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	Dear Reader,


	Thank you for picking up a copy of Three Below. This is my first foray into contemporary romance, and I had a lot of fun creating this short, self-contained novel.


	If you’re interested in reading more of my books or receiving FREE spicy short stories, then consider signing up for my Newsletter. I send out promos for discounted erotica, reveal new projects (with a lot of free samples), and run exclusive polls where you decide what I write next!


	Your support means everything to an indie writer like me, and I hope you love the spicy, MMM romance I cooked up for you. Enjoy!


	XOXO,


	Monique Morgan




	Content Warning


	There are more than a few intimate scenes in this story, and they ramp up in intensity as the story progresses. I don’t want anyone to think I’m cheaping out on the juicy details, or for someone to go into this story blind and be completely caught off-guard by the full-frontal scenes!


	Some potentially triggering acts that occur in this novel are listed below. Warning, this list may contain spoilers.


	Mention of homophobic parents/being disowned, jealousy, masturbation, secret love, bets/contests for affection, hook-up culture/one-night stands, anal, fingering, polyamory, mention of rogue/chaotic polyamory, threesomes, double penetration, drowning danger, mention of frostbite, and hypothermia.
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	The snow crunched under the car tires in a familiar, muted way that made Rylan shiver with excitement. Snow always reminded him of Christmas, and it brought forth a well of childlike joy in him, no matter the occasion. He loved seeing the land blanketed in a white sheet of sparkling powder and the silence that came along with a heavy snowfall. It made things cozy and romantic, at least in a Hallmark way, since Rylan had never dated anyone before. It was the thought that counted, right? He was a romantic at heart, even if he had nothing to compare it to other than the fantastical tales on TV or from campy novels.


	“Are you sure this is the right way?” Wes asked as he leaned over the centre console to look at Rylan in the backseat.


	Rylan had forgotten to download an offline map so they wouldn’t get lost, but Wes had used the last of his data and his spotty phone signal to guide them here. Their phones were about to become useless bricks, so they had turned to Rylan to direct them the last dozen kilometres or so. Rylan knew the way once they got close to the cabin, but the in-between parts were foggy.


	“Yeah, it’s winding, there will be a clearing soon,” Rylan explained, beaming at his best friend. “It just looks abandoned.”


	“You’re telling me,” Colt replied as he craned to look out of the windshield. He was the one driving, mostly because his truck was the only thing that could handle snow like this, and Rylan hadn’t wanted to ask about borrowing his parents’ SUV.


	“When you said this place was tucked away…” Colt muttered, ending his statement with a cheerful laugh as he navigated through the twisting mountain path.


	Trees surrounded them on all sides, but their tall trunks made it easy to spot the road, even if it was almost completely covered.


	Rylan’s family hadn’t been up to their cabin at 100 Mile House during the winter season yet, so the road hadn’t been stamped down by use. Instead, fresh, slippery banks of snow met them on every side, and Rylan could feel the way the truck’s tires slid from time to time.


	“You’re going to drive us into the forest,” Wes grouched quietly, an uptick of nervousness in his tone that made Rylan smirk. Wes was such a worrier, but he was the most responsible person Rylan knew, and he wouldn’t change him for the world.


	“Don’t know if you can tell, but we’re already in the forest,” Colt quipped back playfully, his eyes locked on the road as he wove his way through the pines. His comment made Rylan chuckle, and he caught a flash of amusement directed at him in the rearview mirror from Colt.


	Colt seemed to take everything in stride, and Rylan had never seen the guy in a bad mood. Everything could be going wrong at work, and Colt would somehow find the silver lining amongst the smog. He loved making people laugh, and he cared deeply, even though Rylan knew people found it difficult to take Colt seriously at times. It didn’t bother him, and even though he had only known Colt for six months, Rylan couldn’t imagine losing him as a friend.


	Work had been what brought them together – Rylan with his classes teaching ASL, and Colt with his never-ending stream of Little League coaching and Tim Bits Hockey camps. Coaching was Colt’s full-time job, and he seemed to relish any chance he got to be physically engaged with the sports that ran out of the Community Centre. Rylan had only picked up part-time work while he slogged his way through an Art Degree, but Colt had become a staple in Rylan’s life both inside and outside of work. He loved spending time with the guy, and things had only progressed naturally from there.


	Colt was gay, and he was open about it, too, and Rylan’s best friend, Wes, was also gay, so… it only seemed natural to try and introduce them to one another. Actually, it had been his twin sister’s idea, and the scheme had become lodged in Rylan’s brain.


	What would be better than his best friend dating his other best friend? They’d get to spend a ton of time together, maybe they’d even end up living together, and Rylan would be able to visit them both at the same time! It sounded flawless in theory, so Rylan had orchestrated a getaway to his family’s cabin up north.


	All right, maybe he had lied a smidgen about why they were there, but it would all work out in the end. Wes wasn’t exactly the best at ‘meeting new people,’ so Rylan had fibbed – just a little – about their trip to 100 Mile House.


	It was supposed to be just the two of them, and then, last minute, he had changed plans to include Colt. He had fed the same story to his co-worker, but Colt was a lot easier going than Wes, so convincing him to drive them up to the cabin had been a piece of cake. He just knew the two of them would get along, and all Rylan had to do was give them space after that.
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	Wes did not like Colt. As soon as he had climbed into Alec Coltman’s truck, he had developed an instant dislike of the guy.


	There were bits of trash on the passenger’s side, and dust and grubby fingerprints were covering the dashboard. Colt was such a guys’ guy, Wes couldn’t imagine what they’d have in common. Okay, well, he knew they had a friendship in common, and Rylan was the only reason he was here right now. He let Rylan get away with anything.


	Their week away together was supposed to be the two of them, and Wes had even taken his final exam for one of his business classes early so he could book this time off. He was glad to be away from campus and his three roommates, but he had been counting on this trip being an exclusive kind of outing. Rylan and he never got time alone – between roommates and Rylan moving back home with his parents for the semester, Wes had been sorely missing his best friend. They still saw each other practically every other day, but seeing Rylan and having time alone with him were very different things.


	Rylan was friendly, open, and a touch shy, but goodness radiated from him like a naked bulb. Wes had been drawn to him instantly, but it had taken nearly two years for him to figure out why. They were best friends, but Wes was desperately, recklessly in love. The only catch was… Rylan wasn’t gay.


	Whenever the question of sexuality popped up – and Wes had peppered it into conversations constantly – Rylan had always given a disinterested shrug and said ‘straight.’ He didn’t say it like a question or like he was unsure, but his complete lack of introspection drove Wes insane. He just never thought about it for more than ten seconds, and it made Wes want to pull his hair out.


	He knew Rylan had never dated anyone. He knew Rylan had never had a crush, and he knew that Rylan had never so much as batted an eye at a celebrity or anyone else of any discernible gender or orientation. He was like a giant, blank canvas, and Wes was absolutely infatuated with him. It was the most trying burden of Wes’ life. Here he was with the perfect man, and he had dragged his jock-ass co-worker along like the world’s most oblivious golden retriever.


	It was supposed to be just them, and Wes had spent weeks coming up with a plan to finally confess his feelings to Rylan. If it was approached the right way, presented as a gift, and given time to simmer, he was convinced Rylan would agree. They were practically dating anyway, just without the kissing or sex, and God-fucking-damn did he want to have sex with Rylan.


	“I think I see it,” Colt said pleasantly, craning again to look through the windshield. Wes held back the urge to reach over and grab the wheel, his nerves getting the better of him as they crunched and glided over the fresh snow.


	Slowly, an old wood-style cabin came into view, and Wes squinted against the sun that reflected off the freshly fallen snow.


	“Hallelujah,” Wes muttered under his breath, every muscle in his body tense as they pulled to a gradual halt in front of the cottage.


	It was a nice-looking place, Wes had to admit, even if a part of him was worried about the condition of the cabin once they got inside.


	The house was parked on the edge of a field that was surrounded by dense woods, and the area was devoid of any other structures. It looked picturesque and as remote as Rylan had claimed, even if Wes knew there were a handful of cabins like this up here.


	Rylan clapped his hands together loudly, and Wes flinched.


	“Let’s go!” Rylan proclaimed cheerfully, offering Wes a grin that made Wes’ stomach clench with yearning. It faded quickly once Rylan turned the same beam of sunshine on Colt, the two of them reflecting off of one another like polished mirrors.


	Rylan moved to the door and gave an audible “brr” as he hopped out, the cold wind reaching Wes in turn and making him shiver. Wes didn’t love the snow, and he wished he had turned Rylan down as soon as their trip plans changed, but even Wes knew that was a fool’s errand. He couldn’t say no to Rylan even in the worst of circumstances, and there was no way he could say no to him as he stared up at Wes with those pleading eyes. They always made Wes wish he could banish all the hurt and discomfort in the world, and he couldn’t stand the idea of contributing to Rylan’s distress. But sometimes it felt like Wes was the perpetual angel on Rylan’s shoulder, and he was the only thing keeping him from getting into trouble.


	Colt’s door slammed, and Wes sighed softly as he climbed out of the front seat and touched down into a bank of snow. It sent a chill from his ankles to his lower back, and he tried not to scowl at Colt for not parking closer to the cabin.


	“Heads up,” Colt said lightly as Wes turned toward him. A bag hit Wes in the chest, and he stumbled backward as he caught it, but not before he let out a throaty “oof” and sank into the snow up to his shins. He glared, and Colt had the decency to give Wes an apologetic look before he went back to unloading the truck.
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	Colt put down the last of the bags as Rylan squeezed past him into the cabin. It was dark inside, but Rylan knew his way to the breaker box through touch alone.


	His family had renovated the cabin a few years back when Rylan was in high school, but he had only been up sparingly since then. All the old furnishings were still in the house – a rocking chair and a big stone hearth included – but they weren’t used anymore. It was just decoration now, and it gave the cozy little cabin a rustic, chic feeling that Rylan had never quite gotten used to.


	With school and work, he hadn’t gotten much downtime over the last few years to visit, or at least downtime that allowed him to escape to the wilderness for a week.


	100 Mile House was a good six hours from the city, and Rylan hated driving the mountain pass. His parents could drive, but they were both deaf, and a long trip like this was difficult on them. They couldn’t listen to music or talk, and between being bored out of his mind and nervous about the drive, Rylan hadn’t felt the need to come up to the cabin for a while now. Even when he was a kid and he had the opportunity to talk to Caitlin, the trip had been rough, and if he was being honest, he had never gotten along terribly well with his older sister. They were both hearing able, and their parents were deaf, but Rylan had never enjoyed how snarky Caitlin was.


	Rylan found the breaker and noiselessly yanked the cover open before he flipped on the lights. Nothing happened for a moment, but there was a whirring from deep in the house, and Rylan heard the heat kick on.


	“There,” Rylan exclaimed as he flicked the kitchen lights on for Wes and Colt. It was musty in the cabin still, so Rylan kept the front door open for a little longer as he made his way over to his friends.


	“I’ll show you guys the rooms,” Rylan offered, grabbing his own suitcase and leading the way to the end of the main room.


	The cabin wasn’t that large, and the main room enclosed the kitchen, entertainment room, and the central fireplace in one open-floor design. The only other rooms in the place were the bedrooms and the washroom, and Rylan pushed the door open to the primary bedroom first.


	“You can sleep here, Wes,” Rylan instructed, smiling at his friend as he offered him the largest room with the biggest bed.


	This was all part of his plan, and he hoped Wes didn’t question him. The primary bedroom was on the opposite side of the house, and ideally, once Wes and Colt got to know one another, they’d both be staying in here. It gave them a modicum of privacy, since Rylan planned on staying in one of the single bedrooms by the TV.


	“Oh,” Wes floundered, glancing from Rylan to Colt and back to Rylan again. “Are you sure? I’m fine with… sharing.”


	Rylan stifled the rabbiting in his chest at the suggestion, pleased that Wes was already offering to spend more time with Colt in close quarters.


	“There’s three rooms,” Rylan offered, trying to smile innocently at him so the setup wasn’t obvious.


	“Really, I don’t need to be in the biggest—” Wes started, but Colt cut him off.


	“Three rooms, three guys. Seems simple to me, I’ll grab your bag, man,” Colt offered, moving toward the door easily and snatching up the luggage that remained there.


	Colt was a bigger guy, lithe with muscle that was always on display. He liked to keep his sandy coloured hair trimmed short, and Rylan was unsure if he had ever seen Colt in anything other than a tight, white T-shirt and running pants.


	Wes was similar in height to him, but he kept his black hair slicked back in a stylish quiff. He always dressed smartly, and even if Rylan knew Wes went to the gym on occasion, his fitness level was nowhere close to Colt’s. Still, they were both good-looking men, and Rylan hoped, a good-looking couple. They did look handsome beside one another.


	Colt dropped Wes’ bag inside the door and offered him a courteous smile, a friendliness to him that always made Rylan relax. He had been intimidated by Colt for all of two minutes when he first met him, but Alec “call me Colt, everyone does,” Coltman, had made Rylan feel at home instantly.


	Rylan had a tendency to be intimidated by older men, even if Colt was only four years his senior, and Colt had caught onto that instantly. He was charismatic and charming, and any time their boss had reprimanded Rylan for forgetting to turn in attendance or for being late for class, Colt had stepped in and amiably defused the situation. He was like Rylan’s personal protector, and Rylan hoped Wes warmed up to him as quickly as Rylan had.


	“Thanks,” Wes replied, smiling at Colt as he slowly shut the door to the primary bedroom. He held eye contact with Colt, who grinned back easily at him, and Rylan felt a flutter of joy pierce his chest. It sort of looked like the two of them were sizing each other up, and Rylan let the moment simmer between them before moving on.


	His plan was working!


	“Bathroom is here,” Rylan continued as he pushed the door beside the primary bedroom open, revealing the simple, bath-shower combo with toilet and sink.


	He trotted over to his own room and dropped his bag before muttering a quick “mine,” and then moved to the second door to show Colt his bed.


	“Hope the bed is big enough for you,” Rylan said with an awkward chuckle as he looked up at Colt. Rylan himself was relatively short, but Wes and Colt were both over six feet tall.


	“I can make it work,” Colt replied cheerfully, chucking his bag onto the bed. Wes clicked his tongue softly, and Rylan looked at him to see what the fuss was about.


	“We should light the fire,” Wes said swiftly, swallowing thick as he moved away from the bedrooms and back to the fireplace.


	“Oh, we probably don’t need to,” Rylan offered, wandering over to Wes and bumping his shoulder into his arm as he studied the fireplace. “The electric heater will warm everything up soon, but if you really want to start a fire, there’s wood in the lean-to outside.”


	“Maybe… later,” Wes replied simply, elbowing Rylan gently in return.


	“You know how to start a fire in an old school hearth like this?” Colt asked, butting between the two of them and putting his hands amiably on Rylan and Wes’ shoulders. It was a casual, friendly gesture, and Rylan liked that Colt was being so open with Wes already.


	“Do you?” Wes questioned in turn, and Rylan could hear a snag of irritation in his tone. Wes didn’t enjoy being one-upped.


	“I was in Boy Scouts for five years or so, and I was bonfire captain in high school,” Colt shared, accidentally fanning the flames a bit.


	“Wes, you used to camp with your cousins a lot, right?” Rylan asked, offering up that bit of information to hopefully smooth things over.


	“Really?” Colt said with a quirk of his brow. Wes stepped away from him to break the contact, and Rylan’s hope faltered.


	“Yeah, really,” Wes retorted, looking to the front door that was still open on the other side of the room.


	“Wes is a hiker,” Rylan tried, hoping to appeal to Colt’s athletic side so they had something to bond over.


	“Hiking was always one of my faves during scouts, what’s your favourite run? I’m partial to The Chief.”


	“The Grouse Grind,” Wes confirmed, smiling at Colt in turn.


	Tension was starting to build up around them, but Rylan couldn’t place where it was coming from. They were both talking amicably, and they didn’t look upset, so this had to be… sexual tension. That was the only thing that made sense, at least for right now, and something twisted silently inside of Rylan. It was a strange feeling, and he pinched his brows together, fighting back his urge to insert himself into the conversation.


	He wanted to remind Wes that he had complained loudly and adamantly that he hated Grouse last time he had climbed it, and he wanted to pepper Colt with questions about The Chief. Rylan had never done the hike himself, but he knew it was brutal. Granted, he had never hiked, period. He wasn’t an outdoorsy type, and he felt wholly left out of the conversation.


	Was he bothered by that?


	“The fridge working?” Colt asked suddenly, pulling Rylan from his thoughts.


	“Oh, yeah. Everything should be up and running – speaking of,” Rylan fumbled, forcing a smile as he moved back to the front door. Colt followed behind him but stopped at one of the bins he had unpacked from his truck.


	“I’m going to turn the hot tub on, it takes a little while for it to warm up,” Rylan continued, before dashing out the front door and shivering as he made the quick trek to the hot tub so they could turn it on.


	“Excellent, better get the beers in the fridge so they’re cool,” Colt explained as he brought out a few six-packs.


	“You brought beer?” Wes said as Rylan shut the front door and gave a dramatic shiver. “Rylan can’t drink.”


	“Yeah, I can,” Rylan shot back, pursing his lips with annoyance at his friend.


	“Rylan shouldn’t drink,” Wes corrected, giving Rylan a flat look.


	“Why not?” Colt asked as he glanced between the two of them.


	This was one of Wes’ worst qualities, even if Rylan quietly appreciated it from time to time. Wes was bone-achingly responsible, and it took him a while to loosen up around people. He knew what Wes was getting at, even if he didn’t care that much about beer. He didn’t want Colt, or even Wes, to abstain simply because Rylan couldn’t handle his liquor.


	“Rylan can’t pace himself,” Wes answered.


	Something about his delivery sat crooked in Rylan’s mind, and he scowled. Wes didn’t usually care this much, and it wasn’t like Rylan drank to excess all the time. He had learned that lesson when he was eighteen and drank underage with no restrictions at university. Wes had been there when it happened, and Rylan was certain Wes was the reason he had made it back to his dorm room that night.


	Beer was such an adult thing to bring to the cabin, too, and Rylan didn’t want the three-year gap between Wes and Colt to hamper their chances at dating. Wes was mature, and Colt was… fun. They could both use a bit of the other in their lives to brighten them.


	“I’m twenty, I’m allowed alcohol. I’ve drunk with you, Wes. It’s not a big deal,” Rylan tried, going for nonchalant.


	Rylan knew he could make Wes relent if he got pouty, but he didn’t want to act like a child in front of Colt. Besides, he didn’t even like beer. He just wanted to keep a friendly atmosphere going, and he knew Wes wouldn’t drink if he didn’t.


	“Uh… I can put them back in the truck if it’s a big deal,” Colt offered weakly, and Rylan said “no” at the same time Wes said “yes.”


	“You be my pacer,” Rylan said as he grabbed a few other food items from their luggage. “I’ll stop or slow down – do whatever you say. I don’t want you guys to abstain for my sake.”


	A tense beat passed between them as Rylan stuffed vegetables and milk into the fridge, waiting for Wes to fold. It came quickly, and Rylan hid his smile as satisfaction warmed his shoulders.


	“Fine,” Wes sighed, grabbing some other items to bring over to Rylan in the kitchen. Rylan gave him one of his best smiles, dimples and all, pleased that he had won out in the end.


	“Besides, you like beer, Wes. That’s something you and Colt have in common,” he explained, glancing between the two men as the awkwardness bled slowly from them.


	“Budweiser or craft?” Wes asked dryly as Rylan took the six-pack from Colt and stashed it in the fridge for later.


	“Any,” Colt shrugged, his answer lack lustre.


	They needed to get away from the topic of beer, or Rylan and Wes were going to get into another spat over it.


	“Colt,” Rylan interrupted, wrapping himself around Colt’s arm to get his attention. Colt smiled warmly at the contact, and Rylan beamed back, hoping that he was diminishing any lasting unease from the room.


	“Did you bring your swimsuit like I said? I think my dad has one that would fit you – stays here for the summer, you know, cause of the lake nearby,” Rylan prattled, his gaze only flicking to Wes momentarily as his best friend turned his back on them and went to the door to root around in their food stores.


	“You’re not going to make me go skinny dipping in a frozen lake, that’s nice,” Colt teased, smiling bigger as Rylan laughed at the absurdity.


	“I know you practically live on the rink, but not even you would survive that – no, hot tub, dummy. The hot tub,” Rylan joked back, letting go of Colt’s arm so he could help Wes with the food. He was still rummaging, and Rylan was worried now that something had broken or spilled in the crate on their way up.


	“Yeah, I’m good,” Colt retorted easily as he followed them.


	Nothing seemed wrong with the food, and Rylan didn’t get a chance to ask Wes what he was looking for before Colt hoisted the whole crate up.


	Rylan gaped at the display of strength, something niggling in his chest before he remembered to stop staring. The muscles in Colt’s arms had gone taut with the effort, the tight cotton band of his sleeve flexing with the swell of his muscles. He had done the motion without even uttering a grunt. It wasn’t an insane thing to see, but Rylan had never been one to build muscle, so he was practically useless when it came to feats of strength.


	Colt worked out, but beyond that, he used his strength practically all day, every day. He taught kids sports, trained fitness junkies in the gym, and pitched in whenever anyone at the Rec Centre needed assistance. Colt was strong, and Rylan shot Wes a quick look to see if he was just as impressed.


	Wes was looking at Colt all right, but Rylan couldn’t read his expression. His face was deliberately neutral, and Rylan wondered if his best friend was trying to mask how attracted he was to Colt. Any gay man would be into something like this, wouldn’t they? Rylan had never been able to narrow down Wes’ ‘type,’ but he had watched Wes don a similar expression when they watched action movies together, and the lead was particularly fit.


	Rylan’s stomach gave another quick squirm, and he forced back the frown tugging at the corners of his lips. There was that strange feeling again, but stronger this time, almost as if Rylan’s stomach was trying to revolt and get Wes to look at him instead.


	“Show off,” Rylan quipped, straightening up as he directed his attention to Colt.


	Colt smiled good-naturedly in return, and Rylan couldn’t help but mirror the expression, the pain in his stomach fading with each passing second.
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	The hot tingle of bubbles met Colt’s calves, and he flinched at the feeling, every other part of him as cold as ice as he stood outside in the snow.


	He had only just finished clearing the snow from the porch, so none of them had to walk through it in flip-flops to the tub, but that did little to change the actual temperature of the air. Even the fuzzy bathrobes Rylan had loaned them didn’t keep out the cold.


	“Hurry up,” Rylan shivered, shifting uncomfortably at the bottom of the steps.


	Colt forged on and forced himself to acclimate to the temperature so he could make room for Rylan, even if it was uncomfortable.


	He handed the younger his robe and then offered his hands chivalrously to Rylan, helping him up the steps as he danced impatiently at the rim of the tub.


	Colt’s nipples had gone hard as soon as he took the robe off, and he followed Rylan’s gaze subtly as he stared at Colt’s chest. The attention made Colt preen a bit, knowing full well that he looked good shirtless. That was part of the reason why he worked out. He wanted people to look at him, and he wanted Rylan to look at him in particular.


	“I didn’t know you had a tattoo,” Rylan said as he pulled his attention back to Colt’s face. Colt smiled at him and helped Rylan farther into the tub, sitting down beside him as Rylan settled.


	“It’s silly, I got it right out of high school on a dare,” Colt snorted, not ashamed of his ink, but glad to use it as a point of conversation. “Nothing like your tats. You designed them yourself, right?”


	“Yeah, most,” Rylan replied, his wavy brown hair kissing the surface of the water. It curled loosely down the back of his neck and around his ears, and the messy cut made Colt want to run his fingers through it. Rylan was right on that edge between preppy and alternative, but his timid personality was the real thing that drew Colt in. He was just so goddamn cute, it was hard to think straight when he was around.


	“Actually, Wes was there when I got this one,” Rylan said as he stood up, leaning and pointing his shoulder toward Colt so he could see the spiralling design of clocks and galaxies.


	Colt looked from Rylan’s shoulder to Wes, who was stepping into the tub, and he forced a smile in acknowledgement his way.


	Wes. Rylan talked about Wes a lot, and Colt had pleasantly entertained the topic of conversation when he was brought up.


	Wes is a business major. Wes was the first friend I made at university. Wes lives on campus with his three roommates. Wes is gay. Wes and I almost moved in together – Wes, Wes, Wes.


	Colt wanted to say that he didn’t dislike the guy, and he had tried to be open-minded about meeting him when Rylan had finally introduced them earlier that day, but Wes had rubbed him the wrong way instantly. He was guarded and cold, and he always looked upset when Colt got near Rylan, almost as if Rylan was some kind of precious jewel and Colt was the no-good beggar off the streets. He always gave Colt a sharp look as if to say, ‘I know what you are, don’t even think of flirting with my Rylan.’ It was the look he was giving Colt right now. Colt smiled.


	“You have any tattoos?” Colt asked the other, stretching his arms out over the back of the tub as Wes found a seat on Rylan’s other side.


	“No, but Rylan and I have talked about getting a set,” Wes explained, the comment dripping with disdain. It made them sound cliquey, and Wes ignored the obvious dismissal in favour of friendliness. Just because Wes was an ass, that didn’t mean he had to be one in return.


	“Cool, what of?” Colt plodded on, happy to act the dolt since Wes had already labelled him as one. Wes didn’t seem like the tattoo type, and Colt had to assume that the suggestion had been Rylan’s.


	“We can’t decide,” Rylan grinned, making it sound like Wes and he were an old married couple. It was obvious that they were comfortable with one another, and the way that Wes looked at Rylan really sold it.


	Wes’ expression became so gentle and tender when he looked at Rylan that Colt could almost forget that he was a prick. He wasn’t a bad-looking guy, and if Colt was being honest, if they had met under different circumstances, he would have taken a shot at flirting. He liked ‘neat’ looking men, and the cleaner they were, the dirtier they were in bed.


	“I should grab us some beers,” Rylan said quickly as he clapped his hands together. He did that a lot when he had an idea, and Colt found it dastardly cute.


	“Yeah, all right, I can always go for a beer,” Colt chuckled, his fondness for Rylan bleeding into his tone as the younger rose to his feet.


	“Do you want one?” Rylan asked as he waded across the tub to the ladder. He stopped to look at Wes over his shoulder, half in and half out of the jacuzzi. The position made his shorts bunch up and frame his ass beautifully, and Colt stared unabashedly.


	“Sure,” Wes shrugged, sounding conflicted. Colt couldn’t see why, it was just beer, even if he hated the idea of wasting perfectly good alcohol on someone with such a huge stick up his ass.


	Rylan grinned at them and shivered over to his robe before dashing inside and out of view, muttering something about ‘wanting to find the good glasses.’ It left Colt alone with a ticking time bomb.


	The hot tub whirred and bubbled around them as the conversation died, their talking piece gone for now. Rylan kept coming up with reasons to leave the two of them alone, and Colt had tried to cheerfully navigate the hostile waters around Wes at first, but now he was starting to think that Rylan was doing it on purpose. If he was, it wasn’t making them closer.


	“Thanks for bringing the beer,” Wes said quietly, the words squeezing from his lips as if he were a rung-out toothpaste tube. Colt was surprised by the obvious attempt at friendliness, and he turned and stared at Wes for a long moment.


	He looked tense, and his eyes were fixed on the door Rylan had disappeared through, but he didn’t look like he wanted to bite Colt’s head off… for once. So, Mr. Perfect did know how to act nice, even if it pained him to do so.


	“I didn’t think it would be a problem. I didn’t know Rylan was a… bad drunk,” Colt replied, groping for something to say.


	"He’s not a bad drunk,” Wes sighed, relaxing slightly now that they were talking about Rylan. “He just gets drunk… quickly, and he can be a bit… overly affectionate.”


	Colt couldn’t help but laugh at that reply, understanding completely why Wes had tried to kibosh the whole thing. God, it was painfully obvious that Wes had a thing for Rylan, and it was not a good look to be worried about Rylan being overly affectionate with another guy. At least that was what Colt assumed. Wes didn’t want Rylan to be affectionate with anyone but him. He had seen the sour look on Wes’ face when Rylan had grabbed Colt’s arm in the kitchen, and that was normal Rylan.
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