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            Sofa King Devoted

          

          BY ALEXA RILEY

        

      

    

    
      Lane Thomas has a strict schedule to keep to and that doesn't include Sawyer Logan. They might have been friends most of their lives, but now he's the local bull riding celebrity and every woman in town has her eyes on him. To make matters worse, he's the grand prize in this year's charity auction and has the audacity to ask her to bid on him. Sure, he's always popping up out of nowhere to talk to her, or telling her she's the one for him. But that doesn't matter. Not one little bit. 

      Sawyer Logan is in love with the most stubborn woman in the world. Yet, there's no greater joy in his life than pushing Lane's buttons and riling her up. He's been gone a long time so he could give her the life she deserves, but now that he's home for good, the wait is over. She's all he's ever wanted, but it's going to take him stripping down at the town's auction to get her full attention. 

      Welcome to The Sofa King Series! It's small town romances galore with obsessed heroes and the women they love. Jump in for all the best tropes, and we'll keep you safe. No cheating, no cliffhangers, and always with a happily ever after. 
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          LANE

        

      

    

    
      Why the hell is it so freaking hot? I love my twin, but I’m going to turn into our dad and install a lock on the thermostat. As I rub the sleep out of my eyes, the fog in my brain begins to clear. Memories of yesterday, and more specifically last night, come flooding back.

      My sister was sad, and I was trying to cheer her up. She talked me into going to Dixon’s, one of the only bars in our small town. I knew that would perk her up, so I agreed. Liv loves going out while I’m the one who tends to stick close to home. That’s how it’s always been, but I think things are about to change. My sister is madly in love, and it’s going to be strange not living together any longer. With how she feels about Julius, I can see the writing on the wall.

      “Laney.” A hand slides over my stomach, and I completely freeze. “You need to stop wiggling your ass on my dick.”

      I let out a small gasp. What the hell?! I know that voice. Hell, I’ve known it most of my life. Am I so hungover that I didn’t notice someone else in bed with me? Let alone him.

      “Unless you want me to do something about it.” He brushes his mouth against my ear. “You only have to say the word, kitten.”

      “Sawyer.” I whisper his name, and his fingers flex against my stomach. He’s pressed to my back, and I realize this isn’t one of my dirty dreams. Dreams I would never admit to anyone. Not even my sister, and we tell each other almost everything.

      “Right here.” His breath tickles the hair on my neck. How the hell did he get here?

      Shit, he walked me home from the bar last night. Then he came inside, where he cooked me something to eat before giving me water and a couple of Advil to help with my hangover. I got more than tipsy last night, which is not like me. Far from it, actually.

      "Why are you in my bed?" I grit out.

      "Well, it started when you brought up some wild court case and the trial you’ve been streaming. Then you went on and on, and before I knew it, we were lying in your bed. That’s when you were showing me videos of timelines and evidence."

      "It is wild, isn't it?!" I roll over, and it’s a mistake.

      My breath hitches when my eyes meet Sawyer's. They are an unforgettable dark blue. I swear, in the light, they can change, but it's not his eyes that have me this time. It's his bare chest and unruly hair.

      "It was something all right." His too-handsome face is adorned with a sexy smile that accentuates his perfectly white teeth and dimples. They fit him because the man is perfect; that’s what the whole town thinks. He's the hot gossip around these parts.

      So this is what the women he's slept with wake up to. The thought shouldn't piss me off, but it does.

      "Your hair is a mess." I sink my fingers into it and tug.

      "Damn, kitten. You getting kinky this early in the morning?"

      I narrow my eyes on him. "Pass. I don't want to catch anything."

      "We learned about safe sex in high school, Laney."

      Of course I remember; he sat right next to me! I also remember he stole the condom I was given after passing the course. Everyone got one, and he reached over and took mine. To this day, it still makes me mad. Did he bang another girl with my condom!?

      “Although that doesn’t really matter.” He shrugs, and I feel his hand on my hip. “Because when I get inside you, there isn't going to be anything between us."

      "You did not say that." I shove my hands against his bare chest, but he doesn't budge an inch. No shocker there. The man holds the state record for bull riding. He has since he was freaking fifteen. The only person to beat his record is himself.

      "I'm going to start saying a lot of things." Sawyer leans in close. "Your time’s up, kitten."

      Before I know what’s happening, he presses his mouth to mine in a hard kiss. It’s over almost as quickly as it started, and I blink at him. Did he just steal my first kiss?

      Sawyer rolls to the other side of the bed, getting up. I’m unable to look away as he pulls on his jeans, but he doesn’t button them closed. “I’ll make breakfast.”

      With that, he strolls from my bedroom and leaves me reeling. It takes me half a second to come back to reality.

      “Maybe you should put on a shirt!” I shout after him.

      Sawyer pops his head in the doorway, grinning like the Cheshire cat.

      “All right then, kitten. Hand it over.” He holds his hand out, and I glance around the floor, not seeing it. "Look down, babe."

      "What?" He nods toward my chest, and my eyes drop. That’s when I see I am wearing it. Holy crap.

      "Go on, take it off and give it to me." He’s smiling so big I know he’s enjoying this far too much.

      “You’re a pervert.” I grab a pillow off the bed and throw it at him. Of course he catches it.

      “Indeed I am. You’d run if you knew all the fantasies I’ve had about you. And all the dirty things you do for me in them.”

      I grab another pillow and lob it in his direction, but it misses him by a mile. He chuckles before disappearing through the door again.

      Does he really fantasize about me? No way. I’m not the kind of girl you have fantasies about. My twin is the one people love. She’s bubbly and puts herself out there. Liv has always had a way of lighting up a room.

      Sawyer’s only trying to get under my skin, and I don’t get why he’s always poking at me. When I was younger, it was one thing, but we’re supposed to be adults now. We’re not running around on the playground while he tugs at my pigtails. Not that I ever wore pigtails. On the rare occasion that I did, it was because Liv did my hair.

      I roll out of bed and head toward the bathroom. I pause when I see Sawyer at the stove with his back to me. I allow myself a moment to appreciate the view before I shake it off.

      “Hey,” I call out to him, and he turns my way. “So the case. Do you think she did it?”

      “I do,” he says instantly, and I gasp.

      “Seriously? She’s innocent. I mean, come on, the butt dials and those taillight pieces.” I throw my hands up in the air, and Sawyer fights a laugh. “Wait. You only said that to piss me off.”

      “You look so damn good when you’re all riled up, and now you’re wearing my shirt.” He smiles so big his dimples pop. “I can’t resist.”

      "Is that so?" I don't know what comes over me, but I yank the shirt off over my head, leaving me in nothing but my panties. Sawyer’s mouth falls open, and I wait a beat, then throw it at him.

      Before I can get embarrassed, I turn on my toes and go to the bathroom. Once inside, I turn the lock and lean against the door. How long do I have to hide in here before he leaves?

      Fortunately, it’s not too long. When I finally exit the bathroom, Sawyer is nowhere to be found. On the kitchen island there’s a plate of food, and I see his shirt is still lying on the floor. I lean down and pick it up, shamelessly bringing it to my nose. It’s a bad idea, but I breathe him in, letting myself have something I know I shouldn’t.

      Why am I disappointed he left? It’s exactly what I wanted.

      Right?
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          SAWYER

        

      

    

    
      Walking home shirtless isn’t a good idea. Walking home shirtless in a small town that loves to gossip? Diabolical.

      Lane and Liv’s apartment is within walking distance of Dixon’s, and that’s where I left my truck. It would have been smarter to stay at Lane’s apartment and go get it later. But half the town seeing me leaving her place half-dressed was an opportunity I couldn’t pass up.

      Of course, I’d still like to kick my own ass for leaving her there. Naked. The sight of her full tits and pretty nipples is burned into my brain. I was already carrying lumber between my legs after waking up next to her. Now I won’t be able to sit down for a week.

      By the time I get to my truck, I’ve seen no less than a dozen people. I grab my spare cowboy hat and T-shirt out of the backseat, but before I put it on, I hear people behind me. When I turn around, I see a group of women speed-walking, and I realize it’s the What the Stitch sewing group.

      “Morning, ladies.” I put on my hat and tip it in their direction. I’m still shirtless, but I’ve got to give them something to gossip about.

      “Was that you I saw coming out of Liv Thomas’ apartment?” Mrs. Betty asks when the group comes to a stop.

      “No, ma’am.” I give her my most charming smile that works on everybody. Everybody except Lane.

      “I told you, Betty,” Mrs. Nelson speaks up. “That sweet boy Julius wants to put his whole foot in Liv.”

      “Here we go,” someone says from the back of the group, and I’m surprised to see it’s a woman that’s too young to draw Social Security. “We’ve talked about how to use that expression, Mrs. Nelson.”

      “What?” Mrs. Nelson looks around. “Isn’t that how you say something is good? You put your foot in it?”

      “Yes, but that doesn’t apply to this scenario,” the younger woman says.

      “Simp!” Mrs. Agnes shouts. “He wants to put his simp in her.”

      Everyone in the group nods like she got a Jeopardy question right.

      “That’s closer, I guess.” The younger woman shrugs.

      “Quinn is teaching us how the kids talk,” Mrs. Betty says proudly.

      “Ten toes on it,” Mrs. Nelson adds.

      “I knew this was a bad idea.” Quinn shakes her head.

      “Quinn is our new recruit.” Mrs. Agnes grins. “Fresh blood.”

      “Now, Mrs. Agnes, you promised you’d stop the sacrifices after the last one,” I tease, and she slaps my arm.

      “Stop flirting with me. You know I'm a married woman.”

      “So,” Mrs. Betty jumps in, “if sweet Julius is putting his simp in Liv, I’m guessing that means you were smashing shoes with Lane Thomas?”

      “Knocking boots,” Quinn whispers.

      “Same thing.” She waves Quinn off.

      “You know a gentleman never kisses and tells, Mrs. Betty.”

      “From what I’ve heard, you’re far from a gentleman.” Mrs. Betty looks me up and down, and I put my hand over my bare chest.

      “You wound me.”

      “You’ll get over it.” Mrs. Betty huffs like she hasn’t got time for this when she was the one who stopped to talk. “Come on, Stitches, the hot drink isn’t going to pour everywhere on its own.”

      “Spill the tea,” Quinn says, but she might as well be talking to herself at this point.

      “Ladies.” I tip my hat at them in farewell.

      “Mind your business,” Mrs. Agnes says and waves goodbye.

      “It’s standing on—” Quinn stops and shakes her head. “Never mind.” She hurries to follow after the surprisingly speedy older women while talking to herself. “What have I done?”

      Once they’re gone, I pull my T-shirt on and get in the truck. I’ve got things I need to do today. I was hoping Lane would come with me, but I pushed her as far as I could this morning, and I have to be smart about this.

      I drive downtown and park next to Sofa King Cozy where Lane works. If she’s going in today, which she probably is, she won’t be in for a little while. She’s always working so damn hard, and although I admire her work ethic, she never gives herself a break. It’s like she’s worried that if she stops, then it means she’s failed.

      There’s a hardware store next to her and Liv’s shop, and that’s where I’m headed. The sign above the door reads Rhode Hard. I think it’s great that the town leans into the dirty puns. We’ve got a Rhode Hard hardware store, Sofa King Cozy furniture store, Pump It and Go gas station, Balls for All sports shop, Wet and Ready laundromat, and now a new one called Clean Kitty cat groomer.

      The bell over the door chimes, and Rhodes pops up from behind the counter so fast it startles me.

      “Jesus, Rhodes, give a guy some warning.”

      “That’s what the bell is for.” He looks at me like I’m an idiot. “Why are you here so early?”
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