of the dark green velvet couch

Simon settled back and turned toward the cowbawgosi nestling under Charles's shoulder.

"This is nice." Simon looked up into Charles's fagiging him a closer inspection. "Do | know you?"

"Yes. We've met before."

"Have we?" Simon searched his memory. If he'd metepne this gorgeous, he'd remember it, would@'t he
Charles leaned in. "We have. But | don't know aimglabout you."

"Me?" Simon giggled. Damn, why did he keep doingt?'I'm just Simon."

"You're so much more than just Simon." Charles gawept over him. "You're incredible. You're the mos
irresistible man I've met in ages."

"Irresistible?" Simon squeaked out.



"Adorable." That sideways smile appeared again,thisdime, Charles ran his finger along Simon'g. ja

Simon shivered and closed his eyes, letting thielimgi arousal fill him. Oh, this man was dangerdsisaon
decided he liked dangerous.

"Adorable?" Simon whispered. He opened his eyes.
Charles leaned in for a kiss.

He waited, watching as Charles's eyes closedigsghbrted slightly, and the warm weight of Chdslésmnd
rested on his thigh.

Simon's eyes crossed as Charles's mouth drew ctdgser, then Simon gave in, closed his eyeslagid lips
touched. Charles's mouth was hard, yet pliantjggssmooth, and Simon let the way they pressethaghis
lips be all he knew, all he could feel.

Charles ran his tongue over the crease of Simooighmasking for entry.

Simon allowed him inside. Charles's tongue swepgémtly probing, tasting, then withdrew, and Chatbroke
their kiss.

Simon shuddered.

The world shrank down to the two of them, sittingtbe sofa in a dark corner, holding each other lelyes
staring into brown.

"God, you turn me on," Charles whispered.
"Really?" Simon giggled.

Charles took Simon's hand and placed it on hishrot
Undeniable evidence.

"You were like that before, when we first met tdrti§ Simon didn't remove his hand and didn't apizedor
noticing.

"I've been watching you since you came in." Chactegered Simon's hand with his and pressed. "Ity fae
been hard just knowing I'd see you here tonight."

Simon gasped. "How did you know I'd be here? DihEis tell you?" His gaze darted to the centehefroom,
but Francis and his caveman had vacated the cgmtéight.

"No, he didn't tell me. | told you, we've met befor
"But | don't remember telling anyone about the yart
"You showed me your invitation." Charles grinned.

"I showed you--" Simon cut himself off as realinstidawned. "The guy from the costume shop." Heledeip
to remove the mask, but Charles caught his wriatfirm hold.

"Not yet."
Simon took his hand down. "Not yet?"

"No, not yet. For now, tonight, | want to be thevbmy, the outlaw."



"And what do you want me to be?"
"A beautiful Indian princess whom I've capturedg bit his bottom lip.
Simon leaned back and exhaled. "And do your planghis princess include ravishing her?"

"Not against her will. | may be an outlaw, but Meassome honor." He placed a hand over his headgruhe
leather vest.

Simon slid his hand on top of Charles's and higditips brushed a hard nipple. Charles shuddereking into
his palm.

"I'd go willingly to your bedroll, cowboy." Simomled. "In fact, | think | can arrange a suitablage to bunk
for the night."

"Your teepee?”
"No, somewhere close, though."

Simon stood, tugging Charles's hand. Charles goistéeet, and Simon pulled him toward the doorthef
ballroom, away from the crowd and out of the party.

To find a place where a cowboy could capture armmgrincess.

Chapter 6

Charles couldn't believe it...his plan had worlegas destiny. Fate. Kismet.

He'd never felt like this before, that everythingsawight. The stars-in-alignment sort of right. Timee-in-a-
lifetime right.

He'd lost his mind...that was it. He was not a motieanot the kind of man who fell head over heelbve, who
got all giddy and goofy over anyone. At least, bdrit until now.

Now, he was all those things.
And it was all Simon's fault.
Simon.He liked the nameSimon and Charles. Charles and Simon.

Good God, if he didn't get a grip, he'd be cantlmgr names in trees, doodling their names all dver
placemats in restaurants, writing home to his maith&aton Rouge to tell her he'd finally met theeo

He followed Simon, still no last name, through tinewd. Near the door, Francis had taken up guard,
presumably to stop anyone from leaving. From whar@s could see, there was no need because eeamam
having a great time. People talked, danced, dradlate, and in New Orleans, those were the hallenairia
successful party.



"Simon!" Francis put out a gloved hand just likBupreme doing "Stop In The Name of Love." Whergalo
think you're going?"

Simon pulled Charles behind him, hiding their lidkeands.
Charles leaned past Simon and grinned. "Hi, Fraf@isat party. Happy anniversary."

"Hello, Charles!" Francis beamed at him, then laizggslid from Charles to Simon, then back, thenrdtow
Simon's hand behind his back. Realization, thenhjtyomed in Francis's eyes. "Oh, my."

"What?" Simon tensed, and Charles gave his hamhegsqueeze.
"It's perfect, just perfect! My wine distributor&amy head manager. It's too delicious, my dears."
"Oh." Simon seemed embarrassed, and Charles lsbhhis grin. Then, Simon shrugged. "He had a.gu

"l can see that, dear." Francis stared pointedGtetrles's crotch. "A big one, too. Lucky thinghieh he turned
his attention to Charles. "Now, | don't want hinrtthYou must return him unharmed, or I'll have éma@ a posse
after you." Francis laughed.

"Don't worry your pretty little head, ma'am." Hauthed his hat respectfully. "I'm thinking there Wdre any
complaints come the morning." Charles put his ham&imon's waist, bringing him back against hisyhod
where he nestled his cock between the cheeks afr&nass.

Simon groaned just loud enough for Charles to hear.

"Just see that he's kept warm, happy, and satisfedncis wiggled his fingers at them and movedyw
opening their escape path to the doors.

Simon looked back over his shoulder at Charles?"\&@dl you?"

"Keep you warm, happy, and satisfied? It's my solémtention,” he drawled. Oh, yeah, he couldn't\wasee
that particular look on his Indian's face.

"Good. | haven't felt that way in forever." Simacéd him, looked into his eyes, and Charles feltpihl
straight down his body to his cock.

"Me either." He ran his hand down Simon's side pagphis ass, and gave it a hard squeeze.

Simon gasped, then his eyelids fluttered. "Let'slfggou don't stop that, | may have to be cartigelrest of the
way."

"If | need to carry you, so be it." He gave Simosnaall nod and touched his fingers to his hat. d'gentleman
cowboy."

"Nice. But | think I'd like a desperado tonightih®n's dark eyes glittered, and he spun aroundestiCharles
through the large door and into the lobby.

The door shut behind them, muffling the soundsefparty.

He didn't know what Simon had planned, but this avastel, he was the manager, and Charles wasSgun
would think of something.

* k kK

Simon stalked up to the front desk and leaned.on it



"What's available?" He tapped the marble countentitip his fingers. It was a Saturday night in threrk€h
Quarter, but he knew they'd have rooms open fopé#ng. Francis would have thought of everythimgJuding
retaining a few rooms for those party guests unablewilling to make the trip home.

Carrie's gaze danced from his face to the taller standing behind him, then back to his. She gdrara
punched in a few numbers into the computer.

"One-oh-one and one-fifteen might be best." Shedawm a knowing nod.

Francis had insisted on using the European waxltihg the first floor the ground floor and the ead floor the
first. The second floor held their best suitessthwith balconies facing the street, but Simon koeefifteen
faced the private courtyard and had a whirlpoohbat

"One-fifteen." He held out his hand for the carg.kehind him, Charles leaned into his back, pressihat

could only be that long, thick dick of his into Sinis ass. He shuddered at the burning lust andrieged that
coursed through his body. The cowboy bit his ead, 3imon rolled his eyes and drummed his fingerthen
counter.

She punched out the card, swiped it, then handechiim. "Anything else, sir?" She grinned at hiown
“I'll call if | need anything."
She snapped to attention, practically saluting.b# here. Enjoy your stay at Chateau Francompsieur.

Simon turned away and dragged Charles by the tmtitbtelevator. He pressed the brass call buttahtlze
old-fashioned wrought iron machinery creaked ity veathe lobby from the second floor. It remindech tof the
one in theRocky Horror Picture Showand, although Francis had denied it, Simon alviegfieved that had been
Francis's inspiration.

Now, as Charles stepped up behind him, pulling &itight to his body, all thoughts and questionspevated
like water drops on asphalt in August. All he knenas the pounding of his blood, the thud of his tiesat and
the ache of his dick as Charles's touch swampebrais.

He cursed silently as the elevator took its swiest getting to the bottom floor. He wanted to grearit
reached their level, halted, then the doors sliehdp invite them inside.

Charles shoved him from behind, and he stumbledth cage. Charles continued in, pinning him agjahe
iron bars.

"Fuck, | want you," Charles whispered in his ear.

Simon wrapped his hands around the cool metaldsa€harles hit the button, the doors closed andléwator
jerked, ascending to the next floor.

Before Simon could catch his breath, Charles hadnmed, his hot body smashed against Simon's gsouad
his erection into Simon's ass, teasing him withritieg he promised.

And God knew, Simon wanted the cowboy to ride Hitard and fast and all night long.

It'd been ages since he'd had more than a jusk ¢pric off or blow job, so he was more than rean¢ fucked.
Then he wanted to fuck his cowboy. They could takes doing each other until Francis banged ordtuwr and
threw them out of the hotel.

How long would his cowboy stay?

The elevator stopped and the doors opened.



Charles grabbed him and spun him around. Simoreldaip into the masked man's eyes and his knees
weakened.

Hunger.
Lust.
Thank God, Charles wanted him as badly as he wathedes.

Simon pushed Charles aside. "This way." He joggeaindthe hall, Charles like a spaniel at his haais) he
reached the room. With a quick swipe of the cartthénlock, the light turned green and Simon pustean on
the handle and opened the door.

Charles followed him in, and as it closed, Chapliesied him to the wall with his body. Simon pusihedk,
rubbing their erections together.

"l want you." Charles smashed his mouth down onoBimand demanded entrance.

Moaning, Simon opened for him. Charles's tonguesthin, plundering the cave of Simon's mouth, tasti
touching, stroking, driving Simon's arousal highis cock was a hard, straining rod in that stupah-thong,
and moist drops of pre-cum dotted his belly.

Charles broke the kiss. "You will be mine, princéss

Simon gulped down air and stared into lust-fillgg® "But the princess has a secret, cowboy."
"A secret?" Something flared in Charles's eyes.

Simon reached up and jerked off his wig, tossiragibss the room.

"Your Indian princess is a prince." He scrubbedhaiad over his short hair, leaving it standing uphick
spikes. He'd wanted out of the false braids alhfhignd now he wasn't sure if this would ruin it @harles or
not, but he took the chance.

Charles groaned. Then he leaned forward, burietidrisls in Simon's short, black hair, fisted it, &rded his
head back to expose his throat.

"A prince. Even better. I've always wanted to fachrince." He growled as he nipped along the masuile
Simon's neck, then licked over the same path.

Simon's legs nearly gave out.

"l want to taste you." Charles slid down Simon'dyto kneel at his feet. He palmed Simon's erection
Simon slowly pulled up his dress, exposing his shinis knees, his thighs, then at last, his groin.
"Holy fuck!" Charles sat back on his heels. "Oh, @gd," he whispered.

Simon stared down at the top of the cowboy's haible to see what was happening with his lover. iNais
reaction good or bad? Simon tensed.

Then Charles reached up, grabbed the brim of ljsahd tossed it away to join Simon's wig on tlo@ifl He
looked up, his eyes dancing with arousal, and tidkis lips.

"You are my prince."

Simon melted.



Chapter 7

Charles had never seen anything so hot as Simardsdick thrusting up and out of the black leathauch that
failed to contain it. This was like his own persiparn, with his now-prince in the starring role.

Leaning forward, he licked the underneath of Simenposed shaft using the flat of his tongue ingtiteached
the plump, dark head, tasting the pre-cum dripfiom it. Lightly salty, a paler version of what keew
Simon's cum would be like, Charles lapped it up swilled his tongue around the cap.

Simon's head hit the door with a thud, his hanageduhemselves in Charles's hair, and he moartdl. fuck."

"That'll be later, prince." Charles reached up,keabhis fingers in the thin straps holding theheathong up
and pulled it down to puddle on the floor arounch@a's feet.

Simon's cock sprang free, slapping against higbell

Charles sighed. He pushed Simon's legs apartciiqgmed the firm sac and rolled the two sweet nuteé palm
of his hand. His prince groaned, his fingers flexatt his knees bent as he braced himself agaimstaill.

Charles looked up at his prize, his own cock prespainfully against the zipper of his jeans. Hdidrhis
holster and the twin guns fell to the floor, unbleckthe chaps, and, at last, he unzipped and frmasklf from
the denim. Wrapping his hand around his shafttiekad once, twice, then let it go. Any more antll ltome
on the floor.

He wanted to come in Simon's ass.
But first, he wanted to taste Simon. Take him ghibuth and make his prince cry out and beg tatestl.

Holding onto the shaft of the perfectly placed kiiit front of him, he opened his mouth and greeslitsallowed
it down.

Simon crowed and jerked.
The thick cock hit the back of Charles's throat hedwallowed, massaging the stiff shaft he'd captu
"Please."

Charles sucked hard as he pulled off, then surgeld down, repeating the act until Simon's handssrhair
tightened painfully.

"Now, cowboy. Now!" Simon pulled him off with a pop

He surged to his feet and took Simon's mouth ilaianing kiss that declared, "This mouth is mineéaRhing
around, he grabbed Simon's ass and pulled it tightieim, rubbing their erections together.

They broke apart, gasping for breath, staring @zoh other's eyes.

"Charles," Simon whispered. "Bed."



Charles stepped back, took Simon by the hand a@hHife to the king-size bed in the center of thelsroam.
He didn't bother to look at his surroundings, mmewhere in the back of his brain, it registereat the bed had
to be an antique. The iron head and footboardstzatina of age that he doubted had been faked.

Simon stood at the side of the bed, waiting.

"Let me undress you." Charles pulled the long dodfhis prince, exposing every inch of skin to paze. "Get
on the bed."

He climbed up, and Charles watched as the mostqteats he'd ever seen presented itself to hinddghing,
he stroked himself, needing the touch of a hanenéis own.

"Fuck, you're beautiful, my prince."

His lover turned, lay back on the mass of pillohis,legs splayed open and inviting, his cock flgdiast his
belly, his thickly black lined eyelids half lowerdoarely hiding the longing, lust and heat of raze

His prize, waiting for a plundering.

* k % %

His cowboy stared at him, his lust-filled gaze sping over Simon's body, heating it with every slpwhssing
moment. He'd never felt so wanton, so sexy ancesoet.

"Drop 'em, cowboy," Simon ordered.

His cowboy toed off his boots, shucked out of k&ns and vest, and stood next to the bed nakegterceis
mask. The man had the body of an athlete, talhdgleyet built, with a light tan to his skin. Hisak stood
proud above a nest of neatly trimmed brown curls.

Simon took a deep breath, held it, and then Igb iin a slow exhale filled with longing through et lips. The
cowboy's gaze focused like a tight beam trackisgelriery move, first on his face, then as Simontgkchand
over his belly, touched his nipple, then down agaioup his own balls. He didn't think the man teogingle
breath.

"God, | wish you could see yourself. See how fugkiot you look, spread out for me." Charles's Adaapple
bobbed as he swallowed.

"Not half as hot as you in that mask, outlaw."
"Am | going to need my six-shooter?"
A thrill raced through Simon. "Yes."

Charles grinned, then stepped away from the bemps&d up one of his pistols and returned. "I wanwarn
you. I'm armed and | know how to use it."

"Show me."

Charles spun the gun around his finger, the stiaring with the motion, then stopped, pointing thot orange
plastic tip at Simon.

"Pretty good, outlaw."
"Been practicing."

"I'll just bet you have. What do you intend to dithame now?"



"l won't hurt you, unless you ask." Charles's egabrose, the gun never wavering.

Simon reached up and grabbed the bars of the haetibithe cold of the old metal chilled his heatatins,
sending a shiver through him. Then he stretchetegisout toward the sides of the bed.

"I'm afraid you have me at a disadvantage, outlaw."
"Indeed." Charles nodded and took a step closer.

Simon looked up from under his thick lashes andhiariongue over his painted lips. As Charles lgtaosoft
groan, Simon's dick ached for more of the cowbtmgsh.

"I'm at your mercy."

"You are." Charles nodded again

"Will you show me mercy?" Simon licked his lips &ggust to hear Charles moan.
"No mercy." The outlaw shook his head.

"I won't be taken easily. An Indian prince knowsihio fight."

"You don't have a bow and arrow or a knife."

"l have other weapons." Simon flexed his arms, mgkine muscles in his biceps bulge and archedduk off
the bed, thighs tightening and belly taut.

Charles gaped at him, and Simon thought he'd cajustahe look on the man's face.

"l can see you're not a man to underestimate, @finrde moved forward, kneeling on the bed, the gfilh
pointed at Simon, and ran his hand over the tdpimbn's foot. Simon shivered.

"But | still have the advantage and a few weapdmayown." He continued to glide his fingertips adp
Simon's skin, up to his knee, where he swirled mddbe kneecap, then up his thigh.

"I wouldn't have expected any less from a despelikdgou.”

"I'm wanted, you know?" Charles gave a rakish smile

"Indeed?"

"In several states."

"What crime did you commit?"

"Crimes." Charles's fingers dipped down to skimttraler flesh of Simon's inner thigh.

Simon gasped. "Crimes?"

"Let's just say, I'm not above taking libertiesfarthat matter, taking what | want when | sek it.
"Do you see anything you want here in this room?"

"Why, yes, | do." His fingers ran along the seanhipfand thigh, avoiding Simon's balls and cock.

"l don't have any money."



"Not money."
"I don't have any jewelry."

"Not jewels, either." Charles's finger ran aroune outside of Simon's nest of black curls, the atms sending
electric sparks to Simon's balls.

He arched his back, dug his heels into the bedraisdd his ass off the mattress as he hissedhexafused to
ask for anything. He wanted his cowboy to take wigatvanted. At gunpoint, if necessary, and if Sirhad
anything to do with it, he'd make sure it wouldneeessary.

"I don't own any land or livestock."

"Got land. Got my mustang and that's all | needhai®s continued on, his fingertips raking upwar&imon's
navel, circling it, dipping inside, then moving hay.

"Is thatall you need?"
When he circled Simon's nipple, Simon cried outatth you, masked man!"

Both men burst into laughter. Simon caught his threzaught Charles's gaze and caught the giggksd. i¢ver
had so much fun or been so turned on. Who kneitabuld take was a toy gun, a mask and some ey@in

Charles hung his head, hands on knees, snortedsttzghtened and sobered up. He raised the cain.dglot
all | need, my captive.”

Simon pulled harder on the headboard, trying toktloif his next line. "I have nothing but...my bddy.
Charles leered at him. "And a fine body it is, Ighsay. But after tonight, prince, it will belormgme."
"Yours?"

"For the taking. To do with as | wish." Charlesaleed out and flicked Simon's nipple with his finger

The sting rocketed through Simon and once againodhe the crest of arousal. A new spate of pre-cared
from his slit. Any lessening of his hard-on hadbeeversed by the touch of his cowboy.

"And if | refuse?" Simon wanted to refuse, wanted¢ taken, forced to give up his body to the masiteanger.

"When I'm through with you, you'll refuse me notipihCharles tweaked his other nipple, and Simonmada
through his clenched teeth.

Chapter 8

Charles leaned down, unable to resist tasting &fikediman stretched out in front of him. With a skwipe of
his tongue, he licked the hard point of Simon'plipSimon sucked in a hard breath and archechistmouth.



Salt from the man's body flavored the tip of Chaldéongue. He savored the taste, longing to lelathe
flavors of Simon's body.

True, Charles wanted to bring his captive princthoheights of pleasure, but he wanted to doliisrown time.
He licked the other nipple, earning another shag. Isimon's cock leaked like a faucet, its swotlap now
nearly purple with blood, and the thick vein detimigathe underside of his shaft stood out in higlief like a
sculpture. The tight, wrinkled ball sac, two shadatgker than his skin, had snuggled up to Simowdty pfull of
juice and ready to unload.

Trailing his tongue over his lover's body, Charieegpped the changing landscape, the small hillssatieys, the
taut peaks and the smooth expanses of Simon's/rerless chest. Only a small sparse patch okithadrs
sprouted in the center of the man's chest, themimpuntil the small ebony nest around his shaft.

Each and every inch of skin Charles tasted wasidab. He'd never had such a sexy lover, someownetuvhed
him on effortlessly, without guile or practiced metls. What he experienced here with this man whiseun
anything he'd ever done.

This ought to be against the law.
In some states, it was.

He didn't care. He was an outlaw, a desperado, tosidting what he wanted, the consequences arsibaw
damned. Charles grinned, looked up and locked gaitkis prince, who watched him with his plumpttoon
lip caught between his teeth.

Sexy as hell.

Charles's own prick, heavy and engorged, draggesssithe covers of the bed, leaving a trail ofah@usal. He
leaned across Simon, letting his 0ozing cock mélcaptive as it dragged over hot, flushed skin.

The sensation of the tip of his dick sliding ovém8n's heated flesh almost set him off, but logirggload now
wouldn't be right. A cowboy should show some réstrahouldn't he?

Only until he was ready to let go, ride his lovelt filt, and empty both barrels into his target.
Simon arched up to press against his cock, moatug.you going to fuck me?"
"Not yet, my pretty prince."

Charles lowered his mouth to nuzzle those ballsgling the scent of his Indian. Musky, warm, theeBrof pre-
cum, sex and longing filled his nostrils and heldalt resist taking a lick over that plump cock tiea

"Cowboy," Simon warned with a growl. His heels doig the bed as he raised his ass off the coveas in
unspoken demand for more.

Charles obliged him. After all, he'd asked so pyett

* k kK

Simon thought the top of his head would blow of€Harles didn't suck him, and it took everythinghia€ to
keep his hands clamped tight around the headbdzass He'd had to lock them down, forget aboutnthar
else the urge to run his hands over his lover'y bazlild overpower him.

And he wanted to be tortured a little more befareskploded.

"More?" Charles raised one eyebrow. "My prince klegsne?"



Simon huffed out a breath. "No." An Indian princeuld never give in so easily, no matter how hotfitee
burned or how tightly Charles restrained him.

"Shall | stop or take what | want?"

There it was, the ultimate question. Simon only twathink for a moment about his answer, whatditdinking
he could do with all the blood in his body circlihig groin. "Take it, if you dare."

Charles leaned forward, tossed the pistol to therflwrapped his hand around Simon's shaft anédidklike a
lollipop. "Oh, | dare."

Then he swallowed it down.

"Oh, God!" Simon shouted as warm wetness surrouhdefiesh. He'd never had such an erotic encounter
Blowjobs, sure. Some guy from a bar on his kneeene of his friends with benefits jerking eachestbff, but
nothing as powerful as this.

As he tried to thrust into his cowboy's mouth,rigyto get as much as possible down that fantdstat, Simon
bucked up and down.

Charles clamped his hand on Simon's hip and ledoeah, pressing him into the mattress. "Don't move."

The force of it took Simon's breath away. Charles wstrong. Bigger than he was, taller and oh, my, Ge
loved that feeling.

For the first time he could remember, he wantedesmrma to manhandle him.
Wanted it rough and hard and desperate.
He bucked again, testing his limits.

Again, Charles leaned into him, pinning him to tieel with his body and arms, all the time sucking bff,
each downward plunge deeper than the last. Incgkanove, he shifted and threw one leg over Simeg'so
stop it from moving.

A mixture of fear and excitement pulsed through @iras he became even more immobile and as Charles
wreaked more havoc on his body. He was helplestothe assault.

Not that he wanted td=uck, no.

The man could give head like no one he'd ever béir) and Simon knew this act could become an aidadic
For the first time since they'd met, he wonderdatiefe would be more than just this night. Woukl tnasked
man want another night or even more than fantast@

No, he needed to put that stupid thought out ohkid, relax and enjoy what was happening hersawd

This kind of adventure didn't happen every day.

At least not to him.

* k kK

Charles loved overpowering his prince. He'd newambso dominant, or so rough with a lover, or lmdhach
fun. Normally he topped, but what he was doing meamt beyond his usual fare. There hadn't been much
passion in his previous couplings; they were eithésf, rushed, nameless encounters, or slow arguld
afternoons spent with a few longtime but casuattevHe'd found something new with Simon--pasdienvor,
and a burning need sending every nerve endingsibduly into maximum overload.



Playing out his fantasies seemed to be just tigtta set him on fire and illuminate what had begssing in
his life. It was a good life, filled with some gofriends, fine wine, and no deep emotional attaaitméut next
to what he now experienced with Simon, it paled landibare the truth.

He hadn't really been living until now.

Charles rolled farther onto his lover and pushaddgs apart, spreading the Indian's thighs wideigh to
accommodate him.

"It's time, prince." He growled, wrapping his haar@und the base of Simon's prick.
"Time?" Simon swallowed, his eyes wide, sweat baadn his brow.

"“To come for me."

"l won't." Simon's eyelids shuttered and his fdasHed.

"l control you."

"No, you don't." He shook his head.

"l say when you come." Charles pumped up and davagging his fist over the skin of Simon's dick king
his lover shudder in pleasure.

"No."
"Yes." He increased his speed, leaned down anathppthe drops that dribbled from the angry réd sl

"Oh, God..." Simon moaned. He tried to move, buai@s held him down with one hand and the weighti®f
body as he worked the stiff, turgid flesh.

"You're going to come now."

Moving lower, Charles licked the ball sac, drawosel to Simon's body, then sucked one into his mquitling
it away hard, then let it go.

Simon cried out, "Charles!" He came, shooting faurg of white over Charles's hand, splatteringoeity and
tangling in the hair around the base of his dick.

Chapter 9

Simon let go of the headboard and fell back ongobid, limp, unable to move a muscle, his bodytstdling
as he came down from one of the hardest orgasims tife. He shuddered. It was all he could dotfe
moment.

He opened his eyes and looked down at Charles|ikgdeetween his legs.

His outlaw.



"Damn you, masked man." He sighed, unable eveaughl.

Charles chuckled. "Have | pleased my prince?"

Simon nodded and waved a weak hand. Oh, hell, yealvas pleased.

"Il take that for a yes."

Simon smiled and rolled his eyes. "Cowboys. Thiok yun the West, don't you?"
Charles looked him over, lust still burning in kiges. "We do."

Simon snorted. "We Native Americans were here loafgre you were, you know?" Simon wondered if his w
paint was still intact or if he'd smudged it. Thab&d, the mascara was waterproof or his sweat nhigix
made it run.

Looking like Tammy Faye after a twenty-four houethon would not be sexy.

But asking if his make-up was running wasn't seéityee. How did women manage it?
He decided if Charles didn't mention it, he shdoldjet about it.

"Now you've had your way with me, am | free?"

"Free?" Charles shook his head. "'Fraid not. Img qust begun. When | get through with you, yogoéng to
be broke to the saddle.”

"Do you expect me to buck like a bronco? | hope gon't plan on using spurs.” Simon raised an eyebdast
what did Charles want from him? The answer to tjuststion sent a ripple of excitement rolling thriodgm
like a pebble dropped in a pond.

"No. | expect to ride you until..." He trailed offs if he'd changed his mind.
Simon tensed. "Until?"

Charles stared into his eyes and, for a long montieey searched his. Then, he leaned forward,dnsi$ion
either side of Simon's head and looked down, itnsek into the depths of Simon's soul.

"Until you say you're mine."

Simon's lips parted in a soundless gasp, only farl@s to take them in a demanding kiss. He nippecked,
and teased Simon's bottom lip, drawing a whimpemnfhim as he wrapped his hands in Simon's haitréedi to
keep them together.

Simon pushed the cowboy away with a Herculean effat wanted nothing more than to linger in thenima
kisses.

"l belong to no man," he declared and looked uptetrles from half lowered eyelids, hoping like Hedllooked
sexy and not like some crying clown who'd escapenhfthe circus.

"You will belong to me. Will have you." The cowboy licked the seam of his lips.

Simon turned his head to avoid the next kiss. "¥an take my body, but you'll never take my soulbtcould
Scarlett have delivered that line with any moremha



"l don't want your soul." He nuzzled into Simortisdat, his warm breath puffing on heated skin, senchore
shivers down Simon's body. He licked a line from dent beneath Simon's Adam's apple up to the tspdé
below his ear.

He closed his eyes, enjoying the sensations thé@pwaroused in him.
"What do you want?" Simon held his breath.

Charles rested his forehead against Simon's. HeSounon's hands in his, entwining their fingersitight clasp
and lowered his body to completely cover Simon'sidnt your heart."

Oh, my GodHow could he stand up to those words? They bleangling Simon believed away. That there
was no such thing as love at first sight. No destitovers. No soul mates. All the things he'd ahoaight had
been created by romantics through the ages to pedqele like him--the ones who'd never experienteféél
somehowess.

From the moment he'd laid eyes on Charles at thige shop, he'd felt a pull toward him. Not jiestisl.
Yeah, there'd been plenty of that, but he'd thobegtd really like to get to know Charles, that Hid this
person.

And tonight, even though he had no idea who wdyg brehind that mask, Simon had been drawn to the, te&
him take over, kiss him in a crowded room, and esllamelessly arranged for a room at the hotel winere
worked.

Shit.Even his boss Francis knew. And had approved.
But giving his heart to a stranger?

Why should that be so hard? He'd already givenI€is body. If Simon ran true to form, his hesouldn't
be far behind. And he'd learned from those few sitmeartbreak always followed, hadn't he?

"You can'ttakemy heart. You'll have to earn that, cowboy." Haetl up into Charles's eyes.
A slow, sexy grin broke over the desperado's face.

"I think I'm up to the challenge." He kissed Sinagain, taking his time, each soft touch filled witnderness,
filled with...

No, Simon wasn't going to let his imagination amiging get the best of him.

Instead, he just melted into the kiss. It was Wtt@ompletely, totally wonderful. If this was whiaappened
when he wore eyeliner, he promised to wear it noften.

Simon pulled away and studied Charles. "What doplan on doing?"
"Well, first thing, my prince, is to make love toy." Charles kissed the tip of his nose.

"Make love?" Simon whispered. Even though he didaite much experience in the true love departninertd,
had enough to know the difference between fuckimdyraaking love.

Charles nuzzled his throat and sighed. "Yeah. Make. Just like you deserve."
God, that sounded so good. If it were only true.

"Do desperados ever fall in love?" Simon held &akh, thinking he'd gone too far. This whole gdrad gone
too far, but he didn't want to turn back now.



"I reckon they do." Charles nodded. "What aboutiwafmerican princes?"
"It's been known to happen."” Simon swallowed. "Oinca blue moon."

"Well, prince, | don't know what color the moontasight, but | do know that what's happening rigbtv is
special and rare." He kissed Simon, lingering dweiips, tongue and mouth.

"l think a desperado might say just about anythinget what he wanted, wouldn't he?" Simon spoleératy
those tempting, teasing lips.

"He might." Charles nodded, that sexy grin slippivgr his face again.

Simon wove his fingers in Charles's hair and puified down for a deeper kiss. When they came upifptboth
gasping, lips swollen and wet from their efforts,laughed. "For now, | think I'll wait and see jhstv
convincing you can be, outlaw."

"That's all I'm asking."
"All?"

"Well, no, not all." Charles grinned, then fell 8imon, pinning him to the mattress and plunderisgrouth
like a starving man.

Oh, hell, yeah, this was the stuff of wet dreanamt&sy come to life.
Right now, he didn't care if he ever woke up. Wagkivould be in the morning, when daylight ushereceality.

For now, he was all about playing the game.

Chapter 10

Charles kissed his prince again. God, the man badaa how sexy he looked with that thick bar @fdil across
his eyes, his short ebony hair spiked up in alpesth-fucked look, and the little shy smile thatatghon his lips.

He'd promised to make love to Simon and he fultgrided to give it all he had. Sure, he'd been otitier men,
even been in love once or twice when he was youtgeiit had never been like this.

Charles wanted to unwrap Simon, unfold all the laymside the man, and learn what made Simon, Simon
His Indian prince.

He supported his body on his hands and lifted offo®, then rolled to the side. From here, he conlth, suck
and kiss every precious inch of skin. He licked &irfa nipple, bringing it to a peak, and then latcheto it and
sucked hard.

Simon moaned and arched upward.



The way he responded to Charles was just so fudidbgHe could barely keep from coming. With a fuic
stroke or two on his dick, he satisfied his needadouched. If he let Simon touch him or suck Hiedd lose the
last of his meager control.

Dragging his tongue over slightly sweaty skin, &gté¢d SimonDelicious.He kept going, his goal the thick
thatch of black hair that surrounded Simon's choak.

Once there, he'd suck it, then use his fingersep Bimon, make him writhe and beg and call outrlébs
name. That's what he wanted to hear, that softgrahthe throaty way Simon gasped when he came.

Just the memory of it sent shivers down his sgtrajght to his balls.

He reached the nest of ebony curls and paused.nSimock stretched as he watched. It grew, thicignising
up to present itself to Charles's lips.

No sense in refusing a perfectly good offer.

Charles held out his hand to lick it, get somethslick between his skin and Simon's flesh.
"Check the bathroom."

"What?" Charles looked up at his lover.

"In the drawers. The room comes fully stocked fboar customers'...uh...needs." Simon blushed.
"Don't move," Charles ordered as he got off the bed

"What? And risk being shot?" Simon chuckled.

Charles gave him a quick frown, then darted ineolihthroom.

It was gorgeous. Old World decadence. Gold leafflmuding in the same fleur-de-lis pattern covetieel
ballroom's walls. In the center of the room satemming white claw foot tub fashioned to look anégHe
peered inside.

Whirlpool jets.

He groaned and filed it away for later. They'd needlean up and he was positive they could boghausoak by
then.

"What's taking so long?" Simon called from the loedn, just a touch of petulance in his voice.
"This place is gorgeous."

"I know. Francis did a great job with the hotel.afe turned it around.”

"Where's the stuff?" He twisted around, lookingfdrat he needed.

"Try the drawers under the sink."

Charles went to the sink. It had been a carved geipbuffet in another life, but now hosted twirdan
mounted sinks with marble tops and gold-plated étsi1cA basket sitting between the sinks held tedstand
towels. He pulled open the top drawer of the cabine

Good GodHe'd hit the mother lode. Two boxes of condomstamdbottles of lube nestled inside. He plucked
out the condom box, opened it, and took severalAfter putting it back, he inspected the lube.



One bottle oHis and one bottle dfiers.

"Charles," Simon called, "did you find it?"

He took theHis and the condoms and hurried back to his impakbetr.

"Damn, you weren't kidding when you said the plaes prepared.” He held up his treasures.

"How many condoms did you take?" Simon's eyes géehr@harles hoped, with excitement, not disbelief.
"As many as | think | might need." He tossed themite bed with a touch of arrogance.

Simon picked up a few. "Six?" He raised an eyebabhis cowboy. "I think you're writing a check ydaody
can't cash, outlaw."

"Oh, | can cash it, so don't you worry your puitild head about it." As hard as his dick was, Gsafigured
that by morning he'd just about use these up. Hgtngven need one or two more.

He climbed on the bed and moved to kneel betweei$s legs.

"l also got some lube. It says, 'Guaranteed to nyake man tingle." He flipped open the bottle qdired
some on his fingers and rubbed them together. YyAteready to tingle?"

* k % %

Simon nodded as he pushed up on his elbows to Waitahes take Simon's shaft in hand and stroke i,
spreading the slick over his heated flesh. His tlickbbed, but before he could take more than abi@athes,
he felt something different. A hint of warmth. hegv warmer and the skin on his shaft fuckimgled.

He moaned.
"Guess that means it's working." Charles chuckled.

Slipping back down on his back, Simon closed hisegnd focused on Charles's hands. Damn, the neam kn
how he liked to be touched. How did he do that?

"So good, cowboy." Simon sighed and stretched, imgrkimself into the bed and spreading his legsevieler.
God, he was a slut.

The tingling continued, intensified. The more Chanvorked his dick, the more he pushed and pulldgdhed
and scraped, the better it felt. Simon's balls gnaebearably heavy.

"You need to try this, too," Simon panted out.
"All in good time, my prince," Charles said.

Still pumping, Charles slipped his fingers over 8ir's balls and massaged them with the lube. Waspriad
over his sac, and it tightened in response. Hik dazdened, a sweet ache settling in his groin.

"No fair. That stuff would give a limp fish wood."

"All's fair in love and war." Charles worked it mthe tender skin between his balls and his baok.dbwonder
what it would feel like..."

Charles quickly added more to his fingers withoiggimg a beat of jerking Simon off and dabbed tbon
Simon's opening.



This time, the warmth was immediate, the tinglintghse. Simon wasn't sure if they were supposededat
internally.

"Are you sure about this stuff? Is it safe?" Hesedli his head to look into Charles's eyes.
Charles picked up the bottle again and scannédep. Perfectly safe."

Simon sighed and let his head fall back as hisrlaxgrked the lube around his tight entry. Teas@arles let
his finger brush over it, only to withdraw. It de@®imon crazy. He wanted Charles's finger to patestrim.
Wanted him to work his prostate.

God, he needed fucking.

* k % %

"Oh, God, | need to be inside you," Charles whisgdeHe pushed his finger past the ring of musdesding
Simon's sweet ass, surrounding the digit with bedtpressure. His lover was tight and Charles kmew
wouldn't be able to last long once his cock waglmis prince.

Simon growled and pushed back. Charles workedrg®f in and out, pressing on his gland, makingddirory
out. As he finger fucked Simon, Charles experimgntith the man's reactions to what he was doirtgrto

The faster he went, the harder Simon pushed back.
If he nailed his gland, Simon arched his back argédul.

When he combined sucking Simon's prick with finfyeking him, he reduced Simon to a writhing ball of
helpless man, on the verge of orgasm.

"Not yet," he ordered. "Wait until I'm inside. | mtayou to come on my cock."
Simon nodded, his bottom lip caught between hightedth the effort. "Hurry."

Charles nodded and pulled out his finger, snatehped condom and ripped into it. Faster than head done it,
he rolled it on, then slicked it with more of thebe.

"Do | need to go slow? How long has it been?" Heegainto Simon's eyes.

"Not long enough." Simon shook his head, then pésanarrowed. "If you go slow, | swear I'll get tifs bed
and go home."

Charles saw the truth burning in his eyes. Simontadto be taken and taken hard. Charles's prielesvwith
that knowledge and pride, and he fully intendedjiming his prince what he wanted.

"You want it fast, Simon?" He brushed the tip af bock along the crease of Simon's ass.

"Yes." Simon hooked his arms under his knees atidgpthem up, displaying his pink pucker to Charles
"You want it hard?" Charles positioned himselfta bpening.

"Yes!" Simon whimpered.

Charles took Simon's hips in his hands and pushgde, stretching the ring, diving deep into thatrshing hot
tunnel.

Simon cried out, "Charles!"



He froze. "You okay?"
Simon nodded. "Fine."

"Put your legs around my waist." He guided thero mosition, then he leaned forward on his handdoblked
down into Simon's face, his eyes wide and dark athusal, his lips still red and those heavily dirsnd lidded
eyes staring up at him.

Charles couldn't help himself. He shifted his weighd ran his fingertips over Simon's face. "Gaul'se
gorgeous. Did | tell you that?"

"No. Maybe. Am I?" Simon gave him a soft smile.
"You are." He lowered his head and planted a seft &n Simon's lips.
"Can | take off your mask now?"

"Yeah. | reckon there's no need for it now." Hedtkgn what he'd lusted for so why not lose it? k®ped it off
and tossed it aside.

Simon reached up and traced his face with his fifgge over his brow, cheeks and down his nose.tdbeh
sent shivers through Charles.

"I like this. You have beautiful eyes." Simon srdile
"Aw, shucks, prince." He winked. "l ain't nothingesial."
"You are to me." His lover sighed. "Fuck me, cowiddnd slapped Charles on the ass.

"Shit!" Charles cried out. The cheek of his assigtiut it was such a good pain, so erotic thaeads of hurting
it made him harder. "As my prince commands."

Charles pulled out slowly, and Simon shudderednTiteeslammed home, nearly taking Simon's hipsheftted
with the force of it.

"Oh, God, yes!" Simon's hands twisted in the covers

Charles shafted his ass hard, setting a steadymhghd speed, each thrust hitting against the glaedds of
sweat popped out on Charles's forehead and bad¢&hethby similar drops on Simon's chest.

He gave himself over to the act, their bodies lntded in the most primal way, rocking back andipm and
out, doing the age old dance of lovers.

Simon reached up and wrapped his hands aroundeShsaneck and his heels dug into the backs of Eiarl
thighs, as if Simon wanted to crawl inside, logagelf in Charles's body.

And Charles wanted to be buried inside Simon. Ddepp inside. So deep he'd never find his wayNuwit that
he wanted out. He'd be perfectly content to refieafperformance anytime Simon wanted.

For the first time in a very long time, he wantedrenthan just sexual relief.
More than getting off or killing time.
He wanted a man.

One man.



Simon.

Chapter 11

All Simon knew was right now in this moment. Heked in the hold of Charles's strong arms, his body
receiving his lover, opening his very being to timian.

Charles angled his hips and thrust, brushing hgaihat Simon's prostate.

"Oh, God!" His balls slammed against his body,dtrength of his orgasm gathering there, buildingai@@s
struck again. And again.

Simon exploded, pleasure ripping through him, sjlover his belly, splashing across one nippkalstrof
white on the landscape of his body.

As his channel convulsed around the thick cockpeaithere, Simon felt it swell. Charles cried astriame,
froze, and then shuddered, his head tossed back.

God, Charles was gorgeous when he came. Simontihbedl never get tired of seeing the look of apeahi
pleasure on Charles's face. No other expressiod t@umistaken for it, and he was the one privig.tblad been
the cause of it.

And before the night was out, he'd see it sevemkrtimes if he had anything to do with it.

Charles eased out of him, pulled off the condord, gat out of bed to dispose of it in the bathrobta.returned
with a cocky walk.

"That your gunslinger strut?" Simon asked as héa@dis pillow under his head. He took his time cheglut
Charles's body, not at all shy about not hidingittisrest.

"No. It's my I-just-fucked-a-prince strut." Charldisl a little dance, hopping up and down on ong like he
was doing a war dance.

"That's not how it goes." Simon laughed.

"Sure it is. | just made it up." Charles halted dsice, and hands on his hips, stared at Simon.

"Looks like you're trying to make it rain."

"Well, only if it's raining men!" Charles held upsthands and waved them. "Hallelujah!" He winke&iaon.
Simon giggled. "l never knew cowboys could be smfu"

Charles sobered. "Cowboys areverfunny. They're clever. They're sarcastic. Thegiren relevant. But they're
neverfunny."

"No?"



"No. Funny is what you call one of them there tefatis. Not a hardened, dyed-in-the-wool, raisethiz
saddle outlaw like me." He climbed onto the bed #mpped down next to Simon, then rose up on Hiswlto
glare down at him.

"Okay. Okay." Simon warded him off with his hantiéou're just a wise-ass, bad-ass outlaw."
"Damn straight." Charles nodded once. "And dont farget it."

"l won't." Simon bit back another giggle. "It's jubat...well, | was thinking."

"Yes?" Charles cocked one eyebrow.

Simon held up his hands. "Now that I'm free, I'dtoae myself a cowboy." He twisted, turned, andefathan
he thought he could move, he straddled Charles&.wa

He took Charles's hands in his and pushed them doveither side of his head.
"Like this." He bent over and nibbled along the @df Charles's jaw.
Charles groaned. "Damn. Ambushed." He lifted his ¢b give Simon more access to his throat.

Simon laved his way down, his lover's pulse thraghinder his tongue. He'd just come, but damn ifasn't
getting hard again. He traced a line along Charladlarbone, to his chest, then down to his daokvh nipple.

With the very tip of his tongue, Simon circledtiien blew a soft puff of breath across the widedlac. It
wrinkled and drew to a tight point.

Charles groaned.

"Now, you'remy prisoner," Simon whispered against Charles's skin.

"I'm terrified.” Charles chuckled.

"You should be." Simon narrowed his eyes. "Whaivénplanned for you no man has survived."
"Scalpin'?"

Simon took Charles's hair in his fist, tugged oasitif testing it, then shook his head. "No."
"Skinnin"?"

Simon ran his tongue across Charles's chest totliee nipple and licked it. "No." Charles caugts bieath and
held it even as he arched into Simon's mouth.

"What could be worse than that?" Charles gasped.

Simon let him go and stared into his eyes. "Torhyre thousand bites."

Charles shuddered. "Bites?"

"Indian love bites." Simon nipped his chest, an@u@s hissed. "No man can stand up against them."
"I'm not just any man, prince."

"l can see that, but | don't think you will."



"And if | don't?"

"If you survive?" Simon sat back, letting his fingéake his tongue's place on Charles's body, rgawier the
skin in a constant glide.

"What will | win?"

"Me." Simon flicked his finger against Charles'pple, earning a flinch and hiss from his captivdy'body.
For as long as you'd care to have it."

Charles's brows shot upward and he licked hisliligsa hungry man watching dinner come out of thiero "A
worthy prize. One a man, especially this man, walddnything to win."

"So." Simon sat back and gave Charles what he haasch smoldering look. He wanted his cowboy qugkin
with anticipation. "Are you ready to begin?"

"Do your worst." Charles jerked his chin up, loakiso sure of himself.

Simon wasn't sure at all. He'd talked big, but lasnit positive if what he'd planned to do to hislowould be
enough to drive him over the edge. Or that he aoutdke it.

He'd never tried to torture anyone, with or witheek. Well, not torture maybe, but make them crglen

"If it's too much, if you need me to stop, if yoamt to give in, just say the word." Simon leanedml@nd bit
him on the shoulder.

Charles hissed. "What word?"
"Two words really." Simon put his lips next to Cleats. "l surrender.”
Charles laughed. "Surrender? Desperas®rsurrender. They go out with their guns blazing."

"Guns?" Simon looked around the bed and shruggetisibest Mexican accent, he said, "l don' segt@enkin’
guns."

* k% %
Charles groaned. At the awful joke and his ownlessmess.
Talk about getting caught with your pants down.

He'd abandoned his guns when they'd stripped ®dian. He shivered as he stared into Simon's méted
eyes. He reckoned losing might be as good as wgnnin

Might. If it weren't for the prize.
Simon's body. For as long as he wanted it.
Hell, that might just be a very long time.

How much time did they have in the room? Checkaoas wsually at eleven in hotels. Eleven a.m or elgven.
It didn't matter which because it wouldn't be erfotime.

“I'm tough as nails, prince. Bring it on," he dared

Simon smiled, leaned down, and nipped Charles:sfegentle bite, nothing he couldn't deal with. Amer bite.
Still soft. It tickled really. If this was the besé could do, Simon would be his in no time. Anotiirey nibble as



Simon worked his way up Charles's ear, each statrhising bumps on Charles's skin as he fought fro
shivering.

Okay, maybe not so easyis dick stirred.

A quick lick to soothe, then Simon switched to ¢iiser ear. Grabbing onto Charles's earlobe, héheaih
suckled it. Charles's eyes rolled as Simon's wamwegt breath panted in his ear.

He grabbed the sheets and held on.

Simon nipped his throat in controlled small bitde. hadn't been joking about the thousand bitdsslfover
kept this up, dozens of bruises would cover Charlasdy by the end.

His cock stiffened, renewed, at the thought ofdudy marked by his lover.

He groaned as Simon paused where neck met sharderlamped on as he sucked up another hickeyddls
jerked to painful fullness, begging to be touched.

He humped air.

Simon ignored him. He released Charles and restngetiny bites as he made his way over Charlessldhr.
To his upper arm. He stretched it out and nippeasdite tender skin on the underside of his armri€ha
gasped with pleasure, more turned on than he boeght he'd be.

Maybe this would be harder than he thought.
Maybe he'd underestimated the prince.
Maybe he'd break, surrender, and give himselfeédnidian instead.

Would Simon want to keep him longer? Or when theetcame to leave the room, would they just getséiks
and go their separate ways?

Simon bit his chest, bringing Charles's attentiaoldto the near torture Simon inflicted on his hody

"God," he gasped as Simon latched onto one ofipjdes, raking his teeth over it, bringing its aldg hard
point to unbearable arousal. God, his dick throbkettaming, "What about me? Someone suck me!"

Charles thrust his hips into the air, trying towl@tention to his cock, but Simon ignored him. And
How could he ignore it? Didn't he ache, too?

Simon moved deliberately over his belly, takingsngmd bites as he traveled, ever so slowly, dovarl€sis
aroused and aching body.

He ground his teeth together, ensuring no sourtdeven a growl, could escape.
Simon attacked his ribs and the side of his belthlight, tickling teeth.

Charles burst out laughing. Damn it, he'd alwayenitecklish there.

A smug grin spread over his lover's beautiful face.

"Bastard. No fair," he got out.

"All's fair in love and war." Simon licked alongdside, and Charles howled.



"Lowdown..." He laughed. Bite. "No good..." Lickiggle. "Cheatin'..."

Simon nibbled his way right to Charles's navel,gtdaua thin piece of skin between his teeth andeplull
"Ow!" That didn't tickle.

The pain, unbelievably erotic, flew to his coclkeli bee to the hive.

His lover let it go and soothed it with a soft savigf hot tongue. Charles shuddered. His dick thiekeand
stood straight up as if begging for attentiont fauld have, it would have waved at Simon ancedatiut, "Me!
Me! Bite me!"

Simon raised his head from Charles's body, gazechis eyes, and licked his lips. "Surrender?"
"Never!" Charles shouted.
"Never is a hard word." Simon shrugged. "Have iiryavay, cowboy."

He lowered his head and bit into Charles's hiprigHanexpected. Intensely erotic. He sucked upraranark,
each pull of his mouth dragging Charles's ballstégto his body.

Simon let go, swirled his tongue over the markntlumged and took possession of his other hiphaigls still
pressing Charles into the bed.

Charles cried out as he shot his load in a hard ofipleasure. Fists clenched, back arched, heeddrls own
body with hot cum.

Chapter 12

Fountains of white ejaculate pulsed out of Chaslbsautiful prick and splattered across his béiiywas so
fucking hot Simon could barely stand it.

He'd been hard as steel ever since he'd startditihg and now he fucking throbbed. His own coekmdinded
to be stroked and to unload.

Simon knelt between Charles's legs, sat back ooahi®s, grabbed his shaft, and pumped. Once, taiwkon
the third quick slide over the sensitive head haesashooting jism directly on Charles's spent dick.

The streaks of his cum on his lover's body shoaktoithe core. He'd marked his man in more tharvamge
and it'd been glorious.

He wasn't finished, though.
Not until the cowboy surrendered to the Indian pein

Using his arms to brace his body, he held himselpended over Charles, refusing to abandon hisigosif
dominance, knowing if he gave his cowboy a chahekl turn the tables on him.



"Damn, that was good," Simon whispered. He tookrfésa bottom lip in his teeth and worried it. Gbar
moaned.

"Surrender?" he asked.
"Never."
"Good."

Simon shifted, grabbed the edge of the sheet, gmeldiCharles clean. "I'll get a wet cloth laterg" gfromised.
For now, he wanted to continue his game.

"Oh, no, you don't!" Charles tensed, then surgedidod, grabbed Simon by the shoulders and threwdvien,
landing on top of his back.

"Now, who's captive?" he growled in Simon's eara®s mashed Simon's face into the mattress.

"Shit."

"Say it. Say 'I'm the captive.™

"Bite me," Simon muttered.

"Don't mind if | do."

Charles bit him on the shoulder and sucked hardoBisquirmed beneath him, his cock filling.

Again? What was he, sixteen? What was it aboutl€h#nat got him so excited, so aroused, so damd?ha

He pushed into the mattress, the sensitive hehads afick rubbing against the soft six-hundred-cdegyptian
cotton sheets, but he found no relief.

"Hold still, my prince."
"So you can bite me again?" He struggled, but @sarhd him pinned and, God forgive him, he loved it

"Yeah. You like it, don't you?" He bit Simon's ottshoulder, near the back of his neck, and shisieos through
Simon.

Hell, yeah, he liked this. Too much. The weighCbfarles on his back, the strength of Charles's$iandhey
gripped his wrists, the heat from his breath onbthek of his neck. His cock hardened, pressingtimomattress.
He had to bite his lip to keep from crying out, ‘sYe

"No answer?" Charles chuckled. "Perhaps I'll lai yp when | hear those two words frgou'

Simon shook his head, afraid even to speak, aifrtigl did, he'd just beg the outlaw to fuck him iagdake
what he wanted. God, he was shameless and a slut.

"I think | know what you want." Charles moved. Aasp sting from a bite on Simon's ass sent his breat
exploding out of him in a whoosh.

"Hey!" He hadn't expected that, but he should hadeeshould expect anything from a desperado.

"Hmm. | like the way you taste, prince." Charlesk@nother bite of his ass; this time sucking uaw®imon
knew would be a big, beautiful lover's mark.

Simon writhed on the bed, Charles clinging to olneek of his butt like a terrier on a rat.



Then Charles released him, and Simon groaned.

The sound of a condom packet ripping open and ttiesquirt of lube told him the outlaw wasn't devith him.
Thank God.

"Spread 'em!" Charles ordered with a hard slapnw8's thigh. It stung and his flesh quivered. #ik ached.
His hole convulsed in anticipation of its immindméeaching.

Charles knelt between Simon's legs now.

He had no choice. His body wouldn't refuse, no enatthat his mind tried to tell it. Control and deténation
gave way to raw, primal hunger and the need suerend

Simon obeyed without a sound.

Charles pushed his lube-covered fingers betweeanltbeks of Simon's ass and slicked him up, lingewim his
opening, teasing it. Simon pushed into the touajeeto be penetrated.

"Just relax, my prince."

A finger entered him, and he sighed with the pleasGharles held still while Simon fucked the digitil he
whimpered his need for something bigger and longer.

Something thicker than just one finger.
Charles's cock.

Simon shuddered. "Please." He couldn't help himbkdéflover had him so worked up, so aroused, baght
he'd blow his load, wasting it on the bed.

Charles grabbed him by the hips and lifted himitohands and knees. He placed the flared head alek
against Simon and pushed in.

Charles echoed Simon's groan and they both hdld sti

"Damn, | love how you feel. You're so damn tigi@Harles whispered. "Like a vise. Don't let go."
"Never." Simon squeezed his muscles around th& tbid buried in his ass.

Charles inhaled and blew his breath out in a slelmake. Preparing. Simon waited. Time stretched.

The first withdrawal slid from his body like sillgainst velvet. When it slammed back inside it haddme
velvet over steel.

Simon cried out; the pleasure was so intense, adyhéordering on pain. Delicious, delirious, detfgl pain.

His lover shafted him, hard and fast, rocking fadyowith each thrust. Simon lowered his head tdotba
canted his ass just right, and Charles's hardslidgged across his gland.

As Charles claimed his channel, a shudder racedigtw Simon, followed by the next, and the nextheac
building in his balls, pushing him with each stra&evard his release. He closed his eyes, bit hi®bolip, and
tried to hold it off, to extend the ecstasy of thisking for as long as he could manage it, bubhitaw was
relentless and brutal in his taking.

Simon's body, strung so tight he thought he'd hressded toward the edge of the chasm, hung thattsrbd by
the steel shaft incessantly fucking him, until Gésuiremoved his hand from Simon's hip and took ggsien of
Simon's cock.



Stretched over Simon's back, Charles stroked himas$ the straw that broke the camel's back, stehlartful
word in an argument, the final angel dancing onhtad of a pin.

It was more than Simon could take.

"I surrender!" Simon cried out as he spilled, epalse painting the sheets, until there was nothéftgo give
and everything left to take.

Charles groaned, thrust once, twice, then emptigdthe condom. He collapsed on Simon and theytalitle
mattress, tangled in each other's arms and leggrsand sweat.

"I surrender, too," Charles whispered in Simonisbediore giving it a gentle nip, then a tender kiss
His lover's warm breath on the back of his neck thadast thing Simon remembered before fallingeys!
The phone was ringing.

Simon sighed and rolled toward the noise, but shimgthalted his body halfway there. He opened geeamd
peered through the dim light of the room.

Morning.

A heavy arm draped over his chest.

His ass tingled and his dick was hard.

A soft snort sounded from behind him on the bed.
Simon smiled.

Charles.

He'd captured an outlaw last night. Brought hinehterthis room and he'd had the best sex of l@sAihd the
most fun. An unexpected meeting, a chance encqumtezated look from cool blue eyes behind a biaagk.

The ringing stopped. A moment later, the red mes&digked.

Simon slipped from under his lover's arm and saheredge of the bed. He ran his hand over his thea
stood and went to the bathroom.

After taking a piss, he checked his face in theanir

Smudged black bars still masked his eyes. No trdoks his cheeks from his mascara. Damn, that staffy
did work. His lips were no longer deep red, though.

He turned on the water, opened a bar of soap ankkdat into a lather, then washed his face. Whed left of
his makeup came off, and when he patted his facantt looked up, the Indian prince had disappeaned
Simon Tai stood there.

Plain, ordinary Simon.
He sighed.

Time to face the morning. And Charles.



He turned and left, padding across the room bathetded and stared down at his lover. Well, hisidast
night. Maybe even this morning, if he played hisdsaiight and if Charles was still interested.

He picked up Charles's mask draped over the clbakin, was it really ten a.m.?
The red light blinked.
He picked up the phone, put down the mask, anthéimessage button.

"Simon? It's Francis. | hate to disturb you, sweath but the room is booked for today. Check suatt ieleven
and if you and Charles are up to it, lunch is onimhe dining room at eleven-thirty. TTFN!"

Simon groaned. So much for a round of morning sex.

He sat on the bed and stared around the room.udisskin dress sat in a pile on the floor and hig hay in one
corner. A pair of pistols and their holster weratrte the bed and Charles's boots peeked out frahenthe vest
and chaps.

A strong hand reached for him, wrapped aroundimsand pulled him back down.
"Good morning." Charles smiled at him before lagdinperfect kiss on his lips.
"Morning." Simon sighed. "They need the room bgvehn."

"What time is it?" Charles scrubbed his face with palms of his hands.

"Just after ten."

"Shit. That late?" He flopped back on the bed,ngksimon with him, seeming not to want to let Singan
Why did that make him so happy? It was stupid,lyeal

Simon rolled onto his side. "You can have the fifsdwer, if you want.”

"I want. Especially if you're in there with me." ldave Simon a wicked grin.

"We don't have much time."

"I don't need much time." Charles threw back theecs, revealing his stiff prick.
"Morning wood." Simon sniffed.

"Simon wood." He swatted the thick rod and it baathback as if eager to get to work.
Simon laughed and rolled his eyes. "Whatever."

Charles swung his legs over the edge of the bé&@ aat up. "Last one there is a rotten egg!" Hepsld Simon
on the ass and bolted.

Simon followed in hot pursuit, but Charles beat hirare.
"No fair!" Simon panted as he clung to the doornwéthe bathroom.
Charles leaned over the claw foot tub and turnetheraucets. "All's fair, baby."

He put his hands on his hips and cocked his h&aby? What happened to prince?"



"l like baby. Suits you."
"l am not a baby." Simon shook his head as heddbktewaterPerfect.
"Sure you are." No sense arguing about it, so Silebih go. Besides, he kind of liked the endearinen

They got in and pulled the shower curtain arourdablong shower rod, blocking out the world. Sinhook the
soap, lathered up and began to wash.

Charles took the soap from him. "Let me. | knowt jukat | want cleaned."

He ran the bar over Simon's chest, down to higpilen with one hand, covered Simon's hard coth feiamy
soap.

Simon groaned and thrust his hips into the tight.gGod, Charles, | love when you touch me."

"I love it, too." Charles took down the showerhead used it to rinse the lather off. "Perfect. Glaa a
whistle."

Simon smiled down at him. "You know how to whistien't you?"

"Sure. You just put your lips together and blowhatles delivered the line like a pro. Then he weritis knees,
took Simon's shatft in his hand and, like a proksdcSimon's cock to the back of his throat.

Simon cried out and buried his hands in Charlestshair to hold himself upright and steady.

Charles worked his dick, tongue licking, cheekddwaéd, deep-throating Simon until his balls slamragdinst
his body, his spine tingled and he emptied downiti@edible throat. "Charles!"

As his lover worked him through his aftershocksn@i sighed, sated and happy.

Charles released him, licked his chin to catchraysdrop, then gave him a kiss as he slid to hisibuhe tub
and leaned back, trying to catch his breath.

"Come here, let me finish you off," Simon offered.

"That's okay. | came when you did." Charles laughi€dme on. Let's get clean and dressed." He goistéeet
and offered Simon a hand up.

They showered, Charles took a leak, and they helagekito the bedroom.
"Damn!" Simon picked up his dress. "l don't havgthimg to wear but the dress from last night."
Charles burst into laughter. "You're going to ket walking to your car."

"Me?" Simon pointed as Charles slipped into hig e@sl picked up his jeans. "What about you? Togetlee
look like we've just tried out for the Village Pdeyl He giggled.

"YMCA!" Charles sang out, doing the dance moves.

Simon lost it and flopped back on the bed in gafdaughter. "Stop! Seriously. We have to get dedssnd out
of here."

"Okay. Sheesh, you're the manager. Can't you detong?"

"No. Francis called. They need the room." He shedlggBut he did invite us to lunch."



"Great! I'm starved!" Charles pulled on his jeand huttoned them up.
"Worked up an appetite, did you?"

"Sure. I'm always hungry after I've had a littleil@se." Charles grinned and winked.
Simon groaned. "I'm Korean."

"Really?" Charles stared at him, eyes narrowedat eight. Korean."
"Is that a problem?" Simon tensed.

"No. Is it for you?" Charles pushed his foot inteedboot and looked up.
"What do you mean?"

"Well. You're Korean. I'm not. | just thought..."eHrailed off.

"What?" Simon slipped on the dress and pulled wrover his hips.
"Your family? Are they okay with you seeing a whipey?"

Simon shrugged. "They're dealing pretty well witi being gay. Having a boyfriend who isn't Koreamidill
them."

Charles strapped the holster around his lean mggat on his hat. "A boyfriend, huh?"

Simon picked up the wig and turned to face ChaHessearched deep into those beautiful blue eyes iint of
the right answer.

"Well..." He shrugged. "Who else are you going feypgowboys and Indians with?"

Charles laughed. "Only my Indian princess."

"That's prince. | was in disguise, remember?"

"Right. My prince." Charles sauntered to the déBeady?"

Simon took a last look around the room. Other tihendisaster of the bed, it looked clean and riRatady."
Charles opened the door. "After you, baby."

Simon moved forward, but Charles stopped him witlaan across the doorway. "Wait."

Simon looked up just as Charles claimed his mauth ard kiss. Simon moaned and melted into ibatthing
his hand up the back of Charles's neck and intbdiis

A cough from the hallway broke them apart.

The maid stood in the corridor next to her cartgbihigh with clean white towels, small wrapped ldrsoap
and tiny bottles of shampoo.

Simon blushed and headed for the elevator, withrl€haight behind him.

He pushed the button, the elevator clanged, anliftiséarted.



"I still think the eyeliner is sexy as hell, my pee," Charles whispered in Simon's ear.

The elevator arrived, the door opened, and Sinmtwovexd from behind, flew inside, landing againstlihes at
the back. Charles covered his body, pinning hih &md bit Simon's ear. What had to be Charleg'stien
pushed into his ass, making the muscles protebimghannel pucker and pulse with need.

Simon groaned. "Damn you, masked man."

Epilogue

One month later...

"Are you sure about this?"
"Positive."

Simon leaned forward, the eyeliner steady in hizgdhand painted a perfect line across his eyefide? I've
been practicing."

"l wasn't asking about your abilities, just youcid#on to wear it to dinner with Francis." Charléssed his
lover on the temple.

Simon's thick black hair stood up in one-inch spil# over his head. The black liner circling hj®g added to
the sexy look. God, the man made him so fuckingl.har

"We're going out after. | don't want to put it anthe car." Simon frowned.
"Okay, forget | asked." Charles held up his hands.
Simon closed the liner and laid it on the bathrammunter. "I'm ready."

Charles slipped behind his lover and wrapped missaround Simon. "So am |." He bumped Simon's @bs w
the erection he sported under the black jeans.

"No, you're not." Simon shook his head and caudtari@s's gaze in the mirror. "Did you forget?"
Charles groaned. "Really? Do | have to?"
"You lost last night, didn't you?" Simon glarechah. 87

Yeah, he'd lost the damn bet. Again. He should khetter than to let Simon ambush him, tie him kp &
wayward calf and go all outlaw on him.

"l lost." Charles sighed.

"Say it." Simon's eyebrow cocked upward.



"I surrender," Charles growled out.

"Now, just hold still. It won't hurt at all." Simopicked up the liner, unscrewed the cap and theretlto face
Charles. "You're going to look so hot in this liive to beat the boys off you."

Charles held still as Simon applied the eyelinend® finished, leaned back, and then gave a lowet ‘tthmn!"
He glanced in the mirror, bracing himself.

Shit.He lookedgood.

Simon closed the liner and tossed it down. "Let’'sk@by." He swatted him on the ass.

Charles opened his mouth to say something, butsvaited him. He wanted to protest, wanted to clagwas
too butch to wear this stuff, wanted to... He taolbther look in the mirror.

Hot. Sexy. Dangerous.

He grabbed Simon's hand and pulled him againsidbe. Burying his hands in Simon's hair, he tilgthon's
head and claimed his mouth. Charles put all higeldsis lust and, most important, his love intatthard kiss
and when he broke away, they were both gaspingifor

Simon sighed and pulled Charles to him again, fleegheads pressed together, noses touching, diyshing.

Simon whispered, "Damn you, masked man. | surrender"
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With David's life in turmoil, now is not the rigtitne to meet a man. And definitely not the timeytdo have a
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