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          New Year’s Eve

        

      

    

    
      “Sophie, quit wiggling that sweet ass of yours and take your shot.” Slate smacked her ass just as her pool stick connected with the ball, causing it to spin off toward the corner and bounce off the rail.

      “Slate! That’s cheating!” She turned and swatted at his arm. “I should get a do over,” she pretend pouted. The way she pushed her lips out were God damn adorable.

      “No.” He tried to turn his body to miss the swat and failed. He laughed, “No do over. That was an accident. Right, Cole?”

      “Yeah. That was an accident. How can Slate be held responsible for his actions when you keep bending that sweet ass of yours over in front of him? I bet in that short dress you’re wearing, he can see your panties.” Cole bent to line up his next shot at the same time Sophie climbed up on the stool at the high table. As she sat down, she flashed him her naked pussy as she crossed her legs, causing him to scratch horribly. “Fuck me. Now that’s cheating.”

      He glanced at Slate to see what he thought about Sophie flashing her naked pussy at him. The man was smiling and wiggling his eyebrows up and down, knowing exactly what she’d done. Slate was drunk off his ass. But then again, so was Cole and Sophie. It was New Year’s Eve and the club was having an all out bash. People were everywhere. Luckily, they were the only ones in the back corner, otherwise, Sophie would have never flashed herself at him, drunk or not.

      Cole laughed and shook his head, making his way around the pool table. He set his pool stick on the table and declared he was done. He took the seat next to Sophie and leaned over to speak to Slate above the loud music. “How the hell have you been able to play pool with that in your face for the last hour?”

      Slate shot a knowing smirk toward Sophie. “Easy. I’ll get my payback when I take her to bed later.” He tipped his beer and took a drink. “What do you think, Sophie? Should Cole get some payback, too, for flashing that hot naked pussy his way?’

      Sophie bit her bottom lip and turned half-lidded eyes Cole’s way. She let her gaze drift over him from head to crotch. Seeing he already had a hard-on, she licked her bottom lip. “If he thinks he’s man enough.” The gauntlet had been thrown and Cole was taking it up. He’d be a fucking fool not to.

      Slate walked around the table and stood behind Sophie, blocking her from the view of the rest of the room. He pulled her hair back, then leaned down and nipped her earlobe. Her eyes closed and she shivered, goose bumps popping up all down her arm.

      “Damn, Slate, you made her nipples hard as pebbles.” Cole took a pull from his beer then set it on the table and watched Slate slip his big hand down the front of Sophie’s dress and pinched her nipple. Sophie’s groan was like music to his ears. He fucking loved the sound of her moans and the way she called his and Slate’s names when she came apart in their arms. Since that first time in October that Slate had invited him to join the two of them, Cole had been asked to join the couple a few more times. The more time he spent with her, the more he found he liked everything about her.

      “I bet she’s wet, Cole,” Slate whispered against her neck. “Why don’t you check it out?”

      Cole didn’t have to be told twice. He scooted his ass to the edge of his seat and slipped his hand under her dress. He hissed at the feel of her juices already spilling onto her leg. “Fuck. She’s soaked.” He pushed her knees farther apart to give him better access. He didn’t have to worry about anyone seeing what the three of them were doing because Slate’s big body blocked Sophie completely from the room’s view as they sat in the dark corner. His finger slipped inside her so easily, he pulled it back out and added another finger. She slid her ass forward, giving him more room to play.

      He looked up to see how she was doing and almost came in his jeans. The look of utter desperate need reflected back at him was almost his undoing. Slate pinched her nipple and she groaned and ground herself down on Cole’s fingers harder. “I think Sophie’s already pretty fucking wound up, aren’t you, sugar?”

      Sophie couldn’t answer him so she nodded her head. Her chest was rising and falling in short panting breaths. Fuck, she was so turned on, he was afraid she might scream the house down when she came. And she was definitely getting ready to come if the way her inner muscles were clamping down on his fingers was any indication.

      “That’s it, Sophie, ride my fingers.” Keeping his eyes on Sophie’s, he warned Slate to get ready. He picked up the speed in which he fucked her with his fingers, then used his thumb to work her sensitive clit. Her pussy clamped down on his fingers and she would have screamed if Slate hadn’t grabbed her jaw and turned her to take his kiss, keeping her cries of ecstasy to their little group.

      Sophie pulled her face away and Slate asked if she was okay. She nodded her head and turned to Cole. Her eyes glazed with passion, she announced, “I want you both to fuck me. Right now.”

      Cole looked at Slate to see where he stood on the idea. Letting him finger fuck her in the common area as payback for her teasing/cheating was one thing, but going back to Slate’s room with them with a full clubhouse was another. Anyone could see him entering with them.

      He really didn’t think it would be an issue because brothers shared women all the time. He and Slate had been doing it since they were seventeen years old. If he was seen, the brothers wouldn’t say anything because they would never embarrass someone’s old lady like that. He was just surprised that Slate would take the chance with Sophie at the clubhouse.

      “Come on, Cole. You heard the lady. I’ll take her back to our room and you follow a couple of minutes later.” Slate helped Sophie to her feet, then bent at his waist and tossed her over his shoulder.

      “What are you doing? Everyone will see my ass!” Sophie screeched, her hands coming down and settling on his hips.

      “Can you walk on your own?” Cole asked.

      “Well, no, not after that.” Her drunken smile did things to him he didn’t quite understand and he refused to look at it too closely. “Here,” he shrugged out of his cut and draped it over ass. “There. Now no one will see your naked, wet pussy.”

      “Aww, you’re so sweet, Cole,” Sophie crooned as she swiped her hair out of her face.

      Cole laughed and swatted her ass. “Get her goofy ass out of here.”

      Slate grunted his agreement and held the cut over her ass to keep it secure as he walked off into the crowd. He burst into laughter as she raised her head, smiled at him and gave him a little finger wave. The woman was a nut. He loved that about her. She was smart, loving and fierce when it came to her family and friends, and she knew how to cut loose from time to time. He finished his beer and was getting ready to head to Slate’s room when he felt arms wrap around his waist from behind. He pulled the owner of the arms around to his front and smiled. “And who might you be, little lady?”

      “Lacey. You wanna fuck?”

      Cole barked in laughter, surprised that a total stranger had asked him to fuck. The fact that a woman whom he’d never met or spoken to had asked wasn’t the surprise. No, the surprise was that he was going to tell her no. While she was cute and had lips men dreamed about, she just wasn’t Sophie. “I’m sorry, doll, but I’ve already got plans. See that guy over there?” He pointed across the room to Travis. “He will be more than happy to give you a go.” He gently pushed at her shoulders to get her heading in the right direction. He shook his head and worked his way through the crowd.

      As he came up to Slate’s door, he checked both ends of the hall to make sure no one was going to catch him entering his room. He turned the knob and entered as quickly as he could. He shut and locked the door behind him then came to a complete stop. Slate was lying in the middle of the bed already naked. Sophie was kneeling on the bed, sucking his dick and her ass was in the air, her very wet, dripping pussy on full display. He swallowed hard and felt like a deer in the headlights.

      “Are you going to stand by the door all night or are you going to strip your clothes off and fuck Sophie?” Slate taunted from the bed.

      Cole had his boots and clothes off in record time, dropping articles of clothing as he made his way to Sophie’s wiggling ass. It was like a red flag to a bull. He climbed up on the bed and knelt between their legs. “Hope you’re ready for this, Soph. You’ve teased me so damn much, my control is about to snap. I’ll fuck you hard and fast this time, then I promise to take my time with you the next round.”

      She hummed her approval around Slate’s cock and that was all Cole needed to hear. He rolled on the condom he’d had the presence of mind to grab out of his pocket as he stripped his clothes off. Not for the first time, he wondered how good it would feel to take Sophie bare. Not that he’d ever ask.

      He rubbed his hard dick through her juices before he lined himself up at her entrance and eased himself inside. As his balls met her pussy, he had to pause for a moment so he didn’t embarrass himself. The sight of Slate’s hand in her hair as he fucked her mouth had Cole squeezing the base of his cock to hold off his release. He slammed his eyes shut and mumbled under his breath, unable to watch any longer. How the hell did this woman reduce him to a mindless mess, unable to think of anything other than how hard he was going to come inside her?

      “Go ahead, man, don’t wait on me. I’m about to blow,” Slate forced through clenched teeth, his eyes solely focused on the sight of his cock pumping in and out of Sophie’s mouth.

      Cole let out the breath he’d been holding in a rush and began pumping into Sophie. “Mother of God, woman. How do you do this me? How do you make me lose all control? I never lose control.”

      Slate shouted his release as he came, holding Sophie’s head still while he thrust his hips up one last time. As soon as he was finished, he released Sophie’s hair and she threw her head back. “Fuck me harder, Cole.”

      “God damn, woman,” he grunted. It was his turn to latch onto her hair and pull her head back. He didn’t stop until he had her back almost touching his front. She supported her weight with her hands braced on her thighs, near her knees, leaning forward just enough to allow him to piston into her clenching pussy hard and fast. To give himself better leverage, he wrapped one arm across her chest and the other around her waist, holding her in the position he wanted, forcing her to take the fucking he was giving her. Each thrust of his hips took him deeper.

      “Yes, Cole. Just like that. Fuck me. Make me come,” she growled.

      He did as she asked and let loose like his very life depended on making this woman come. He felt his orgasm building, tightening his balls at the same time he could feel her pussy milking his cock. His mouth found it’s way to the bend in her neck and he bit down. “Oh Goooood! Yes, Cole! Fuck me, I’m coming!” He felt her nails biting into his thighs as she held on, riding her orgasm as long as she could.

      “Fuck yeah, Sophie! Give it to me, girl!” Cole forced through clenched teeth. He pumped his hips a few more times, then slowly came to a stop, Sophie all but passed out on his lap. She leaned her head on his shoulder, turned toward his neck. He still had his arms wrapped around her, trying to catch his breath. “You okay?” he asked breathlessly.

      All she could do was nod her head. He looked down to see her eyes were closed, a small satisfied smile on her face. Fuck if that didn’t make him feel ten feet tall knowing he’d done that to her.

      “God damn, Soph. Love watching another man fuck you.” Slate spoke up from where he reclined on the bed, still tangled up with them. He had his arms folded behind his head, a content smile on his face.

      Cole frowned, not knowing how to take what his friend just said. Sophie slowly opened her eyes to look at Slate. One side of her mouth kicked up. “Only Cole. No one else.”

      Wait. What the fuck were they talking about?

      “Yeah, baby, only Cole.” Slate reached out his hands toward Sophie. “Come here. Rest for a minute because we’re not nearly done with you tonight, are we, Cole?”

      “Fuck no.”

      They went on to fuck Sophie two more times together and then they each took a turn fucking her separately. Doing her separately had been both the best thing he’d ever experienced in his life, hands down, and the worst, because it was at that moment he realized it would be way too easy to fall in love with his best friend’s wife.
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      Cole got up early the next morning to head to his own room in order to spare Sophie any awkward moments if someone were to see him leave their room. Threesomes among the brothers were no big deal; they did it all the time. He just didn’t want Sophie to have a reason to regret Cole joining them last night.

      It wasn’t so early that the sun hadn’t come up, but it was early for someone who’d partied hard last night. As he suspected, as he snuck out of Slate’s room in nothing but his unbuttoned jeans, carrying his boots and his clothes, he didn’t hear a single noise alerting him that anyone else was awake at this time. He checked his phone’s screen and saw it was ten o’clock in the morning. Not too bad. He expected a lot of people wouldn’t be waking before one in the afternoon if the late hour the music shut off was any indication.

      He pulled the door closed behind him and turned to head to his room. He came up short as Tyler stood in a similar state in the middle of the hall. Neither spoke a word. From the looks of things, Tyler was leaving Ruger and Josie’s room. If Tyler were ever stupid enough to speak of his night with the couple, Ruger would have him gutted and buried before anyone even knew he was missing.

      Cole nodded his head and Tyler did the same. There was a silent agreement between the two that this would never be brought up again to anyone. Not even each other. They passed each other on their way to their rooms at opposite ends of the hall. He closed the door behind him, dropped his clothes and boots on the floor, shucked his jeans and face-planted in the middle of the bed. Fuck, he was tired.

      He didn’t wake again until later that afternoon. The banging on his door sounded like sonic booms in his ears.

      “What?!”

      “Get up! Blue wants you!”

      Cole wasn’t even sure who was yelling at him from the other side of the door. He checked the time and found he’d slept longer than he thought. He got up to use the bathroom, yawning wide enough to feel his jaw crack. “Shit. That hurt.” He flushed the toilet, then went to the sink. He turned the cold water on and tipped his head so he could drink straight from the faucet. Fuck, he was thirsty.

      He straightened and got his first good look at his reflection in the mirror above the sink. He snorted and shook his head. His hair was a wild mess. Messier than usual. It reached just below his shoulders, which allowed him to pull it into a ponytail or a bun if the mood suited him. Sophie had a thing for his hair and loved to pull out the band holding it back so she could run her fingers through it, which inevitably got it in a somewhat tangled mess. He didn’t mind. He loved feeling her hands in his hair. Especially when she was using it to guide his mouth where she wanted it.

      Blue might want him, but he was getting a shower first. If anyone seen him like this, there would be questions and he wasn’t fucking answering them.

      Fifteen minutes later, feeling more like himself after a hot shower, he was dressed and searching for Blue. He found him in the kitchen, sitting at the table, eating breakfast. Slate’s brows raised to his hairline. Blue was eating scrambled eggs, bacon, hash browns and toast. “Where’d you get all that? And isn’t it like early afternoon?”

      “Denver’s wife sent it all over around noon, knowing none of us would be up until late. She put it all in the oven to keep it warm.” He pointed to the stove with his fork.

      Thank God for Denver’s old lady. They might not stay late at the club parties anymore, but she remembered what it was like and would send food over the next morning sometimes.

      Slate pulled a plate from the cabinet, pulled the pans of food from the oven and started piling it on. Once he was finished filling his plate, he returned everything to the oven, then took a seat across from Blue. “You wanted to see me?”

      A cup of coffee sat all by itself on the table. He didn’t know who left it or if they were coming back, but it was his now. He slid it across the table to rest next to his plate. Blue raised a brow in question. “I don’t see anyone else drinking it. Why let it go to waste? Unless someone did something to it?”

      Blue grinned. “No. No one did anything to it. It was Ruger’s. He was going to take it to Josie after he called and checked on his kids.”

      Cole shrugged his shoulders. Ruger could pour another cup for Josie. He took a bite of eggs then followed that with a bite of hash browns. Taking a drink of coffee, he continued to wait to find out what Blue wanted to see him about.

      Ruger came through the door as he was taking a drink and scowled. “You fuck head. That was for Josie.”

      “I don’t know how long ago you poured it, but it was getting cold.” He shrugged his shoulders. It really wasn’t, but that was his story and he was sticking to it. “I just saved you from getting in trouble for bringing your woman lukewarm coffee.”

      “You know, if I wasn’t in such a good mood from fucking my woman all night without kids trying to ruin it for me, I’d kick your ass.” The sound of the door opening had them all turning to see Josie walking in. She had a very satisfied, thoroughly fucked look on her face. Seeing Tyler slipping from their room this morning, he could imagine why. Ruger leaned down and kissed his woman until she was weak in the knees. Pulling away, he ratted Cole out. “I was going to bring you a cup of coffee, but the Viking over there, took it.” He tipped his head in Cole’s direction.

      As luck would have it, he was drinking from the cup in question at that very moment. Cole lowered the cup and smiled sheepishly at Josie and offered her a strip of bacon. She burst into laughter and accepted the bacon. She popped it in her mouth and didn’t offer Ruger half of it.

      Ruger squinted at him and frowned, knowing what Cole was up to. As if Josie would ever get mad at him over a cup of coffee.

      “It’s okay, Ruger. This late in the day, I’d rather pick up the kids and hit a drive-through. A burger sounds really good right now. I’m starving.” Josie smiled up at her man and patted his chest.

      “All right. Let’s grab your stuff and take off.” He started out behind Josie, but paused at the door. He raised his hand, pointed two fingers at his eyes, then toward Cole’s. He mouthed “I’m watching you” and disappeared out the door.

      Cole threw his head back and laughed. “He is the craziest fucker I’ve ever known.”

      Blue was laughing, too. “That’s for sure.”

      “Back to what you wanted me for?” Cole prompted him. He’d like to get home and do his laundry. He didn’t have anything clean left to wear. Oh, and he needed to go to the grocery store, he didn’t think he had anything left to eat either.

      “Yeah. I need you to make sure the books are up to date. Josie wants to get everything together so she can get W2s out by the end of the month.”

      “Sure, not a problem. I probably won’t get them together until tomorrow, though. I’m still kinda beat from last night.” Cole finished off his breakfast before he stood to rinse his dishes and put them in the dishwasher.

      “That’s fine. I just wanted to give you a heads up.” Blue stood and was heading for the door. “Where did you end up last night? I thought for sure you left when we couldn’t find you in your room.”

      “You were looking for me last night?” Cole asked, hoping the subject changed quick. He never lied to his club president, but for Sophie’s sake he would.

      “No. There was a game of strip poker going, and they thought you’d like to join in.” Blue shrugged his shoulder.

      Cole scratched at his beard. “Sorry I missed that, but I was busy with something else.”

      “You mean someone else?”

      Cole gave him the huge smile Blue expected. As soon as the door closed behind his friend, the smile dropped. He scrubbed at his eyes with the heels of his hands and groaned. After last night, Cole wasn’t sure what the hell to think about what Sophie and Slate were talking about. When Slate had said he got off on watching another man fuck Sophie, Cole’s breath had caught in his chest. He wasn’t sure if by that statement, Slate had meant any man would do or if it was just Cole. The thought of any other man sharing with them, what the three of them had shared a few times now, made him physically sick. Not to mention the instant need to kill any other man to ever touch Sophie. And then she’d said “only Cole” and he’d felt better. He was still confused, but at least he didn’t have to start looking for a good spot to bury a body just yet.

      Climbing on his bike, he started it up and headed for his apartment. He’d need to trade his bike for his truck if he was going to buy groceries. Plus, it looked like it could snow at any minute. The drive was cold as a witch’s tit, with the blustery cold wind buffeting him all over the road. If it didn’t snow today, he’d be shocked. All the more reason to get his truck and go get some food. The thought of being snowed in with nothing to eat was not something he wanted to experience.
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          Three months later

        

      

    

    
      “Cole, you feeling okay?” Sophie asked from where she was standing at the stove.

      “Yeah, I’m good, darlin’.” He kissed the top of her head as he moved past her to the refrigerator where he pulled out a bottle of water. He twisted the cap and tipped the bottle back.

      “I’m making tacos for supper, if you want to stay.” She turned the hamburger in the skillet, making sure to get it all browned.

      “Sure, that would be great.” He finished off his water and tossed it in the trash. “Is there anything you want me to do?” He felt that he should offer to help when he was here, which was more often than not, even though she always ran him out of the kitchen.

      “No. I’ve got this. Why don’t you go have a seat in the living room with Slate?” Now that she’d quit her waitressing job at Dark Desires, she was turning into a little Susie Homemaker.

      Cole found Slate kicked back on the couch watching an MMA fight on TV. Sophie’s brothers, whom Slate adopted, were spread out around the living room also focused on the fight.

      He wasn’t feeling particularly great, and wanted nothing more than to lie down and close his eyes until his headache went away.

      “Toss me that pillow, Parker, will you?” He caught the oversized pillow and dropped it to the floor so that his head was toward the coffee table. Lowering himself, he wiggled around and got comfortable. Fuck, it felt good to lie down.

      “You want to sit up here on the couch?” Parker asked. “I’ll trade you places.”

      “No, thanks, I’m good. It just feels good to stretch out.” Cole turned to his side, bending his arm under the pillow. He focused on the match on TV and before he knew it, he was asleep. He didn’t even realize it until he felt someone shoving at his shoulder, trying to wake him up.

      He blinked himself awake and found Sophie squatting next to him and Slate standing behind her with a frown on his face.

      “You okay? We couldn’t wake you up.” She smiled and pushed a strand of his hair off his face where it came free from his ponytail.

      “How long was you trying?” He sat up and got to his feet, running his hands over his face. Damn, he was tired and shit hurt all over. Maybe he shouldn’t have laid down on the floor after all.

      “I’ve been calling your name for five minutes. I was going to shake the shit out of you, but Sophie wouldn’t let me.” Slate’s smirk led Cole to believe his friend would have rolled him across the floor to wake him up.

      “Gotta say, waking up to Sophie’s face is way better than waking up to your ugly mug.”

      Sophie was frowning at him and he wondered what he’d done wrong.“What?”

      “Lean down here, I want to see if you have a fever.” She was using her stern, big sister voice she used on her brothers when she wanted them to do something. What was funny was the fact that it worked on Slate, too. Well, and now him. He’d laugh but it would take too much energy.

      He bent low enough for her cool hand to rest on his too warm forehead. The feel of her cool touch on his heated skin felt amazing.

      “You do have a fever. Do you feel like eating?” Sophie was adorable when she was trying to take care of someone. The woman had the biggest heart he’d ever seen. When she loved someone, like her family and Slate, she loved them fiercely. Having to take care of her three younger brothers and raising them single-handedly had been a huge undertaking. Most people would have been crushed under the weight of responsibility. Not Sophie. She seemed to thrive the most when she was looking after someone. That was what was going to make her such a good mother when she and Slate had kids of their own.

      “Yeah, I can eat.” He straightened. “I’m not sick.”

      Sophie smiled and patted his chest. “Nope, you’re not sick at all. Go have a seat.”

      Cole shared a look with Slate over her head. Slate’s clearly said, “Just go with it.”

      “Come on, let’s go eat.” Slate led the way to the kitchen table where they settled in to eat tacos.

      He sat back and watched as the Landrys dug in and fixed their plates. He chuckled as he saw that Slate had five tacos fixed and on his plate, Parker also had five, and Kyle and Colt each had four. How Sophie was able to feed this horde was a true puzzle. And Slate and Parker would probably eat a few more after they polished off what was on their plates already. The only reason they hadn’t put more on their plates was because there wasn’t any room left.

      “Sit still,” Sophie commanded as she laid her hand on his shoulder. He turned toward her and she stuck some kind of thermometer in his face. It looked like a miniature speed gun. She barely held in front of his forehead when she stated, “Yeah. That’s what I thought. 102.3.” She clucked her tongue and shook her head.

      Cole watched her move to the cabinet next to the sink, pull out a bottle of something, shake out pills and bring them back to him “Here. Tylenol for your fever.”

      Wordlessly, he accepted the medicine and washed it down with his soda. “Thanks, Soph.”

      “Not a problem. Do you feel like eating tacos or would you rather have something else? Soup?”

      “No, Soph, tacos are fine.” He really didn’t have an appetite for anything, but he wasn’t going to tell her that. He fixed himself two tacos and even with hot sauce, they still tasted like dust in his mouth. He could barely choke them down. His lack of appetite did not go unnoticed.

      “I’m done,” Kyle announced. “I’m going to go finish my homework, then play a game with Colt before bed.”

      “That’s fine. Make sure you all have your homework done before you go to bed,” Sophie told them.

      There was a little grumbling from Colt, but a quick word from Slate and he was onboard with the plan. They got up, cleared their dishes and put them in the dishwasher before scattering.

      “You don’t look like you feel very well, Cole.” Sophie had her elbows on the table, her chin resting on her clasped hands. Her entire focus was on him right now, which made him squirm. “I think you should spend the night tonight, so I can keep an eye on you.”

      Cole chuckled. The woman really was too sweet, but the thought of staying the night and having her take care of him was a little too close to his fantasy of being a part of this family than he cared to admit. “I’m fine, Sophie. I’ll head back to my apartment and I’ll be fine by morning.”

      “Nope,” she shook her head. “You’re staying here, so you might as well not argue about it.”

      “Seriously, I’ll be fine.”

      “No you won’t.” Sophie could spot a lie a mile away. “Look at you. Your eyes are all glassy, you look like you’re about to fall over you’re so tired and don’t think I haven’t noticed you’ve got chills. You have no business riding your bike when you’re feeling this bad.”

      He couldn’t very well tell her he’d ridden his bike in worse shape than this, or she might lay into him. He’d been shot a couple of times and ridden his bike back to the clubhouse. Sure, he lost a lot of blood both times, but he made it.

      He turned to Slate for backup and should have known he wouldn’t find any there. One side of his mouth was kicked up as if trying not to laugh at him. “Sorry, bud, but she’s right. You look like shit.”

      Cole’s eyes squinted like “way to have my back, asshole.”

      “Just do it,” Slate told him. “If you don’t, she will just get up in the middle of the night and drive over to your apartment to check on you. That means, I’ll have to get up and go with her because I don’t like her out that late at night by herself. Do us both a favor and stay your ass here so we can all get some sleep tonight.”

      “Fine.” Cole wasn’t happy about staying the night. It made him feel like a burden to have Sophie take care of him while he was sick. He’d feel even worse if she was driving across town later tonight to check on him.

      “Do you want to watch TV for a little while or do you want to go to bed?” Sophie asked.

      “I think I’ll go to bed. Where do you want me?” Cole asked as he stood and pushed his chair in.

      “I’ll have Kyle sleep downstairs on the couch and you can have his bed. Let me go tell him to get whatever he needs now, so he doesn’t bother you later.” Sophie left to go line things out with Kyle, leaving him with Slate.

      “She’s a bossy little thing when she wants to be.” Slate smiled as he watched her ass walking away.

      Cole grinned. Sophie, at five feet nine, wasn’t a little thing by any means. Next to Slate she was still a good five inches shorter. Cole was another inch or so taller than Slate, so next to him she was a little thing.

      “Come on, we’ll go watch TV until she gets things sorted.” Slate led the way, knowing Cole would follow. Slate took a seat at one end of the couch and Cole at the other, stretching his legs out in front of him. He drew his legs up, then crossed his leg over his knee. He couldn’t find a comfortable position. He ached all over, his head hurt, he did have chills like Sophie said and he desperately wanted to go to bed.

      When she finally came back to get him thirty minutes later to tell him Kyle’s bed was ready, he could have wept at her feet. “Thank God,” he whispered under his breath. Slate must’ve heard him because he was laughing as Cole walked away.

      “Sorry it took so long,” Sophie apologized. “I wanted to change the sheets before I let you sleep in them. God only knows what he does at night. And no, don’t tell me anything. I like the illusion that he is still a sweet little boy and not some hormonal teenager.” She shivered violently at the thought.

      She pointed at the clothes at the bottom of the bed. “I grabbed a pair of shorts and a T-shirt from Slate’s stuff since you don’t have anything here.” She was looking around the room like she was afraid she forgot something.

      “Sophie.” He tried again to get her attention. “Sophie, I’m not a hotel guest you need to cater to. It’s just me. Relax.”

      “I’m sorry. I am acting weird, aren’t I?” She chewed her bottom lip. “I just want to make sure you’re comfortable while you’re sick.”

      “It’s okay. I appreciate everything you’re doing for me. I don’t even know what to say. The last time I was sick, I was on my own.” He pulled her in for a quick hug, and stepped away, afraid he might get her sick. “Now, get out, so I can go to bed.”

      He waited for her to close the door behind her before he stripped down to nothing. He pulled the covers back and climbed in. As soon as his head hit the pillow, he was out.
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      Cole woke the next morning feeling as if someone had been working him over with a ball bat all night while he slept. He wasn’t sure if he dreamt it or if Sophie actually came in to check on him a few times throughout the night. He thought she made him drink juice or something when she gave him more medicine. Maybe that explained why he needed to piss so bad.

      He rolled out of bed and just sat there for a moment to get his bearings. He looked around and spotted pictures of motorcycles on the walls with bikini-clad women stretched out on them. He chuckled, wondering where that come from. He hadn’t had anything like that on his walls since he was a teenager. Then he noticed a blue, white and green comforter on the bed, not his normal black one. Oh yeah, he was in Kyle’s room. Thank fuck. For just a moment, he’d been afraid that maybe his fever had gotten higher and he was having a flashback to when he was a teenager.

      His hand came in contact with something on top of the covers, drawing his attention. Oh yeah, Slate’s clothes that Sophie left him last night. He pulled the shorts on, and pulled the T-shirt over his head. He opened the door and came face-to-face with Colt. The boy’s eyes grew round and his mouth fell open.

      “Dude, you got a bat in your shorts, or what?”

      Cole ran his hand through his hair, his eyes half open. “It’s called morning wood, kid. I gotta piss.” He shuffled past him to use the bathroom. When he was finished, he had a full body shiver. “Shit, I’m cold.”

      His head was still hurting him and he was so fucking thirsty. He decided to detour to the kitchen before he climbed back in bed again. Hopefully, when he woke next time, the fever would be gone.

      He stopped in his tracks as he noticed everyone in the kitchen was staring at him. He felt at his chest to make sure he was dressed. “What?”

      “Well, for one thing, your hair is really wild,” Slate offered. He sat at the table with a huge stack of French toast, smothered in syrup, in front of him.

      Looking around the table, he saw Sophie and Parker smiling while Kyle and Colt snickered and exchanged looks. He was way too tired to deal with this shit this early in the morning. He just wanted something cold to drink that wasn’t water and he wanted to go right back to bed. He continued to the refrigerator, found himself a small bottle of juice and pulled it out. He noticed everyone still staring at him.

      “You’re going to have to spit it out, whatever the fuck it is you find so amusing. I feel like shit and I just want to go back to bed.”

      “Do you remember anything from last night after you went to bed?” Slate asked, fighting hard to contain a smile.

      “I think I remember Sophie coming in to check on me a few times and making me take some more Tylenol, but other than that, no. No clue what you’re talking about.” Cole leaned against the counter, too weak to stand on his own at the moment. He hated being sick. It always left him feeling drained and weak for a few days. “Just spit it out. You all are dying to tell me about something I did last night.”

      “Sometime last night, you must have been trying to find your way to the bathroom because you were stumbling around in the dark, bouncing off the walls in the hall,” Slate started. “You were naked.”

      Cole’s brows shot to his head. Huh. That explained one particular dream.

      Colt had been fidgeting around in his seat, about to burst at the seams. Finally, he blurted out, “And your dick was swinging in the wind. And Sophie saw it, too. Her eyes were huge.” With that announcement, he fell back in his chair, holding his stomach and laughing his ass off. Kyle quickly joined him. Parker and Sophie at least had the decency to not roll on the floor with their laughter.

      “Is that right?” Colt took another drink of his juice. He shook his head. Little did her brothers know, but Sophie was very familiar with his dick and his piercing. And if they thought he was embarrassed about getting caught with his dick out, they’d be mistaken. He had nothing to be ashamed of. He’d been very well blessed in that department and he didn’t care who knew it. He had the proof to back it up. Glancing over, he saw Sophie’s cheeks were a pretty shade of pink. He couldn’t wait to tease her about it later. After he slept another twenty hours maybe.

      “And then,” Colt wheezed, trying to catch his breath. “I opened my bedroom door to find him standing in the doorway across the hall this morning, his shorts sticking way out like he had a bat in his shorts.”

      Sophie was wiping tears from her eyes. Slate was laughing. Everyone was having a good time at his expense. And he really didn’t mind.

      “Oh, and did you know his dick is pierced?” Colt added as an afterthought.

      “Okay, that’s enough. Finish breakfast and get ready for school.” Sophie tried to reel everyone in. “Parker, can you take them today?”

      “Yeah, sure Soph.” Parker excused himself, as well as Kyle and Colt.

      Colt could be heard going down the hall asking his brothers, “Do you think my dick will get that big?”

      Cole rolled his eyes and shook his head. Her brothers were a riot. You never knew what would come out of their mouths.

      “How are you feeling today?” Sophie asking over the rim of her coffee cup.

      “Like I’ve been worked over with a ball bat all night. Sore, achy, so damn tired.” He finished his juice and tossed the empty bottle in the trash.

      “Well, it’s time for you to take more Tylenol. Have a seat. You feel like eating anything?” Sophie got up to get him some more medicine and anything he might say he was hungry for.

      “Actually, can I have a couple pieces of French toast?” He’d been eyeing Slate’s plate and the bastard knew it. He’d taken great pains to show how much he loved Sophie’s cooking with each slow bite.

      “You got it.” Sophie set the medicine next Cole, then poured him a Sprite in a glass and set it in front of him, too.

      “You are such an asshole,” Cole informed Slate. “You couldn’t have headed those boys off at the pass, could you?”

      “Nope. It was too much damn fun watching the look of shock on your face and the pretty pink blush on Sophie’s cheeks.” He took a drink of his coffee. “Did you see how red she got once Colt told them she’d seen your pierced dick?”

      Cole laughed. “Yeah, I half-expected her to crawl under the table.”

      Further discussion regarding Cole’s dick and Sophie’s intimate knowledge of it were put on the back burner, as the boys rushed back in to say goodbye and barreled out the door for school.

      Sophie was smiling as she slid a plate with two pieces of French toast on it in front of Cole. “Here you go. Make sure to take the Tylenol.”

      Cole obediently picked them up and tossed them in his mouth, washing them down with a drink of Sprite. He watched her start to clear the breakfast dishes away while he ate his French toast.

      “And I don’t appreciate the two of you laughing at my expense when Colt started talking about your piercing. Don’t think I didn’t notice the look you guys exchanged when you thought they weren’t looking.” Sophie huffed as she put the syrup back into the pantry.

      “Darlin’, swear to God, if I didn’t feel like shit right now I’d be tempted to remind you how much you like my piercing,” Cole reminded her.

      “Tease,” Sophie mumbled, thinking he nor Slate would hear her.

      Cole and Slate both burst out laughing. He loved her smart, sassy mouth. It was one of the many things he liked about her. He got up from his chair, went and kissed her on the cheek and said, “I’ll take a rain check on that.” He winked at her as he decided he’d had enough activity for the morning and went to crawl back into bed.

      “I’ve got to run in to Dark Desires for a little bit. If you guys need anything, call me,” Slate said as Cole was passing the kitchen table.

      Cole used the bathroom one more time, then eased in under the covers. He was exhausted from just that little journey this morning. He could only hope he felt better when he woke up again.
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      Cole woke up once again, noting the sun coming through the windows, indicating it was close to mid-morning. He looked at the time on his phone and saw that he’d only slept three hours. He hated feeling like this. Maybe if he got a shower, he would feel better. He got up and adjusted his borrowed shorts. Somehow, they got twisted in his sleep. This was the very reason he liked to sleep naked. That, and it was just the way he’d always slept.

      He found Sophie in the living room dusting the furniture. He waited to speak until she noticed him, not wanting to scare her because she had a tendency to hit people. With the furniture polish in her hand he hated to chance her throwing it at his head. He doubted he could move quick enough to dodge it.

      He hiked his thumb over his shoulder. “I’m going to take a shower. I’m hoping it’ll make me feel better.”

      “Okay. Why don’t you use the one in our bedroom. It’s a lot bigger. I’ll have some clean clothes waiting for you when you get out.”

      “That’s okay, I can use the kids’ bathroom.”

      “No, really, you can’t. You’re too big to fit in there. You should use ours.” She led the way down the hall.

      He didn’t have to be told twice. If she was going to insist he use the larger shower, he was going to take her up on it. He’d checked out the shower/tub combo in the boys’ bathroom earlier when he’d been taking a piss and wondered how the hell he was going to wash his hair. Knowing how big the master bathroom’s shower was compared to that one was like comparing tricycles to Harleys.

      He turned the water on waiting for it to get hot. While he waited, he found a toothbrush in a wrapper laid out on the counter and knew immediately Sophie had left it for him. He swore she was like a mind reader sometimes. He quickly found the toothpaste and brushed his teeth so he could get under the hot water.

      Slate had redone the master bathroom when he moved in and Cole had helped him. That’s why the showerheads were higher than normal. The shower itself was large enough to accommodate three or four people easily. There were showerheads for tall people like him and Slate on opposite walls, as well as another one on the wall facing the entrance.

      He’d wondered why Slate was putting in so many showerheads when he’d helped him remodel. At the time, he thought it was overkill. Since then, having shared the shower with him and Sophie a few times, he was more than happy with his shower design.

      He braced his hands on the wall and dipped his head so that the hot water ran over his head and down his neck and shoulders. He washed his hair and got it rinsed before he started running out of energy. He took a seat on the built-in bench and just let the water run down his chest as he leaned his head back against the tile and closed his eyes.

      “Cole?”

      He hadn’t pushed the bathroom door completely closed when he came in and now he was kinda happy he didn’t. He honestly didn’t know if he had enough gas in the tank to finish with his hair. When he didn’t answer, she stuck her head inside and immediately came all the way in when she saw him sitting in the shower.

      “Are you okay? Do you need help?” Sophie stood outside the shower, trying not to look at his dick. One side of his mouth kicked up. It was funny how her eyes would quickly slip from his face to his chest to his dick. It was hilarious considering when they fucked she had no problems at all staring outright at his dick.

      He laughed. “I don’t know why you’re playing all bashful now. You’ve seen my dick before.”

      “Yeah, that was when,” she stalled out.

      “When you were sucking and riding it?” he teased, loving how he could get her to blush.

      “Yeah.”

      When the silence between them began to stretch, he asked, “Are you coming to help me or are you just going to keep looking at me?”

      “Asshole.” She’d said it under her breath, but he heard her anyway. “What do you need?”

      “I need to condition my hair so it doesn’t get all tangled.” He silently laughed at what he just said. “I bet you never thought you’d hear a guy say that, huh?”

      Sophie stripped her shorts off, but left the rest of her clothes on. She opened the door and stepped inside. Reaching for the conditioner, she squirted a generous amount in her hand. “Lean forward.”

      Cole did as she asked, which put her tits in his face. Thank fuck she still wore her bra and t-shirt, although the wetter it got the more it revealed. He closed his eyes and clenched his teeth.

      She made quick work of conditioning and rinsing his hair before she stepped out. She handed him a towel and slipped in a puddle of water at her feet. His hands shot out to catch her and pulled her into his chest. Somehow, they got tangled up in each other and went down to the floor. At the last second, he turned his body so that he took the brunt of the fall with Sophie landing on top of him. “Oof!” she knocked the wind out of him.

      They were both in shock. They both remained silent, staring at each other, their breaths turning ragged. Fuck, she felt good good lying on top of him. She wiggled a little and his hands shot to her hips. “Stop moving,” he grunted.

      “Did I hurt you?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

      “No. Are you okay? Did you hurt anything when we fell?” His complete focus was on her light green eyes. Was it his imagination or was heat building in her eyes the longer they laid there?

      She squirmed again. There was no way in hell she did not feel his rock hard cock between them. Her eyes dropped to his mouth and back up. Was she going to kiss him? Was he going to allow it considering Slate wasn’t here? They had never not had Slate with them when they kissed or fucked. What was the protocol here?

      Stop it! He mentally chastised himself. Slate is my friend. Slate is my friend. Slate is my friend and I will not kiss or fuck his wife without his permission.

      She moved again. Was she purposely grinding herself on his dick? He slammed his eyes closed and clenched his teeth. If he pulled her panties to the side and flexed his hips upward, he would be inside her hot, tight pussy.

      Slate is my friend, damn it!

      “What have you two gotten yourselves into this time?”

      Cole’s and Sophie’s heads shot up at the sound of the Slate’s voice. He was standing in the doorway, propped against the jamb, his arms crossed over his chest. Cole wasn’t sure if he was teasing or serious. “It’s not what it looks like,” Cole started. He wasn’t going to let Slate think Sophie was trying to cheat behind his back. He could think whatever he wanted about him, he could deal with it.

      “Oh, I bet it is.” Slate smiled as he moved farther into the room. “Let me guess. You thought you could take a shower and realized you didn’t have enough strength yet? Sophie came to check on you and had to help you finish? I’m guessing you guys got tangled up, slipped and landed flat on your back.” He paused a moment before adding, “You’re lucky you didn’t kill each other.” He squatted next to where they were still on the floor, Sophie still lying on top of him, his hands on her hips.

      Slate reached out and pulled a wet strand of Sophie’s hair off her cheek. “You need help getting up, baby?”

      “Yes.” He reached under her arms and helped her up. He wrapped a towel around her then smiled and tossed the towel she had been trying to give him to Cole where he was still lying on the bathroom floor.

      Cole waited for them to leave before letting his head fall back on the tiled floor. The breath he’d been holding left him in one long whoosh. What the fuck just happened?
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      It was the next day that his fever broke and he felt well enough to go home. He was still really tired, but the thought of sleeping in his own bed again sounded like heaven. He really appreciated Sophie taking care of him and for Kyle letting him use his bed, but the queen-sized bed just wasn’t big enough for a man his size. Thinking of his own bed, he could practically feel it now. It’ll be nice to sleep without his feet hanging off the end of the bed.

      It was weird, Slate had never confronted him about finding him tangled up and naked with Sophie on their bathroom floor. He thought for sure they would have had words, you know, something like, stay away from my wife when I’m not around. Nope, nothing.

      He found it very confusing. As confusing as when Slate told her he loved watching other men fuck her. To which she said “only Cole” and Slate had agreed. He still couldn’t figure out what the ever loving hell any of that meant.

      He was confused and feeling guilty because all he wanted to do in that moment with Sophie squirming on top of him, riling his dick up, was fuck her until she was too tired to move.

      Because that had been his thought, Cole was punishing himself by not going over to their house for a while, even though everything in him screamed to go back. They didn’t even have to have sex. He just loved spending time with Sophie. Well, Slate and the boys, too, if he was being honest.

      To that end, he kept himself as busy as possible with the Hell’s Minions businesses over the next few weeks. He didn’t know if it was a blessing or a curse that he could always count on the businesses to keep him busy. There was always something that needed to be done. Inventory to take, schedules to approve, hiring and firing of staff, ordering alcohol, and it went on and on and on.

      Sure, they’d hired people to do these jobs, but Cole liked to keep a close eye on things. Hiring people and assuming they had the best interest of the Hell’s Minions at heart could cause problems down the road. He liked to keep close contact with his employees as a way to keep a pulse on how everyone was doing and if there were any potential problems blowing in the wind.

      Cole clicked out of the payroll program and clicked over to a couple of possible new businesses he’d been researching. They were small businesses, already owned by people doing a nice job, but with an investment into the business for a percentage of the profits, their businesses could really take off. He needed to check them out a little more before he brought it to the table.

      One business he was really interested in was an auto repair shop. He was thinking it could be converted over to do motorcycle repairs. It would be right up Jeff and Travis’s alley. The building was divided into two separate businesses. One was the auto repair side and the other was sitting vacant with a For Rent sign in the window. He’d found out the owner of the repair shop owned the whole thing. Cole needed to talk to him about buying out his business, maybe opening a parts store.

      Cole’s stomach rumbled, letting him know he was hungry. Starving as a matter-of-fact. He called in an order for Chinese to be delivered and headed out to the bar. It was between lunch and dinner, so the crowd was good for this time of day. Later, around nine o’clock or so, it would start filling up quickly, everyone wanting to get the prime seats up front.

      He found an empty stool at the end of the bar and gave Sam a chin lift in greeting. The bartender, who’d become a true asset to Dark Desires, moseyed his way over to Slate. He asked what he wanted to drink and when he said he wanted a draft, Sam went to pour it, making sure to keep the foam to a minimum.

      He thanked Sam for the beer when he placed it in front of him. “How are things going on this side of the office door?”

      Sam flipped the towel he’d been using to dry glasses with over his shoulder and grinned. “Pretty good, boss.”

      “No problems or concerns we need to know about?” he asked and took another drink.

      “No, nothing more than usual. Girl drama among the dancers. Frat boys trying to paw at the waitresses and getting kicked out. You know, the usual.” Sam shrugged one shoulder. The manager, Whit, a big bald bastard, spotted Cole and took a seat next to him.

      “Where the hell have you been? You always whiz in here and whiz out so fast, I never see you anymore,” he complained.

      “Busy with Minion business.” Cole wasn’t about to say, “Oh, you know, fucking Sophie whenever I can, spending time at Slate’s house, wishing she was mine to go home to every night.” He’d rather shoot himself than admit that out loud to anyone.

      The doorman on duty handed off what looked like a white plastic bag to one of the bouncers, who handed it off to Sam. Cole watched Sam take a deep, appreciative whiff of his food and smiled huge. “Man, that smells really good.” He set it on the bar in front of Cole, then poured him another beer.

      Cole pulled out a carton of chicken lo mein with vegetables and then a carton of crab Rangoon. He also had a carton of chicken fried rice he would hold onto for later. He opened the boxes and dug in. In the background he could hear Sam and Whit talking about one dancer or the other and their prima donna shit they liked to pull. That part, he would gladly leave to Whit. He’d let one of the Minions know if it became something they needed to address.

      He finished his food and wiped his hands on some napkins Sam handed him. He tipped back the last of his beer and thanked him. He was almost done with what he’d been working on and then he would take off.

      Back in his office, he leaned back in his chair and was getting ready to log back in when a movement near the door caught his eye. It was one of the strippers, Kelly. She was wearing a hot pink, satin robe that went maybe a few inches below her ass. It was loosely tied around her waist, giving him a very generous view of her tits. He recognized the sultry smile and hooded gaze for what it was. Kelly was looking to have some fun and Cole was the man in her sights.

      He felt his dick stirring and it gave him hope that maybe he might get past this infatuation he had with Sophie. He waved her inside and she didn’t hesitate. She came in, closing the door and locking it behind her. Yep, Kelly was looking for a little play time.

      “Kelly, did you need something?” He leaned back in his seat, his legs spread wide, waiting to see what she would do next.

      “You know what I need, Cole.” She dropped to her knees between his spread legs. Running her hands lightly up and down his thighs, she watched him beneath her thick, black lashes. Cole could have sworn it sounded like she was purring.

      He wasn’t sure if he wanted to do this, but it had to fucking beat his own hand. He hadn’t been with anyone in a while, other than Sophie, and if the guys knew he’d been avoiding the sweet butts and other women at the clubhouse because he’d been ruined by Sophie, they’d laugh their asses off and tell him what a chump he was being.

      He settled his hands on the arms of the chair and let her take the lead. He wasn’t disappointed when she reached for his belt buckle and unfastened it. The harsh sound of a zipper being pulled down was surprisingly loud his ears. Kelly bit into her red painted lip, while she reached in and pulled his hard cock from his jeans. She hummed in pleasure, her eyes caressing every single inch of him. He waited in anticipation as her tongue peeked out. He hissed at the feel of being licked from base to tip.

      “Fuck,” he groaned, his hand fisting in her hair. “Don’t toy with me today. I’m not in the mood. I want to come hard and I want to come to fast. Get me?”

      “Mmhmmm. I get you, Cole,” she nodded her head up and down quickly. She must have taken that as a challenge, wanting to beat her all-time record for how quick she could make a brother come.

      Cole let his head drop back, his eyes closed and pretended it was Sophie sucking him off. It didn’t take long and his hips were raising to meet her mouth. His breathing grew choppy the closer he came to orgasm. Fuck, it felt good. It wasn’t quite the same way Sophie did it, but at this point he just wanted to come without using his own hand so bad, he told himself it didn’t matter who was sucking him off. Bullshit, somewhere in the back of his mind coughed.

      “Oh, fuck, Kelly, I’m gonna come. You ready?”

      Her response was to suck him harder and faster, giving his dick a little twist with her hand on the down stroke. “Rrrrahh! God damn!” That felt so fucking good, he thought he might go again. Instead, he stopped Kelly’s movements and gently freed his dick from her mouth.

      He watched her wipe the corners of her mouth and regretted what he’d done immediately. What the fuck? Really? What the actual fuck was wrong with him? He couldn’t be with Sophie like he wanted to be because she was married to his best friend. He couldn’t fuck her like he wanted to for the same reason. He didn’t want another woman so he was stuck with his hand. The only way he’d been able to have sex with another woman was if she sucked him off and he pretended it was Sophie. And even that was ruined because he felt guilty.

      Kelly’s smile slipped as he continued to get angry at his fucked up situation. Seeing he was scaring her, and thinking she didn’t do a very good job, he hurried to reassure her. “Hey, hey. I’m sorry if you thought you didn’t do very good. You did amazing. The best I’ve had in a long time. I’ve just got something on my mind and it’s bugging the hell out of me.” He stood and helped her to her feet.

      He was stuffing himself back in his jeans when she stopped at the door. “I was okay?”

      Cole gave her the reassurance she seemed to need. “Baby, you were amazing. I came so hard, I saw stars.”

      That must have been what she needed to hear. She smiled once, then unlocked the door and slipped out.

      He dropped back in his seat and yanked at his hair. He felt dirty and in need of a shower. The feeling that he cheated on Sophie was new.

      Something had to give and soon. He couldn’t keep living this way.
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      After leaving Dark Desires, Cole ended up going to the Minion clubhouse. He took a shower thinking he’d wash away the guilt of the blow job he’d gotten from Kelly, but it didn’t go away. He still felt guilty. He felt like he was losing his fucking mind and he didn’t have anyone he could talk to about it. The person he would normally go to was Slate. After him, any of the brothers. He didn’t think telling the club he was in love with Slate’s wife would go over very well. And yes, he could honestly say he was in love with her.

      He took a seat at the bar and waited for Danny to look his way. “Tequila.”

      Danny set a glass in front of Cole and filled it half way. Cole picked it up and shot it back. “Another.”

      Danny’s brow raised, but he didn’t say anything. He poured him another shot. Cole tossed this one back, too.

      “One more, then bring me a beer.”

      Danny did as Cole asked. “You okay, Cole?”

      Cole genuinely liked Danny and his brother, Drew. They were solid with the club and he felt they would make excellent additions to the Hell’s Minions. There had been talk of patching the two of them, and Tyler soon. Tyler was another guy that he would be proud to call brother. He had a fun-loving, country boy charm that worked with the women around here. They were like putty in his hands.

      “Yeah, I’m good. Just got a lot on my mind.” Cole tipped his beer back, watching Danny over the end of the bottle.

      Danny watched him for a second, then said, “If you ever want to talk about whatever is eating at you, I’m a good listener. Whatever you say is between you and me.”

      “Thanks, Danny, appreciate it.” Cole nodded his understanding and watched him head down to the other end of the bar to get something for Jeff and Travis.

      Cole spun around on his seat and watched Tyler and Drew shooting pool. They were talking smack and bragging about the women they’d scored last night. He shook his head and chuckled, remembering being the same way at that age. Now that he was older, he didn’t feel the need to talk about his conquests.

      His smile fell and he frowned as he remembered New Year’s Eve. He and Slate had been shooting pool with Sophie and she kept accusing him of cheating when in fact she was the one who was cheating. She bent over in her short skirt constantly, breaking their concentration. She’d climbed up on one of the stools and let her legs fall open, showing Cole she wasn’t wearing panties and he’d missed his shot. The sight of her bare pussy almost had him choking on his tongue. After that, he and Slate decided they were going to punish her for cheating. They had taken her back to Slate’s room and fucked her until she passed out.

      He turned back to face the bar and took a drink from his beer. He let his mind drift and couldn’t help wondering what it would be like if he and Slate were to share Sophie and not hide it? Like the three of them being together all the time, not just occasionally. What would it be like to be able to fuck her anytime he wanted, anywhere he wanted and not have to worry if he was crossing a line with Slate? What would it be like to wake up next to her every morning? To watch the boys leave for school, then bend her over the kitchen table and make her scream his name?

      The guys in the club wouldn’t have a problem with the three of them being together. The ladies wouldn’t either once the men explained things to them. It was the general public at large that would eventually have some things to say about it. Things could be hard for the boys at school, too.

      He didn’t know why he was even entertaining such thoughts considering none of this would ever be an option. He was just Sophie’s occasional fuck and that’s all he would ever be. So why did he feel like he was cheating whenever he thought about having sex with anyone else or getting the occasional blow job? He waved Danny over and ordered another shot. Maybe he could get drunk and pass out and have one night of dreamless sleep.

      He shook his head in disgust. Sex with Sophie and he was ruined for anyone else. And to think, Slate had been drunk off his ass when he married her and didn’t even remember who she was when she showed up and announced that she was his wife. What if Cole had been the one left alone at the table in the Colosseum Casino and Trojan and Slate had taken off? Would Sophie have approached him? Would he be married to her right now and not Slate? Why was he so fucking jealous of his best friend?

      “Fuck me.” He was such a loser. He wanted what Slate had with Sophie. No. He wanted Sophie, but being the bastard he was, he’d continue to settle for the occasional threesome with the two of them if Slate invited him again just to be close to her. He’d even continue to settle for the dinner invites, game or movie nights with the family, just to spend time with her. Wow. That really said something about him, didn’t it? He shook his head, thinking how absolutely pathetic he’d become.

      Maybe he should get on his bike and ride until the feelings passed?

      Things for the club were going good and had gotten back to normal since the Minions had taken out the Steel Disciples. Their reign of terror and chaos was no more. Just remembering how the Disciples president had pulled Sophie into their games, using her to try and do damage to the Minions, still had the ability to send him into a rage.

      Maybe he should transfer to a different chapter? Maybe he should find Talon and see if he’d want to start a new chapter of the Hell’s Minions MC somewhere far from here? Maybe somewhere on the coast?

      He picked his beer up and was jarred into spilling part of it on the bar as Jeff pounded him on the back.

      “Hey, Viking. Where’ve you been? Haven’t seen you in a while.” Jeff appeared to already be half lit. His goofy smile made Cole laugh.

      “Around.” Cole tried again to take a drink of his beer, keeping Jeff in his sights in case he decided to pound his back again.

      “Why are you over here sulking?” Jeff accepted the beer Danny handed him before the prospect wandered off.

      Cole shrugged. “PMS I guess.”

      Jeff choked on his beer. “Funny.” He ambled over to a table where Travis was now sitting with Drew and Tyler, their pool game over.

      Cole finished his beer and decided it was time to go home. If he drank much more, he was liable to start spilling his guts to the guys here tonight. He waved his goodbyes to the brothers hanging around and took off.
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