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Prologue

	 

	College boys are assholes. What exactly was the point of going to a party school when the party only revolved around pussy and beer? 

	Tuck wrapped a thick leather cuff watch around one wrist. Several sets of handmade stainless-steel bracelets slid around the other. 

	While he liked beer there wasn’t enough of the liquid on the planet to make him want the other. Girls. He shuddered, thank you, but no. His roommate was always willing for a little late-night suck and even once or twice a drunken fuck, but Tuck wasn’t interested in being a straight boy’s last resort. Hell, he was tired of boys. All of them, just boys. Not one man in his entire backlist of one-night stands.

	Tuck wanted a man. He wasn’t all that interested in long term, because who was crazy enough at twenty-one to give up his freedom just for cock whenever he wanted it? Not Tucker Lane, that was for damn sure.

	He waited until his roomy was off with the chick he was boning this week before he opened the trunk, he kept hidden in the back of his closet. Black jeans, tight, low waisted. No briefs. Tight black t-shirt. Leather jacket. Biker boots. And the accessories. 

	All dressed up with an address in his pocket, he walked out into the deserted corridor and into the night.

	 


Chapter One

	 

	“What’s your poison tonight?” Quade drawled near his ear. “Come on, By, tons of horny boy-toys just ripe for the plucking. Twinks, jocks, bears, bikers, a couple of little queens. A few girls if you’re interested in flipping sides. Everything a grown man could ever dream of having between his legs in one place.”

	“And you’re drunk.” Byron held his beer bottle to his lips but didn’t drink. Quade was right about one thing; His cowboy boots weren’t the only pair in the room. But that wasn’t what Byron was interested in anyway. 

	“That may very well be, but, By, my friend, there’s not one pair of penny loafers or wing tips to be found. Happy Birthday.” 

	“It’s not my birthday.” Byron allowed his gaze to linger on the blond dressed in tight, black everything a little too long. 

	“It could be.” Quade spotted the blond and slapped Byron on the back. “Or twink-jock-biker wannabe. He’s young. Could be too young.”

	“I thought you brought me here to encourage me to stop moping and get laid.” Byron watched the blond move. He couldn’t find him a tidy little niche, too big to be a twink, too skinny for a jock. The clothes were just an affectation. A boy playing dress up. Trying on an identity that wasn’t his own.

	“Get laid, yes. Arrested, no.”

	“Who’s going to arrest me?”

	“Me.”

	“After you do what? Check his teeth to see if his eighteen-year-old molars have grown in.”

	“If he was a horse, sure. That one’s balls haven’t even dropped yet.”

	“And mine are withering on the vine.”

	Quade actually choked on his beer. “Fuck man,” he sputtered. “I just really don’t need the particulars.”

	“Then why’d you bring me here?”

	“Because if you don’t get laid soon, I’m shooting your ass. Twink or not. Don’t ask and I sure as hell don’t need to be told.”

	“So that means you’re not interested in a three-way?” Byron turned to face his friend while doing his best not to laugh at the look of horror on Quade’s face.

	“Hell, no, By. You are on your own after you walk out of here.”

	“Awe, Quade Marshall, I think I might love you.” 

	“Cut that shit out.” 

	“You know you want me. I know you want me.” 

	“I am not that drunk.” Quade protested, but for a second something hot entered Quade’s eyes. And for a second Byron wondered why Quade was so damned interested in getting him hooked up again. But then the blond sidled up to them and every single one of Byron’s brain cells stopped working.

	“Hey, Cowboy, come here often?” The blond had eyes only for Quade and wasn’t that just fucking hilarious. Quade didn’t answer, he just looked helplessly at Byron when the kid finished off the come-on by running his hand up Quade’s arm. “If not, then do you want to?”

	Quade had him dangling half an inch off the floor before Byron could stop laughing. “It’s not funny, By, and no you little twink, not unless you want your dick handed to you.”

	“Put him down, Quade, it’s an honest mistake.” But Quade didn’t listen, and the blond slapped his clenched hand with both of his with no effect.

	“Do I look gay? Really? Why is it every time I go out with you, I get hit on?” With a growl that turned his too handsome face into something dangerous, Quade set the kid on his feet.

	“It’s the hat. And the Texas drawl. Mostly it’s the hat.” Byron leaned against his friend as the hottie, and he was incredible up close, looked between them. “It’s a twink magnet.”

	“And that buttoned-down thing you got going on By, is not going to get you laid.” Quade elbowed him discreetly toward the trick. “It’s his birthday. I’m just along for the party.”

	“Yeah?” The blond finally stopped looking at Quade, his gaze moving over Byron with growing appreciation. “How old are you?”

	“Old enough to know better,” came the reply before he could stop it. 

	“Young enough not to get caught,” Quade finished for him. “What’s your name kid?”

	“What do you want it to be, Tex?” Not easily discouraged, the kid stepped into Quade’s space. “You and the birthday boy can call me whatever you want.”

	“If the price is right?” Quade stepped back, his eyes going cold. 

	Byron caught the kid’s chin and dragged his face around to look at him. His badge would send the rentboy scattering into the crowd, but there was something about his face that caught Byron’s attention. “Oh my god, you’re Tucker Lane,” he said when the name that went with that face clicked in his head. 

	The big brown eyes staring up at Byron went round with shock. Oh, yeah, this was Tucker Lane. No doubt about it. The bad bleach job and eyeliner not doing enough to disguise him as he tried to blend in, inconspicuously. 

	“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” the kid said and before Byron could grab him, he disappeared into the crowd. With Quade right on his heels.

	“What the fuck?” Byron set his drink on the closest table and followed the cowboy hat through the crowd to the door. “Quade, let him go.”

	The bouncer at the door stopped him, but Byron flashed his badge and a second later he was outside in the autumn air. The bouncer had slowed him down enough that he lost sight of Quade’s hat. “Fuck. What the hell?”

	He caught up with his partner in the parking lot, he had the kid pushed up against a silver Bronco. Quade’s silver Bronco. “Let me go, man. I’m not doing anything wrong. I’m almost twenty-two and—”

	“And probably the most recognizable face in the whole damned state right now. What the hell are you doing Tucker?” Byron heard Quade growl at the kid.

	“Same thing you’re doing. Cruising for cock.” Tucker wasn’t small or afraid. Just out of place. He and Quade were probably equally matched in size. 

	They’d look good together. 

	Byron let that thought slide right out of his head. If Quade wasn’t interested in Byron’s cock, then he sure as hell wasn’t going to go gay for the goddamned quarterback now, was he?

	“And if you get busted by your coach? When you have the chance of going all the way to the National Championship, you shouldn’t be out here cruising for… uh… anything.” Quade started off great, maybe a touch heavy-handed, and ended with a sputter.

	“And not one person in there recognized me except you two assholes. I wasn’t drinking. And, so what if I was drinking. There’s no rule against it unless we have a game tomorrow. And we don’t… and who the fuck are you to tell me what I can and can’t do. I’m over twenty-one, and I was just dancing.”

	“And looking for a hookup.” Byron leaned his shoulder against the truck blocking the quarterback from casual view.

	“What’s it going to cost me for you not to rat me out?” Tucker’s narrowed eyes slid along Byron’s body. The kid wasn’t really that much of a kid after all. He knew exactly which one of them would be the easiest to sway to his side. His hand followed his gaze, coming in contact with Byron’s badge before he made it past his belt and the cocksure grin on his face died a miserable death. “Shit, you’re cops. Should have known.”

	“And what? You don’t screw cops?” Byron grabbed the hand before it left his body. He had no idea what he was going to do with it. But damn, up close with the hottest quarterback in the SEC and shit… what the hell was he thinking? That he could fuck the quarterback most likely to win the Heisman. This kid was nothing but trouble.

	“Not on the first date anyway.” That fuck-me-daddy grin of his quirked the edges of the quarterback’s full lips, his eyes twinkling with something that said Byron was probably going to regret the next thing he thought. “Are you going to arrest me?”

	“Not on the first date.” Byron tossed the gibe back at him, hating himself as the twinkle left his eyes.

	“What are you going to do to me?” Uncertainty colored his words. Tucker licked his pretty cock sucking lips and Byron fought back a moan of excitement. 

	“Take you home and fuck you, or is that not what you were looking for back in the bar?” Byron closed in on him, crowding him against the truck. And Quade, still filling the space on the other side, didn’t seem in much of a hurry to move away. 

	Tucker looked from Byron to Quade, fear turning to excitement as if he couldn’t wait. “Both of you?”

	Byron couldn’t stop the groan this time, just the idea of Quade and— he stopped the image before it formed in his head. Quade made it abundantly clear that he wasn’t interested. If he was, Byron sure as hell wouldn’t share him with this particular All-American fantasy. 

	Byron forced himself to step away from the smoldering eyes before he did something stupid. Both sets of smoldering eyes. The shock of that wasn’t strong enough to scare the shit out of him. 

	The way Quade looked at the other man, with interest, and not just a little interest, stabbed painfully through Byron’s chest. He didn’t want to share. Not that he’d ever admit it. Quade was his partner. Probably his best friend. The only person outside of his lovers who knew he liked men. The only straight friend he had who thought he wasn’t gay enough to get dates. And Byron didn’t like the thought that Quade might be willing to take a walk on the wild side with this— hell no… shit.

	“Not tonight kid,” Byron said softly with no regret. “Go on back to the club.”

	“What?” 

	“By?”

	They both spoke at the same time. In the same tone. Sort of startled incredulity. Byron Parker was going to pass on fucking the freaking quarterback. He had to be out of his fucking mind. 

	“Don’t, By, me, Quade. I’m not looking for a one-night stand with a college kid. I outgrew that years ago. And he’s trouble. Big trouble.” Byron moved several steps away, but Tucker, lord love him, didn’t take the hint. He stayed put. Leaning his hard body against the truck, not looking anything like a fucking jock. More like a sex-starved fuckboi with a hard cock. “Fuck off, kid.”

	Tucker pouted, goddamn and what the fuck? How did a damn jock learn to do that? “I can’t get back in without paying the cover charge again, and with the way Tex here chased me out I doubt the bouncer will even let me in even if I had money.” 

	“Why don’t you have money?” Quade sounded concerned now, and when Quade got concerned things usually ended up complicated. Stray people and kittens seemed to be his weakness. Byron had been a stray at one time.

	“I had money and a jacket and a fake ID with a name that isn’t mine on it. That’s all back inside.” 

	That’s when Byron noticed Tucker was wearing short sleeves. And it was in the upper forties outside, but he wasn’t shivering.

	“Aren’t you cold?” Byron wasn’t exactly warm in his corduroy sports jacket. 

	“Not really. You get used to all kinds of weather doing two-a-days. This feels pretty good.” Tucker shrugged. All flirting done with now that it looked like he was going home alone.

	“How’d you get here?” Quade was angling for the Mother Theresa award tonight.

	“Bus.” He shrugged again. “And before you ask; I’d planned to go home with someone.” 

	Quade finally stepped away from the truck and turned to face Byron. The look in his eyes said he was plotting something. “We’ll take him home.”

	“No go. The dorm locked up at one. I’m not getting back in tonight.” The fucking kid said as if this happened all the time… or as if he’d planned to stay out past curfew so whoever he ended up with would have to take him home with them.

	“What the fuck kind of dorm does that?” Byron couldn’t help asking. That one semester he’d gone to college, his dorm was pretty much wide open to the outside world, and no one cared what they did as long as it wasn’t against the law. 

	“The athletic dorm. Especially during the height of football season.” Tucker answered as if that was common knowledge, and Quade was an idiot. Then he shrugged again and did that thing with his pouty lips and cocked his hip. “Anyway, I covered saying I was visiting friends off campus tonight since I don’t have practice tomorrow. But I still can’t get back in until morning.”

	“Fuck.” Byron knew the look in Quade’s eyes. He felt responsible. And now one of them was taking the quarterback home, whether he wanted to or not. 

	Quade would be afraid the kid would hit on him again so that most likely left Byron. And he already got the message that he wasn’t the one Tucker wanted. At least not unless he came as a package with Tex.

	Byron caught the keys and fobbed the locks open. “Guess we’re babysitting the king of the SEC tonight.” 

	Quade just shrugged and tossed Byron the keys as if they did this all the time. They never did this. Ever. “There’s no we involved in this, By, it’s all you baby. What you do with him is between the two of you.” Quade opened the door and before Byron could say anything he climbed into the back seat where he more or less passed out. 

	“You punk ass bitch, you did not have that much to drink.” 

	Byron waited for Quade to respond in some way, flip him off, something. He just lay there. Snoring. Son of a bitch was snoring. He’d had maybe three beers and one whiskey shot. That was an appetizer for Quade. Turning to the kid, Byron sighed, “Get in. Unless you want me to pay to get you back inside?” 

	Tucker looked over his shoulder toward the club. “Guess it’s better than nothing.” He walked around to the passenger side and climbed in.

	Byron left the club behind but had no destination in mind. His place was a good forty minutes from here. Quade’s was about three miles. The school in between. “I’m going to your house, so don’t get comfortable back there. And stop with the snoring, you aren’t fooling anyone.”

	“Fuck you,” came the muffled reply.

	“Not tonight, sweetheart, I’ve got other plans.”

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	“Are you sure you’re not a couple?” Tuck couldn’t help wondering. The cops argued like his parents. Constant bickering, but it seemed good natured. The hot as hell one seemed to be playing matchmaker for his friend. Who, Tuck had to admit, wasn’t hard on the eyes either. Just not drop-dead-killer fine like the cowboy.

	“Not this week. Next week I might shoot his ass, so not then either.” The one Tex called Bi didn’t crack a smile as he navigated the streets. He seemed to be grinding his teeth together. His jaw moving furiously. Hell, his whole body radiated tension. 

	“What’s your name? Is it all right if I ask?” For some reason, Tuck felt awkward. Out of his league more like it. Not that he knew what his league was. Both men were physically large, the one in the back seat larger, more powerful, more… he didn’t know how to explain it… physically imposing. He caught sight of Tex first, and the easy grin that lit up his whole face. He hadn’t noticed the other man until Tex introduced him to… Maverick. Yeah, the leather jacket and the chiseled jaw. Just like Tom Cruise in that movie. Double whammy. Two fine-as-hell men and one little ole Tuck. Want zinged through him.

	“Byron, only Quade calls me By. He thinks it pisses me off.” 

	“As in Lord Byron from British Literature?” Tuck looked this one over. Sandy hair, brown eyes, square jaw
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