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For Nicole, my sweet friend from Lon Guyland 
who claimed Justin right outa the gate… 
here’s your boy.
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I should have known she was trouble the second her lips touched my cock.
Before that, even. When I walked into the party and saw her dancing with Cole, a guy I’d seen around from time to time. A guy I’d even kinda been with before. Granted, there had been a chick in between us—both times—but I was man enough to admit that Cole was a hot fuckin’ dude. That I could get pretty turned on by a guy as well as a chick. And Cole was always up for getting down… wherever, whenever, whoever.
The girl he danced with wore a little burning-red dress with a short, flirty skirt that swayed with her hips to the music. Her sun-kissed skin glowed gold, and so much of it was on display, even more when Cole’s hand slid up her thigh, draping the fabric almost up to her hip. Her movements, fluid and seductive, drew me closer as she turned towards him. His hand, still dragging up her skirt, gave me the sweetest glimpse of her red, lacy panties.
I was a dirty mofo, so I simply did what I did best.
I sidled up behind her, skimming my knuckles down from her ribs to her waist. Cole gave me a cocky grin over her shoulder that sent a thrill through my junk. His expression told me he was more than willing to share again, that he had enjoyed our past tag-team sessions as much as I had.
The brunette’s reaction to my touch was nothing short of perfection. Her round ass pushed back against my aching dick. Her arm rose to curl around the back of my neck. She opened herself up to my touch, unfurling like a scarlet flag in the breeze.
The song changed. Like everyone around us, we rhythmically pulsed to the beat. The room was full of bass and seductive tones. Our movements became firmer and closer. More contact. More touching.
As I dusted my lips against her bare shoulder and up her arm, she turned around to look up at me with big, dark brown eyes. Thick lashes made thicker with heavy eye makeup to give her an exotic appearance. Full lips opened slightly, and then a little more as Cole’s hands skimmed her body, one traveling up towards her breast and the other down towards the apex of her thighs.
My fingertips curled down her back, slipping in the scarce gap between her body and his. I could barely feel a slight dimple just above the curve of her ass through the thin, gauzy fabric of her dress. The back of my hand scraped along Cole’s jeans, eliciting a low groan from his throat that sent reminiscent tremors through my body. Like me, she shivered with the sound and feel of it and pressed her firm breasts against my chest as her nails combed through my hair.
It was like a dream. She was an exhilarating fantasy of sex personified.
It only seemed natural to kiss her.
The way she kissed me back set me on fire. It made me want more.
Around us, people were pairing off. Grouping off, even. I’d partied with a few of them before, and this is how these shindigs tended to turn out. Little care if it was male/female, any combination and any number of participants. The music changed again, and some came and went, finding semi-private corners to follow their base urges. The moans and gasps of pleasure began to sound here and there, alluding to the hedonistic debauchery that was taking place in the shadows.
And still I danced with Cole and the brunette in red. Closer and closer. The crowd grew sparse, then more people piled in. Hands reached out, touching Cole, touching her, touching me. The caresses of others heightened the desire, but they were ghostlike, almost seeming to create an intimacy all our own that they couldn’t break through.
Her fingernails grazed my abs through my thin t-shirt, just above the waistband of my cargo shorts. As her shoulder dropped, the thin strap of her dress slipped down. Cole caught it in his fingertips and dragged it further, almost to her elbow, over the curve of her breast until another little tug revealed her nipple. My thumb brushed the smooth satin of her skin, a teasing caress over the tightened bud that caused her to moan. Tangling my fingers in her long, silky hair, I tugged and brought her lips up to mine once more.
As she kissed me, her hand slipped under my shirt, skating along my ribs and raking up to my chest. Dragging the soft cotton of my Mofo tee up over my head, her touch on my bare skin drove me insane. I vaguely noticed Cole grabbing one of many guys who stood watching our carnal display, practically salivating at the sight of her beautiful, bare breast.
“Dude,” Cole demanded in a course, rough voice, “where’s a bed?”
The guy hitched a thumb over his shoulder, indicating a short hallway behind him, at the end of which stood a set of French doors.
“Justin,” he grunted, and I lifted my head from the brunette’s mind-numbing kiss, “this way.”
“Justin…” she whispered dreamily, her eyelids heavy as she peered up at me through her lashes and kissed me again.
Cole began to guide us slowly from the center of the room towards the hallway, down it and through the doors that opened to reveal a massive master with a king bed. He gently pushed our stumbling forms through the doors and over by the bed where he zeroed back in behind the brunette, sandwiching her in between us. She’d barely come up for air, swirling her tongue with mine, and when she gasped against my lips, I cracked open my eyes to see Cole nipping at the delicate skin of her neck.
His hands began to slide up under her short skirt, drawing her dress up over her body. She lifted her arms, only pulling her lips away from mine momentarily to allow the garment to be stripped away, then moaning when her bare torso melted into my chest.
I rocked back a step, sitting on the mattress to take her in.
Fuck, she was perfect.
Wearing only lacy red underwear and strappy red heels, her lips swollen and wet from voracious kisses, she gazed down at me with dark, hungry eyes. Cole’s hands skimmed along the curve of her waist, coaxing goosebumps to rise in their wake. She trembled before me, watching me gaze upon her.
“Jesus Christ, she’s gorgeous,” someone murmured from across the room, drawing me back into the present momentarily to realize the room was filling up quickly.
“She has the most beautiful tits,” said someone else.
We had an audience. A crowd had gathered, circling the bed. More onlookers stared at us from the doorway. One of the guys had his hand over his own crotch, groaning at the sight of her standing before me.
She bit at her lip, and I reached out to cup her cheek. “Do you want them to go?”
To my surprise and sheer delight, she shook her head slowly. “I like to be watched.” Her voice was husky and low, reigniting the fire inside me, and I caught her lips with mine once again, pulling her down over me.
“Fuck, yeah,” I heard someone say.
Fuck, yeah, I thought to myself as her tongue swept along my teeth. I felt an increase in the pressure of her body at my hips and the faint scrape of Cole’s fingers as they roamed over her body, burning where they came into contact with mine every so often. At first, those brushes of his fingers seemed incidental. Almost testing the waters to see if I’d bite. Then his hands began to roam more freely from her skin to mine, making me moan, which made him smile wickedly. His touch was so different than hers—rough where hers was smooth, firm where hers was soft—and the contrast was electrifying.
I needed things to move faster. Arousal pulsed through my veins, and I scooted back on the bed. Cole and I both lifted the girl to bring her with me, almost as though it was all rehearsed. Pure animalistic instinct.
She spread her legs to straddle my body, arching her back and grinding against my throbbing junk in a slow, circular motion. His hands cupped her tits, pinching them to draw a low, deep gasp from her throat, and she raked her nails down my abs, digging into the skin when she reached the waistband of my cargo shorts.
I could hear mumbles and murmurs in the room, muted whoops and hollers down the hall. It had been a while since I’d been to a party like this, and fuck I needed it. I needed something to drive away the unsettled melancholy that had filtered into my life.
And this girl, being with Cole again… Fuck, yeah. They made it disappear completely.
I sat upright for a minute to capture her lips, to relish in the feel of her hot, little body, of Cole’s hands caressing both of us. Her whole being pulsed with excitement. She writhed against his touch and mine. I slipped my hands to cup her jaw, holding it firmly and bringing her back down with me as I lay back.
Suddenly, she gasped against my lips, and I heard Cole mutter softly.
“Fuck, she’s so wet. So hot. Like silk.”
Her hips nudged my cock as she pressed back into his touch. Her thighs clamped against my hips. He began to stroke her pussy, and each long, slow movement had her rubbing more firmly against me. Moaning softly into my mouth.
I felt something light hit me in the chest. A condom had been tossed on us. A couple more lay scattered around us on the bed.
Our little brunette lifted her hips and dove in to rip at the fastenings of my shorts. Her fingers shaking with frantic need, she reached inside to close her hand around my dick.
“Damn,” someone off to the side muttered. “She wants it bad.”
It was all I could do not to shoot my load right there.
But as she caressed the tip and squeezed my thick length, her lips traveled down my neck. Biting and soothing the sharp pain with little kisses scattered across my chest and down, nipping even harder low on my abs. A second later, and I felt her hot breath down along my vee, then a sweet, hot stroke of her tongue up my cock. Long and slow, savoring every inch of smooth skin, caressing every vein and ridge.
Finally, her mouth closed over the top and she drove down on me, trying to take all of my thick shaft in her mouth. I felt the squeeze of a threatening gag, then she swallowed, opening her throat to allow me to slide even deeper with a tight grasp of my balls.
It was like the nirvana of blowjobs.
She was so fucking good. She sucked and licked, tickling her way up my length with the tip of her tongue, then bobbing quickly over me. Her dark, thick lashes lifted to stare up at my face with those fascinating dark eyes.
It was intensely erotic to watch. Her going down on me, Cole standing behind her, caressing her curves. I couldn’t see his fingers deep inside, but I could feel it every time he stroked her deep. Her body arched and her mouth lifted. With a gasp, her cheek would brush against my length. Her fingers would close around me, slowly pumping me before she would turn to take my dick back into her mouth with renewed abandon.
Cole looped his fingers in the scrap of red lace and began to slide it down her hips. The sight of her rounded, bare ass made me groan as he pulled the fabric free and pulled her hot center up to him. Up to his waiting mouth.
She let out a muffled cry, choked around me, then began to circle her hips and increased the pressure of her hands and lips. She sucked me to the back of her throat with a delicious moan. Her grip on my dick tightened, and she gently twisted her hand as she pumped my length, slick with her saliva.
A burning urgency coursed through me, the premonitions of an orgasm I was in no way ready for. I needed more of this. More of her. More of Cole. With a quick, firm grasp, I reached down and grabbed her just beneath her arms. I jerked her up to me, marauding her lips, as I heard a crinkle of a wrapper. A sideways glance revealed Cole rolling a condom over his length.
“Give me a rubber,” I choked, too overwhelmed to even grab one of the dozen scattered around on the bed. “I get her pussy.”
He tossed one my way, then pulled our brunette to sit upright, back away to allow me space to don the prophylactic. She squirmed against him, brushing her bare, wet pussy against my hands as I slipped the latex over my dick. Then Cole’s fingers dipped down to spread her lips for me and his other hand helped stroke the condom onto me. His fingers wrapped around me, and I almost lost it right there. It was all I could do not to spooge like a fourteen-year-old boy as he guided my cock to her entrance, then grabbed her hips and yanked her down onto me with a harsh shove.
“Holy hell,” someone whispered.
She was small, but so delightfully curvy, deliciously tight. When I impaled her, she moaned so low in her throat I could almost feel the vibrations ripple through my junk. She tilted her hips, pulling up and then grinding on and around me with a firm, burning squeeze. Cole’s hand cupped her breast. His fingertips pinched at her nipple, causing her to contract around me with a sharp cry. His other hand flicked circles around her clit, stroking the base of my dick ever so slightly as she rocked and swayed to take me deeper.
Then with a fierce growl, he pushed her shoulders down towards me. Shoving her torso flat against mine, pressing her face against my neck. Practically folding her in half. I felt the invasion of two fingers alongside my dick, all at once collecting the flood of her arousal and stroking my throbbing length where it sat nestled inside her. She and I moaned in unison, one sound that reverberated through the room.
Then I felt the added pressure as he slid his pinky into her ass, his first two fingers still caressing our union.
“Fuck, her ass is so tight,” he muttered. “I can’t wait to fuck it.”
A moment later, and his hands were gone, making me feel the slightest bit bereft. Then pressure as he began to push inside. Our brunette jerked with a sharp, pained gasp. Her body jolted, attempting to rise.
“Easy, baby,” I murmured, brushing my fingers down her back in a soothing caress, holding her in a firm and gentle grasp.
“Oh my God, so full…” she breathed against my neck.
“Just relax.” My voice sounded almost foreign to my ears, way too calm for how I felt. “Open up and push back against him a little.”
“Fuck,” Cole harshly swore as she followed my command, “that’s it… so good.”
Through the thin barrier separating our dicks, I felt him push inside completely. I felt the brush of his balls coming into contact with my own, making me moan as the touch teased and tantalized. So wrong, but so fucking good.
He gave her a minute to absorb the sensation, to allow her body to adjust, and then he stroked out slowly, and back in. She gasped against my neck, a higher pitch than before, and her hips tremulously tilted as he drove back in. Cole moved again, faster and a little harder. And again. Picking up the pace and driving into her with more purpose. At first, I just lay there, lost in the sensation of it all. Overcome by lust. A sharp cry from her throat brought me back, and I began to rock along with him, flexing to push up into her wet heat with every thrust.
“Fuck,” she whispered into my shoulder, “fuck yes… fuck me…”
My muscles began to burn, growing weary with the fabulous resistance of her body and his. Every stroke made her wetter, made her claws dig a little deeper into my shoulders. Cole’s hand slipped from the damp skin of her hip to my thigh, digging in with a powerful grasp that made my dick throb.
There was something to be said for the brutal strength of a man’s grip before he came, and judging by his jerking movements, by the guttural grunts and groans he let out, he was close. And the harder he fucked her ass, the more I felt his touch through her. The more it turned me on. The more it drove me and brought me closer to the edge.
Suddenly he pulled free, ripping off the condom and jacking off, watching us. He stared down at me and stroked his hand firmly up and down his length with a scorching, feral glaze in his eyes that rocked me to the core. With a sob, our little brunette lifted slightly, rising between us and capturing my gaze as she began to fuck me with a circular motion of her hips. Her entire body trembled, and the shivers rippling up and down her sweet little pussy made my dick swell and jerk. I tangled my fingers in her hair, dragging her lips down to mine, and kissed her hard as she began to shake with release. Rolling our bodies to position her beneath me, I pounded into her as she came around me.
The tight, trembling squeeze of her pussy finally did me in. Everything rushed through me as the last hold on me broke. I felt the heat boil up inside me until I victoriously erupted with a low, harsh growl, and heard Cole groan loudly as his cum splattered across our skin. All the aching, burning need flowed from my veins, and I let ecstasy take hold, collapsing over her, numb with unbelievable relief.
“Holy shit,” I heard off to the side.
Her labored breathing tickled my neck where her face was buried. I heard her whimper and felt her swallow hard. My hand caressed her side, down her hip, sliding through the slick, sticky cum where Cole had decorated the both of us with his own orgasm. He dropped down onto the bed beside me, a satisfied, sated grin on his chiseled face. His voice was breathless and rough.
“That. Was. Awesome.”
I could barely think, still fascinated by the faint tremors pulsing around my cock. She shivered slightly, which wrought a weak groan from my throat, and I instinctively stroked into her again, causing her to whimper once more.
“You okay?” I whispered.
A small nod was her only response.
“Do you want me to move?”
“Not yet,” she breathed, and another shiver rippled through her.
The heat was fading, leaving her skin damp and chilled. I reached out to pull the dark, velvety coverlet around us and saw there were still a few people in the room.
“Man, that was hot,” one guy said. “Fuckin’ incredible.”
A few others murmured their agreement, and someone let out a long, low whistle.
“Okay,” I exhaled with a wave of my hand, weak and out of breath, “show’s over. Time for all you to get the fuck out and leave us alone for a bit.”
“Dude—”
“Out,” I growled, and felt a weak giggle against my chest.
Cole sat up and reached for his jeans. “I’ll get them out. I need a fucking beer anyway.”
I had no clue how he could even move. I felt battered and weak.
But oh so fucking good.
As the door pulled shut behind them, I shifted to my side, pulling the cover with us. Her body, deeply relaxed and limp, tangled with mine.
“I’m not sure where your dress ended up,” I murmured.
“‘S okay,” she mumbled. “I’ll find it in a bit. Just… jus’ need to recover a little.”
“Sounds good,” I replied, feeling my own eyes growing heavy. My limbs becoming lax.
I brushed my thumb along the bare skin at her hip bone, and gently faded into the hazy somnolence that beckoned me.
 

 

I woke up to a dark room, barely illuminated by a streetlight filtering through the curtains. I saw a small, curvaceous shadow slipping on that hot little red dress. The dimples at the base of her spine caught my attention just before the floaty skirt hid them from my view.
I stretched a bit and leaned up on my elbow.
“You leavin’?” I asked.
She turned to me, her eyes seeming wide and dark in the pale light.
“Yeah, I came with a friend and she’s heading out.”
She grabbed her sandals and sat on the bed beside me to slip them on.
“I could give you a ride,” I offered. It was uncharacteristic for me, but, as awareness filtered in, so did the desire to have her again.
She replied with a low, throaty chuckle. “I think you already did that.” The even line of her teeth flashed in the dimly lit room. “A mighty fine one, too.”
My fingertip trailed down her bare shoulder, from the strap of her dress to trace along her arm down to the bend of her elbow. Goosebumps rose in its wake, and she bit at her lip. Her breath caught, her breasts rose and pushed against the low neckline of her dress in the most mouthwatering way.
A quiet knock sounded at the door. A loud whisper could be heard from the other side.
“Hey, biatch… you ready?”
She gave me a smile and gently pressed a kiss to my lips. “Maybe we’ll run into each other again sometime.”
“I’d go for that,” I murmured.
And then she was up and walking out the door.
It wasn’t until I woke up hours later with her breathless cries and Cole’s groans echoing through my mind that I realized I didn’t even know her name.
 
 



 
 


 
One month later…
 
They were eye-fucking me like crazy.
A blonde and a redhead standing back in the corner of my living room watching the hedonistic party in high gear around them. Of course, I wondered if either one of them was natural, and I decided right then and there I’d find out if the carpets matched the drapes.
It was actually Drew who pointed them out to me as he stood with his arm around his wife Raven and gestured towards the scantily-clad hotties around the room. Nice of him to help a buddy out since he couldn’t really look for his own purposes anymore. He had chained himself to one chick for the rest of his pathetic life, not something I ever intended to do. There was always so much tail just waiting to be nailed, even here and tonight. I was actually doing an eenie-meenie-miney-moe thing in my head.
As I looked over at them, the redhead raised her eyebrow in invitation.
We have a winner!
I wondered if I could talk her friend into coming along, but then they made it even easier. More promising. The redhead turned to her blonde friend and, with one more sly glance in my direction, kissed her.
And just like that, we were off to the races. Drew laughed as I handed him my almost full beer.
“Gotta go, man,” I grinned lasciviously. “Pussies are calling.”
“Oh my God, Justin,” Raven groaned. “You are such a slut.”
Yeah, I was. No doubt about it.
As I crossed the room, I noticed Cole making his way through the crowd. He hadn’t been to a party at my house before, but now that he was… well, he may as well join us. I gestured towards the girls who sorta looked like they were trying to swallow each other whole. That boded well for what they could do with a dick, and I sorta had to readjust my own a little as I thought about the joys to come. A sensual smile spread across Cole’s face, and, in a matter of seconds, we had them up in my room.
The redhead was natural-ish. I think she had a little help from a bottle, but she did have a delightful little auburn heart landscaped just above her pussy. I never did really find out about the blonde because she was full on Brazilian.
I fucked one while Cole fucked the other with the girls facing each other and drowning out each other’s moans. Then I had one sucking my dick as Cole ate out the other. And, of course, the grand finale where they knelt before us, sucking us off until we spewed cum all over their faces and tits.
It was awesome.
As I came, my knees went a bit weak, and I steadied myself with a hand on Cole’s shoulder. He gave me a look that was a little hard to decipher. Almost like he wanted to start in on me next. It was pretty fucking hot, actually, and the thought even sort of crossed my mind, but I was pretty well pleased with the orgasm I’d just had. It would be a little bit before I could make my cock stand to attention again.
I flopped back on the bed as the blonde and the redhead giggled their way around the room looking for their panties and tugging their tight, short skirts over their bare asses. One gave me a kiss on the end of my dick just before they made their way out of the room, but it was done for. It needed a little fuckin’ penis-shaped tombstone.
Here lies a dead dick. He went happy.
“Once again, fuckin’ awesome,” Cole grinned over at me as he sat beside me.
I could feel the warmth of his skin inches away from mine and, once again, I had the slightest urge to reach out and touch him. To run my palm along the sculpted muscle of his thigh.
Although shit like that could also get my ass kicked. Not exactly widely accepted in this conservative Montana backdrop.
So instead, feeling the slightest bit awkward, I reached for my jeans and pulled them on. I felt a little clumsy and off, likely because I don’t think my heart rate had gotten anywhere near back to normal yet.
“Yeah, nice form, dude,” I smirked. “Just what I needed to start the school year.”
He shrugged. “I think they were even better than that chick at Dave’s party.”
Mmmm… The curvy little brunette from a month ago. She was something else entirely, like a whole new class of pussy, but I didn’t dare say that. Might ruin my image if I started getting all nostalgic and shit.
Instead, I slapped him on the arm and nodded. “Yep, these two were mighty fine indeed.”
 

 
I don’t fuck students, I repeated in my head as I walked into Engineering Hall at Montana Tech a few days later.
I don’t fuck students… I don’t fuck students…
It was my mantra every year on the first day of school. A continuous loop playing over and over in my mind to keep it from wandering up the short skirts of the girls in my classes.
Every year. Over and over.
Every year since I’d coasted through my masters here. My own professors had said I was brilliant. They had lined me up with job interviews. BP. Exxon. All the major oil companies were practically bidding for me. Offering me a shit ton of money.
And I turned them all down.
Looking back, I often wonder why.
Maybe it was laziness. I wasn’t exactly driven. I didn’t need the biggest house on the block or the fastest car.
It wasn’t because money would get me pussy, because I already got a lot of pussy.
If I was totally honest with myself, I think it was mostly just that I really liked my life the way it was right then.
Upon arriving for my freshman year at Tech, I found myself living in a quad with this Irish wanker from Dublin. Most of the time, Denny hardly sounded like he was even speaking English—fucker—but he was a blast to party with and his accent was totally a chick magnet, not just for him, but for all of us who hung out with him. He and I started doing a radio show for the campus station with a couple other guys, playing pretty much whatever we wanted and being complete jackasses on the air.
As a few of us were very musical, before long we started fucking around with our instruments. I had a bass guitar I’d played in high school band, mostly because high school band seemed like a good place to meet chicks who were just dying to be devirginated. Denny had practically grown up with a guitar in his hands, as did our friend Drew, while Cody drummed on anything and everything within reach. I had never really expected it to go very far.
But one night, while we were just kinda jamming on the air, some drunk old bastard called the station.
“You mofos are bangin’!”
 And it stuck. In that moment, we became the Bangin’ Mofos.
Drew and Denny’s buddy Trent seemed to think we could take it all the way. Before long, we had a twice weekly gig every Friday and Saturday night at the Copperline Bar outside of Butte.
If I had thought I was getting lucky playing the bass in high school band, I hadn’t seen anything like the Copperline Bar. Girls fucking loved us. They worshipped us. They would come at us in droves wanting to kiss, bite, lick, suck, fuck, and any combination therein.
Not that life was always rainbows and butterflies. We had our shit times, too. Like when Trent overdosed. That sucked. It almost broke us apart.
 But for the most part, things were going really well. Drew found a house in Ophir, a small town just outside of Butte. It was a great big fucker that had enough room for all four of us in the band with plenty of space for massive after parties that sorta resembled Dante’s inferno at times. Life was rockin’.
Bangin’ even.
But then, one by one, the guys started getting whipped.
Drew was first, although that chick was a royal bitch. Vicious. A man-eater. In bed and out, and I can say that with all honesty because I got funky with the two of them once. She was hot, but kinda scary-hot, and her bitch vibe never really did fade away, even when she was being spit-roasted. She was always very much in control and kept him on a tight leash.
Then our friend Brannon fell, but his girl was actually pretty perfect. Even I couldn’t fault him for that. I ‘naged with them, too, which was a totally different experience from Drew and Maggie. Sophie was a goddess and so incredibly nice she about gave a person cavities just talking to her.
Denny went not long after Brannon. I’d thought for some time that my wanker of a friend was hung up on someone, and as it turned out he was… our dead buddy Trent’s girlfriend, Felicity. Turns out, Denny had his eye on “Fliss” long before she’d even met Trent, but didn’t tell anyone. Not even her. Then Trent’s addiction caused all kinds of shit, complicating things even more.
But as bad as she and Trent were together once he started hitting the drugs pretty hard, she was that good for Denny when they finally caved. She kept him in the states, too, by marrying the wanker.
Cody, though, was made for love. The guy was born with visions of hearts and flowers dancing in his head. His no drama, “Leave it to Beaver” family had him patiently waiting for just the right chick, and, when he met Ilsa, he was so gone. He had never whored out like the rest of us. Not that he didn’t whore out at all, but he was a saint compared to me. Yet, even he became almost a new person when Cupid struck. It was like he existed just for her.
Like, what the actual fuck?
And then, out of the blue, that nasty Maggie bitch left Drew, and he hooked up immediately with one of his employees. Owner of a tattoo shop, he totally dipped his pen in the company ink, yet somehow his rebound sex turned into something rather spectacular. Something that actually even had me feeling a little envious. I even admitted it, more or less, to Drew one night in a moment of melancholy weakness.
He had been under the impression that Raven and him were just sex, purely physical. That was complete and total bullshit, though. If she’d only been looking for sex, she’d have fucked me one of the gazillion times I tried to get her to instead of waiting for him. Yet, once he was cut loose from bitchface, Raven didn’t waste a second. Maggie’s perfume likely still lingered in the room, and Raven was all over his cock.
I should have been glad when Raven started running scared. I could have had my best friend as my wingman once again, reliving the glory days of our small-town fame. For fuck’s sake, the thought of limiting myself to one pussy for the rest of my life about gave me hives.
Yet I got all sentimental and shit instead. It was pure stupidity, but I sat there like a tool telling him that he had way more than he realized.
And now I was paying for it because they were all so fuckin’ happy.
I was the last man standing. The Mofos’ big fuckin’ house that used to hold so much life and debauchery suddenly felt so very empty and sad. The life I loved was changing right before my eyes. This unsettled me. A sense of dread and melancholy soured my gut.
We still played at the Copperline, but now only once a week. It wasn’t because we’d become less popular, but rather that the lives of my band mates had changed. Marriages. Kids. They were all turning into fucking responsible adults.
So, as I dragged myself into my first class of the semester, I did it wondering more than ever why I hadn’t gone off to make the big bucks of petroleum engineering when I had the chance.
 

 
First class done. Then the second. Now onto the third. The same practiced spiel. Blah blah blah… I’m Professor Dorsey here to teach you about the wonderful world of Pressure Transient Analysis, but you can call me Professor Badass.
My class would chuckle, and I’d start taking them through the syllabus. I wasn’t an easy A. I knew the responsibly of what I was teaching. When things go wrong with a rig, people die, so I was stern and demanding. I was responsible in this one single place in life.
I just didn’t want to be.
Because of that, I kind of resented it. I felt stuck here, trapped in these ruts that had formed, deep and unchanging, pushing me through the same tired routine.
And worst of all, in this world I couldn’t be the manwhore I was born to be.
There was always temptation. Fluttering eyelashes. Fingertips toying with low necklines. Short skirts and tight shirts. I coulda had any of them with a snap of my fingers. Bent over my desk or up against the wall. Maybe even up against the whiteboard with the projector on like a spotlight.
Half the reason I whored out so bad at the Copperline was because I had all the damn demons to release after class.
Because I wasn’t about to fuck my students. No matter how hot some of them were. Hell, even some of the dudes if I was honest with myself, although I’d never admit that to anyone else.
As I wrote my name on the whiteboard for the third time that day, I heard a commotion at the back of the room. A latecomer stumbling in, her backpack slipping off her shoulder, then whacking the table beside her with a bang.
“Sorry,” I heard her whisper.
“No problem,” the guy at that table replied.
When I turned around, she had found her way to the front of the room and sat perched in a chair. Nothing too spectacular, although I couldn’t see her well with the ballcap she wore pulled low over her eyes. She wore frayed cutoff shorts that showcased some pretty fucking nice legs, though, and a silver toe ring shone in the sunlight cascading through the windows. A little bit of tantalizing sparkle.
Fucker, I berated myself. Nice legs didn’t mean she was hot everywhere. She wore a baggy hoodie that hid her entire upper half, and her hair was pulled back into a simple ponytail tucked through the back of her ballcap.
Oh, but what I could do with that ponytail…
Dammit.
I don’t fuck students. I don’t fuck students…
She continued to dig through her pack. Unloading the contents onto the narrow table in the front row as she searched, quietly at first, but then growing louder and more disruptive. She precariously piled more and more on her desk before she bumped the stack with her elbow. The whole pile hit the floor with a crash followed by a quiet “shit” as she leapt from her seat to start picking them up.
I was so incredibly pissy already that any patience I had for shit like this was long gone. Stepping in front of her, standing over her, I stared down in disapproval. After a moment, I could see her tense as she took note of me.
“I’m sorry,” she softly whispered, still not looking up as she struggled to gather her books. “I can’t find the book for this class.”
I reached down to pluck one from her collection, holding it out.
“This one,” I said. Truthfully, I was a little grouchier than I probably had any right to be, but I felt like being a dick.
“Thank you,” she whispered, shoving her remaining books back into her pack. She reached out to take the one I held, looking up to gaze at me in sheepish embarrassment. A flush colored her cheeks. That was evident even under the ballcap she wore. Her full lips were pressed into a frown.
But shock and recognition hit her features as she finally looked up at me. She gasped.
She froze.
I froze.
Holy fuck.
Those same beautiful, wide brown eyes.
Eyes that had gazed up at me a month before while she sucked me off. That had stared into mine as she came all over my cock.
“Oh my God," she whispered.
 

 
Fuck.
Fuck, fuck, fuck.
I don’t fuck students…
I don’t fuck students…
I don’t fuck students…
My little mantra hit high speed. It whirled through my mind. It squeaked like Alvin and the motherfuckin’ Chipmunks.
She’d been so good. Cole had been so good. That night had been fucking amazing. The best sex I’d had in forever. Everything since had paled in comparison, feeding into my overall dissatisfaction.
Shit. Damn.
I don’t fuck students…
…but I had totally fucked this one.
She swallowed hard, and I swear I felt her throat close around my dick again. I thought for a second I even heard her moan as it all came rushing back to her, too.
Fuck.
Struck momentarily dumb, I finally wrenched my gaze away to look around the room at the rest of the class. A few looked a bit terrified, as though I was going to be a complete hardass teacher. A few looked like they were trying to ignore me being a dick to a student. A few seemed to find it all very amusing.
None really seemed to click that this girl and I had a history.
Without looking at her again, I turned back to the board to point at where I’d written my name. My mind on autopilot as I spoke.
“Okay, everyone, I’m Professor Dorsey here to teach you about the wonderful world of Pressure Transient Analysis, but you can call me Professor Badass.”
Chuckles sounded around the room, and the general sense of awkwardness slowly began to fade as the daily grind took hold. Mechanically, I took them through the basics on the syllabus, my expectations and their responsibilities. My scoring rubric. What I hoped they’d glean from this class and how it would help them in the future.
And it was all one-hundred-percent rehearsed and perfunctory.
The whole time, my little brunette sat in the front row with her eyes downcast. Clearly attempting to be unobtrusive, even though, front and center like she was, I had a hard time concentrating. I almost dismissed the class without taking attendance, which would have sucked ass since I needed that information to turn into student affairs, and the student affairs officer already had it in for me.
I began to read off the names, looking around the room to see who was who, realizing that the one mystery I had from that night was about to be solved.
“Jeffrey Falkner… Denise Feist… Tony Graham… Rain Hartmann…”
“Here,” she quietly said, and her voice sorta grabbed me by the balls. Husky and smooth, yet muted with uncomfortable reserve. She still focused on the book before her, still avoiding eye contact.
Rain Hartmann…
Rain.
Beautiful and unique. Fresh. Cool.
Wet.
She had been so fucking wet.
Fuck.
I don’t fuck students… I don’t fuck students… I don’t fuck students…
 
 



 
 

 
I stopped by the Copperline on my way home. I couldn’t get her or that night out of my mind. I felt all hopped up over the mess that could come about over this. It was like a bad high.
I sent Rain an email through the school system, a simple request to stop by my office before class the next day. Now I was stuck waiting. Would she? What the fuck was I going to say if she did?
Sorry, I didn’t realize you were going to be my student when my friend and I were fucking you a few weeks ago…
Based on the class she was in, she was earning an advanced degree. And, lucky me, that class was a requirement for a masters in petroleum engineering. She needed it, and I was the only one who taught it.
So, as I turned my pickup towards Ophir, my mind whirled to figure out a way out of this mess. I finally turned into the Copperline’s lot, doing everything I could not to think of it because I couldn’t see any solution that didn’t mean one of us should leave.
I threw my truck into park and jumped out. It was a Wednesday, an odd starting date for the school year, but one that allowed for orientations and student events to help ensure they knew where to go and what to do before the start of classes. Scanning the lot, I saw a few cars I recognized, hoping that at least one of the bar sluts was close.
I was dying for the mindless release that could take me out of my tangled thoughts.
It took a minute for my eyes to adjust to the low light inside, but I spotted Laura and Pauline perched on stools at the edge of the bar. Laura had started working at the Copperline, filling the slot once taken by Cody’s wife, Ilsa, when she went back to school to earn her bachelors.
Pauline caught my gaze as I came through the door, nudging Laura, who turned to shoot me an inviting smile.
I walked right up to the two of them with determination and set my hands on my hips.
“How’s your mouth today?” I asked Laura.
Her lips parted and she gave me a seductive smile. “Far too empty.”
I turned to Pauline.
“And yours?”
“Hungry,” Pauline replied.
“Out back,” I demanded and turned on my heel, not waiting for a response, but knowing without a doubt they would.
And they did.
On their knees behind the bar, they played their roles. They sucked me off, taking turns until I had finally shot my load into their waiting mouths. It was dirty and wrong, but so was I, and I needed something to try and get those wide brown eyes, full of shocked recognition, out of my mind.
The damn thing was, as I allowed the euphoria to seep into my consciousness, those eyes were all I could think of.
 

 
I slept for shit. Tossing and turning. Unable to get her, that night with her and Cole, out of my mind. I wondered if she’d show up at my office. We had to get something straightened out.
Dragging myself into my cramped little office that was really a glorified closet, I sat and waited. I shuffled through some papers on my desk and fiddled with my pencil. I took a sip of my nasty, half-cold coffee, then another, grimacing as I swallowed. I thought about making a quick run to get a shot in the dark from the espresso counter, something to fuel my morning, but I didn’t want to miss Rain when she arrived.
If she arrived.
My colleagues filtered in, and the sounds of more and more footsteps filled the halls. My ears were fine-tuned, waiting for light, feminine steps to patter along the floor.
Growing restless, I stood and began to pace the tiny room. I stared at the bare walls I’d never bothered to decorate aside from the annual calendar I got from the Bureau of Mines. The clock ticked slowly, every second echoing through my head. A quarter after. Twenty after.
I sat back at my desk and drummed my fingers on the surface.
Nine-thirty.
I dropped my head into my hands. She wasn’t coming. Fuck. I needed to talk to her.
Then, just before nine-forty-five, I heard a light tap on my open door. I jerked up my head to see her chocolate-brown eyes full of apprehension. Her cheeks tinged a warm pink.
For a second, we just stared at each other, almost as though we were afraid to speak. Finally, I shook the dazed feeling from my head and stood, gesturing to the chair in front of my desk.
“Ms. Hartmann, come in and have a seat.”
She took a step inside, gently closing the door behind her, before she perched in the chair with her book bag on her lap.
The clicking of the ticking clock had all but disappeared with the sound of her shaky breathing. Of the blood rushing through my veins. She inhaled, seemingly drawing up the will to speak. Her mouth opened, but nothing came out. She closed it, and her eyebrows narrowed.
“So,” I began, breaking the silence, “I don’t suppose you’re just taking my class for the hell of it.”
She pressed her lips together and shook her head, but didn’t say anything.
“You’re getting your masters in petroleum engineering?”
“Yeah,” she finally replied. “I’m on track to graduate in the spring.”
“So, you can’t even really move classes around.”
“Not really.”
“I can’t—in what little good conscience I have—tell you to switch classes. This is a requirement for your degree, and it’s a prerequisite for one you have to take in the spring.”
“There’s gotta be a way to shift a little. Go into a different section. There’s got to be—”
I shook my head and interrupted her. “This is the only cohort this semester, and I’m the only one who teaches it.”
Her eyebrows came together as she sighed heavily. The silence that followed was deafening, both of us frantically trying to come up with a solution to this mess.
“What are you gonna do?” she finally asked in a small voice.
“Policy says I have to report this… situation, to disclose it to my supervisor.”
“And? What will your supervisor do?”
“I don’t know. It would be my first. I’ve managed to avoid this sort of situation before this. I don’t fuck students.”
The last bit sorta slipped out. My mantra. I didn’t really mean to say it out loud, much less with a rough, grating tone to my voice. A tone that sounded a bit like I was trying to convince myself that I wouldn’t fuck her again… and failing.
Because, even with the uncomfortableness of this moment, even as wrong as I knew it was, even as much as she was clearly trying to downplay her beauty with a baggie hoodie and faded jeans, I couldn’t stop thinking about her.
About devouring the sweet, hard bud of her nipple.
About sinking into the wet heat of her pussy.
About the way she moaned and trembled around my dick.
The tension around us had me itching to touch her. To hear her whisper “fuck me” again in my ear.
I don’t fuck students…
She looked up at me as I dropped the F-bomb, a slight catch in her breathing, and her tongue darted out to wet her lower lip. Then, as if remembering herself, who she was and who I was, she dropped her gaze. For a split second, I missed the hot look in her deep brown eyes.
I needed to chill the fuck out.
“So what do you think he’ll do? Your supervisor… you won’t get in trouble, will you?”
“He’ll probably remove me from the class. Teach it himself, maybe? You’re the student. You are the victim.”
“Victim?” her eyes flashed in wry amusement. “I’m hardly a victim.”
“That’s how the institution will see it… how the courts would see it.”
“Courts?”
“This sort of thing doesn’t fly well if the public finds out, and, yes, you would most certainly be seen as a victim.”
“So maybe I transfer. Maybe to Montana State.”
“That wouldn’t exactly be easy.”
“I’m not afraid to take on something hard.”
Hard… I was growing harder every second, and when she said that, I couldn’t quite contain the groan.
“Shit, that’s not exactly how I meant for that to come out,” she mumbled.
I bolstered myself with a deep breath, and cleared my throat before I spoke. “They started over a week ago. By the time you got the paperwork done, I doubt they’d admit you for this fall. Chances are, you’d lose out on this semester regardless.”
She frowned, pursing her full lips in a way that made me want to brush my thumb across them. Or my dick. Her mouth was—
Fuck. Focus.
I don’t fuck students…
“And,” I continued as though I wasn’t fantasizing about her ravenously going down on me, “if you’re on track to graduate in the spring, you probably have over half of the required credits from Tech, in which case you’d have to take even more for MSU to award it. Board of Regents policy says you need at least fifty percent of your credits from the awarding institution.”
“Okay, so I could switch degrees…” she thoughtfully trailed off. “Go into environmental, like my bachelors.”
“Your bachelors is in environmental engineering? Why did you go to petroleum?”
“It was kind of a dig at my parents. Long story.”
Sounded intriguing, but not really helpful to the problem before us.
“The coursework is very different,” I said with a frown. “You’d kinda be starting from scratch for the advanced field of study. Very few, if any, of your credits for petroleum would go towards environmental. It would put you back even further.”
“Yeah, but what choice do I have? I don’t want you to get in trouble.”
She fiddled with the zipper on her pack. As I watched her fingertips toy with it, I couldn’t help but remember how they felt on my skin. Her hand wrapping around my junk right before her mouth—
Fuuuuuuck.
“I’ll talk to Glenn,” I finally said, clearing my throat.
“Glenn?”
“Glenn McCall. He’s the department head. My supervisor.”
She looked troubled. “You said he’d probably remove you from the class.”
“He might, I don’t know.”
“That’s not right. It’s not like this is all your fault. I was there, too.”
Yeah, I remembered. How badly I remembered. I remembered so much that I had a fucker of a stiffy because of it.
She slid her pack to the floor and stood, turning her back to stare at the blank walls like I had done before she came. Her hands on her hips in a way that highlighted the delicious curves of her ass clad in worn denim. Perfectly round, just right for a nice swat as I—
Jesus, I was starting to feel some serious pain.
Suddenly she turned with a bright expression lighting her face. I jerked up my head, trying to avoid her catching me giving her the once over. Thankfully, she didn’t seem to.
“I think we can do it,” she began, and my mind went straight in the gutter with that.
Do it? Fuck yeah.
Wait. No. No, we couldn’t do it. That was exactly the problem here.
She continued on, seemingly unaware of where my fourteen-year-old-boy mentality was going with her choice of words.
“We’re adults. What happened has happened. It doesn’t mean it will happen again.”
That actually made my dick feel sad. No shit. I swear it felt a little bereft. Like it was going to die alone.
But she was right. It didn’t have to happen again. It couldn’t happen again.
I nodded. “Right, it was just…” Probably the hottest sex I’d ever had and I couldn’t stop thinking about it, I thought.
But that would really be best left unsaid.
I cleared my throat and tried again. “We didn’t know. Now we do. We just keep it professional.”
“Exactly,” she said, contemplating the situation. “I mean, really, it was just the once. It’s not like an innocent slip up should keep me from studying under you.”
Fuck, I needed this like I needed a hole in the head. I wanted her under me, but it had nothing to do with studying.
“Right,” I agreed, although my voice choked just a little.
“I promise,” she said fervently, leaning over my desk and looking directly into my eyes with a determination that sent reverberations through my body, “I will be the hardest working student you’ve ever had. I will never ask for special treatment. I will do everything I have to do to get through. I will ace your course, and I won’t hit on you. I won’t bat my eyelashes at you.” She sat back and gave me a sharp nod. “I will be a dream.”
Little did she know, she already fucking was.
 
 



 
 

 
“As you know, the petroleum at that level has the viscosity of peanut butter,” I lectured, trying to ignore Rain who sat front and center, absently sipping at the thin straws of her latte while she took notes.
Her placement was not my choice, and I didn’t think it was really hers either. She was chronically late, though, probably due to her morning stops at the coffee counter. The class tended to gravitate to the back and sides of the room as they arrived, leaving her no other option. She always looked for something along the side or the back, but always ended up right smack in front of me.
Every day I had to watch as she sipped her coffee, oblivious to the effect it had on me. Every touch of the straw to her lips, the graze of her tongue to collect the last little drops.
Pure. Fucking. Hell.
So I walked to the right and lectured, then to the left. I spent a lot of time drawing on the whiteboard. I avoided the middle of the room, yet seemed to gravitate there unconsciously.
Like now.
“But,” I continued, “by injecting steam into the injection well, the petroleum is heated to become more fluid. Then it expands, causing pressure that pushes the heated fluid to the surface, and, if you’re not careful, it will erupt and make a big mess.”
Why did this suddenly sound so dirty to my own ears? It was the same lecture I’d given for a few years now, but it quickly brought other images of steam and heated fluids building pressure and erupting.
Concentrate, fucker, I told myself.
I noticed, though, that the words I used could easily take on a dirty meaning. I also noticed Rain shifting in her seat when those words appeared.
Steam.
Pressure.
Heat.
Erupt.
She squirmed, not looking at me the same way I wasn’t looking at her. Sidelong glances, like it couldn’t be helped. I once again found myself front and center. Close enough to hear her almost gasp, then release a shaky breath that I only heard because I stood so close to her.
Fuck.
I don’t fuck students…
 

 
By the time I was done with class, and therefore done for the day, I was just… done. My balls were itching for release, like I hadn’t totally wacked off in the shower before work today. I’d done it every morning before I had her in class for the past couple weeks, actually. Memories of her wide brown eyes coaxed the cum up out of me like magic, giving me the false sense of hope that I might make it through the day without the aching need that hit me whenever she waltzed that luscious ass into my classroom.
It drove me crazy that it was all so fucking difficult. She was a student. I’d had hundreds of students over the years. I have never once lost my shit with any of them.
But, I had touched her. I knew what she felt like. I knew how she moaned. As she sat there in class toying with her notebook, I could feel her fingertips on my skin. When she talked, I could hear her whisper “oh fuck” in my ear. When she looked directly at me in class, I could see her brown eyes staring up at me while she swirled her tongue around the head of my cock.
And every day, I left Pressure Transient Analysis throbbing and made a beeline for the Copperline in hopes that someone there could extricate her from my mind.
I didn’t see any of the usual suspects tonight. Laura wasn’t even working. I got a beer from Doug, the owner who was tending bar, and sucked it down quick, self-medicating in hopes that it could make the thoughts of Rain fade into nothing.
Rain, Rain, go away…
Who knew that little nursery rhyme would come to have such a desperate meaning someday.
I’d just finished my fourth beer, knowing I had better head out before long. It was only a Tuesday. There was still a fair bit of week left, and being hungover in front of my students was probably not going to make me notice her any less.
But a man’s hand tapped the bar beside where I sat.
“One more?” I heard Cole ask.
Even knowing I shouldn’t, I still nodded.
One more turned into two. Then three as Cole scoped the bar for some tail, not that there were many chicks in the bar, even for a Tuesday. I’d already be taking it to them if there were.
“What about that one chick?” He asked, scanning the sparse crowd. “Does she ever come here?”
“What chick?” I asked.
“From that party at Dave’s in August.”
My gut lurched a little. “Rain?”
Cole shrugged. “Was that her name? Curvy little brunette. Big tits?”
“Big brown eyes?”
“I was in back, dude,” he laughed. “I only saw one brown eye.”
I shook my head with a roll of my eyes at his crass joke. Not that I never made crass jokes, but somehow this one sorta grated on my nerves.
“Yeah, her name was Rain,” I finally said, then solemnly shook my head. “And I’ve never seen her here, but I can’t with her anyway, man. Turns out she’s my student.”
“Hmmm, student-teacher sex… she could dress up.”
Fuck, yeah, she could…
Ugh. Not helping.
“And I could get fired,” I grunted. “There’s a pretty clear policy about that shit.”
“Damn,” he exhaled. “That sucks. She was a tad bit plump for what I usually go for, but really fuckin’ hot.”
“Plump? She was perfect. Just how I like ‘em,” I said with a shake of my head. “That curvy little body with the dimples on her lower back… and those gorgeous fucking tits.”
“She did have nice tits,” he agreed. “Too bad that you can’t fuck her again. I might just have to track her down for another go by myself.”
“Fuck off, fucker,” I instantly bristled, and he laughed, deep and throaty. Suddenly, my gut felt seared with jealousy, and I wasn’t even sure where to aim it.
Part of me at him, because I wanted her and couldn’t have her.
But also partly because of him… because, the more I drank, the more I started to crave his coarse touch once again.
Shortly thereafter, Vivienne showed up. She was a bar slut, too, but a few years older than the rest of us. A total cougar. She tended to take control, leading us guys around by our dicks to a certain extent because she was so very good. She stood between Cole and I, touching his chest while she laughed at a joke. Nudging my junk with her hip as she shot me suggestive glances.
“You know,” she murmured, apparently tired of the subtle cues she was dishing out like candy, “I’m just dying to take you two on. What do you say?”
Cole looked at me with naked hunger, and I felt a renewed throbbing in my jeans. But this one was different. I could do something about this one.
Fuck yeah.
Minutes later, the three of us found ourselves out back in the dark lot. Cole taking it to her from behind as she bent over to suck my dick down her throat.
Cole’s eyes glittered in the low light, locking onto my gaze. For a second, I was transported back to that bedroom at the party. His intense expression allowed Vivienne to fade. It allowed my mind to stop thinking and my body to start feeling.
His grunts and moans became more pronounced, every sound driving the fantasy of it all a little deeper into my soul.
Then Vivienne straightened, releasing my dick with a loud pop and dropping to her knees between us. She grasped our cocks, one in each hand, jacking us off and urging us a little closer until we were almost touching. Intermittently, her lips closed over my length, then Cole’s. Then both in her mouth at once, the swirl of her tongue brushing us up against each other.
Cole lost it first, groaning loud as she pulled back and aimed his eruption at her exposed tits. The pearly sight of cum spattered over her tan skin damn near finished me off.
But it was the touch of Cole’s hand, wrapped around hers as hers was wrapped around me, that finally did me in. Euphoria spread through my veins as I shot off on her face and breasts. Her fingers left my dick to trail through the glistening fluid, leaving Cole’s hand to firmly stroke me a few more times. His strong grip easing every last drop from my balls.
But I about blew all over again when he touched his fingertips to his tongue to taste my release. His eyes burned into mine as he slowly licked the cum from his skin. Hot and freaky all at once, sucking his finger fully into his mouth.
With a momentary surge of apprehension, I realized that I kinda wanted him to suck something else into his mouth instead.
 

 
Physical relief was a weird thing, though.
As soon as it was gone, my mind went into overdrive. It had been hot—so hot—but there was a nagging aftermath that something was missing.
Or someone. Someone with a luscious curvy ass and brown eyes.
I left the Copperline not long after Cole did, probably just a hair from legal with the alcohol in my bloodstream. Yet I felt stone-cold sober, like the intoxication drained out of me as I shot my load all over Vivienne’s tits.
Arriving home, I stared at my big empty house. It was dark. It looked cold. Empty. Almost unlived in, although I was starting to wonder if I was even really living anymore. I’d always pushed myself, done what felt good, never turning down a temptation. No regrets.
Just like my dad who ended up living in a shithole, banging any woman who was momentarily blinded by his good looks long enough to ignore the warning signs that he was a total fucking loser. He sleezed around right up until he died alone a few years back.
It was like looking into my future.
Some might have taken that glimpse of precognition and worked to change. But why bother? It was in my blood. I’d known from a young age it was who I was.
So I went in my empty house. I laid down on my empty bed. I closed my eyes and willed my brain to be empty, too.
But that fucker didn’t. Instead, it swirled all night with dreams of Rain and Cole. Carrying on without me.
Just like everyone else did.
 
 



 
 

 
“No, of course not,” Rain argued with Brian, the class know-it-all who liked to think he was an expert on… well, everything, “because the harmonic mean will always be lower than the standard algebraic mean.”
“Not always,” Brian shot back. He looked flushed, not liking to be contradicted. I could also see the faint fear that she might know a little more than him. “Always is a very broad statement.”
“She’s right, though,” I interjected. Brian could be a dick, so I kinda wanted to resolve this before he got too fired up for an argument. “Here, this is what she means.” I started writing the complex formula on the whiteboard. “So we’re going to assume that everything but the permeability is just a constant.”
“Don’t forget that bi thing,” Rain added as she took a sip of her latte.
I froze. Bi thing? My first thought was that she was making some veiled reference to me and Cole.
But no, she wouldn’t.
Would she?
“Bi thing?” I croaked, glancing at her as her words echoed in my mind.
“Yeah, in the formula…”
I turned to look at the equation on the board, scanning the figures until I realized all at once what she was referring to. I exhaled with such intense relief that I felt a touch faint. “Bi thing… it’s not said like that… like bi. It’s B of the I.”
Her cheeks turned pink, and she dropped her gaze to her cup and toyed with the straw as a flush rose in her cheeks. “Shit… er, uh, shoot. That’s what I meant.”
If she hadn’t been thinking about that night with Cole, the way she suddenly started squirming in her seat told me she was thinking about it now.
Knowing that made the rest of that class period harder. It made me harder. I kept my back to the students, willing the hot ache to fade. I even intentionally started thinking about that time I walked in on my dad boning some nasty broad when I was nine. It had scarred me for life and likely pushed my first wet dream back a good two years.
But it didn’t work. All I could see was Rain riding me fast and hard as Cole tugged off over us. I could feel the anticipation and the triumph of his cum hitting our skin.
I had thought it might get easier as time went on. As the memory faded.
But it only got worse.
 
 



 
 

 
“So why don’t you just have Brannon or Cody work on your car instead of taking it all the way to Butte?” I asked Denny as we climbed into his pickup, off to collect Felicity, Ilsa, and Raven from yoga class while Felicity’s car was in the shop.
“Because the jaysus bleedin’ thing is under warranty so the dealer does maintenance for free,” he replied in his thick Dublin accent. “Plus, they fecked up some part that got recalled.” He started his pickup and slanted a sidelong glance my direction. “There’s no one twisting your feckin’ arm, ya know. You don’t have to come along.”
“Speak English, you fucker,” I shrugged. “And I had nothing better to do. Plus I kinda like the idea of a room full of women with their asses in the air.”
“Men do yoga, too, ya know.”
I grinned. “Then I can just sorta squint and imagine it’s a massive sex fest.”
With a roll of his eyes, Denny steered his truck towards Butte.
As luck would have it, I didn’t get to see any asses in the air. We showed up just as the yoga class let out with a small crowd of people emerging from the front door.
Damn.
But yoga clothes were so fucking awesome. Tight stretchy pants and little tiny tops. You could see every curve and slope of a woman’s body, and some of these women were scorchingly hot. I watched as they chatted and laughed with a sense of camaraderie that left me feeling just a bit empty. It reminded me of what my buddies and I had been before. Like they all still were because their chicks all were, while I was on the outside looking in.
Ugh, fuck that. There were way too many fish in the sea for me to limit myself, no matter how warm and fuzzy it all looked sometimes. The grass is always greener, after all. My buddies were probably staring wistfully at me, missing their rock and roll lifestyles as I banged one chick after another night after night.
“Here’s a couple of the guys right now,” Felicity said, stepping from the rest of the class as she flashed a bright smile at Denny. “This is my husband, Denny,” she grinned, slipped her arm around his waist, then pointed at me, “and that’s Justin.”
“Watch out for him, though,” Raven laughed. “He’s kind of a slut.”
As I looked beyond them to see who they were talking to, Rain’s eyes met mine. And just like that first day at Tech, they widened in shocked recognition.
“Oh, fuck,” she breathed, echoing that other moment.
I caught myself saying the exact same thing.
“Fuck.”
All the Mofos’ girls stopped short, looking back and forth between me and Rain, who started stepping away backwards.
“You know,” she was saying, “I just remembered I have a test I need to study for.”
Felicity arched her brow. “A test? You’re a student?” she asked, then cut a sharp glance at me before looking back to Rain who absentmindedly nodded.
Ilsa’s eyes widened. “At Tech?”
I could almost see little light bulbs popping up over the girls’ heads.
“Yeah,” Rain answered, “and I really… I’ve got… yeah, so… later.”
She gave a weak smile and turned to walk away.
“Some other time, then?” Felicity called after her, and Rain responded with a wave and some noncommittal, barely audible mumble.
“He’s not that big of a slut,” Raven offered, but Rain just walked even faster.
I watched her retreat for a moment, a bit awed by just how fucking phenomenal her ass looked in those little yoga pants. It was bad enough seeing her in class, but I was able to somehow separate myself there. I had a job to do and, while it wasn’t easy to keep my thoughts on track, it was easier. But seeing her outside of class… damn…
Suddenly I realized that the others were all watching me. Watching me as I watched her walk away. Even Denny mirrored Felicity’s suspicious expression.
“A student,” Ilsa muttered.
“A student at Tech,” Raven nodded.
Felicity arched an eyebrow as she threw me a hard look. “She wouldn’t by any chance be in your class, would she, Justin?”
“Ya ridin’ that bitta fluff?” Denny asked, not even attempting to be vague.
“Dude! English, you fucker!” I snorted, hoping like hell that I sounded slightly normal, even though I was suddenly hard as a rock and ready to roll. “She’s a student, and yes, I have her in a class.”
“I’ll bet you’ve had her,” Denny grinned.
“I don’t fuck students,” I growled.
Felicity gave me one last hard look. “I’d bet money you fucked that one.”
 

 
“You don’t have to avoid them because of me,” I said quietly.
Rain was looking out one of the windows in Engineering Hall, studying the distant city below the hilltop campus as I headed to my first class. Winter was headed our way, and the smoke and fog had settled low in the valley with the cool morning. From this vantage point, it made the city almost disappear.
When she heard my voice, her shoulders stiffened. Quickly she turned around to face me.
At first glance, she had looked so removed. Yet, as I walked closer, I realized that she was too rigid. Her affect was forced. I noted a slight rise and fall of her breasts, shaky and unsure. The cold, pale light through the window lit the troubled thoughts in her deep brown eyes.
She was far from removed.
“It’s probably best that I do,” she whispered in a hushed tone, “what with our sordid history and all.”
Without thinking, I stepped closer, instantly recognizing my mistake. Once I was near her, I wanted to touch her. I wanted to drag her off into some closet and fuck her.
Of course, I always wanted to fuck her.
To be fair, I pretty much wanted to fuck everyone I saw.
But I couldn’t fuck her. Not again. Not now. No matter that, standing in front of her, the temptation was so much harder to resist. We hadn’t been this close since that night. Not even that one morning in my office.
“They’re a great bunch of girls,” I continued in a low voice, “loyal as the day is long. They’d be good friends to have, and you shouldn’t miss out on that because of me.”
“I’m not here for very long,” she replied with a gentle shake of her head. “I need to focus on school. On finishing. Not on friends. Not right now. I don’t need friends.”
“Everyone needs friends, Rain.”
“I don’t. Not here. Not when I’m just going to leave in a few months.”
“Rain—”
“Justin,” she sighed with a hint of exasperation.
The sound of my name whispered from her lips reminded me of the other time I’d heard her say it. That night with Cole as we made our way to the bedroom. I felt a fresh surge of hot blood rush straight to my cock.
Her voice dropped to become barely audible. “In class, it’s like there’s a window… or a screen. You’re on the other side. Untouchable. Seeing you outside of class yesterday, though… it was just weird. It was…”
Knowing I shouldn’t but unable to stop myself, I stepped a hair closer.
Her voice trailed off with a faint tremble of her lips. A shiver I wanted to taste. My dick ached with the thought of it all.
For a tense moment, we just kind of stared at each other.
“I don’t fuck students,” I finally muttered. My mantra, said with quiet emphasis, mostly to remind myself.
“I don’t fuck professors,” she replied, echoing my tone. Echoing my desire and fragile resolve.
I closed my eyes. I tried to force the overwhelming need to touch her from my fingertips. Yet all I wanted to do was to grab her and kiss her. To devour her.
A quick movement sounded in my ears, and I opened my eyes to see her hurrying away. She didn’t look back. Not even a peek. I knew that because I couldn’t tear my eyes away until long after she’d disappeared.
 

 
Friday night. Gig night at the Copperline. The euphoria of jamming with the guys brought a sweet nostalgia. The fans out in the crowd, blowing me lipstick kisses and flashing suggestive smiles. I could almost convince myself that it was like the good old days.
Except for one table where four chicks sat.
Denny’s wife Felicity, Cody’s wife Ilsa, Drew’s wife Raven, and even our friend Brannon’s very pregnant wife-to-be-someday Sophie. Four living, breathing reminders that those days were long gone. It didn’t matter how super hot they were. Even Sophie was hot, somehow, pregnant as fuck and looking like she might go into labor any second.
My buddies were so fucking gone, taking the life I had relished with them.
Bastards.
I spotted Laura waiting tables across the room. In the past, I’d always been a little careful with her. She was a great lay, but she had the tendency to get a little clingy after sex. I sensed that she was angling for the security she thought a man might bring her.
Yet maybe that’s what I needed.
Just maybe, if she felt some attachment to me, it could drive me to feel some back. It might trigger some sense of responsibility. It was a shitty thing to do because failing would only hurt someone who was only looking for love, even if she wasn’t exactly going about it quite the right way.
I did it anyway. Knowing full well I was a dickhead and a lost cause, I pulled her up the short stairwell by the stage during our break. Just out of sight of the boisterous crowd, I gave it a go and even allowed her to lean against me for a few minutes after. I tried to let her fulfill her own need for a human connection.
True to form, though, the asshole manwhore in me won out. I pulled away, ignoring the sad dejected expression that crossed her face. I lightly smiled through my guilt and said “thanks” as though she’d just served me a beer.
I was my father’s son.
 

 
“I didn’t realize you were a local celebrity.”
After Monday’s lecture, everyone had left the room. Everyone except Rain who remained in her seat until it was just the two of us.
That alone made me edgy.
But her words truly stopped me short. The Mofos’ notoriety at the Copperline was something I tried to keep away from the academic side of my life. It wasn’t like nobody at Tech knew, but I didn’t talk about it here. I didn’t even mention the Copperline here. I kept that duality separate.
There, I could be my true self, free from the rules of polite—or even decent—society.
Here, I had to be formal. Professional. Professor Badass, but a professor nonetheless. Here, I was on a different stage.
I walked over to her table, standing right before it. Her gaze stayed focused on her notes, on the little leafy vine she was doodling along the edge of her page.
So girly.
Which reminded me that she was a girl.
A really hot girl.
And a really hot fuck.
Dammit. I don’t fuck students.
“I don’t really talk about my band here,” I cautiously murmured.
“I can see why. It gives you the freedom to misbehave.”
Something pulled at my gut, a quick pang of remorse in all the ways I was trying to forget she existed.
But, the way she said that made me also feel just a touch busted. Like she somehow knew… and she didn’t like it.
Without thinking it through, I responded more defensively than I should have.
“I seem to recall that we met in the midst of me misbehaving. You were, too, actually.”
At that reminder, said so quietly under my breath, her eyes lifted to meet mine. Dark and rebellious, laced with the knowledge that she was flirting with danger a bit just by staying after.
I should have walked away. I knew it with every fiber of my being. This discussion was taking a perilous turn.
Yet, I couldn’t. Especially once she looked at me.
Her eyes conveyed so much. Passion. Apprehension. Fierce envy. And something that made my balls draw up tight.
“You definitely have quite the following, though,” she softly remarked. “Lots of… admirers.”
“We have a few loyal supporters,” I nodded cautiously. 
She laughed, a low, dicey sound. “More like raging groupies,” she murmured.
I felt a catch in my throat. “You were at the Copperline.”
“Just for a bit on Friday, but enough. I got to see you in action. On-stage… and just off.”
A flare of discontent trickled through her gaze that carried something reckless. Right then, I knew without a doubt she had seen me fucking Laura in the stairwell.
I crouched down, resting my arms on the table across from her. My voice was almost a whisper. I didn’t even want the walls to hear this. “You almost seem pissed about it.”
For a long moment, we just looked at each other. She finally dropped her gaze, and sighed as she closed her notebook and tucked it in her pack. Just before she stood, she swallowed, looking back at me dead-on.
“I don’t understand it,” she carefully began, so quietly I could barely hear her even as close as we were. “This feeling is not something I’m remotely familiar with, but I think I’m… jealous.”
 

 
Her words echoed through my thoughts all afternoon. Into the evening. Into my dreams.
She had said it almost in wonder. Like she couldn’t believe it herself. Like it was completely foreign.
I don’t understand it… I think I’m jealous…
Whispered with sheer bewilderment.
After her confession, she quietly rose and left the classroom leaving me stunned in her wake.
Aside from the occasional awkward moment in class, I had thought it was just me. The tension and the fierce yearning was solely due to my preoccupation with her because I couldn’t have her. She was off limits, so it wasn’t just that I wanted to fuck her. I did want to fuck her. Holy hell, I wanted to fuck her really, really badly. Granted, I wasn’t exactly picky when I came to places to stick my cock. I just never really wanted someone I couldn’t have.
But that little glimpse into her mind—that little confession—sorta caught me off guard. Her admission told me she was jealous of other chicks I slept with. That she thought about me. That she wanted me. That she liked me.
Which forced me to be honest with myself and admit that I actually liked her, too.
Fucking cheesy, I know.
It was just that she’d been so at ease with Felicity, Ilsa, and Raven at yoga that day, at least up until she saw me standing there. Almost like she fit so well in the group. Like she belonged.
And, even though it was total juvenile, prepubescent, junior high crush type shit, I actually kinda liked seeing her light and warm smile. Thinking back over the weeks of class that faded into one another, I realized I liked seeing the glint in her eye if I subtly teased her. Or the totally fake dirty look she’d shoot me as she tried not to show her amusement.
I tried not to focus on the way she chewed tenderly on her straw. Thinking about those soft lips and the sweet swipe of her tongue was murder on my balls.
And there was the way she’d finally get tired of her classmates randomly chancing guesses to a question I’d asked. She’d murmur the correct answer, almost under her breath. I was so tuned into her, though, that I’d hear it every time.
“Very good, Miss Hartmann,” I’d say in an attempt to stay professional.
“Thank you, Professor,” she’d quietly respond likewise.
Yet it gave me a raging boner every time. Fucking hell, I was getting a stiffy just thinking about it.
As I had done day after day from the start of the semester, I pushed it all to the back of my mind. I packed up the rest of my things and headed to Ophir, refusing to give those thoughts any credence. I didn’t want to think of her any differently than my other students.
But I did.
Oh, fuck yes, I did.
 

 
That night, she filtered into my dreams once again. I was out back of the Copperline, Ruth bent over the hood of a car while I nailed her from behind. Halfway through it, she straightened, her arm curling around my neck as she twisted to kiss me.
But it wasn’t Ruth anymore. Those blue eyes had become brown. The shadows dancing across the dark lot flicked over her face, revealing Rain.
“Fuck me, Professor,” she whispered.
I jolted awake, my dick throbbing in my hand. Desperate to relieve the burning ache, I closed my eyes, stroked my length, and thought of her as I came in the darkness.
 
 



 
 

 
The next few days were relatively uneventful.
Class.
Pretending I didn’t know Rain in another life.
Rain pretending she didn’t know me in another life either.
As though she hadn’t told me she was jealous.
Like she had any reason to be. We had fucked. Weeks ago. Once. Really fucking well, but still only once. We both knew that was it. We both had lives to lead that meant we couldn’t fuck again. It would be detrimental to the both of us.
By Friday, I’d grown a little irritable about the whole thing. What right did she have to be jealous? To tell me she was jealous, thereby making me all out of sorts. Sure, my ego loved it, but she had me second-guessing everything around me all of a sudden. Thinking of her and wondering how she’d feel about what I did and said.
I stood on stage at the Copperline late in the afternoon tuning my Rickenbacker bass. A replica of the one played by the late, great Lemmy from Mötorhead, a legend in bass-world that I’d idolized since I was a little kid.
My fingers danced across the strings, finding solace in the texture against my skin. Notes began to ring clearly. Mindlessly, I began to play, letting the rhythm come to me and flow through my body. To calm my frazzled nerves.
Until I realized that the other Mofos, also on stage warming up, were all staring at me with puzzled expressions.
“What the fuck are you guys all looking at?” I growled, instantly on guard.
“Something wrong, Justin?” Drew asked, clearly concerned.
Weirdly concerned.
Why was he concerned?
I narrowed my brows. “Why are you guys acting like a bunch of fucking vaginas?”
“Dude,” Cody said from behind his drums, “you’ve been sitting there strumming the baseline for Under Pressure for about twenty minutes.”
I snorted in response, rolling my eyes to amplify how full of shit I thought they were.
However, Drew nodded. “Either that or Ice Ice Baby, but I’m thinking Queen and Bowie are a bit more your speed.”
Shit, I totally had been. David Bowie’s words still echoed in my head.
Insanity laughs under pressure we’re cracking…
For a second, I just stared back at them in silent shock. So unlike me, but I didn’t have a retort. My entire brain was wrapped up in quiet whispers and wide brown eyes.
“Jaysus,” Denny muttered, his Dublin accent thick with surprise, “he’s away with the fairies.”
His Irishism yanked me from my frozen stupor… thank fuck.
“Fuck off, it’s got an awesome baseline,” I growled, shooting a glare to all three of them, landing on Denny last, “and speak English, you fucker.”
 

 
I was still all kinds of pissy as I stomped down the steps after our first set to see Ruth waiting at the bottom, a skirt that barely covered her ass and a top that didn’t cover much of her tits.
Any other time, I’d have been all over that. I even tried to be. Maybe I needed a good hard fuck. It had been a few days and I was under some serious pressure.
I walked over to where she stood, leaning my forearm on the wall above her. I allowed her to wrap her arms around me. To lift her lips up to mine.
But just before she kissed me, I felt a wave of something. Regret. Remorse. Something strange that had me wanting to pull back.
Weird.
My latest dream flickered through my mind, broken, yet so vivid. Ruth morphing into Rain. Rain’s seductive whisper.
Fuck me, Professor…
With a shake of my head, I dove in to kiss Ruth hard. Almost brutally. Desperately trying to drive this bizarre sensation from my mind. Ruth moaned, and, for whatever reason, the sound grated on my nerves. I tangled my fingers into her hair and jerked hard, causing her to pull away with a pained cry. For a split second, she almost appeared afraid of me.
I think I’m jealous...
I stared down at Ruth, unsure where my head was at and why I felt so cold and unstable. Closing my eyes with a sick feeling in my gut, I loosened my grip and stepped back.
“Maybe tonight’s not the best night, Ruth,” I finally said.
She nodded, still clearly rather shocked, and slipped away.
I turned to watch her more or less run away from me and once again caught sight of my bandmates. All three of them were frozen in pure astonishment.
For good reason.
This was probably the first time—ever—that any one of them had seen me turn down pussy.
Cody had been rendered speechless. He just stood there gaping at me.
“Bloody hell,” Denny gaped.
“What in the actual fuck?” Drew breathed.
What indeed.
 

 
“Oh, please…” Brian snapped at Rain in class, “there’s already so much red tape. It’s not like they’re just going to let everyone go out and trash the whole world.”
The Alberta tar sands were in the news, prompting a few questions that spiraled almost uncontrollably into a debate over the pros and cons of bitumen extraction. Controversial on a multitude of levels, the issue had become a hot topic of late across this state just south of Alberta. It was environmental, social, and economical all in one fell swoop. A perfect storm to get people all kinds of riled up.
For the most part in class, Rain kept a low profile. She was smart as fuck, but kept quiet and listened. She took notes. She absorbed the material and aced every test and assignment.
Yet every once in awhile, Douchebag Brian cocked off and said something really fuckin’ dumb. Something that she just couldn’t let slide. Something like the regulations surrounding in-situ production were too strict.
“They have way too many ridiculous laws in place,” Brian continued.
“Hardly,” Rain murmured, just loud enough for him to catch. “It requires a huge amount of water, and that water is then contaminated.”
“They have special ways to store it to prevent environmental impacts.”
“The people who live in the area rely on the Athabasca River for its fish supply which is being poisoned. Cancer rates are climbing. Even though the specific storage modalities are required, they’re not necessarily being used, and it’s killing wildlife and people.”
I should step in, I thought.
Not necessarily to save Rain, though. Her calm arguments were incredibly convincing and logical. Intelligent and backed up by science.
And her confidence had a way of rattling her opponent, who was usually Brian because the guy was a complete know-it-all who actually knew very little. 
He was starting to look red in the face, realizing he was losing this argument. She generally had him clamping his mouth shut with a perturbed glare within a few minutes. He had given it a good go this round, but Rain really knew her shit and it showed. Now he was looking rather petulant. Losing an impromptu debate was clearly not something he was used to.
“Whatever,” he frowned. He was getting ready to throw in the towel, spiraling into petulance. 
“I’m not saying it shouldn’t be done,” Rain coolly pointed out, “but I think it could be done in a better way. A safer way. A more environmentally sound way that doesn’t destroy some of the most pristine wilderness on the planet.”
I had learned through these class discussions that Brian was from an oil family. Big money. Big heads.
Rain was most definitely not. She didn’t share a lot about her background, but she definitely veered towards conservation. She was a bit of a puzzle. 
I thought back to that day in my office.
I could switch degrees, she had said. Go into environmental, like my bachelors.
I couldn’t figure out why the fuck she was getting her masters in petroleum then, and I thought about that more often than I should have. I thought about her more than I should have.
It sometimes even started out innocent enough. Her thoughtful arguments in a paper. Her research to thoroughly understand the concept of the assignment. Her intuitive questions during a lecture that drew me into discussion.
But it would eventually snowball into something extraordinarily dirty, testing my willpower as thoughts of her soft skin and breathy gasps haunted me. She had gotten under my skin that first night at Dave’s party and tantalized me from just beneath the surface. Even in oversized hoodies and faded jeans. Even with her hair pulled back into a ball cap like she was trying to fade into the small sea of faces staring up at me.
Those big brown eyes of hers couldn’t be ignored, though. The memory of her soft lips preoccupied me. Aside from wearing a bag over her head, I didn’t know how to not notice, and I sure as heck couldn’t figure out how to not react.
So, ultimately, I felt like I knew why she was majoring in petroleum. It was my karma for being a manwhore for so long. 
Fate had placed her in my class to fuck with my resolve.
 

 
“Feel that?” Sophie asked.
“Oh my gosh,” Ilsa squealed, “yes!”
If I closed my eyes, I could almost make believe it was as dirty as it sounded.
I could forget that Sophie was shaped like a pear and Ilsa was chasing baby kicks across her round stomach like a little kid chasing butterflies.
Almost, but not quite.
I was in domestic hell and was quickly remembering why I had veered so sharply away from these little Mofo get-togethers lately.
The girls were taking turns rubbing Sophie’s belly while Brannon sat there with the most blissfully vacant stare on his face. Based on their discussion, she only a month or so to go. Denny and Cody laughed and gave Drew shit about it being his turn. Drew just smiled at his little Raven. All the while, Denny’s son Eoghan (which they said like Owen, but had decided to go all fancy and Irish with the spelling for whatever fucking reason) and Cody’s boy Max wrestled on the living room carpet of Brannon and Sophie’s new house.
The new house was the reason I’d come. I was a fucker, but not so much of a fucker that I wasn’t going to help a buddy move. So, even though I was exhausted—mentally from the daily internal struggle and sleepless nights, physically from more or less beating my dick black and blue to ease the ache—I was willing to help.
Now the furniture was in place, but there were boxes piled everywhere. Sheer chaos, really, aside from one of the bedrooms that was all baby-ready. The girls had started unpacking the kitchen for Sophie, insisting she rest with her feet up, while us guys had done all the heavy lifting. After ordering pizza, everyone kicked back, content with the progress made.
I tried to escape before pizza arrived, but Brannon insisted I stick around for a beer or two, and now, after my fourth on an empty stomach, I was starting to feel a touch woozy. Too much happiness. All the lovey schmoopie shit made me want to barf.
The horror of the moment seeped through me, increasing as I saw Drew give Raven a knowing little nod. Raven smiled wide and turned to Sophie.
“You’ll have to give me tips,” she said.
“On what?” Sophie giggled.
“Everything,” Raven answered warmly, “because I’m due at the end of June.”
The other Mofo women erupted into a chorus of girly little coos.
I swung my gaze to glare at Drew.
“Jesus fucking Christ,” I groaned, “you too? What the fuck?”
“Language, you fucker,” Drew shot back, nodding his head towards the boys on the floor who were now both staring up at me following my outburst.
Their attention gave me the creeps.
It wasn’t that I didn’t like kids. I’d just never really been around them much and, to be honest, I was well aware that I may not be the best role model.
Something Eoghan proved by grinning widely, pointing at me, and spouting out, “A fuck!”
“Dammit, Justin,” Felicity half-laughed and half-scowled as she jumped up to lift their son into her arms. “Eoghan, baby, that’s a no-no word, remember? No-no word.”
Fortunately, Max, who tended to be a bit more shy, kept his little mouth shut. He just stared and blinked.
“I’ll have to get ya cursin’ like a Dub, Justin,” Denny laughed. “You can slide it under the radar a little better.”
“You know,” Felicity retorted with a sidelong glance at her husband, “swearing like an Irishman is still swearing, Denny.”
“But more acceptable, hi?” he grinned back at her. “And maybe something that would be helpful since Justin’s been throwing a feckin’ moody lately.”
“Speak English, you fucker,” I huffed at Denny.
“Who the feck pissed in your cornflakes?” he shot back. “Ya probably shoulda taken Ruth up on her offer Friday night.”
“Justin turned down sex?” Ilsa gaped.
“Wait, what?” Raven looked absolutely stunned.
As did Sophie. “Holy shit.”
“What the fuck?” Felicity breathed out.
“A fuck?” parroted Eoghan from his mother’s arms.
“Eoghan, baby,” she gently told him, “that’s a no-no word. Mommy shouldn’t have said that.”
I glared at Denny. “And you’re always blaming his swearing on me, you fuckin’ wanker.”
He ignored me and turned to his wife. “Fliss, where are those presents we got for Bran and Sophie?”
“They’re out in the truck,” she replied, appearing a little confused, “but they’re not wrapped yet, Denny. The baby shower isn’t for a couple days.”
“No matter,” he responded on his way outside. “I think one of them might be better for Justin, anyway.”
“Why the hell do I need a baby present?” I shouted after him, but he was already out the door.
“Maybe it’s a pacifier so you’ll stop whatever tantrum you’re throwing,” Drew laughed.
I just scowled back at him and took another sip of my beer. A minute later, Denny was back inside carrying a bag from Adam and Eve.
“I thought you said it was a baby present,” Raven laughed.
“It is,” Denny grinned.
“Who gets a baby present at a sex shop?” Brannon asked, looking more than a little alarmed. “That’s something I’d expect from maybe… well,” he glanced at me, “no offense, Justin,” then back to the others, “but that’s something I’d expect from Justin.”
I shrugged and nodded in agreement. That was totally something I’d do. Again, horrible role model.
“I thought Brannon would need it since there will be a few weeks’ ban on knockin’ boots after the wee snapper arrives.” He reached into the bag and pulled out a box that he tossed my way. “I think Justin might need it sooner that Bran, though.”
I looked down at the brand-new-in-the-package pocket pussy that landed in my lap.
“Who’s the wanker now?” Denny said with a raised eyebrow.
 
 



 
 

 
I totally used the pocket pussy.
It was actually pretty fucking cool. Soft, yet firm. Clear and sort of a jelly texture. It was kind of amazing. Hypnotizing to watch my dick slide in and out, even. So I used it.
A lot.
To the point that I thought I had it under control. I can do this, I told myself. Repeatedly. Every time I went into the classroom. Every time Rain gazed up at me with those wide, innocent-looking eyes that hid so very much of the naughty girl inside. The naughty girl I’d touched and tasted.
Thank God for the podium at the front of the room. Thank God for the satchel that I kept my tablet computer in. Something I could easily swing around in front as I left the room to hide the raging boner I had just from being in her presence.
The breadth of her allure continued to mystify me. I kept waiting for it to fade. To go away. I didn’t get hung up on chicks. Ever. It simply had to be because I couldn’t have her. She was off limits. Forbidden fruit.
That, and I’d watched way too much teacher/student porn in my day.
Images of Rain in a short plaid skirt filled my head. Whispering “fuck me, Professor” against my skin. Ponytails on either side that I could grab and jerk as she nobbed me off.
Shit.
Fuck.
Shit fuck.
I don’t fuck students.
But I had totally fucked that one and, God, I wanted to again.
I was doing it, though. I was getting by. We had gotten through most of the semester, and things seemed to be okay. After Christmas, it would only be a couple more months. A couple more months of denying how badly I wanted her every day, and then she’d be gone and I could go back to being the old me. The me that ate hot chicks for breakfast… two or three at a time.
Until I got a text from Pauline. Hell if I knew how she even had my number, but it only said a few words.
You have got to see this.
Followed by a link to a PornHub video.
Like the total juvenile I was, at first I was all like, “Yay! Porn!” But that quickly subsided and confusion set in. Why was Pauline texting me a link to porn? Maybe she had ideas. Maybe it would get me out of this fuck funk I was in.
So I clicked on the link and immediately knew why she sent it to me.
Shit.
 

 
As Rain tucked her textbook in her pack, I walked by her and tapped her lightly on the arm.
“Can you stay for a minute? I need to see you after class.”
She looked up at me wide-eyed and wary, and all those memories of her flashed through my brain. Revamped and renewed. A haunting vision that I denied with every fiber of my being, yet it continued to torment me, day and night. It felt like Vesuvius about to blow. Shit, Vesuvius was nothing. This was more of a super volcano like Yellowstone about to rock the entire world.
Once the last student had finally chatted my ear off and left the room, I walked over to Rain and hunched down to get to her level, speaking in a low tone.
“I need to talk to you about something, but not here.”
Her brow furrowed in confusion.
“Where?” she asked.
“Someplace where nobody else is. Someplace where nobody will see us.”
Her lower lip trembled ever so slightly, a telling sign that this all haunted her like it haunted me.
“Okay,” she whispered, so quietly that I could barely hear it inches away. “Where?”
I pulled a pen out of my shirt pocket and took her notebook, quickly jotting down an address. She glanced down at it, then back up at me, licking her lips nervously.
“In Ophir?” she breathed.
With a nod, I answered. “My place.”
 
 



 
 

 
I watched down the short driveway, once again waiting for Rain. Once again apprehensive, but this time for a different reason.
Headlights appeared as dusk settled in, slowing for a moment and then pulling up to my big, empty house. Rain climbed out of the small SUV, appearing a little unsure as she scanned the area, so I stepped just outside the door to wave her in. She hesitated only a minute before she climbed the short stairs to the deck.
“I so didn’t picture you with a big house,” she murmured as she stepped inside and slipped off her coat. “Do you have roommates?”
“The other Mofos used to live with me, but one by one…”
“And you’re the last man standing,” she nodded in comisseration. “Why didn’t you move out, too? Or get new roommates? It must feel kinda lonely after a bit.”
“Maybe if you’re a girl,” I scoffed, and she responded with a chuckle as she followed me into the greatroom.
“So, what’s up? What’s the reason for this clandestine meeting?”
“Um… well…” I didn’t want to tell her. I had to. I knew I had to.
But, God… I didn’t want to.
“I got a text yesterday,” I began, and looked at her as my mind tried to figure out the least dreadful way to tell her what I had to tell her.
“Okay,” she carefully replied. “So you got a text. And?”
“It was a link, sent to me by one of the Copperline regulars.”
“As in one of your groupies?”
“We refer to them as the bar sluts, actually,” I corrected her, as though that sounded any better. “They don’t limit themselves to the Mofos.”
“How equanimous of them,” Rain uttered with a distasteful twist to her lips. “What was the link for?”
“A video… on PornHub.”
“So one of your groupies—”
“One of the bar sluts,” I corrected.
“Right,” she shrugged, “one of your bar sluts sent you porn.”
“Not my bar sluts, remember?”
She rolled her eyes. “Whatever. What does any of this have to do with me?”
“The video is me, Cole… and you.”
At first, she just stared at me, a blank expression of shock on her face.
“That can’t be right,” she whispered after a moment. “Who would have… there weren’t cameras or—”
“My guess is it was someone with a cell phone. Good one, judging by the quality.”
“You watched it?” Her voice trembled.
“Yep,” I quietly replied.
“Holy fuck,” she gasped, pausing for a moment to let it sink in. “Can you tell it’s us?”
Her tongue darted out to touch her lips, a nervous motion that was entirely too tempting.
“Yep.” My voice sounded gruff. It was all I could do not to grab her and lay her out on the couch. My mind waged war with my body. Stay strong, I thought. Don’t do it. It’s wrong. It’s all so wrong.
I don’t fuck students…
Yet she radiated some overwhelming pull that made me continue. Made me admit something I should have never said.
“You… you’re amazing in it. It’s got a pretty awesome rating, especially for amateur porn, and lots of comments. Most are about you. How beautiful you are. The look on your face when you come.”
Her breath caught and rushed out in a broken huff. I could see the goosebumps rising on her arms. I could see the tendrils of her hair vibrate from her shaking body.
Finally, she opened her eyes, looking up. She was so close. One little dip and I could kiss her. I could drink her in again, intoxicating myself with her sweet addiction.
“Can I see it?” she whispered.
Oh fuck.
“Are you sure?”
“I am. I,” she inhaled deeply before she continued, “I want to see it.”
“Jesus…” I trailed off.
“Please.”
“I shouldn’t show you.”
“Please… Justin.”
Fucking hell, she said my name again. How was that even hotter than when she called me Professor in class? And the way she said it. A little breathless and with the word please. I loved when chicks said the word please that way. Experience had shown me that it often came before the words fuck and me.
And, to be fair, she really had every right to see it.
Distance, though. I needed distance.
“Give me your number, and I’ll send you the link.”
“Or you could just show me now.”
Fuck.
Massive boner.
I don’t fuck students. I don’t fuck students.
“I should really just send the link.”
“I know,” she breathed. “But I want you to show me.”
“You shouldn’t even be here.”
She looked at my lips as I spoke, seemingly hypnotized. “I know that, too.”
I had to say something. I had to stop this. It was wrong. It was everything I’d avoided ever since I started teaching. I’d gone to great lengths to keep something just like this from happening.
“Please,” she repeated.
Yeah, fuck it.
I reached into my pocket and pulled out my phone.
 

 
It started with a bunch of people standing around drinking. Paralyzer by Finger Eleven played in the background. A few people high-fived the videographer as he meandered through the crowd making his way down a packed hallway into a large bedroom.
That bedroom.
The crowd thickened at the entrance. A few people looked at the cameraman and stepped aside to allow him access.
“Dude, get up there,” one of the bystanders said. “Fucking hot chick taking on two guys!”
“Make way,” another dude said, nudging a few people aside to clear a path for whoever was capturing the moment.
A few more people stepped aside.
And then, there we were.
By the time the video focused on us, she stood almost naked before me, only wearing lacy red underwear and strappy heels, as Cole stood behind her. Her eyes were closed tight with her lashes dark and thick on her cheeks as his hands moved over her exposed skin.
Sitting beside her now, watching this again with her, I could feel the sensations of that moment. Like I was reliving every stroke and sigh and breathless whisper. I felt the caress of her fingertips in my hair and taste the tenderness of her breasts.
I could feel the aching urgency as we watched her frantically tug at the fly of my shorts.
“Damn,” someone off to the side muttered. “She wants it bad.”
I groaned a little as the camera focused in on her fingertips wrapped around my dick. A little harder as she dropped down to take me into her mouth.
I’d replayed it over and over in my mind since that day, remembering the overwhelming sensation of her lips and her tongue and her fingers. The dark, feral look in her eyes. It had become my primary spank bank material. Every time I closed my eyes, it haunted me. Last night, I’d watched the video over and over, too, beating off I don’t know how many times. I damn near wore out the pocket pussy Denny had given me.
Note to self, buy more lube for the pocket pussy.
As erotic as watching it alone had been, though, watching it with her sitting here beside me was sheer torture.
I. Don’t. Fuck. Students.
On the small screen, her dark, thick lashes lifted to stare up at my face while the top of her tongue swept up my length. She choked slightly when she had taken me fully. I could almost feel the tightening of her throat and the caress of her tongue.
Beside me, Rain exhaled a shaky breath as she watched Cole move in. I could almost feel the rough grip of Cole’s hand on my thigh, and, judging by how her body trembled, she could almost feel something else. The cameraman stepped closer, aimed directly at what was truly a mouthwatering little pussy. Cole’s thick fingers pushed inside, then slipped out glistening and slick with her arousal.
“Holy fuck,” Rain whispered beside me.
Someone stepped forward to toss a bunch of condoms on the bed, and the camera jiggled a bit as everyone shifted. It focused on us again as I pulled her up to impale her. As Cole dipped low to wet his finger.
Her sob sounded on the video, and my muted voice could barely be heard, soothing her.
Just open up and let him in…
Flicking my gaze over at her, my mouth watered as I watched her lips fall open. The rise and fall of her chest coincided with a gentle tremble while her focus remained locked on the video.
Cole pushed up flush against her ass, and real life Rain’s gasp echoed her breathless sob on the screen. She reached out, grabbing my hand and gripping it hard. It was all I could do to hold the phone still enough to watch as our bodies began to rock together. I felt her body squirm beside me and glanced at the warm flush on her cheeks as she watched us pick up speed. As Cole’s glutes flexed to fuck the both of us.
My fingertips caressed the rapidly beating pulse in her wrist as she stared at the three of us fucking like animals.
Fuck… fuck yes… fuck me…
My painfully rock-hard dick about bust right out of my jeans at that point. Hearing her pleading whisper on the screen, feeling the tremble of her warm body beside me as she heard it too… fucking hell.
We watched as Cole leaned over us stroking his cock hard and fast. As she lifted her torso to brace one hand on my shoulder and circle her hips over me. The camera zoomed in on her face to reveal the depth of sensation pouring through her until she suddenly stiffened, her nails digging into my shoulders and then she shattered all around me.
On screen, I took control. I rolled her, fucking her hard and rough, and her video cries echoed through my quiet living room. Cole shot his wad all over us with a thick grunting groan, a sound that chorused with my own as I peaked and collapsed on top of her shaking, naked body.
“Holy shit,” a voice muttered just before the video cut off.
Yeah… holy shit was right.
 
 



 
 

 
In the stillness of my living room, Rain’s shaky breathing was almost deafening. She sat unmoving for a minute, still staring at the screen that now showed a still from the clip. A picture of the three of us lost in the hazy heat of that moment.
She slowly turned to me, her eyes hot. Her skin flushed. In a nervous movement, her tongue darted out to touch her lips.
I don’t fuck—
Oh fuck it.
I groaned.
She moaned.
And our lips crashed together. I caught her in my arms and pulled her close, tucking her beneath me as we devoured each other.
Sense had completely disappeared. The knowledge that she was my student and that this was wrong on so many levels was pushed to the back of my mind as our hands and lips marauded the skin they explored.
Clothes flew to the floor. Her shoes and socks. My shirt. Her jeans.
Pure animalistic need in me took over, and I ravenously kissed her, trailing my lips down her neck. I yanked her shirt up over her head and jerked her bra down to feast on her breasts. Her legs locked around me and her nails dug into my shoulders.
God, I needed to fuck her.
Jackknifing upright, I grabbed her hand and jerked her up with me towards the stairs. At the bottom, I glanced back at her and couldn’t resist the lure of her swollen lips. I tasted them again in a frenzy. I pushed her against the wall, grinding my dick against her, pulling her leg high to wrap around my hip.
Unable to stop touching and devouring her, I attempted to move us up the stairs without letting go. A few steps up, my balance teetered, and I careened to the side, turning to protect her from the brunt of the fall and landing on my ass on the steps.
But she followed me down and straddled me, raining nipping kisses down my chest. Sharp little bites that made me groan and ache. Her hands cupped my junk, firmly caressing it through the coarse denim of my jeans.
My hand scraped up her thigh, up underneath her lacy panties to cup her ass. To squeeze it hard, loosening only to graze my finger along her tight little asshole. With renewed desperation, she gasped into my mouth and wrapped both arms around my neck, grinding her pussy against my throbbing cock.
“Please,” she whispered against my lips, “please fuck me.” A breathless kiss coaxed my tongue into her mouth as she melted into my arms. “I think about it all the time. Every day in class. Please, Justin.” Another scorching kiss. “Please.”
I could have easily nailed her right then on the stairs. I wanted to, bruises and sex-related injuries be damned.
But I wanted her in my bed more.
I lifted her against me and pulled hard on the banister to stand, stumbling up the remaining stairs and down the hall to my room. We burst through the door and onto my bed, and she landed on top of me with a loud oooooph. My fingers went straight for the lace over her ass and pulled in opposite directions, shredding the frail fabric.
“Jesus fucking Christ,” I growled deep in my throat as I reached around her from behind and plunged my fingers into her soaked core, “I’ve dreamed about this tight, wet pussy of yours.”
Rolling her beneath me, naked but for the lacy red bra that her breasts spilled out of, I attacked her neck with hot, biting kisses. She writhed as the cool air hit her hot center. Her hands and feet worked in unison to shove down my jeans and boxers, barely allowing me the chance to grab my wallet and yank a condom free.
I ripped the package open, placing it over the tip, moaning as her hands joined mine to slick the latex over my dick, then guiding it to the heaven between her thighs.
In a heartbeat, I’d pushed inside her, and her gasp ricocheted through my body. Her fingers dug into my lower back as I pressed firm and deep, holding steady to feel every quiver and contraction deep inside her. I pulled up on her leg, spreading her wide as I began to pull out, then pushed back in.
Holy fucking shit hell, she felt so good. Even better than I remembered. Labored breathing mixed with tortured gasps filled the quiet room, punctuated by the firm squeeze of her body gripping my thick length. Every second, every sound, every touch… it all fueled me to drive deeper with increasing force. My movements became more than a little rough, but the harder I gripped her, the tighter she clenched around me. I slammed into her fiercely, losing any shred of control I had left, and she cried out.
“Harder,” she begged, “fuck me harder. Please…”
She craved the painful pleasure. She wanted it to hurt. That realization sent me into overdrive.
Rolling her to the top, I steadied her hips with one hand, holding her still above me, and began to piston up into her. Faster. Rougher like she’d begged me to. I wrapped the fingers of my other hand in her hair and pulled, relishing in the tight, wet squeeze of her pussy. With a fierce grip, I yanked her head down to hover over my lips, sharing every labored breath. My other hand dropped to her curvy ass, lifted, and slapped down hard. She damn near went ballistic, almost screamed as she tilted her hips to increase the friction of our bodies.
Fuck yes.
I smacked my palm down again and she cried out into my mouth as my hand caressed the flushed heat spreading over her skin. All the while, I was driving up into her like a machine.
My muscles began to ache and burn, but I kept up the pace. I fucked her with everything in me until she shattered. Her body convulsed in trembling waves. Her nails scraped into my neck and down my rigid abs.
I rolled her shaking body beneath me, kissing the hair from her eyes. Her wet pussy pulsated with tight contractions as her body began to relax, and I stroked long and deep once again, making her whimper against my neck. Again. Slowly. Full of purpose.
I so wasn’t done. I wanted to watch her come beneath me over and over, to fuck her until I couldn’t move.
So I straightened and sat back on my knees, lifting her hips and pulling her up to me. I watched as my thick cock slid in and out of her, and I pressed my thumb against her clit, first moving it in slow wide circles and then faster and harder. Her body began to tense, signaling the burning pressure building up once more, begging for release.
Her body stiffened, on the cusp of orgasm, and I pulled my hand away, denying her for a moment as I started fucking her hard and fast again. Pounding into her with a force that pushed her one heavy thrust at a time across the mattress. Not stopping as she began to arch down towards the floor on the other side. I kept ramming into her as our bodies teetered on the edge, seeming momentarily weightless.
Fierce and wild. Her nails dug into my ribs, escalating the ravenous need. Increasing the tempo and the force of my thrusts. The fire burned through my veins, nearing that nirvana of complete absolution.
Just as I thought I couldn’t hold back another second, she bucked against me and I felt a hot flood wash from her pussy. She squeezed me, gripped me, and held me tight as she moaned long and low. Her body shook, and I clenched her hips to steady her as I slammed into her. I rode her through the violent tremors that wracked her body until I let go with a groan that ran the length of my spine. One last thrust brought us right off the damn bed, and I collapsed over her. As we hit the floor in a loud thump, all the tension and desire that had been building up in me for weeks surged free, leaving me shaky, weak, and exhausted.
 

 
The rush slowly began to fade away. I felt her warm body, my arms hard around her holding her in a crushing grip. Lifting my head, I looked down at her flushed face. Her eyes were shut, and her body had gone completely limp, crumpled beneath me. As I gently shifted, her head lolled back unconsciously.
“Rain,” I whispered.
She didn’t respond. Not even a twitch in her fingertips.
Shit. We’d hit the floor, hard. I’d landed square on top of her. Had she cracked her head? Broke her fucking neck?
“Rain, babe,” I tried again, a bit louder. I cupped her cheek in my hand. If it wasn’t for the faint, choppy breath escaping her lips, I’d have wondered if she was even alive. “Rain.” Holding her head steady with one hand, I lightly tapped her cheek with the other, almost a faint slap. Her eyes finally cracked open, and the dark pools appeared hazy and disoriented.
The consciousness began to filter in. Her lips tilted up at the corners in a weak, breathless smile.
“Oh my God,” she whispered. “That was amazing.”
Jesus fucking Christ. She had actually fainted. 
Out cold.
From fucking.
I pulled her close, tightening my arm around her and tucking her face into my shoulder.
“Jesus, you kinda scared me for a minute.”
“I blacked out.” She still didn’t sound totally with it.
“Yeah, I noticed.”
“Don’t look so worried,” she murmured into my shoulder. She felt weak and limp in my arms as her body melted into mine. Her voice was lethargic. Dreamy. “I’ve never done it during sex before, but I faint pretty easily.”
“Good to know,” I replied, still not entirely okay with this, but suddenly something hit me.
She had actually fainted. 
Out cold. 
From fucking me!
I was a motherfucking God.
“So good,” she whispered in a daze. “I had no clue it could be so good.”
“Neither did I,” I murmured. 
I brushed the hair from her semi-lucid gaze and felt a sated ripple course through her body. A reminder that I was still balls deep in her sweet softness. I closed my eyes and pulled her even closer, breathing in the scent of her skin.
I wanted to stay just like that forever.
 
 



 
 

 
“Do you do that often?” she whispered in the darkness as the fog of passion cleared.
I wasn’t even sure what time it was. I used my phone’s alarm to wake up in the mornings, so I didn’t even have a clock in my bedroom. And God only knew where my phone ended up.
It was very dark, though. I could barely make out the shadows of my room as we lay in my bed, my hand tracing a blind pattern down her back and over the roundness of her curvy ass. As much as I didn’t ordinarily linger after sex, I had pulled her up from the floor to lie down in my bed. I found myself wanting to just lie here touching her skin. Feeling her soft body pressed against me. It all felt just a touch unsettling, yet too right to resist.
“Do I do what often?” I absently asked her in response.
“What we did… with Cole.”
She lifted her head from my chest and peered at me through the night. Her eyes caught the tiniest bit of gray light that filtered through the curtains, making them appear wide and dark. Using my fingertip, I brushed back a lock of hair and tucked it behind her ear.
“Do you?” I murmured a little warily, stalling by answering her question with one of my own.
Her gaze dropped, hidden behind thick, dark lashes, her voice quiet. “I’ve had a few threesomes. One foursome, even.”
“All dudes?” I asked, not entirely sure what answer I wanted. The thought of her with other girls was mind-numbing, yet, to be totally honest, Drew’s ex Maggie had bailed on him for another girl, leaving all us Mofos a bit wary. I’d been all manly and shit, telling Drew it would be better to lose your chick to another chick because at least you’d know your dick was bigger.
Yet, the thought of someone as hot as Rain actually preferring pussy… ugh. It was like a crime against nature.
She shook her head. “There were girls, too.”
“Were there ever only girls?”
“Once…” she whispered, looking back at me. “It was really hot, but… it felt like something was missing, like the power of a man’s body.”
“Maybe you just need a really butch girl.”
She laughed softly and shook her head. “No, I think I missed the D.”
I lightly snorted, finding myself strangely relieved. She evidently loved dick, so that was reassuring. Now I could just enjoy the thought of her with chicks knowing what she really waited for was a thick, hard cock.
Like mine.
“So,” I asked as my dick started to stir again, “have you tasted pussy?”
She nodded.
“Directly, or like off a dude?”
“I’ve gone down on girls before.”
My dick jerked so hard that she felt it and smiled.
“Girls? Like more than one?”
She nodded, wrenching a moan from deep in my chest.
“Fuck me…” 
“Your turn,” she said, tapping my chest with her finger. “I told you mine, now you tell me yours. ‘Fess up. Have you done that sort of thing often?”
I gave a short, careful nod. “Quite a few times.”
“With Cole?”
“Not just Cole. Denny, Drew, Brannon… most of my friends, actually. Except Cody,” I chuckled and puffed out my chest. “I guess I’m just too much man for him.”
She laughed, dancing her fingertips over my skin. Light touches and the barest scrapes of her nails. After a moment, she asked, “Ever only guys?”
“No,” My response came slowly, measured. Remembering how Cole’s touch felt, his fingers digging into my thigh, so different and erotic. He was the only man I’d shared with who touched me that way. “Although, I’ve maybe thought about being with a dude, but I guess… well, I really like pussy,” I grinned, smiling even more widely when I heard and felt the whisper of a chuckle emanate from her throat. “And tits. Tits are fun the way they bounce and shit. And I’m not just saying that so I don’t sound gay.”
“Of course not,” she said with a smile in her voice. Then, after another moment, she murmured in a low voice, “So, while you were having your group things with guys and girls, did you ever… um…” her voice trailed off.
“Did I ever what?”
“Have you ever touched another guy’s…” she trailed off.
“Kind of… but not like really trying to. More kind of incidentally.”
“What about… have you ever had a guy suck your…”
I quickly shook my head in a silent response before she could even finish asking.
“Gone down on another dude?”
“No,” I sorta choked out.
“Have you ever, um…” she shrugged nonchalantly, in spite of what she was asking, “…gotten it up the ass?”
“Noooooo.”
“Why not?” she said with a breathy chuckle. “Because you’re opposed to it, or you just never really had the opportunity?”
“Both maybe?” My answer was unsure, a question… because I didn’t exactly know. It was kind of a big step, and not a lot of guys casually ask if they can poke you in the butt. “But my ass is a virgin. I guess I see myself as more of a pitcher than a catcher?”
“Have you ever… pitched?”
“Um, not to dudes. Just chicks.”
She thoughtfully twisted her lips. “I suppose asses are kind of similar.”
“Some are a little tighter than others.”
“So nothing? Not even the slip of a finger up your butt? Like by a girl who was sucking you off?”
My dick had been alternating between rising and wanting to run and hide with this conversation so far. But the thought of her mouth… while her fingers… that started my mind down a deviant little path. In the beat of a heart, I was painfully swollen and stiff all over again. Ready to give it a go.
My brain took a minute to catch up. A long, silent minute that made her laugh. I realized my touch had changed from tender caresses of her curves to a firm grip of her butt. The image she painted in my head was way more tempting than I had ever imagined.
“You seem a bit intrigued,” she finally breathed. She shifted, just a little, but enough to brush her leg against my junk, her breath catching as she felt my erection. “Maybe more than a bit.”
With a dip of her head, she feathered a kiss on my chest. Another. Then another, just a little lower. A twist of apprehension stabbed through my gut, but not strong enough to stop her. I couldn’t wait to feel her wet, hot lips close over the tip of my cock. To feel her slide them down my length until the head pressed firmly against the back of her throat.
She kissed and tasted her way down my abs, and, for only a split second, my body resisted as she wedged herself between my legs, pushing them gently apart. With a long sweep of her tongue down my length, she coaxed my thighs further open, making me feel exposed, even in the darkness.
Her ethereal caresses trailed up to my balls, cupping, gently massaging as her head slowly lowered and rose. Her mouth felt amazing. Her touch mind-numbing. Her throat tightened around the head of my dick as she let out a quick choking sound, but she pulled back for a breath and dove back in.
Suddenly, I realized her fingertip teased the rim of my asshole. A ragged groan burst from my throat. She didn’t push inside or pull away, just toyed with the incredibly sensitive skin. Down along the path from my nads and back to my ass while she continued to fuck me slowly with her mouth.
Every second that she touched me made me want it a little more. I was so uncomfortable, yet I started to crave the slip of her finger into me. I was raging hard, and my balls were painfully tight, as though I hadn’t had sex in weeks when I’d just shot off my load less than an hour ago.
She lifted her head, breathing hot gasps over my cock as the silk of her hair swept over my hipbone. “Do you want me to, Justin?”
Fuck. Yes.
But my throat couldn’t make a sound other than a rough groan. My ability to speak had fled, leaving me mumbling incoherently.
Fuck. Please, my mind begged. Please…
“Tell me…”
“Yes…” I managed to croak out.
She traced her tongue down past my balls and wet her finger with saliva, then took my dick into her mouth once more as she slowly, firmly worked her finger inside me.
Jesus. Fucking. Christ.
A-fucking-mazing.
Her touch held still, allowing my body to absorb the intruding digit while her mouth gently nobbed me off. The familiar stroke of her tongue helped settle the instinctive panic of just where her hand was. Of how wrong and right it all felt. A gentle pull and push of her finger jolted that trepidation back, but her lips once again soothed all my misgivings.
Deep inside, her finger pressed firmly against my inner wall, rubbing a little circle in one spot that I thought was going to kill me off. I damn near died. Right then and there. Such an incredible blissful pressure that robbed me of any thought.
“Oh fucking God,” I gasped.
She pressed harder, slow and firm, making every muscle in my body tense up. Her finger worked my ass with a gentle rhythmic motion. I felt her gag reflex kick in, and she swallowed it back. I couldn’t stop the surge of heat. It all boiled up inside me so fast, encouraged by little moans in her throat that vibrated along the length of my dick. By the budding deluge of sensation with every stroke of her finger. Time stopped. The world stood still as I exploded in her mouth and down her throat.
The room spun in the darkness. Her tongue lazily swept along the underside of my dick down to my balls, then back up to the tip where the warmth of her mouth once again closed over me. Over and over, her lips dusted up and down my length. I could only lay there completely stunned as she savored the taste of my release. As she coaxed me back out of the overwhelming bliss.
I don’t even know how long we lay there in silence before I felt her kiss her way back up my abs and chest. My body felt boneless, my muscles like jelly. She lay her head on my shoulder and rest her hand low on my stomach. Innocently like she hadn’t just been devirginizing my ass into a mind boggling climax.
I could barely open my eyes, and even then, the room was so dark it didn’t do much good. Breathing out a long, slow, languorous sigh, I turned my head to whisper into her hair.
“Just for the record, I don’t usually shoot off quite that fast.”
I felt a smile where her cheek lay on my chest. “I’m aware. I’ve got first-hand experience from you fucking me right off the bed.”
Okay, she didn’t doubt my staying power. Whew!
“What you just did to me was…” My mind couldn’t quite seem to focus on words. “I just can’t even… Remember how you fainted from fucking?”
“Yeah,” she replied.
“I think it’s my turn.”
“All from a finger up your butt,” she whispered, causing another faint shiver to roll through me.
“That… that was something…” I sounded so lame, but I couldn’t summon up anything cool to say. My brain had melted.
“Maybe next time, we can try something bigger than my finger.”
If I hadn’t been practically unconscious, that would have made my ass yelp in fear. Seriously.
But, as it was, as blown away as I was by a seriously phenomenal orgasm, I couldn’t even muster up a whimper. I was too exhausted and elated, unable to do so much as feel a twinge of apprehension at her suggestion. I was too far gone, falling fast asleep.
 

 
The sun peeked over the mountaintops and the early morning eastern sky blazed pink and then gold, bathing the room in warmth.
She was awake. I could feel each brush of her lashes with every blink. Her fingernails caressed a pattern along the muscles of my shoulder and down my arm. At long last, she lifted her head to peer down at me.
“Have you told Cole?” she asked. “About the video?”
I shook my head. “Not yet. Just you. I’m not sure how to reach him. He works a few weeks on and a few weeks off in the Bakken fields. Not sure if he’s even in town at the moment.”
“What are his usual haunts?”
“I’ve only ever really seen him at parties. Once at the Copperline.” Where we spit-roasted a cougar… but I didn’t add that bit.
I thought for a moment, trying to figure out if I knew anyone who might be able to reach him. “I can ask a few people. He should probably know it’s out there.”
“It’s weird to think…” she trailed off.
“What?”
“That it’s out there. That we are providing inspiration for mastubators everywhere.”
“I don’t even know what to do about it.”
“I don’t know that there’s anything we can do. Once it’s out there, it’s out there.”
“You okay? Do you feel… I dunno, violated or something?”
She laughed softly. “I should. The logical part of me keeps telling me I should be horrified.” She quietly paused, deep in thought, like there was more. More she didn’t know if she should share.
“But?” I prompted.
Her eyes met mine, and they were hot. “But I think I kinda like it,” she softly admitted. “Watching it last night, knowing others watched it… that they watched us… kinda does something to me.”
“Too bad we didn’t record last night then,” I grinned. “Hopefully nobody we know will see it, though.”
“Didn’t someone you know tell you about it?”
“Shit,” I groaned, “you’re right. I almost wish our faces were blurred, but…”
“But what?”
“You’re fucking gorgeous, and when you come…” I shook my head at the memory. “I’m glad I can replay that over and over.”
She laughed.
“Seriously,” I continued. “Even now, with my body bruised and battered from falling on the stairs and fucking you right off the bed, I’m ready for round three.”
I rolled our bodies so I was on my side, her lying on her back beside me. I had an opportunity, as the winter sun rose slowly in the east, to study her, and I gently slipped the flannel sheet down to reveal her full breasts. Her nipples were somewhat pale, darkening a bit as they hardened in the cool air right before my eyes. My hand traced the outer curve of one swell and down her waist to rest on her soft, pale stomach where I traced imaginary lines on her skin.
“Do you have any classes today?” I asked, watching my hand skim over her smooth abdomen, drawing up goosebumps.
“No,” she breathed.
“Good,” I muttered. “It’s Friday, so I’m due at the Copperline this afternoon, but I don’t plan to let you up for a bit yet.”
My eyes lifted from her hot little body to meet her gaze, witnessing the hunger that simmered inside her. Her lips lifted at the corners with a naughty smile.
“Works for me.”
Then she gasped as my fingers dipped lower, into the sweetness between her thighs and neither of us said much more for a long while as we quite simply fucked the day away.
 


 
“Well,” Rain said quietly as she pulled on her coat that afternoon and gave me a long, melancholy look, “back to the real world.”
I frowned down at her. “You say that with a fair amount of finality.”
“It kinda has to be, doesn’t it? We’ll get in trouble.” She took a deep breath and exhaled, long and slow before continuing. “It should be easier, though. We’ve scratched the itch.”
“I dunno,” I said with a raised eyebrow. “I’m still pretty fuckin’ itchy, and standing up in front of you each day in class is killing my nuts.”
She smiled a little, but then looked away and swallowed. “I’m going to drop your class.”
Fuck.
“You can’t,” I said with a shake of my head. “If you drop, you won’t graduate. My class is a requirement for your degree.”
“I don’t think I have any other choice.”
We had to think of another option. She couldn’t throw it all away. That was totally unfair to her.
Plus, there was another part of me, a selfish part, that didn’t want to be robbed of my connection with her. That tie that bound us Monday through Thursday at three o’clock every week.
“Besides,” she continued, “I’m not sure I can be trusted. I pretty much begged you to fuck me.”
“Actually,” I attempted to tease with a wry smile, “you totally begged me to fuck you.”
“Right,” she agreed, ignoring my sorry comment and rather using it as some fucked up reason why she shouldn’t finish.
“Rain, I’m the one in the position of power. I’m the one who should have said no. I should have come forward a long time ago when I first realized who you were.”
“And if you come forward now? Best case scenario, you get your hands slapped, but you could lose your job.”
“It’s a job.”
“Justin, you’re an amazing teacher.”
“It’s a job,” I repeated in exasperation. “It’s not my calling. It’s not something I ever aspired to be. It’s something I fell into because I was too lazy to go out into the field after I graduated.”
“What would you do?”
“Don’t know. Go out into the field, I guess.”
“Would you leave Ophir? Leave your band?”
“Might not have much choice, but I’m not letting you take the fall. If I even think you’re gonna drop, I confess and resign.”
“You can’t do that,” she argued. “Your students need you to teach them. They don’t need me running in late every day disrupting you.”
“I’d imagine Glenn will take over my classes. Everyone will still get their education… including you.”
“Justin—”
“I mean it, Rain. This is too important, and you need to stick it out and graduate. What kind of a dick would I be if I let you drop? You pay to be there.”
“Fine,” she muttered, crossing her arms over her ample chest as she leaned back against the wall by the door. “We don’t tell at all then.”
“If we don’t tell, though, and are found out,” I began, “your grades could be called into question.”
“But that’s only if we keep doing this, right? Policy says repetitive. It’s the repetition of it that will put us in jeopardy.”
“You read the policy?”
“Just fucking around on the web one night,” she shrugged. “I got curious.”
She totally looked up the policy. She’d wanted me bad enough to check on that.
“And you think we should stop?” I asked. “That we shouldn’t fuck anymore.”
She didn’t answer, but looked down, toying with her hands.
“And how’s that been working for you? Because I pretty much want to fuck you every time I see you, and you’re always hot and wet and gagging for it.”
“Justin—”
“Seriously. Before last night, I hadn’t had sex in well over two weeks. Two fucking weeks. That’s a bit of an eternity for me.”
“Your groupies at the Copperline must be slacking.”
“I’ve been turning them down.”
Even Rain, as little as she knew me personally, looked shocked by that as I went on.
“The why of it is even more troublesome.”
She shook her head. “I don’t think I want to know the why.”
I closed in on her, laying my hands flat on the wall on either side of her head. My gaze locked on her lips as she swallowed hard. Her breathing picked up, becoming labored as I closed in.
“All I can think about is you,” I murmured. “I want to fuck you.”
“I know you want to fuck me.”
“No, I mean I really, really want to fuck you. All the time.”
“I don’t want to get you in trouble.”
“I don’t want you to drop my class.”
Stalemate.
I felt an excited shiver course through her as she weighed our lack of options.
“You know,” I began, trying another tactic, “Denny bought me a pocket pussy.”
She choked out a startled laugh. “What?”
“No shit,” I chuckled, but then I moved closer, leaning down to almost kiss her as I continued in a low tone. Her humor quieted as I locked my gaze with hers. “The real fuck of it all is that I use the damn thing—twice a day—and I’m still like a rock at just the mere thought of you.”
“You’re not making this very easy.”
“I even named it Rain.”
She laughed once again and leaned her head back on the wall, closing her eyes. I’d talked girls into bed long enough that I knew the signs of a weakening resolve.
She took a deep breath and exhaled, looking back into my eyes.
“We have to keep it quiet,” she finally whispered.
My cock sprang to life, jerking up in my jeans like it was jumping for joy.
“I won’t tell a soul,” she continued. “You’ve got even more to lose than I do, so I’m guessing you won’t either.” She studied my eyes, her dark brown depths narrowing slightly as she cupped my jaw in her hand. “But I do want to fuck you, too, Professor Dorsey. I do want to fuck you… all the time…”
Well, that did it.
We definitely had to get her a schoolgirl outfit now.
And with that scorching mental image, I nailed her once more, hard and fast up against the wall, before she left my house.
 

 
Friday night at the Copperline came and went, eventfully uneventful.
I discreetly turned down Pauline, knowing Rain would be showing up at my house shortly after three o’clock in the morning. After the bar closed and all the Mofos’ gear was packed away. After I made the ten-mile drive back home to Ophir like a drunk on his way to the liquor store.
And, sure enough. I’d had time for a quick bite, and then she was there and we were buck-ass naked and doing all kinds of wild and crazy shit all over my house. We fucked and dozed and fucked some more.
Pretty much nonstop until Saturday afternoon when I got a text from Cole.
 
 



 
 

 
A few Copperline regulars tended to show up at the orgytastic parties where I’d run into Cole, so in between sets on stage the night before, I had asked about him. I’d given my number to a few, hoping I was being somewhat subtle.
One of them came through for me.
Rain sat cross-legged on my kitchen countertop enveloped in a dark green Tech hoodie of mine that hit her low on the thighs when she stood. She balanced a bowl of Lucky Charms in her lap, and I stood before her eating one of my own. It seemed so weirdly normal as we refueled on the fastest and easiest food I had in my cupboard.
A transient thought burrowed into my brain, making me wonder if this was how it felt to have someone in your life, but I peevishly pushed it away. 
I looked at Rain again and, instead of feeling the comfort of having someone there, I felt the rise of my dick as she looked up at me and placed the spoon in her mouth. With a naughty twinkle in her eye, she licked her lips. I set down my bowl and reached for hers with every intent to lay her out flat on the countertop. To strip the sweatshirt from her and decorate her luscious curves with all the little marshmallows from the cereal. I figured if they were slightly wet, they’d stick to her skin, allowing me to slowly eat them off her one by one. I wanted to drip the milk over her hardened nipples, watching them tighten with the chill before I sucked them clean.
That was my last thought before my phone buzzed. Rain and I both glanced down at it to see an unfamiliar number with a message preview that began, “This is Cole…”
My stomach lurched as I texted him back to let him know we needed to talk.
When and where?
His response, simple and clear popped up on the screen as I held it so Rain could read it, too.
She shrugged. “Here and now?”
I nodded and texted him back, giving him my address. He was quick to reply.
20 minutes
 


 
Rain quickly changed back into her dress, a casual little button-up thing she’d shown up in the night before. Easy access, she’d murmured as she had ripped open the buttons on my doorstep to reveal her lack of anything else underneath.
She’d clearly come with one goal in mind.
Now she sat demurely on my couch as we waited for Cole. I tried not to think about how she was still naked underneath while I paced back and forth across the cavernous greatroom in my house, but at least that distracted me from wondering how Cole would take the news. I wasn’t nervous, really. I didn’t get nervous. I was way too fucking awesome to get nervous.
Something like that, anyway.
We heard the rumble of his engine outside and the slam of his pickup door. Rain glanced up at me, almost jumping as his loud knock sounded. With a lift of my eyebrow, I stepped across the room to let him in.
“Hey,” he grinned as he came inside. “So what’s the emergency? You got a hot chick you can’t satisfy on your own or something?” He looked around the room to see Rain who had risen to her feet. “Hmm, you do…”
But as the recognition filtered in, he halted.
“Hi, again,” Rain murmured with a light wave of her hand.
“You’re the girl from the party at Dave’s house," Cole said pointing to her.
“Rain,” I said, coming up beside him. “Her name is Rain.”
“Wait,” he narrowed his eyes at me in confusion, “you said she was your student. I thought you didn’t fuck students.”
“I don’t fuck students,” I’d said it so much it was habit. “Well, usually.”
Rain, looking back and forth between us, said, “So you guys were talking about me?”
“Cole showed up at the Copperline one night,” I explained. “He asked about you.”
“I was looking for some action,” he said with a sly leer. “Wondered if we could maybe have a repeat.”
Rain looked up at me with a sidelong glance, and I wondered if this is where things would go to shit. I had premonition of Cole opening his mouth and mentioning Vivienne, causing Rain to flip out into full-on green-eyed bitch mode. After all, she’d totally admitted to being jealous before.
“You weren’t there, though,” I said with an uncomfortable half-smile and a shrug.
She actually laughed. “I’m aware.”
“Vivienne was, though, right Justin?” Cole grinned, casting a sidelong glance at Rain.
Bastard.
Motherfucking ass-headed bastard.
I did halfways wonder why this felt so awkward. I was never awkward.
Granted, this wasn’t really something I’d run into before. That had to be the reason I was so off-kilter. This was uncharted territory for me.
First of all, I had ménaged with and dually-penetrated my student. And there was video proof. And we’d started up again and had fucked more times than I could count in the past few days. She could totally get me fired if she wanted to. She could have me run out of town by an angry mob with torches and pitchforks.
But Rain’s eyes danced with amusement. She seemed to be genuinely entertained. “Vivienne?” she mused with a slight tinkling in her voice. “Did you get the front or the back this time?”
“Spit-roasted,” Cole bragged. “He got her mouth. We could show you if you’d like.” He took a couple slow, purposeful steps closer to Rain, then looked up at me. His green eyes glittered, feral and hungry. Rain stood her ground between us, and I leaned in, maybe the slightest bit protectively. Possessively, even.
Not that I’d ever have admitted it to a fuckin’ soul, but it did kinda weird me out a bit.
“That’s not exactly why I wanted to talk to you, Cole,” I began, just slightly hoarse as my jeans started to feel tight over my junk. The vivid memories of the last time the three of us had been together played on a continuous reel in my head.
Rain was really hot.
Cole was really hot.
That night we had shared was super hot.
Honestly, I totally wanted another round, too. For a second, I actually pleaded with all the power in the universe that Cole would get all horned up the same way Rain had when she’d found out about the video.
Rain looked up at me as I spoke, her brown eyes searching mine. The air in the room suddenly felt thick. My skin tingled. My dick throbbed.
When she looked at me that way, I just wanted to say fuck it and dive straight into sex. No holds barred, sloppy, rough, wild sex.
We had to tell him first, though. As much as I would have loved to fuck first and talk later, it felt a bit like betrayal not to come clean by getting everything out in the open.
I wasn’t a nice guy by all means, but I wasn’t a complete fuckwad either. I had one or two redeeming qualities.
“The thing is,” I started again, “there’s, um… something that came up… after.”
For a minute, Cole actually looked startled. “After? Something? Like what? STDs? I’m clean. I get tested all the time. I practically go in monthly.” He slanted his gaze over to Rain suspiciously. “How about you?”
“It’s not that, dude,” I shook my head.
His sly glance at Rain turned a bit more accusatory, and he narrowed his eyes. “You’re not knocked up, are you? Because, even if we hadn’t used rubbers, I was in your backdoor. If you’re pregnant, it’s totally his and not mine.”
“No,” she scoffed. “Trust me, I’m not pregnant. Jesus.”
“Well, what the fuck, then?”
“There’s a video,” I blurted out, “of the three of us from that night. It’s on PornHub.”
A strange expression washed over him, and then he laughed, evidently a bit loony with relief.
“Damn, is that all?”
Rain and I glanced at each other, a tidge surprised at his reaction while he continued laughing, falling back to sprawl on the couch and holding his gut.
“I thought one of you guys had herpes or something. Don’t do that shit to me.”
“It doesn’t bother you at all?” Rain asked. “You’re not the slightest bit concerned.”
“To be honest,” he grinned, leaning forward to rest his elbows on his knees, “it’s not the first one of me out there. I kinda get off on it.”
Rain and I both gaped at him in stunned silence.
“What?” he asked. “Have you seen it? I bet it’s hot as fuck.”
Rain swallowed hard, gulping back her shock. “I, um…”
“We’ve seen it.”
Cole eyed us curiously. “We’ve seen it?” he asked. “We, huh?”
The laughter died out of his eyes as a quick flash of jealousy filtered in. Heat melded with something just slightly dangerous and provocative. He stood and walked back over to us, standing right in front of Rain to make her the cream in a MFM Oreo cookie. His hand lifted to trail his fingertip along her collarbone. Rain shivered, either from the touch or the icy hot look in his eyes.
“Do we want to try it again?” he murmured, then looked back at me and wet his lips.
There was so much wild energy surging through my bloodstream in that moment. Apprehension and excitement twisted together in my chest, clawing up to my throat. The thought of Cole’s hands and Rain’s nails digging into my skin made my pulse race wildly. The thought of Rain’s soft curves and Cole’s rigid muscles made my balls ache. The three of us had been spectacular together.
I really wanted that again.
Cole clearly wanted that again, too.
I glanced down at Rain.
Did she want it again?
Her lips were parted. Her cheeks flushed. She stared at Cole as he stared at me. Then she shifted her gaze to meet mine. She slowly skimmed her hand up my abs to my chest and twisted her fingers into the front of my tee, doing the same to Cole.
And she lifted her lips to meet mine.
A long, deep kiss with a sweet stroke of her tongue, moaning just before she pulled away and turned to kiss Cole.
Which, scorching hot as it was, strangely unsettled me. I felt a twinge of envy, not even really knowing who I was the most envious of. Cole for kissing Rain, or Rain for kissing Cole. I’d never kissed another dude before, but I suddenly wanted to feel his lips on mine. I wanted the rasp of his scruffy chin to dig into my own.
I stroked my hand down Rain’s ass, and she trembled under my touch. She released Cole’s lips and took just the smallest step back. Almost as if she had read my thoughts, she pulled he and I closer to each other. Her hands tugged on our shirts to guide us until we were a breathless whisper away from a kiss.
Holy shit. Was I really going to do this?
I hesitated for only a second before my body made up my mind for me, swaying towards him to kiss him hard.
Fuck. Yes.
“Holy fuck,” Rain gasped as she watched me maraud Cole’s lips. “That’s so sexy.”
My free hand caught his angled jaw, holding his face still as I devoured his kiss. All different and new. Strange.
But so fucking amazing.
The three of us caressed and kissed and moaned and gasped. Fingertips grazed my abs, both Rain’s and Cole’s, each carrying a different pressure and feeling. Rain stripped my shirt off, then Cole’s. Cole and I worked together to free the buttons of her dress, revealing her naked body underneath. As my hand cupped her heavy breast and pinched at her nipple, Cole’s dropped to my crotch and kneaded the shape of my dick. A shocked groan flew from my lips as he pulled the buttons of the fly free one by one.
Always before, there had been a part of me afraid to truly give in to the blissful virility of another man’s touch. I’d enjoyed it. I’d even craved it.
But, until the moment that Rain pulled Cole and I together, there had been a tenuous thread holding me back.
With her guidance, with her blazing arousal at watching he and I kiss, that last hold on me snapped. I let myself be free.
I let myself relish in the grip of his strong hand as he freed my cock. His rough strokes and practiced rhythm. Rain dropped to her knees and he guided my length to her mouth. He fingered my balls while she gasped around my thick cock. Then she tugged Cole down to join her. She ran her tongue up and down the side of my throbbing dick, curling the tip under and beckoning him closer until…
Holy fuck.
He did it.
It started with a kiss. A kiss on Rain’s lips. Open-mouthed and wide with me in the middle. Their tongues danced around on my length, teasing me as they teased each other.
Then Cole turned his head and took me in his mouth.
“Fuck,” I groaned, a deep, guttural sound that echoed around the room. He sucked me clear back down his throat and bobbed his head over my length. Rain’s hand stroked up the back of my denim-clad leg, up to the loosened waistband of my jeans, and slowly began to work the fabric down, boxers and all. She nipped at the skin over my hipbone, causing my breath to catch.
Cole’s hand wandered up to cup my ass as he sucked and licked. He released my dick, allowing Rain to take me back, letting me experience the differences between their methods.
Cole’s lips had been firm. Rain’s lips were soft. His movements fluid and strong, quick and with purpose. Driven and instinctive. Her tongue was active, swirling around the tip and then plunging down until her throat constricted, causing her to gag and squeeze around my head.
They were so varied, but both of them were so fucking good.
Suddenly, Rain cried out around my dick, pulling back. I glanced down to see Cole’s hand plunged up into her pussy, pumping his fingers up hard and fast inside her. Her head fell back, her face revealing the pure bliss she felt. I leaned down to kiss her and joined them on the floor, on my knees as Rain laid back on the carpet. Her fingertips caught my jaw and she urged my lips to follow her down. She spread her legs wide, writhing beneath Cole’s touch as she moaned into my mouth.
His mouth found my dick again, and he worked us both over, sucking me off as he finger-banged her relentlessly. Rain’s gasps mingled with my own, every shattered breath passing from her lips to mine or mine to hers. Her caresses wound through his hair, guiding him to nob me off spectacularly, drawing my own hand to join her and intertwine with her fingers. I gripped his hair and coaxed him into a rhythm as my cock hit the back of his throat.
Cole suddenly jerked away to reach for his jacket, thrown haphazardly on the couch behind him. He pulled a brand new box of condoms from the pocket and ripped open the package to slip one free. His fingers slicked the latex over my aching length, lifting her leg up over my hip. He roughly tugged her body lower, angling her warm, wet pussy to line up with my cock. He smacked my dick against her clit a few times, hitting her square on the distended nub. Rain gasped, and he captured her kiss as he repositioned me and I pushed into her heated core.
I watched him kiss her as I fucked her. He stroked his own length, slowly and squeezing hard at the tip. His lips traveled down her neck to her breast, and his hand continued to pump in time with my thrusts. My mouth watered at the drop of clear precum he drew forth.
I suddenly wanted to taste him. I actually wanted his dick in my mouth. I wanted to feel the smooth skin on my tongue. My hand slipped down Rain’s bare leg and crept over to him. My body instinctively picked up the pace as my hand dislodged his and my fingers tightened around his rigid length.
With a muffled groan, he jerked his head back and rocked his hips. Rain turned her head to face me, to catch my gaze as I fucked her and yanked him off. I shifted her leg up and over to my other side, allowing me to lie between her thighs, and fiercely stroked in balls deep.
“Oh, fuck yes, Justin,” she moaned. “Fuck me.”
“Do you want him to fuck you, too?” I asked. I stroked deep, holding it, craving the feel of his movement inside her… caressing me through the thin barrier within her body.
Her eyes opened, dark with passion, staring at me for a long moment before she answered.
“I want him to fuck you,” she moaned in a broken breath.
I froze. A million things raced through my head. I’d thought about it before. Fantasized about it. Until tonight, though, it had only been faint touches. Feathery caresses, innocent byproducts of group passion.
But tonight I was driven by wild abandon. I felt free to do whatever my body craved. Whatever felt good to me and Rain and Cole.
“Please,” she whispered. “I want him to fuck you while you’re fucking me. I want you to feel the closest thing possible to what you made me feel.” She raked her nails down my back to my ass and dug in deep, pulling me closer and revealing me to Cole.
“Fuck, yeah… finally,” I heard him mutter.
One more second of panicked hesitation, and then he shifted to kneel behind me. I felt the scrape of his rough hand trail up my inner thigh, so foreign compared to her smooth, soft touch.
A groan escaped my lips as I felt the heat of his mouth against my skin. Down by my balls, breathing in the scent of her arousal where I was still buried deep inside her. The flick of his tongue, tasting us and trailing up to my asshole. He circled around it. First wide, then swirling closer, making me shake.
The whole time, Rain locked her gaze on mine. Watching me close in the low light. Cupping my cheek as I let him touch me and taste me. Fire raged through my veins. My entire body shook with dark anticipation.
His tongue slipped inside me for a second, and I jerked at the intrusion, pushing hard into Rain again. My cock was swollen painfully hard, and her tight walls gripped me closer.
“Fuck,” she whispered, pressing a tender, breathless kiss to my lips. “Yes, fuck yes.”
I practically devoured her kiss, wanting to swallow her whole. I felt his tongue on me again, leaving a thick, wet pool of saliva to lube me up. His fingers spread it around, slipping the tip of his index finger into me. Only Rain had done anything remotely like this before, and her hands were fine-boned and slender. Cole’s were broad and strong.
“I can’t wait to fuck your ass,” Cole groaned, making me shiver and burn.
He slowly sank his finger in until his knuckles pressed up against my skin. The thick digit swirled inside me, stretching me. Disturbing me as he primed me. He pulled almost completely out and spat at our point of contact, then pushed it back in, harder this time. Apprehension welled in my throat, choking a ragged groan out of me, making it hard for me to draw a breath.
Yet the more he touched me, the more Rain whispered soft encouragement in my ear and squeezed her hot pussy around my raging cock, the more I wanted this. All of this. Her and him, altogether.
I felt a chill as his hot breath left me. There was a crinkle of a condom wrapper followed by the nudge of his dick at my ass.
With the first push, my body tensed. I moaned with the strange pleasure pain, instinctively jerking away.
“Shhh…” Rain murmured. “Relax… it feels so good once he’s inside…”
“Relax,” I panted, suddenly so far from my comfort zone it wasn’t even funny. “Relax, she says.”
“Yes,” she breathed into me, “push back against him a little.”
Almost like my words to her once before.
So I heeded my own advice, just like she told me to. I lifted my ass slightly, pulling almost fully out of her, and she gasped into my mouth with the movement. Her hips followed me up, and the wet slide of her sweet pussy distracted me for a moment from the increasing pressure of Cole’s invasion.
“Fuck,” Cole swore, again like that first night. Word for word. “That’s it… so good.”
With a firm, smooth thrust, he pushed through the tight ring of muscle inside me, forcing me to ram into her softness below. I let out a choked, hoarse cry echoed by Rain. Echoed by Cole.
For a second, we just held that position, absorbing the myriad of sensations that pulsed through our veins. The three of us connected in a way I’d scarcely imagined. Every tremble drawing out more passion and fire.
Finally, I gave the faintest stir of my hips, relishing in the feel of being inside her hot little body and his steely hardness inside mine. Cole’s breath caught, a deliciously choked gasp, almost like pain, searing through my soul. Blindly, I kissed Rain with a rabid ferocity, and she squirmed closer, fucking herself along my dick in the tiny space she had beneath me.
And then Cole began to move. His first careful thrust wrenched a ragged moan from deep in my chest. I suddenly couldn’t even fathom moving in any way. I could only lie there and feel as he stroked again slowly. And again.
His movements coincided so incredibly with Rain’s beneath me, and soon she didn’t even have to move as Cole’s thrusts became firmer. Forcing my own hips to push into her. The eroticism of it all was mind-numbing. Overpowering. Her nails cut into my ribs where she clawed for purchase. His fingertips bruised my hip where he held me steady. My own cock pulsed and burned to let go, drawing my balls up tight and desperate for release.
It was all so wicked and forbidden…
…and I fucking loved it.
Cole began to increase the speed and force of his thrusts, gaining momentum until he was fluidly fucking my ass. He leaned down and bit hard over the corded muscles at the base of my neck, and that extra shot of pain sent a jolt of pure bliss through me.
“Fuck yeah,” he breathed against my skin.
“Oh fuck,” I hoarsely groaned as I buried my face in Rain’s hair.
“Oh, God,” she gasped in my ear. “Yes… yes…”
Cole leaned down, still slamming into me, to kiss Rain hard over my shoulder. So animalistic it triggered my orgasm, and I shouted, a low, guttural groan. My body shook violently as the force of it ripped through me. Cole’s weight lifted slightly, and I vaguely felt Rain’s kiss trail down my cheek to my lips, breathing life into my shattered body. Her body trembled, ripples of pleasure coursing through her small frame to milk me dry.
For just a moment, Cole slowed, meticulously savoring my shaking response. Drawing out the wild sensation rushing through my bloodstream.
I turned my head from Rain, and he leaned down and kissed me, pressing deep and holding tight. The invasive sweep of his tongue took my breath away. His muscles vibrated with his own unsatiated need to come, and he broke off the kiss to suddenly start driving back into me without abandon, harder and faster than before. Making me feel so deliciously used and weak. Rain’s hands held my face, her dark eyes locked onto mine, keeping me with her as Cole finally groaned his own end and fell back to sit on his knees.
Labored breathing echoed around the large room. Rain’s trembling body beneath mine drew me back into consciousness… somewhat. Enough to stroke my fingertip down her cheek and trail on to her shoulder.
“Did you come?” I murmured in a deep, hoarse voice. I vaguely remembered her writhing and sobbing beneath me, but it was all so jumbled and fantastic.
“About a million times,” she breathed with a tremulous smile, eyes closed. Spent.
So fucking beautiful that I couldn’t help but kiss her as Cole lay down on his side next to us, resting his hand on my lower back.
And for a little while, we all just lay there and soaked up the afterglow.
 

 
The pictures were Cole’s idea.
It started with a not-so-innocent comment. His musing how hot it was to gaze upon us, my hips still pressed tight between Rain’s silky thighs, feeling the cool touch of air on my balls, completely drenched from her repeated orgasms. Her dainty feet flush against the backs of my calves. The contrast of her softness and my sculpted muscles.
Before we realized what he was doing, he had grabbed his phone, leaned back slightly, and taken a picture, then showed us the image.
Our faces weren’t in the frame, but rather just our shoulders down. He’d set it to have a vignette filter to darken the edges. Almost black and white, but not quite. The lack of color made the shadows pop, made the glow of Rain’s skin look like satin. Her softness melted into my rigid body. A touch of side-boob being caressed by my thumb as my hand cradled her ribs.
It was really fucking hot.
He sat up, moving down towards our feet and coaxing Rain’s bare leg to the side to take another one. This one showed me still inside her, the faintest gleam of her gushing arousal glistening in the low light.
Seeing that one made Rain’s pussy tighten around me. Coaxing some life back into a dick I’d really thought was down for the count.
He told me to kiss her breast and snapped a close-up of my lips closing around her nipple. Another of my teeth bared, nipping at the hardened bud, as her fingernails dug into my shoulder. And one more of my hand cupping the soft swell of flesh.
Then he had me lay back with Rain’s fingers splayed out low on my hips, the tip of her tongue trailing up the length of my cock. Close up so only the tiniest bits of her face were in view. The tip of her nose, her full lips and tongue. A thick lock of her hair curtained off much more.
He was careful to avoid capturing our full faces, instead focusing on the abstract caresses. The goosebumps rising on our skin. The tangle of limbs.
He was as talented behind the lens as he was in the sack.
He moved around behind Rain, her sweet pussy on full display in all of its glorious wetness, then another with his fingers stroking her deep. She arched, and the dimples low on her back caught the shadows.
He had me recline on the couch, my fully revitalized dick in my hand, pumping my fist around it a few times. He pulled Rain into his arms, her back to his front, to show her how he zoomed in. How he found just the right angle. The perfect combination of shadows and light.
Rain gave it a go, and his hands roamed over her luscious curves while she studiously tried to master his technique. She gave it her full attention until a drop of fresh cum beaded up on the end of my dick, at which point she handed the phone back to Cole and crawled on her hands and knees towards me. Her erect nipples grazed my thighs as her dainty fingertip touched the clear fluid, toying with it. Her wet tongue darted out to taste me, stringing a trail of saliva as she slowly pulled away.
All digitally captured by Cole.
He took pictures of Rain alone, her own fingers spreading her pussy lips apart and dipping inside. Swiping wide circles around her clit.
This time, he showed me what to do. How to move in and his methods for capturing the eroticism that hovered about the room. With a slick stroke of his tongue to wet his palm, he gripped my dick as I aimed the lens at Rain, and his hold tightened with each stroke up and down as she began to take herself higher. Her moans began to grow deeper, more fervent. He left me with the camera to replace her hand with his mouth, and I moved closer to catch the detail of his tongue teasing her. His shoulders were down and his ass was up, and, without a second thought, I shifted the lens to photograph my finger running up the narrow channel of skin from his balls to his ass. My thumb pressed over his opening, and he groaned deep and harsh with a firm push up to my touch. His vocalization must have caused a tremendous vibration because Rain’s thighs quivered and tensed for a second, then shook as waves of ecstasy washed through her.
I got a close-up of her lips gasping in release. Another of Cole sweeping his tongue deep inside her. Then he turned, the scent of her orgasm all over his face, and kissed me to share her rich, creamy flavor.
Long into the night we played. Thoughtlessly, the three of us under some spell where the forbidden became vital. At long last, we made it up to my room, Rain crashed against my chest on one side, Cole sprawled out and facing me on the other.
And in a weird moment of clarity just before I dozed off, I felt almost complete.
 

 
Cole left just before it got light. I vaguely remembered him murmuring something in my ear, asking me how my ass was and telling me he’d text me the pics for my spank bank. I then had the hazy recollection of his sculpted naked form leaving my room to find his clothes and head out. For all of it, I was so somnolent that I could barely respond. Instead I just pulled Rain closer and fell back to an exhausted slumber.
 
 



 
 

 
Somehow after that weekend of carnal bliss, things seemed easier. Rain still distracted me in class, but now I had the knowledge that I’d get to nail her at the end of the day. That Cole might show up, as he often did when he was in town, to explore this bizarre ménage thing we couldn’t quite seem to control.
Not that we wanted to. Not really.
I went about my weekdays like before. Classes and meetings. Practice with the band who audibly noticed some of my grouchy growliness had eased up. Denny attributed it to his gift, and I just laughed and let him. The last thing I needed was their shit for the situation I found myself in.
But the night had taken on a whole new light. Depraved and carnal, feeding into itself and building into an overwhelming force of nature.
There was so little we didn’t do.
More photos.
Rain’s breasts striped with our cum. Cole’s lips savoring my dick. My fingers plunged deep inside Rain’s body, two in her pussy with my pinky in her ass.
Even some video.
The slow motion of my cock pumping in and out of Rain, quiet slaps of moisture intermingling with her moans.
Me going down on Cole. Watching that video later burned the moment into my mind. The smooth texture of his dick. The scent of his skin. I’d been close to a dude’s junk before, but there was always pussy right there to draw me away. Maybe I had been intentionally distracted, not really feeling free to let my freak flag fly. I’d tasted Cole’s precum off his fingertips and even my own. I’d licked his release from Rain’s skin, rising up to kiss her and share in the erotic taste, but I never had it full-on shooting down my throat.
It was intoxicating.
We even set up a camera to record my first time taking Cole’s ass, an event in itself. As I sat there staring at him bent over, I wondered if I really had the balls to do this. Weirdly, I felt like it was one thing to have a guy do it to me. That way, I could kind of tell myself it just kind of happened. I could tell myself that I just lay there passively while Cole fucked me.
But for me to do it to him, I was the one taking the active role. I was the one staring at his nuts as Rain added a little extra lube to my condom-covered dick. She squeezed and stroked me long and hard and practically kissed me into a coma. Then she guided the tip of my cock to his ass and pushed gently against my lower back to coax me inside him.
Tight… like a woman, but… not.
Holy fuck, I thought to myself in a sudden panic, I’m fucking a dude. I am seriously fucking a dude. My friends aren’t going to believe this.
Shit!

I can’t let my friends know about this.

They would disown me. They’d kick me out of the Mofos. I’d become a social pariah.
But Rain did what Rain always did. In the blink of an eye, she made everything okay again.
She pressed her naked body up against mine, her softness melting into my tense, muscular frame. She kissed away the nervous fear of judgment that suddenly consumed me. As I knelt there frozen and wondering if I should keep going or not, she brought me back into the moment. Her own moans and sighs echoed Cole’s desperate gasps and fueled my passion. She was totally getting turned on by this, and it did some wild shit to me. Even though Cole’s grunts and movements were hot as fuck, there was still that resistant anxiety pulling me back. Yet Rain’s eager intensity kept my dick from wilting right out of Cole’s ass.
Her kisses trailed down my chest to bite my skin while her fingers crept beneath Cole to jack him off. I could feel when she grabbed him, the tight clench of his ass as he rocked into her caress and back up to take my cock. I held still and allowed him to fuck himself against me. I savored the soft, wet brush of her tongue and the sharp nip of her teeth.
She ended up on top of him before it was through. I couldn’t take it anymore. Her touch was killing me. Combined with the unyielding pressure of Cole’s ass, I felt like I was going to lose it way too soon, so grabbed her and jerked her onto his strong, broad back. Facing me with her legs spread wide so I could bang the fuck out of her with my fingers. When she came, she came hard and wet, soaking Cole where I penetrated him. My thrusts turned frenzied, ramming into him with a furious rhythm until he roared with his climax and blew all over my sheets. He collapsed, Rain sprawled out on top of him, gasping for breath, and I whipped off the condom and decorated them with long streams of thick, warm cum, just like Cole had done to Rain and I that very first night.
Jesus, it was all so fucking addictive.
Nothing but trouble would come of it all, of that I was certain. Yet I couldn’t resist it. I couldn’t bring myself to even think about the ramifications. Instead, I subliminally refused to believe there would be any. I told myself we could keep it quiet. We could avoid the fallout if the shitstorm never hit.
So we continued, clandestine, yet totally uninhibited in private.
And in amongst the long, blissful sessions of wild monkey sex, a little bit of ourselves began to seep into the mix.
 

 
“My guess is you’ve got daddy issues.”
The three of us naked in my bed as I hypothesized how Rain could be so calm and innocent-appearing at school, yet scorchingly passionate between the sheets. Or up against a wall. In the shower. Pretty much anywhere that wasn’t school, actually.
“I’m a slut because I have daddy issues?” she laughed.
“You’re not a slut.”
“Right,” she laughed and looked over at Cole who had settled on his side with his shoulder propped up by his arm. “I am totally a slut. You see it, right?”
“Aren’t we all,” he grinned back.
“You are,” I teased him, then glanced back at Rain. “You, though, I’d describe you as… a free spirit.”
She laughed. “That is a very nice way of admitting I’m a slut.”
“I’m not admitting shit. You just love… love.”
“I love sex. Love… not so much.”
“Loving sex doesn’t make you a slut.”
She narrowed her eyes and looked up at me. “Do you remember how we met?”
“Is this a trick question?” I countered. I shot a glance at Cole. “Chicks are always asking questions.”
Rain tapped my chest with her fingernail, drawing me back to look at her. “I met you by fucking you… both of you. I didn’t even know either one of your names.”
“You knew mine,” I argued with a shake of my head and a cocky smile.
“I did not. I didn’t know who you were until I saw you in class.”
“You did, too. You whispered it to me as you kissed me that night.”
“He’s right,” Cole interjected. “I heard it, too.”
“But even if you hadn’t,” I continued, “so what?”
“So what? Like that’s not slutty? What the fuck is your basis for comparison?”
I looked at Cole, then back to Rain, holding my arm out to the side to present my naked self to her. “Me. I’m my basis for comparison. You, though… I don’t know, you’re just really nice.”
“I think my behavior qualifies as a little more than being nice.”
“That’s not really what I meant. I meant slutty people generally have some kind of ulterior motive. Something that they’re trying to get, so they skeeve their way to the prize. You’re not like that.”
“How do you know? Maybe I’m just sleeping with you to get good grades.”
“Yeah, nah. I don’t buy that. You slept with me before you knew I was going to be your teacher.”
“Maybe I was stalking you.”
Cole nodded. “She might be telling the truth. I’ve heard about shit like that.”
“See?” Rain exclaimed. “I knew I wouldn’t do very good in your class, so I looked you up. I sat there night after night on the computer studying pictures of you, and if you don’t give me an A, I’ll go all Fatal Attraction on your ass.”
I laughed deep in my chest and shook my head. “Bullshit. I’ve had all kinds of pussy, even psycho pussy. Psycho pussy can be kinda fun, for a while, but you’re so not psycho pussy.”
She twisted her lips in a wry smile. “For someone who’s so jaded, you’re awfully trusting.” Her hand cupped my cheek, and her eyes turned a little serious. “I’m almost sorry I don’t have any deep dark secrets to tell you guys.”
I stared at her in mock awe, like I was astounded by her normalcy. “You mean you don’t have daddy issues or anything? Did you get the pony?”
“What pony?” she laughed.
I looked over at Cole, but he just shrugged with a blank look on his face. “You got me, man. I have no clue where you’re going with this.”
“Chicks always want a pony,” I explained with a roll of my eyes and turned back to Rain. “Daddy didn’t buy you a pony, so you’re a little fucked in the head.”
“Oh my God,” she said, feigning awe and shock as she played right along, “you’re right. Ever since I can remember, my dad has promised me a pony.”
“And you never got it,” I lamented.
“Never.” Her face fell in mock heartbreak. “He was always trying to raise money to save some wetlands or something, but never for a pony.”
“The environment meant more than your happiness,” Cole joined in. “That’d do it. That would fuck with you.”
“I know, right?” she nodded at him before glancing back to me. “That’s it. You figured it out. I actually am fucked up. Who knew?”
“I’ll send you a bill.”
“Or, Professor Badass,” she whispered, moving closer, “maybe I could find some other way to repay you. I’m a poor, starving grad student, after all. Do you think I could work it off?”
“What did you have in mind?” I asked as my dick perked up like a phoenix rising from the ashes. Never fucking took long with these two around.
“Anything,” she murmured, reaching back for Cole’s hand and coaxing him closer as well. “Anything you and your friend want. I’m all yours.”
And she was. She followed all our directions to a T.
 
 



 
 

 
I got a call late on a Thursday night. Cole had left as he tended to do before the night drifted into morning. Rain was crashed beside me, snoring ever so quietly which was kinda cute, actually. She was exhausted.
We had worked her over really well.
But when the phone rang, I jumped. Late night calls always freaked me out. They were seldom good things.
I saw Denny’s name and answered immediately.
“Feckin’ hell, Justin,” he said, worry evident in his hushed voice. “The wee snapper is on its way.”
“What the fuck are you talking about? Speak English, you fucker.”
“It’s Sophie. She’s in labor.”
“I didn’t know she was due yet,” I murmured in shock, raising my voice just a bit. Rain stirred beside me.
“She’s not. It’s happening early. Only a couple weeks early, but earlier than they’d prefer. Her water broke, though. No turning back now.”
“Gross, dude.”
“Feck off and get your arse to the hospital. Your services are requested.”
What the fuck did he need me for?
“Um, I’m not so sure I’ll be much help in a situation like this.”
“Oddly enough,” he sighed, “you’re the only one who can help at the moment.”
 

 
We were almost to Butte before it hit me.
I’d asked Rain to come along, thinking the moral support might be a good thing. She’d looked at me like I’d grown a second dick and murmured, “uh, okay.”
Now I realized why she’d seemed so shocked.
We were headed to Butte to see my friends at the hospital. In the middle of the night. She had total fuck hair. They were going to have no doubts what we’d been doing.
And they knew she was my student.
Stupid, stupid fucker, I berated myself. So fucking stupid…
But it was too late now.
Rain and I made our way through the deserted corridors to the labor and delivery ward. Hospitals seemed weirdly eerie at night, and St. James was no exception. Big. Old, by Montana standards anyway. Institutionally cold and creepy.
Fortunately, the patient rooms were a little less so.
The other Mofos had gathered, too, bringing their women. The mini Mofos were thankfully nowhere to be seen, which set me a little bit at ease. The last thing this night needed was Max staring at me or Eoghan saying fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck because of me. It was the middle of the night anyway, though. They must have been home with grammas and grampas or something.
“Rain?” Felicity quietly gasped as we walked into the room.
Aside from Sophie who appeared a bit drugged out of her gourd, everyone’s jaws dropped to the floor in pure shock. Even Brannon’s where he stood next to Sophie’s bed. His hand froze in midair from where he’d been smoothing the hair from her eyes.
Drew gave me a slow, cheeky grin. “I thought you didn’t fuck students.”
“Bite me, fucker,” I shot back.
Time for a new mantra.
“Oh, God,” Sophie moaned deliriously. “I think I’m having another one.”
Brannon went a shade pale. “Already?”
“There will be a wee Forrester before the night is through, I’m thinking,” Denny grinned.
“A Forrester,” Sophie said with a listless gasp as she attempted to breathe through the contraction. Then her eyes shot open. “Is Justin here yet?”
“He just got here, Soph,” he replied.
“The baby has to be a Forrester. I have to—” her voice broke with a low groan that she breathed through for a few seconds, and then continued. “I have to be a Forrester.”
“You will be, baby,” Brannon began.
“But I’m not yet,” she sobbed, looking up at him with tears in her eyes. “Not really. We just say that. We mean it, but we just say it.”
“Soph, even if we didn’t have time—which we do—you’re already my wife in every way that matters,” he tried again.
She burst into tears. “That’s so sweet,” she sobbed into his arms.
Fucking hell, Sophie was a trainwreck. I’d never seen her like this before. I glanced down to get a quick read on Rain. I didn’t want her to think my friends were a bunch of crackheads.
Rain looked sweetly worried, hopefully not that Sophie was off her rocker, but rather about her pain and the desperate tone of her voice.
“Justin,” Felicity said, waving me over. “You stand here. Let’s do this shit.”
“Do what shit?” Rain asked. “What are you doing?”
“I’m going to perform a wedding ceremony,” I replied with a raised eyebrow.
Rain gaped up at me, completely astounded.
“Justin got ordained to marry Cody and I,” Ilsa explained to her.
Rain gave her a total WTF look before turning back to me. “You’ve officially shocked the hell out of me,” she murmured.
“We were mostly scared of what kind of date he’d bring,” Cody leaned over Ilsa’s shoulder to add.
Rain nodded. “Okay, that makes a little more sense.”
“Now, wait… Justin isn’t always dumpster diving for dates,” Raven frowned at Cody. “Lacey was his date to our wedding.”
“Rave,” Drew argued, “your cousin was also one of your bridesmaids, not really a date. Just because he did her doesn’t make her his date. You’ve seen some of the chicks he’s come up with before.” Then Drew stopped short, kind of flushing slightly as he looked over at Rain. “I mean, um… shit… no offense.”
“It’s okay,” Rain smiled back with a nonchalant wave of her hand, putting him a bit more at ease, “we’re just fucking.”
“Really…?” Drew trailed off, clearly more of a dubious statement than a question. He looked at me for a moment, studying me closely before tipping his focus down to Raven with a raised eyebrow. She simply smiled back as they shared some sort of private joke.
“Bran,” Sophie sniffed, “I think we need to hurry. It’s starting to get stronger.”
Brannon would have done damn near anything for Sophie on a normal day when her body wasn’t wracked with pain. When her hormones weren’t completely out of whack making Sophie turn from sweet and lovely to bat-shit crazy. The look he threw me told me I best get my ass in gear and get them hitched. He was clearly on the verge of bat-shit crazy, himself.
So I stepped forward. I quickly ran through what I remembered about vows, which wasn’t much, but I did get the part right where it was all “do you, Sophie…” and “do you, Brannon…” They both did the “I do” thing, and I pronounced them man and wife. Brannon leaned in to give her the sweetest kiss on her lips, and Sophie smiled up at him through tears of love and pain.
“Oh my God,” she whispered, and suddenly groaned as another labor pain hit, “I can’t believe we had a threesome with the guy who performed our wedding.”
Brannon grimaced. “If it makes you feel any better, he kinda touched my junk that night, too. We can be weirded out by this together.”
 

 
Quickly after Sophie became a Forrester in name as well as spirit, her labor really kicked into high gear. It was almost as if the kid had waited just long enough to get that formality out of the way and now couldn’t wait to get the fuck out.
The rest of us were ushered out to the waiting room, leaving Brannon and Sophie in there. Brannon’s sister Mira showed up and barely gave us a second glance as she raced into the room to check on Sophie’s progress before returning to wait with the rest of us.
As she walked back out, she eyed me curiously, then swept her gaze over Rain who stood close beside me. “Holy shit, Justin brought a girl?”
“Fuck off, Mira,” I snapped.
She looked over at Ilsa who nodded with wide eyes.
“Wow,” Mira mouthed back.
“I know, right?” Raven whispered.
“And she’s his student,” Felicity added.
“I thought you didn’t fuck students,” Mira murmured with a disbelieving shake of her head.
I rolled my eyes and glanced down at Rain who was smiling at my discomfort.
“It’s not a big deal,” I said to the rest of them defensively.
“Yeah,” Rain nodded, crossing the room to sit by Felicity, “like I said before, we’re just fucking.”
“Uh huh,” Drew nodded with a raised eyebrow. “So were we.” He gave me a knowing look and pulled Raven closer, kissing the purple hair back from her eyes.
“This is… different,” I shook my head, scowling as Felicity laughed.
“What’s so funny?” Rain said with a screwed up expression. Felicity just laughed even harder.
“How is this different than when they were shaggin’?” Denny asked me.
Well, I’m fucking a dude, too… I thought to myself, but didn’t share that bit of info. “It just is.”
“Mmm hmm,” Felicity nodded in sheer disbelief and nudged Rain with her shoulder. “Riiiight.”
Rain just rolled her eyes coolly and gave a dismissive shake of her head.
“Whatever,” she grinned. 
Her carefree smile struck me then. Her ease with this playful banter, like she’d been a part of the group right from the start. She fit so well, so perfectly.
And it sent a cold wave of unease up my spine that lingered there, unsettling me as the night went on.
 

 
“Guys, meet Gracie,” Brannon said a couple hours later as we were led back into the room. He sat on the edge of Sophie’s bed holding a little pink face in a blanket.
The Mofo girls rushed him, dragging Rain right along with them, and the whole bunch cooed as though they’d lost their ability to speak like normal people. As I fought back another peevish wave of unease, I heard little squeaks about how beautiful Gracie was. How perfect and miraculous, even if her face was kinda squished and she didn’t even open her eyes.
Worse yet, the other guys looked half loopy, too. Once more, the domesticity of my friends made me feel like we were worlds apart. Yet, as they brought Rain into the fold like she was meant to be there, I almost wondered if it could be possible. If somehow… maybe…
Fuck off, I reprimanded myself.
I knew better, so I shut that shit down and forced an easy smile onto my face. I reminded myself who—and what—I was.
“Wait until Max and Eoghan see her,” Cody murmured quietly. “They’ll love her.”
I sure as fuck wasn’t Cody.
Brannon glared at him, but with a joking smile lighting his face. “Keep your little fuckers away from my daughter, or I’ll fire your ass.”
“You’ve been threatening me with that for years,” Cody grinned easily. “I think if you were going to do it, you’d have done it by now.”
Little Gracie, disturbed by all the touches and all the goo-goo shit, opened her eyes and let out a little cry. Brannon shot Sophie a panicked look, but she just smiled and held out her arms to take Gracie back. She held her daughter close with sweet little murmurs to soothe the infant’s distress.
The strangest emotion crept into my chest as I watched Sophie look down at her newborn child. The sheer awe lighting her face. The pure adoration that radiated from her, almost taking my breath away.
It was a mother’s love.
So that’s what it looked like.
 

 
I was quiet on the way back to Ophir that evening. Unsettled. A little angry, even.
I hadn’t felt this way in years.
This was why I didn’t like to feel.
I didn’t say a word as I unlocked the door and walked in. I grabbed a bottle of Wild Turkey off the top of the fridge and strode into the greatroom to flop down on the couch and take a long drink.
“Are you okay?” Rain asked, standing warily still and watching me sink into my dark mood.
No, I thought, but that’s not what I said.
“Fuckin’ dandy.”
Awkward silence.
“Do you want me to leave?”
No, I thought… again.
“Whatever you want.”
I turned to look at her, wishing the bourbon would kick in to numb the complete emptiness I felt inside. Her brows narrowed. She stepped closer and came to sit with me, lifting her palm up to cup my cheek. The faint touch of her hand burned through me, reverently touching me like I was special and precious.
It felt so beautiful, but painfully so.
I set the booze aside and tangled my fingers in her hair with a sharp tug. Her startled cry rang out in the quiet room, but I didn’t let go. My lips crashed down on hers, and I pushed her back down on the couch beneath me. I jerked open her jeans and stripped them from her in a flash, ripping my own fly open and quickly donning a condom from my pocket. None-too-gently, I wedged myself in between her thighs. The more she just let me, the rougher I became. Right up until I thrust hard into her so hard she practically screamed.
I looked down at her then, her bruised lips and hot, tearful expression. I stared into her eyes, suddenly afraid to move, afraid to let the beast out of me.
But then she kissed me.
Her trembling lips touched mine. Her fingertips brushed my jawline as she turned her head to deepen the tender caress. The warmth of her very soul thawed something inside mine. It released something bitter, something vile I’d been holding tight almost all my life.
The naked desperation ebbed away. Her hips rose up to take me in more fully as her lips dusted over my features. The darkness lifted a little more with every movement, like she was fucking the bitterness clean out of me. It was the strangest thing, almost frightening.
I let her. She soothed something inside me as she coaxed me to rock slowly into her sweet warmth. To lose that ragged frustration and kiss her back with something that almost felt like hope, deep and promising.
She kissed me when I came—a gentle brush of her lips to mine—and I sensed a whole new side of me had emerged.
 

 
“Are you okay?” I asked. “I was a little rough.”
Rain stroked her fingers through my hair as I lay where I’d collapsed, my head resting against her slowing heartbeat and her legs wrapped around my waist.
“Yeah,” she whispered. “I’m a pretty tough chick… and just a teensy bit masochistic.” Her touch continued to feather over my skin, sweet and soft and sensual. “Are you?”
Her voice sounded hesitant. Wary.
I thought about what to say. If I should say anything at all.
But there was something about the way she held me… I had to.
“It was the way Sophie looked at her baby,” I began. Her caress stilled just momentarily before continuing on. “It touched a nerve. I don’t think my mom ever cared about me that much. Not even close.”
Silence.
And then…
“I’m trying really hard not to ask why you think that,” she admitted in a quiet voice.
“Because you think I don’t want to tell you?” I asked. “Or because you don’t want to know?”
“Both, I guess.”
“I haven’t seen her in years,” I conceded with a shrug. “I don’t talk about her much.”
Strangely, I found myself wanting to do just that. To talk about her.
With Rain.
Yet she had admitted that she didn’t really want to. This was something intensely personal, a pretty deep conversation.
And we were just fucking. That’s all I was really good for… to anyone.
I pulled out and shifted my weight off her to sit up, slipping off the condom and tossing it in the trash at the end of the couch. I tucked my dick back into my jeans and simply stared off into space, away from her, attempting to make the disappointment fade.
I didn’t really want to share anyway. Sharing was for pussies.
But then she followed. She curved her arm around my back and rested her chin on my shoulder.
“Why?” she quietly asked.
I looked back to her and saw her eyes fixed on me. Empathy and compassion filtered into her gaze, warming the cold edges of my consciousness. Bare, body and soul.
“She left,” I finally replied.
 
 



 
 

 
“I look just like my dad. My mom used to say that all the time when I was little. She called me his little clone, said with such pride.” I paused to take a deep breath, exhaling slowly. “Then everything changed. Overnight.”
“What happened?”
“My dad was slapped with a paternity suit from some chick he banged in a bar.”
“Oh, shit,” she murmured.
“Yup. My mom was so horrified that she could barely even look at me anymore. All she saw was him. His other kid who also looked just like him. A boy who looked just like me.”
None of the guys even knew this. I had never breathed a word of this to anyone. Not in my entire life. In my desire to be wanted, this rejection festered. It was something I couldn’t admit to a soul… before now.
“You have a brother?”
“A couple of them,” I replied. “My dad was pretty free with sowing his wild oats. And my mom…” I shook my head.
“What did she do?”
“She just… stopped. She wanted nothing to do with him or me. Her devastation was so strong. She hated him more than she loved me.”
“Oh, Justin…” Rain whispered, her voice empathetic in the shadows.
“She left us both. She just walked out the door right in front of me. She moved on. Remarried. Started a new life. New husband. New kids.” I swallowed against the sudden swollen lump in my throat. “She knew there was nothing to stay for because I was just like him—not worth a shit.”
“That’s not true.”
“My own mother didn’t give two fucks about me, Rain. How bad do you have to be for that to happen?”
“I don’t believe that,” she replied. “I don’t know why she did what she did, but I don’t believe that.”
“I got birthday cards for a couple years. I got Christmas presents. I used to go see her for a month or so in the summer until I got a job mowing lawns when I was thirteen. I did that mostly so I’d have a reason not to go. I was an outsider there. I have two brothers and a sister there I barely know. I never became part of her family. I was always his son.”
“How old were you when this happened?”
“Seven.”
“Jesus, Justin.” She curled around me, drawing close with a quiet sob into my shoulder. “You were just a little kid.”
“It was just me and my dad after that… and his revolving door of pussy.”
“What about his other kids?”
“Two boys. Two different mothers that never felt he was a fit enough parent to be involved. I never really got to see them much. He paid court-ordered child support up until he died, but that’s about it. They cared for their kids enough that they didn’t really want him around. Unlike my mom.”
“Justin—”
“They were right, though. He was a horrible parent. I’m proof.”
“What do you mean?”
“I fuck good. I play the bass. School came really easy, so I was a good student, and I’m a fair teacher. But that’s about it. I don’t really have any other redeeming qualities. Part of that is nature. I’m genetically an asshole. Part is nurture… or lack thereof.”
“I think you have more redeeming qualities than you allow people to see.”
“Nah, I’m just like him. Destined to die in some random chick’s hotel room like he did.”
“What happened?”
“Don’t know really. Don’t really care. I’d written him off a long time ago. He didn’t give two shits about me either, any more than my mom did.” I inhaled, a deep cleansing breath to try and ease the slight tightness quickly developing in my throat. “The chick had cleared out by the time someone found him. They figured she probably bailed when he collapsed, left him there to die alone.”
“That’s awful.”
I gave her a bitter smile. “That’s my legacy.”
“History doesn’t have to repeat itself,” she whispered with a slow shake of her head as she cupped my face in her hands. “You aren’t him. You’re better than that.” Her voice was low and firm.
But I just shrugged. “Meh, you’re just blinded by my mad fucking skills.”
It was meant to be a joke, a moment of levity, but Rain didn’t laugh. She didn’t smile, even a little, so I pulled her close. I told myself I did it to break the tension, the thick sorrow that hung in the air, yet as she wrapped her arms around me, holding me, I felt something else invade my dark mood.
A warmth. A light in the shadows.
“Thank you for telling me. It explains a lot about you,” she said into my neck. “And it breaks my heart for the little boy that you were.”
I pulled back and looked down to see a glistening of tears reflecting in the pale glimmer of moonlight and smiled sadly.
“I’ve had time to get over it,” I offered. “It’s no call for tears at this point.”
“Fuck off,” she whispered back. “You can’t tell me what to do. Not outside of class.”
I wryly smiled and then folded her back into my arms. On my lap, facing me, she wrapped her arms tightly around my shoulders.
“I’ve never told anyone about that,” I admitted with my face pressed into her hair.
“Not even the Mofos?” she asked.
It had stayed locked down inside me for most of my life, poisoning my ego. My confidence. Admitting it to her seemed to lighten it, to ease the sharp stab of pain that had never faded.
“Nope. I’m not touchy-feely. I don’t share. That’s Cody, not me,” I said with a dry, lifeless laugh. “I’m the comic relief of the group.”
She squeezed me just a little tighter.
“Your secret’s safe with me,” she promised.
 

 
I didn’t want to wake up.
I felt the warm softness of her body pressed against me, her limbs tangled with mine. So warm and sweet and soft. So much comfort and peace, like my soul had let go of something putrid in the darkness. I felt lighter, more free.
And a little afraid that it would all vanish when I opened my eyes.
Finally, though, the gentle caresses of her fingertips on my chest stirred me. I opened my eyes to see her there, lying in my arms. We’d moved up to my bed where she had stripped the clothes from my body and held me to erase the last of my bitter mood.
Now the pale dawn cascaded through the windows, just slight rays of light that played with the luminous shadows, coloring everything with a blue-gray cast. In this light, she looked even more beautiful, if that was possible. Gorgeous. A fragile aura of warmth and comfort surrounded her.
“Morning,” I whispered. The stillness of the world outside prevented me from speaking any louder.
“Morning,” she quietly replied.
I trailed my forefinger down her cheek, then continued on to the hollow at the base of her throat. Rolling slowly to cover her with my body, I nudged her naked thighs apart to settle between them.
“I’m gonna fuck you again,” I murmured, lowering my lips to hers.
“Okay,” she breathed into my mouth, then moaned as I breeched her wet center once more.
Bare.
Holy fuck… so good…
“Jesus, please tell me you’re on the pill.”
“I am,” she breathed.
God, it was like slipping into heaven. The most incredible sweetness of her taking me in. Hot and wet, her silky folds slightly swollen from the night before. She gasped as I pushed deep, slow and solid inside her.
For a minute I was afraid to move. I had never gone without a condom. Not once. Not wanting to risk bringing a kid into this world who would grow up to be like me, I had wrapped it up every fucking time from day one, no matter what the chick said.
And now, deep inside Rain and experiencing all that she was, I seriously thought I was going to die.
Her legs curled around my hips, her heels digging into my calves, and she began to lift her pelvis to rock up into me.
“Jesus, Rain,” I gasped. “Hold on, don’t move yet, or this’ll be over before it starts.”
“Please… please, Justin.”
Her body was pulsing with life, cutting my staying power to complete shit. Her hips tilted and rose, bringing me deeper. The gentle, beckoning movement coaxed me to rock into her, enamored with the slow, sweet slide of being skin-to-skin.
In spite of my words, I didn’t fuck her, though.
I wasn’t sure what it was—steady and powerful, sure and deliberate—but it was most definitely not fucking. Long, slow, deep strokes. Careful and sensual.
Every moan and sob felt triumphant. Every shattered intake of breath felt earned as she buried her face against my neck and trembled around me. As waves of pleasure rocked through her, my own release rushed freely into her silky heat. I let the comfort of her softness wash through me, driving out the ragged cynicism that had festered in my soul.
She held me for a long time after. Her fingertips stroked soft trails down the back of my head, sweet caresses along my shoulder. Just touching me. It all felt so stark and honest.
I lifted my head to look down at her. As I slowly moved up, drawing her closer, yet holding her gaze, her palm cupped my jaw. Looking for something, even though I had no clue what it was. Watching the play of emotion sift through her. I gently pressed a tender kiss to her lips. Slow. Barely even a whisper. Full of emotion.
Like nothing I’d ever done before.
I justified it by telling myself it was the whole bareback thing. I told myself it wasn’t her, but rather the experience of fucking without anything between us.
Essentially, I lied to myself.
She kissed me back the same way. Just a brush of our lips. Reverent. Cautious. Full of wonder and even trembling a little with fear.
She lifted her arms and wrapped herself around me, her face pressed against my neck, her whole body shaking. Trembling even more as I tightened my hold on her, sheltering her in my arms.
And for the longest time after, in the still morning, we lay tangled in each other’s arms. I stroked my fingertips down the smooth swell of her hip before slipping my hand around her waist and pulling her even tighter against my chest. Her breathing slowed as she drifted into sleep. I, too, allowed my own mind to succumb, far too overwhelmed to do anything else.
 
 



 
 

 
So weird.
I had never in my life had anything remotely relationshippy. I’d never once asked a girl out, or a dude, for that matter. I’d never bought flowers or made plans.
I’d never started looking towards the future, wondering where things would go. I’d never even thought about tying myself to a single person.
Actually, I guess I still hadn’t. I suddenly realized I was tying myself to two.
What the fuck?
However, the dynamic in our little trio began to shift after the night Brannon and Sophie’s kid was born. After the morning that followed.
It was bound to anyway, though, eventually.
After all, Cole worked out of town, often gone for a couple weeks at a time, whereas I saw Rain every day. More than once on days when we had class.
And the more I was around her, the more she kind of fascinated me. I found myself studying her more and more as she studied petroleum engineering. She would get this look on her face when she quit seeing me and started seeing the solution working out in her head. I could almost see her mind churning, her face lighting up when it all became clear to her. The excited thrill that warmed her eyes.
Douche-dick Brian was always brown-nosing like a fucker to score points, so unlike Rain who clearly strove to be unobtrusive as she worked things through. Her quiet accomplishment filled me with such an immense sense of pride that I just couldn’t even dwell on it.
As much as I really didn’t want her to be, she was my star student. This pushed me to push her in an attempt to not go easier on her. I made her work for it.
She was up to the task, though. Well, most of the time. At first.
Then her grades started to slip.
I knew why. It was obvious she wasn’t studying, not as much as she should be. I knew this because, for the most part, if we weren’t in class or if I wasn’t playing at the Copperline, we were in bed.
Or up against a wall. Or in the shower. Or somehow naked and tangled together.
She began to get tense as her GPA dropped, and got just flat owly when it dropped a little more.
But it was when she failed a test that I saw a new side to her.
She looked at the paper and frowned. She actually looked pissed. Genuinely pissed the fuck off. Her eyes became dark and her expression stormy. When class time was up, she got up and left without even looking at me, making a beeline for the door like she had hell on her heels.
I sent her a text and waited all afternoon for her to call or text me back. Something. Some contact.
But nothing.
Cole messaged me, though, hinting he may stop by, but I actually told him not to. I made up a lame excuse about having some shit to do with the band.
“Mofos call and you come runnin’ like a bitch, huh?” he teased, but it seemed to have a bit of a bite to it. He either didn’t believe me or he didn’t approve, but I brushed it off. I needed to sort this shit out with Rain.
It was dark by the time I got home, and I started a fire in the fireplace to ward off the chill. My house felt massive all of a sudden. Too quiet and cold.
I waited.
And as time went on and I sat there staring into the flames, I started to get a little annoyed.
I was fair. Firm, but fair. I did hold her up to a higher standard, but truthfully because she was really fucking smart. Brilliant. She was better than that grade showed, but I hadn’t scored her unfairly. My motherfucking teachers aid had actually done the marking.
And she was acting like a spoiled kid.
I was on the verge of texting her again to find out where the fuck she was when I saw headlights in the driveway. She pulled up and came inside, keeping her eyes cast down as she took off her coat. She barely looked at me as she sat on the couch.
And I’d hit my limit.
“What the fuck is your problem?” Maybe not the best way to start, but I was kinda raging by this point. “Are you pissed that I gave you an F?”
“You didn’t give me shit,” she muttered.
“I didn’t even grade the papers. John did.”
“Like that fucking matters,” she shot back, then lurched up from the couch to head for her coat and the door, mumbling the whole way. “I don’t even know why I came tonight. I’m not in the mood for this.”
“You got a fair grade. I looked it over. John scored it right.”
She whirled around to face me. “I know that. I got the grade I deserved.”
“Then why the fuck are you pissed off at me?”
“I’m not!” she shot back. “I’m pissed off at me.”
That stopped me short. I furrowed my brow and stared at her in speculation. “Wait, what?”
“I’m smarter than that. I told you a long time ago that I was going to work my ass off, but all I seem to be capable of all of a sudden is working your dick.”
She was phenomenal at that, too, and the mention of it made my cock twitch ever so slightly.
“Um,” I murmured, “I’m not really complaining about that.”
“Well, you should be. You’re my teacher. I expected a lecture from you. Or at least commiseration.”
“What do you want me to do? I’m not really sure who you want me to be at the moment, the guy who’s fucking you or the guy who teaches you.”
“I don’t know,” she sighed with a shake of her head. “Both maybe.”
“Okay, so, what do you want me to do? Spank your ass with a ruler?”
Her eyes instantly widened… and then blazed.
Fuck me, but she did. She totally wanted that.
Fuuuuuuck, why hadn’t we gotten that schoolgirl outfit yet?
I thought about it for a minute, and my mouth ran away with the first thing that hit my mind.
I stood stern and straight, putting on my best professor face and speaking deep and authoritatively. “I want you to be face down, ass up in my bed, panties around your knees with that sweet, wet pussy on display.”
Her breath caught. Her eyes darkened and sparked with burning lust.
Then she turned towards the stairs and started up.
Fuck me, she did exactly as I asked. She climbed the stairs, turning into my bedroom at the top. I followed, almost disbelieving, as she stepped into the room and bent slightly at the waist, slipping her hands up her skirt to tug down her satiny black underwear. Then, otherwise still totally dressed, boots and all, she knelt on the bed, facing away. Her hands slid out in front of her, gliding forward as she lowered her shoulders. In one smooth movement, she took the exact pose I’d described, her skirt lifting just enough to give me a glimpse of her beautiful pussy, visibly soaked with her arousal.
In the beat of a heart, I jerked open my button fly and pulled my dick free, stroking my length as I knelt behind her. My hand skated over her smooth, round butt cheek, caressing a soft circle.
“Fuck,” I groaned, “I don’t think I even have a ruler.”
Rain turned her head, tilted back towards me but still facing away. “You’re a fucking engineer, Justin. How do you not have a ruler?”
Out of the corner of my eye, I caught sight of the bamboo back scratcher I kept by the bed. The dry, furnace-warmed air in my house in the winter made my skin dry and itchy, but I suddenly had a new use for it.
“Wait,” I said, grabbing it and holding it a couple inches away from her ass. “This might do it.”
I brought it down hard and fast on her fair skin.
She cried out in shock and pain, but her body writhed under my touch. My fingertips traced the narrow welt that immediately pinked her skin. So fucking pretty.
Rain arched into my touch like a cat, and whispered a quiet plea.
“More.”
Fucking hell.
“Jesus fucking Christ, we need to get you a schoolgirl outfit for this sort of shit.”
“Okay,” she gasped, “just don’t stop yet. I need this.”
I smacked the bamboo over the other cheek, and she jumped and moaned.
“Harder,” she begged in a shaky voice.
I rained a few more increasingly firm swats, working my way down her curves until I landed one square over her tender little pussy, and she lurched upright on her knees. She reached her arms back behind her to grasp my head and pull me closer, turning her face towards me.
“Fuck me, Professor Badass,” she moaned.
So I totally did. I stroked my throbbing dick over her fiery-red ass, moaning at the heated sensation. She pushed back against me, writhing and squirming, silently begging me to bury myself in her soaking wet pussy. My coordination was lacking. Everything about this was intense and mind-numbing, but I finally managed to line up my cock and surged into her slick center, gripping her hips with bruising force.
Fuck. Yeah.
 

 
“Cody was always different,” I murmured.
We sat in the firelight, wrapped in soft fleece blankets and picking at the last bits of Chinese delivery. It was ridiculously late, but after her cathartic release, Rain seemed to kind of, well… need me.
It was a strange sensation, being needed. It should have had me running for the hills. Making up some shit excuse to get her to leave.
Instead, I held her. I took care of her. In a cloud of hazy intimacy, we began to share stories of misspent youth. All the ways we’d toed the line.
She told me a little about her parents, who sounded extraordinarily laid back and maybe a bit too generous with her freedom. Wanna-be hippies born just a little too late, but living out the ideals of the flower power generation. She grew up with relaxed curfews and few rules, not entirely sure how to rebel against parents who were so easy-going. So Zen.
Having already shared my fucked up family life, I’d just gotten done telling her about how the Mofos started instead. Of the wildness and debauchery in the years that followed, and how Cody and I often seemed at odds.
“I’ve always felt like he and I should get along better than we do. It’s kind of a thing between the bassist and the drummer in a band. A weird symbiosis. He’s just so… normal. His parent’s are like fuckin’ Leave it to Beaver, and he really makes it way too easy to pick on him. The guy is a massive chick magnet, though, and I could never quite figure out why he didn’t take advantage of that more, especially the way girls came at us when we started playing regularly at the Copperline.”
“Yeah,” she said with a raised eyebrow, “I’ve seen how they are. Kinda rabid.”
“It was like fuckin’ Sodom and Gomorrah for a few years. Looking at the other guys now, it’s hard to imagine what manwhores they were in their day. They used to be more like me.” I laughed, a dry and hollow sound. “One by one, they began to fall.”
“You miss that,” she whispered.
“Yeah,” I admitted, “I do… sometimes. It’s been getting better lately.” Grazing my knuckles along her cheekbone, I gave her a faint smile. Something about her gentle tone filled me with a vibrant need to be in her space. To allow her quiet warmth to filter through me, and I coaxed her closer. “You make me miss it less.”
She stared at me for a minute, absorbing my words, at first with a hint of apprehension that quickly shifted to a light, teasing smile. “Don’t you be getting all mushy on me, Professor Badass,” she finally whispered.
Good catch, I thought to myself.
“I don’t do mushy,” I replied.
She nodded skeptically. “Right.”
“Seriously… you’re really that good of a fuck.” She laughed as I began to gently push the blanket from her body, watching the firelight flicker over her satiny skin, glowing in contrast to the deep shadows of her hair. “Nothing mushy about that.”
She clearly didn’t believe me, though.
But then I didn’t really believe me either.
 
 



 
 

 
“So, I’m heading out for a couple weeks tomorrow,” Cole said as we sat at the bar of the Copperline late the following Thursday afternoon. “Are we on for tonight, or are you gonna lie to me again?”
I sighed.
He’d known. I’d known he’d known, although I’d had just the faintest glimmer of hope that he hadn’t.
“Fuck, dude,” I began, “I’m sorry. There was some shit I had to talk to Rain about. Class stuff.”
“Playing teacher? Nice.” He sounded upbeat, yet there was a bit of a hard edge to it. Something still wasn’t quite right. “Did she dress up for you?”
Fucking better happen soon, I thought to myself, barely containing the groan.
“I wish,” I replied, “but it was actually kind of serious. It wasn’t really about sex.” Not at first, anyway…
“You mean you didn’t fuck her then?” he asked.
Unthinkingly, I puffed out my chest and gave a typical dickhead manwhore response. “Yeah, I fucked her. Of course I fucked her.”
“Thought so,” he snapped. This time, the tinge of jealousy rang loud and clear.
Shit. Who knew the dude I was sleeping with would be the one to turn all possessive chick on me?
“How often do you guys fuck when I’m not around?” he asked after a long, totally awkward moment.
Daily, I thought. Sometimes two or three times.
“Not much,” I lied and took a sip of my beer.
“Surprises me… hot little thing like her. Most guys would be all over that twenty-four/seven.” He sat back and eyed me. “Ever think you might be gay?”
I actually had wondered that before. Before Rain, maybe, but it had crossed my mind. Second-guessing my sexuality because of the desire I’d had for dudes, even my friends at times. And there were all the things Cole did to me and that I wanted to do to him. The things I craved.
But those things just weren’t quite enough.
I could admit that I was very much attracted to Cole. Enough that I had imagined myself sleeping with him even without a chick. I had fantasized about it before. Many times.
It just suddenly didn’t feel right to be with him, or anyone, really… not without Rain.
“I really do like pussy, though, man,” I shrugged. “What we’ve done… that’s some wild shit and I got off on it like crazy, but there’s nothing quite like sinking into the warm, silky wetness of a woman’s body.”
Cole shrugged. “Pussy is great. Don’t get me wrong. I love pussy, too. Honestly, though, I think I prefer dick and ass. Pussy has too much give. I like it to hurt a bit.” He paused and narrows his gaze at me. “And you kinda get off on pain, yourself. I remember.”
Yeah, I remembered, too. His eyes glittered a deep, dark green, and I could almost feel him biting into my skin as he pounded my ass. It had felt amazing. Feral and raw.
But Rain’s sweet sighs sounded in my dreams. Just the thought of her silky depths, especially now that I’d had her bareback, made me hard as granite.
What a strange turn of events for me. I never had second thoughts about sex. Wherever… whenever… whoever. None of it had ever really mattered. I’d been a whore forever, born into it with my dad’s DNA. For a split second, I wondered if he’d ever felt like this about my mom. About anyone. If he’d ever been tempted, but resistant.
If he’d ever felt anything real.
I suddenly felt a little ill. I needed to escape. To get away from Cole and the dire dread that swelled in my throat.
“I need to hit the road, man,” I said, standing and sucking down the last of my beer. “I’ve got some shit to do. Talk to you later.”
His gaze remained impassive, but the light dimmed. Hardened. Warily, I dipped my chin in parting and headed out to my truck. I felt strange and unsettled.
And I went straight to Rain’s.
 

 
“Justin?” Rain gasped when she answered my knock, glancing around nervously before she quickly pulled me inside her apartment and closed the door behind me. “What are you doing here?”
“I’m not sure exactly,” I replied. I took a few steps across her small living room before I turned back to face her. “I just saw Cole.”
She froze momentarily, but recovered so quickly it was almost unnoticeable. Almost. “You just saw Cole… like saw him ‘saw him’ or did him ‘saw him.’”
Jesus, this was suddenly getting complicated. Both of them were starting to show signs of envy. When this all began, they had both kinda wanted each other, too, but now they each seemed to be focusing more on me. Almost like they were fighting over me.
“He thinks I’m gay,” I blurted out.
Rain pondered that momentarily before responding. “What do you think?”
I just frowned. I didn’t know what to think. I didn’t know the right answer. I didn’t want to say some dick thing.
“Have you slept with just him? Like without a girl?” Her voice was a little small, but she was clearly trying not to sound affected. “Without me?”
“No. Not before you, and not since without you,” I replied, unsure what else to say. I hadn’t. Yet for some reason, I continued to talk. Rain wasn’t one I felt like I could lie to. I felt the strange compulsion to be forthright and upfront. “But I’ve thought about it.” Then glanced at her nervously. Her face revealed a tiny touch of her own insecurity. “Do you think I’m gay?”
Her eyebrows came together thoughtfully. “Well,” she started slowly, “I guess, I don’t really know. I’m not exactly in your head, so I only know what you tell me. It would be an awful shame if you were, though.”
Okay, that wasn’t helping. I hadn’t the faintest fucking idea what she was talking about.
“Why?” I asked.
“Because you’re really fucking good with pussy.” Her voice almost shook with emphasis. The air began to thicken around us.
Just like that, I felt incredibly better. My uncertainty vanished in the beat of a heart. Her words soaked through me, mending the cracks of doubt in my mind, leaving a warmth that brought cocky Justin back out into the mix.
“I am, huh?” I grinned as my ego levels began to return to normal.
“You are,” she nodded as a warm flush began to warm her skin. Her breathing hitched just a bit as I stared at her, as I took a step towards her, and then another.
“Tell me more,” I hoarsely ordered. I was so close now, I could feel the heat radiating from her body. I could feel the wisp of her breathlessness on my skin.
“The details are a little fuzzy,” she murmured, “but I remember you fucking me into unconsciousness once. La petite mort. Nobody’s ever done that to me before.”
“Scared the shit out of me,” I recalled, with a tinge of guilt tightening in my chest.
“It’s something about the way you hold me sometimes,” she said softly, “tight up against your chest. So tight I can barely draw a breath.”
“Jesus, I’m probably asphyxiating you,” I realized, a little startled. I hadn’t realized a correlation, but now that I thought about it… fuck. That could really hurt her.
“It’s beautiful. Unbelievable. I’m feeling a little lightheaded just thinking about it.”
“You know, I’m kind of a freak. You shouldn’t say shit like that to me.” I murmured. My lips were a whisper away from hers. As sick and twisted as it was, my dick was raging. I suddenly wanted to fuck her into next week.
“Does it make you want to do it again?” she asked.
“A little,” I murmured, surprising myself. “Do you think about stuff like that often?”
“All the time. That’s why I fucked up so bad on that last test. Over the past couple weeks, the whole time you were lecturing—the whole time you were preparing us for it—all I could do was think about your thick, hard cock inside me.”
“Jesus, Rain,” I moaned, and swept in to capture her lips.
And just like that, we were off to the races, fucking like animals on the couch.
“Hold me tighter,” she breathed.
“Fuck, Rain,” I moaned, “I don’t want to hurt you."
“Please,” she begged, kissing me deep and curling her body tight up against mine. “Please, Justin…”
Fuck, the way she pleaded. It fucking killed. I knew I shouldn’t, but, God…
“Please…”
I clutched her closer, gingerly at first. Trepidation rocked me to the core.
“Tighter…” she whispered. “Harder…”
She begged so beautifully. I was scared shitless, but her pussy really made me do some crazy-ass shit.
And I did as she wanted. I fucked her harder and held her tighter. Everything got rougher and wilder until I was barely hanging on by a thread. It was intense. Insane. Her hoarse pleas became more and more fervent until her pussy suddenly pulsed around me, drenching my dick.
And then Rain’s eyes rolled back as she began to go limp in my arms.
I immediately relaxed my hold as a surge of panic ripped through me. I lowered her to the couch, my throbbing cock painfully hard and still buried balls deep.
Jesus. Fucking hell.
I placed tender kisses over her eyes and stroked my fingers lightly down her cheek.
“Shit, Rain,” I gasped.
She was barely out a split second before her lashes fluttered and slowly opened, blinking once and then twice.
“You did it again,” she whispered with a lethargic smile.
“Just call me Britney, bitch,” I choked out, a bad joke in an attempt to cover the pure overpowering panic I felt at it all.
Her breathless laughter squeezed her pussy tight around me, and I moaned a little. She bit her lip at the sound and gingerly urged me to roll to my back, then rose up over me, swaying slightly as she slid back down on my cock. Her body stilled momentarily as another wave of bliss coursed through her. As she gathered herself to move. As she worked me over so well, exactly how I needed her to.
The truth was, I felt a bit vulnerable after going all Neanderthal-ish. I felt like I’d turned into the fucking Hulk and was almost afraid to touch her for fear she’d pass out on me again.
So I gave her the reins. I gave her complete power over me, something I’d never done before with anyone.
At first, it was genuinely terrifying. The how and why of it all—how did she do this to me and why her—had me freaking the fuck out for a second.
Then she arched back, her hands behind her head to lift her hair. So fucking beautiful with her hips circling gently. The soft bounce of her breasts. Suddenly, the how and why didn’t matter. Everything about her spoke to me on some molecular level and seemed entirely too right and real. All my senses tuned to her—the taste of her kiss, the touch of her skin, the scent of her arousal, the sound of her gasp, and the vision of her entire being. She overwhelmed me with her allure as the aftershocks of her orgasm rippled through her, drawing the cum up out of me like a fucking geyser.
And when I’d shot off like Old Faithful and the waves of ecstasy finally stopped, she curled up against my chest, pulled a blanket over our naked bodies, and fell fast asleep in my arms.
As I held her, a lump developed in my throat. A new, foreign sensation took root in my chest.
I was lost.
I was hers.
I saw my life flash before my eyes and it terrified me. It was full of her. Her smile and the way she’d gaze up at me in class. Flashes from the past that morphed into the future. Hunger burning as she watched me on stage. I saw her in white, standing before me whispering vows. I saw her crying tears of pure joy as she held our first child. I saw her crawling across the bed—our bed—in a slinky little number that rocked my world.
I saw everything, realizing I hoped it was true and real and forthcoming. Everything I wanted that I never knew I wanted. What my friends had found and treasured. What made me ache and burn.
Swirling images chaotically raged through my mind, and I shifted back a touch to look down at her. Her lashes lay thick against her cheeks.
With every fiber of my being, I knew I would never feel this way with anyone else.
I was a fucking goner.
 
 



 
 

 
It was my fault that things went to hell.
Cole, Rain, and I were playing on a Saturday afternoon. I was taking it to her from behind while she gave Cole head, and he twisted around to sixty-nine her. This gave him a front-row seat to my dick ramming into her, and he moved his mouth from her to my balls, stroking them with his tongue.
That did it.
I shot off inside her, pumping a few last vinegar strokes as she milked me dry and Cole laved his tongue along our connection. He pulled me free and started to suck me into his mouth.
Suddenly, he pushed Rain off him, and sat up. His eyes fluttered dangerously. A little hot, but kinda scary like in a not-so-hot way.
“You son-of-a-bitch,” he growled at me.
Rain and I, both trying to come down from the orgasmic high, stared at him.
“What?” I asked.
“You just fucked her without a rubber.”
Oh shit.
It had been a few weeks since we’d seen Cole. He’d been out of town for work. In that time, we had fucked like rabbits, never once using a condom.
I didn’t even think about it today. I had just slipped inside her.
“I can’t believe you,” he snarled.
“Cole—” Rain started, but he pointed at her.
“You shut the fuck up.”
“Cole—” I growled, moving in front of Rain protectively. I did not like him taking that tone with her.
“You cocksucker,” he interrupted. “How long have you guys been fucking bare?”
“Just calm—” I tried again.
“How long?” he shouted.
“A month or so,” I finally admitted. “Right about the time Brannon and Sophie had their kid.”
Cole kept up his tirade and stormed over to his clothes. “You’ve been fucking hiding it from me.”
“We didn’t know how to tell you,” Rain quietly said, but he ignored her as he pulled on his jeans, still fuming.
I grabbed mine, too, tugging them on, yet leaving them unbuttoned, as Rain grabbed a blanket to wrap around her naked body.
“You still used them with me. Both of you fuckers have still been using them with me.”
Which was true. We hadn’t reached the point with him that we felt comfortable going without.
“Cole, wait—” Rain began.
“You shut the fuck up. This is between Justin and me.”
“What?” I interjected. “How is she not a part of this conversation?”
“She’s a fucktoy,” he shot back. “She’s just like all the other sluts you’ve banged over the years.”
“That’s bullshit, and you know it!” I shouted, closing in on him where he stood there belligerently fuming back at me. “You know it’s more than that.”
“So I’m the fucktoy then," he spat. “Is that it? Someone for you to get your homo rocks off with. Yet you bring a girl into the mix so you don’t have to come to terms with your true sexuality.”
“I have never lied about my sexuality, to you or anyone.”
“So how much do your friends know? How much does your band know?” He glared at me, his green eyes glowing with rage. “Do your buddies know that you’ve been fucking me up the ass for the last couple months?”
“Stop it, you two,” Rain said, pushing in between us. “You guys are way too upset, so let’s just calm down and—”
“Bitch, stay the fuck out of this!” Cole snarled, shoving her back against the wall with a firm grip squeezing her throat.
I went fucking mental when he touched her.
I flew at him, spearing him in the gut with my shoulder and driving him to the ground. I managed to land two good solid punches before he recovered enough to fight back, and Rain screamed as he wedged enough resistance under me to break free from my grip.
He and I circled each other like animals, crashing together in a rush of fists and curses. Our sizes were pretty evenly matched, and we fought for what seemed like forever, slamming into walls and knocking over furniture. Eventually, worn and bruised, I threw him across the room. He stood and stared at me, eyeing the nearby door and spat a thick stream of blood and saliva onto the floor.
“Get the fuck out of my house,” I growled.
“Gladly,” he snarled as he grabbed on his coat, “you two fucking enjoy each other. I’m am so done.”
 


 
It only got worse.
I had just gotten done advising a student and was running late for my own class. Just before I turned away from my computer, I saw an email from Glenn, the head of my program.
Come see me before Transient Pressure Analysis class.
Shit, I thought. Sorry, Glenn, no time. It’ll have to be after class.
I buzzed through the hallways, but stopped short when I came around the corner and saw Glenn standing in front of the classroom door. He was looking inside at John, my PA, who appeared to be lecturing from my notes.
My gut twisted with dread.
“We need to go talk to Dave,” Glenn said.
Dave Franklin. The Provost.
Oh shit…
When we arrived at Dave’s office, he was sternly looking at his computer with no small amount of disgust marring his expression. He glanced up at me in the doorway.
“Come on in, Professor Dorsey. We have a little bit of an issue.”
I looked over at Glenn once more. The guy looked positively peaked. He gestured for me to walk in and sit down, so I did.
Dave looked over the top of his bifocals, frowning at me with an underlying contempt.
“I got an email last night," he said. “I’m not sure who it was from, but it’s very clear who it’s about.”
“And who is it about?" I asked.
“You… and Miss…” he glanced down at a writing pad with some almost illegible pen marks all over it. “Ah, here it is," he continued. “Miss Hartmann.”
Fuck.
Be cool, Justin. Be cool. He’s just fishing.
“I’m not sure what this email said, sir, but—”
“It didn’t say much at all." He gave me a long, dark, foreboding look. “All it had was your names and a link.”
“A link to what?” I asked, playing dumb.
But I knew what the fucking link was.
“Are we really going to play this game, Justin? I think you know.” He leaned forward on his desk, resting his weight on his elbows as he pointed at me. “You see, you may or may not know that we have some pretty strict policy regarding faculty and student relationships. As in there is to be nothing physical or romantic. Nothing at all. Not only did you violate that policy, but you did it spectacularly.”
“Sir, I can explain. This happened before she was ever my student.”
“Really?”
“Yes, sir. It happened last summer. It happened before classes began.”
“Well, that would change things." He sat back in his chair and folded his arms across his chest, eying me with a side long glance.
I exhaled, trying to keep it unobtrusive, but feeling some sense of relief. He might be reasonable about this.
“The problem is,” he continued, “the link goes to evidence of multiple instances.”
That knocked the wind right out of my sails. Multiple instances.
Cole’s pictures.
Oh fuck. Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck.
“Not to mention," Dave continued, “there are some that are way too close up for you to not know.”
“They didn’t show our faces…” I murmured listlessly. The shock had me all fucked up.
“Some did. It’s easy to tell that they’re all you and Miss Hartman and some other man. It seems the three of you enjoy making sick bisexual pornography.” He leaned back in his chair and folded his arms over his chest. “Now, while it is really none of my business what your sexual proclivities are, you involved a student in your disgusting games.”
I just sat there, in pure shock, waiting for him to finish so I could go warn Rain.
“You will be placed on unpaid administrative leave effective immediately. Glenn will pack up the personal items in your office and will deliver them to you at your home. You are not to come within five hundred feet of campus. You will not speak of this to anyone.” He jabbed his finger at me to emphasize his point. “Not. A. Soul.”
“My classes—”
“Are no longer your concern.”
“And Rain?” I asked. “Will she be allowed to finish?”
“She will be put under a formal investigation to ensure the academic integrity of the course. All of her coursework and tests will be reviewed, and we will evaluate whether she had an unfair advantage through her relationship with you.”
“She didn’t," I gasped. “She is so smart. She’s a good student. She never asked for any kind of special treatment.”
“Well, of course you would say that. Especially in light of the evidence I have seen. You perverts have to stick together.”
“She didn’t do anything wrong," I argued.
“On the contrary, Mr. Dorsey, I have seen some of the things she has done that are very, very wrong.”
I looked over at Glenn who glanced back at me with a sorrowful expression.
“One more thing, Mr. Dorsey," Dave said, drawing my attention back to him. “When I say that you will not speak about this incident with anyone, that includes Miss Hartmann. You are not to contact her in any way until this investigation has been closed.”
Oh God, but Rain… I had to talk to her.
“Sir, what if—”
“No contact,” he interrupted. “You must follow my instructions without fail. If you do not, we will press formal legal charges against you for violating the terms of your employment. We have already discussed it with the faculty union, even though you are an adjunct and not a full-time professor. They are in full agreement with our position.”
Fuck that. They could threaten me all they wanted. I had to talk to Rain.
“Second, if you do contact miss Hartman,” he said leaning forward with his elbows on his desk, “it will reflect very poorly on the investigation. She will be expelled immediately and no credit will be awarded for this and the fall semesters.”
No… fuck, no…
“Now, Glenn will escort you to your vehicle. You will leave campus immediately, and you will not come back without my own personal permission.”
 

 
“I’m sorry," Glenn offered as we trekked out to my pickup. “I was hoping I could catch you before we were due in Dave’s office.”
“Don’t be sorry. I’m the one who fucked up.”
“You’re hardly the first professor that has had an inappropriate relationship with a student, and I can guarantee you won’t be the last. You might deserve some sort of prize for most scandalous, though,” he shrugged.
“Can you help her?”
“Justin—”
“I know I’m not supposed to talk to anybody about it. That includes you, I’m sure. But she didn’t do anything wrong. Please make sure she’s treated fairly.”
“You are putting the both of you in jeopardy by even asking me to do something.” He frowned and gave me a solemn stare. “You need to save yourself by getting out of dodge.”
“I need to make sure that she is okay.”
“You stupid son of a bitch," Glenn sighed. “You can’t. Do you understand?”
We walked a little further in silence, nearing the lot where I parked my truck.
“Listen," Glenn said, “I can’t help you with Tech administration, and I can’t help you with Rain. However, I have a friend who works for BP. I called him this afternoon, and he has an opening. It’s not a great job, but it’s a job.”
“Where?”
“Chicago.”
“No, I can’t.”
“You need to leave. If you are gone, this whole thing will go so much easier. If you disappear, they will let you. This doesn’t have to ruin your entire life.”
“My life is here," I argued. “My band, my friends…”
“And Rain? Is that what you’re thinking?”
I looked away without answering.
“Justin, students come and go, and they generally don’t stick around after the novelty wears off. They see us in class, lecturing and inspiring. They build us up larger than life. It all falls apart when they discover we aren’t nearly as exciting or taboo across the dinner table.”
Was that it? Was that what drew Rain and I together? Simply the excitement of a forbidden relationship.
My mind balked at that.
“I don’t believe that’s all this was.”
“Then you are a fool.”
 
 



 
 

 
I sat there and stared at the printed out email that Glenn had given me with his friend’s contact information. I didn’t want to leave, but I wasn’t sure that I really had any choice.
Because they would fuck with Rain if I didn’t.
A light tap sounded at my door, and I opened it to find Rain on the other side.
Speak of the devil.
Fuck.
“You can’t be here,” I told her with a shake of my head.
“What happened today?” she asked. “Nobody will tell me anything. All I know is my grades are being investigated and you weren’t teaching.”
For once in my life, I tried to do what I was told.
“I don’t want to talk about it.”
“Not even with me?”
“Especially with you.”
She jerked back at that. At the scathing tone I forced into my voice. It killed me to do it, but it was for her own good.
“Justin—”
“You need to leave, Rain.”
“Why? What happened?”
“Rain, if you know what is good for you, you will go.”
“No,” she argued. “Talk to me.”
Fucking hell.
“Please…” she whispered.
Fuck. “Someone sent a link to the Provost.”
“The video?”
“Not just the video. Our greatest hits. Photos, animated gifs. All kinds of shit.”
“But how did it get out there? Nobody should have had access to that stuff except you, me, and…” Her voice trailed off as the realization hit her. “Cole.”
My thoughts exactly. There’s nobody else it could have been. But for Rain’s sake…
She fell back against the wall in shock.
“What are we going to do?”
I have to rip you to pieces… I thought to myself, but I said nothing. I just looked at her, trying to be cold. Trying keep my face blank of emotion. 
She gave me a sad smile. “My guess is killing him will only make it worse.”
So will talking to you.
She stepped closer, lifting her hand to my chest, but I backed away. Confusion lit her eyes. I kept hearing Dave’s voice. She will be expelled immediately… no credit…
I had to reach back into myself and pull out the asshole.
“You need to go, Rain.” I forced my tone to be impassive. “Now.”
“Justin?” she whispered.
I couldn’t tell her I was doing this for her sake. I knew if I did, she’d go down in flames with me. I couldn’t let her throw it all away. I was fucked, but she had a chance to make it out of this relatively unscathed.
For once in my stupid fucking life, I was going to do something noble.
I was going to push her away.
I forced myself to look dickish. To feel dickish.
“Everything that happened today reinforced something I already knew but had forgotten.”
“And what’s that?”
“You can’t trust anyone. The whole world is out to fuck you.”
Her breath caught. “The whole world?”
“Everyone.”
Rain narrowed her eyes at me. “Even me?”
I looked at her long and hard before answering.
“Even you.”
She was clearly taken aback by my vehement tone. By the cold, angry burn I forced into my eyes.
She looked at me sharply. “And just what did I do?”
“You met Cole before you met me. Maybe you knew what he was doing all along.”
“Are you kidding me?” she gasped. “He fucked me over, too, Justin.”
“Did he?” I just stared at her, my gaze painfully impassive.
“You don’t really believe that,” she started, walking up to stand before me. Once again, she reached out to lay her hand on my chest. This time I caught her wrist and flung it away.
“Don’t I?”
“Why are you doing this?” she whispered, her voice shaking. “Why are you being an asshole?”
“I was born an asshole.”
“That’s not true. You want everyone in the world to think that, but I know you better.”
“You don’t know shit.”
“You’re trying to push me away. I get that you’re angry, but—”
“You. Don’t. Know. Shit,” I repeated more forcefully.
“Justin—”
“You were a great lay, Rain, but it’s time to move on.”
“I don’t believe you.”
She had me so close to breaking. She had way more faith in me than I ever deserved.
I had to deal a death blow.
“You should,” I began vehemently. “What did you think was gonna happen, Rain, huh? Did you think I was falling in love with you? Seriously?” It shredded me to see her flinch, yet I held my scathing glare. “I’m not that guy! I don’t do relationship shit. I fuck ‘em and leave ‘em. I leave ‘em wanting more, but I always leave ‘em.”
I looked her over once, forcing an expression of distaste to make my gaze bitter and hard.
“And even if I was, guys don’t marry sluts like you.”
That did it. I could see it recoil through her like she’s been stabbed in the gut.
“Well,” she finally said with a slow shake of her head. Her voice was cold. Calm. Too calm. “Thank you for reminding me how fucked up you are.”
“No problem,” I replied in a flat voice.
It worked. It ripped my heart clean out of my chest.
But it worked.
Because then, just like my mom had done when I was seven years old, she turned around and walked out the door without looking back.
 
 



 
 

 
“So, did he touch your butt?” Drew asked, looking a little uncomfortable as he stood there in my room watching me pack a suitcase for Chicago.
“Yeah,” I nodded without elaborating.
“How about, um…” He didn’t say it, but enacted a pretty good gesture to indicate someone giving head.
I looked at him for a minute, nonplussed, and nodded.
“Did he… um… stick his… um...” He cleared his throat, but couldn’t seem to get the words out.
But he also didn’t have to. I knew exactly what he was asking, and I nodded again without looking up to see the disgusted look on my best friend’s face.
“And did you…” This time, Drew didn’t even try to elaborate. He just let his voice fade out.
I nodded again, turning towards him with my hands on my hips, bristling a little. “All the above, dude.”
And I waited for him to totally freak out.
“Huh,” he simply murmured.
I sorta stared at him in shock. “Huh? That’s it? I just told you I fucked a guy… and we did a bunch of other shit, too. A guy! And all you can say is ‘huh’?”
“Well, to be fair, you did have a chick with you, too,” he replied, “so it wasn’t like full man-on-man action.”
“I’m not sure that makes much difference. I was all over him.”
“So? You have a taste for guys, too,” he replied. He narrowed his eyebrows at me and gave a quick shake of his head. “This is not news, Justin. You kinda licked my balls once when we were doing Maggie, so I had an inkling that you might be into that sort of thing.”
Shit, I had? Really? I thought back, trying to remember.
“Honestly,” Drew continued, “at the time, I was a bit wigged out, but I just kinda went with it anyway. Then Denny fessed up once that you had felt him up a bit when you two tag-teamed one of the bar sluts. And then Brannon said a while back you touched his junk when you got with him and Sophie. It was just a matter of time before you accepted the fact that you’re bi.”
I couldn’t say a word. I was completely stunned by his acceptance.
“What?” he laughed. “You act like we didn’t all have a pretty fucking good idea.”
“If you guys all knew, you could’ve said something.”
“Nah, you would have hit the roof if we had. You needed to work that shit out on your own.”
With a dejected sigh, I turned around and resumed packing. “And I did it spectacularly. I sorta blew everything to hell.”
“Better to burn out than fade away, right?” he shrugged, quoting Def Leppard as though it was Socrates. “So when do you leave?”
“I fly out Tuesday. Start at BP Wednesday.”
“I can’t believe you’re leaving. It’s the end of the Mofos. The end of an era.”
“I have to,” I solemnly stated. “Besides, a few months, and you’ll be a dad and shit. You don’t need to be hanging out in the bar every Friday night anyway.”
He just frowned. “Someday you’ll have to tell me where to find that little fucker that turned you in.”
“Won’t do any good now,” I said with a shake of my head. “It’s done. Let karma sort his ass out.”
“What about Rain?”
I stilled. “What about her?”
“You know the girls just love her. As much as I never thought that person existed, she seems to be kinda made for you—”
“Don’t, Drew,” I cut him off. “Just don’t.”
“Those things you said when Raven and I—”
“I mean it, you fucker. Just don’t.”
He wanted to continue. It was bubbling up inside him, dying to get out, but he tightened his frown and nodded.
“‘Kay, man,” he finally agreed. “I won’t.”
 

 
Chicago sucked ass, mostly because it was a world away from Montana. Most days, it was overcast and gloomy. Some days, it was sunny and warm. The weather changed with the wind, just like back home in Montana, yet there were no mountains. No Copperline and no Mofos. I was a number at BP, not a person, and the city was fucking huge. It took an hour and a half to get to work every morning, and bumper to bumper traffic made it take even longer to get back to my shitty little apartment every night.
Worst of all, there was no Rain.
But I stayed. What else could I do?
I went through every emotion known to man.
Some days, I was pissed. Pissed at Cole for blowing shit sky-high. Pissed at Rain for not seeing through my fuck-off spiel. Pissed at myself for letting things get so deep in the first place. For still thinking about her now.
Some days, I was lonely. Like a bitch, I moped around missing my life and my friends. So far away from everyone. So far from Rain, the one person I had ever really wanted to let inside.
And some days, I was even a little scared, to be totally honest. I had let both Rain and Cole get too close. Shit like that didn’t end well. I knew it, but I’d forgotten. My first real life lesson, taught by my unloving mother, and reinforced by the shitstorm I’d left behind.
Thinking I maybe just needed a little human touch, I tried to go out and live a little. I had a few beers at a sports pub near my place and found a chick who promised me a night I’d never forget. Back at her apartment, I really tried to feel something. Anything. Some part of that guy I used to be. 
Afterwards, though, everything felt empty. I left with a hollowness inside me that was suffocating, and I was totally skeeved out by what I’d done. I told myself it was the condom. That’s why it wasn’t the same. After having Rain bare, going back to that didn’t hold the excitement it once did.
But that was such a fucking lie.
I wasn’t me anymore. I wasn’t home.
And she wasn’t Rain.
I went out a couple times after, but it was like I couldn’t draw a breath in the crowd. That chick hit me up again, and even hinted at bringing along a friend, but just the thought of it made me ill.
Through it all, I missed Rain. I could never quite convince myself that I didn’t, no matter how much I tried. I wanted her. I didn’t deserve her, but God, I couldn’t stop wanting her.
I wondered if she hated me. If she missed me, knowing she shouldn’t. Knowing I’d just hurt her in the end. That’s all I had to give. I was a long-lost cause, the son of a bitch and an asshole who had pulled her into my darkness.
Every night, I closed my eyes and saw her. I felt her touch like she was there beside me. I heard her whispers in the wind outside my windows.
Staring out into the freezing rain that never seemed to go away.
Rain, rain, go away…
Day in and day out. Over and over.
 
 



 
 

 
“Fucking hell,” Raven muttered looking towards the entrance of the Copperline, “Maggie’s here. That’s lovely.”
A few weeks had passed, and I had made a weekend trip back to Ophir to pack up the rest of my shit. Drew and Raven had come to help and were planning to ship the boxes to me after I’d flown back to Chicago on Monday. It was surprising how little there still was in the house. Some equipment from the music room where we practiced for gigs, odds and ends of dishes. Lots of nothing, really.
Yet, it was incredibly draining to do. The finality of taping up the last box and looking around the massive empty place hit me square in the chest. I looked over at Drew.
He stared back at me.
Raven settled her hand on her rounded belly, appearing almost tearful. “Let’s go get you guys a drink,” she suggested.
We headed to the Copperline where Drew and I proceeded to get pretty rip-roaring drunk. Brannon, Cody, and Denny showed up along with Sophie, Ilsa, and Felicity, too. An impromptu farewell party.
Now Raven and I stood along the wall. Drew had headed back to the bar to get a couple more shots for him and I, along with some cranberry juice for Raven. The others were all out dancing.
When she mentioned Maggie, I bristled. I sorta felt a wee bit testy.
“Drew’s bitchface ex?” I asked, looking around, thinking I should maybe go warn Drew. Who knew what kind of shit this bitch was stirring up. “Why I ever stuck my dick in that emasculating box-gobbler, I’ll never—”
I stopped short when I saw who she was there with.
Cole’s eyes were locked onto me.
I hadn’t seen him since the shit went down that night he got pissed. I hadn’t seen him since he’d ratted Rain and I out to administration.
Rage burned through me.
I wanted to kill the fucker.
The psycho duo made their way over to us. Maggie scathingly looked at Raven’s baby bump.
“Awe,” she sneered, “the little freak is having a baby freak.”
“I could still kick your ass,” Raven laughed back. The girl was pure strength, confident with Drew’s love. Maggie showed up every now and then to be a bitch, but she could never seem to get under Raven’s skin. And every time Raven stood up to her, Maggie’s bravado fled.
I looked at Maggie and Cole, standing there stewing in their vindictiveness.
“Well, look at you two. I’d say you two are perfect for each other, but,” I pointed at Maggie, “she’s always kinda veered towards chicks and you, Cole, you flat out told me you’d rather have dick. Maybe you guys could just swap bodies or some shit.”
Raven leaned into me. “You know this guy?”
I looked over at her and raised my eyebrow. “This is the fucker who got my ass fired.”
“Oh,” she shrugged, “yeah, I see it now. This is the dude from the video.”
I glanced at Raven, aghast. “How do you know about the video?”
“Drew and I have watched it.”
“What?!”
“I think we all have, actually. Maybe not Cody. I don’t think he wanted to see you that way. But, Jesus, you know Denny and Felicity have. They’re huge on voyeurism.”
“What the hell?”
“Oh my God, Justin,” Raven rolled her eyes. “Don’t turn all shy on us. Not you, of all people. Besides, it was hot.”
“What was hot?” Drew asked, coming up behind Raven and handing her a big glass of iced cranberry juice. When he saw Maggie, though, his face fell. “Awe, man, what the fuck are you doing here?”
She just glared at him as he tucked his arms around Raven, setting his hands reverently over the roundness of her belly.
Drew looked at Cole, and his brow furrowed. “You look totally familiar,” he murmured.
“He’s the guy from Justin’s video,” Raven murmured back at him.
“Oh, shit, he is,” Drew gasped.
“Look at that,” Cole smirked at me. “I made you famous.”
“No, you got my ass fired.”
“Yeah, but first I made you famous.”
Something about the way he said it…
But first…
“What the fuck are you talking about?”
“The first video? The one everybody has seen? I’m the one who uploaded it.”
“No,” I shook my head in disbelief. “You didn’t even know about it until I told you.”
He just scoffed and rolled his eyes. “I knew about it long before you. I saw the dude recording it.”
“What the fuck…?” I gasped.
“I found him at the party when we got done. Had him upload it through my account right then and there.”
Holy shit.
That motherfucker.
“Why? Why the fuck did you do that?”
“I was proud of it. I wanted to share it with the world.”
“That whole time, those months with you and me and Rain, you were lying to us.”
He stepped forward to get in my face, his features contorted with bitter rage. “And that right there is why I sent the shit to the bigwigs at Tech,” he spat vehemently.
“That? That what? What the fuck are you talking about?”
“Us! You said us. It was you and Rain all along. It was always just me on the side.” He shook his head. “I was always there. Always around, waiting for the opportunity.”
“What opportunity?”
“To be with you. Every time we were together, I was there for you. You know I used to listen to you guys on the fucking radio back before you were even a band. I worshipped you. I did countless chicks just to be near you. I wanted nothing but you.”
“Holy hell,” Raven gasped, “stalker alert. Talk about fucking stranger danger.”
Cole ignored her and kept on with his ranting tirade. “And you fell for her. Not me. Her!”
“Jesus, you sound like such a little bitch,” I gawked. “Get over yourself, man.”
“Get over myself?” he retorted. “Are you fuckin’ kidding me?” He glanced behind me, and his face contorted with rage. “You know he wanted me, right? Your friend?”
Glancing behind me, I saw the other guys standing there and silently thanked the stars that I’d told them this shit already.
Cole kept going, churning on with his jealousy. “He fucked me. Did he tell you that?”
Cody shrugged, completely calm in a way that only Cody ever could be. “Yep, sure did.”
“He sucked my dick,” Cole tried again.
A few more affirmative murmurs came from the other guys. Brannon mumbled something about not exactly being shocked.
That took a little of the wind out of Cole’s sails.
“You finally told them, huh?” he sneered to me.
“Kinda had to after you plastered that shit all over the internet,” I replied. “These guys watch a lot of porn. They were liable to run into it on accident.”
“Well,” Cole vehemently argued, “you know there’s something special about me. You know…”
“Dude,” Drew said, rearing back a little with consternation, “something special? You totally sound like a chick.”
Cole kept his hot glare on me as he tried to ignore Drew, but his slight flush indicated he’d heard the comment. “You’ve fucked a million girls, Justin—”
“I’ve fucked a lot,” I laughed, “but a million? You’re flattering me.”
“—but never any guys until me.”
“He touched my junk once,” Brannon interrupted.
Cole glared at him.
“Right,” Denny nodded. “Mine, too. A few times.”
“Fuck you guys,” Drew grinned. “He licked mine.”
Cody looked a little green around the edges. “You guys are a bunch of sick motherfuckers.”
“The truth is, Cole,” I said, “you were there. You were available. I never meant to be a dick, but I thought that’s all this was.”
Cole started to push forward, coming at me with pure fury in his eyes. I braced myself, ready for a solid hit, but he never touched me. Denny and Cody had stepped up to stand beside me, glaring down at him with solidarity. He hesitated, looking at the three of us, especially Cody who was a really big dude, knowing if he laid one finger on me, he likely wouldn’t walk out of here.
Denny snarled at him in full-on Dub. “Feck off wit yer self or I’ll do ya, ya feckin’ bastart!"
Oooph… he was pissed. Whenever he was super ticked, he had the tendency to over pronounce his T’s and start putting them where they didn’t belong.
Goofy Irish wanker.
 

 
I looked at the line for security at Bert Mooney Airport in Butte. Sitting there with my bags, stalling because I didn’t really want to go. Through the windows, the mountains surrounding Butte glowed in the early morning sun.
And I had a fucker of a hangover.
Drew and Raven had brought me to the airport. My friend had dropped Raven and I off at the door to go park the car, and her and I sat in the Silver Eagle Grill, me sipping coffee to try and calm my aching head, Raven sipping orange juice while she gazed at me thoughtfully.
“Why are you staring at me like that?” I finally asked.
“So, Montana Tech’s graduation is next week.”
“Yeah, I know. I still get the alumni newsletter. I find it ironic since I was threatened with a lawsuit if I came back to campus, yet they still are asking me to participate in shit and donate money.”
“It worked, though.”
I looked at her warily. “What worked?”
“She’s graduating.”
A wave of something hit me. It ran through me and made me feel a bit weak.
“I thought you might want to know.” I looked up at her with my eyebrows narrowed in warning, but Raven was a bit fearless. She ignored my glare. “You should go.”
“Are you out of you fuckin’ mind?” I asked. “I’ll be in Chicago. Besides, I’m banned from campus, remember? And who knows if she’s even walking. A lot of students don’t.”
She just shrugged. “She is…”
Jesus, I felt sick.
“How do you know?” I asked, my voice coming out a little hoarse. “That shit isn’t exactly put in the paper ahead of time.”
Raven gave me a sheepish glance. “I talked to her.”
“What?" My heart seriously quit beating in my chest. “What the fuck did you do that for?”
“Drew told me what you did for her, and I thought you might want to know if it worked.”
Fucking Drew.
“It did,” she added.
I tried to cover, although it didn’t sound remotely believable even to my own ears.
“I don’t know what he said, but I left to save my own ass, Raven, not to do some noble shit for her sake. She’s not that important. She was just the match that lit the dynamite underneath my feet.”
Raven smiled. She knew I was totally full of shit.
I was going to kill him… 
“He also told me what you said about me… about my feelings for him.”
“What the fuck did I say?”
“A long time ago, back when I was keeping him at arm’s length… when I was trying to run away.”
…mutilate the fucker.
“And what did I say?” I asked warily.
“You were the one who made him realize what I was doing. You, of all people, Justin, saw that he was my whole world.”
I frowned. She was right. In a moment of strange enlightenment, I’d convinced Drew to go after her.
“Please don’t tell anyone,” I muttered. “You’re going to ruin my image.”
“I think your image has suffered already. Like when you took the fall for Rain so she would be able to finish school.”
“So, when Drew was telling you all this shit, did he happen to mention anything about a threesome? Not right now, obviously,” I said, gesturing towards her pregnant belly with my coffee cup, “but maybe in a couple months when you’re done with… that.”
“No,” she said with a laugh, and I shrugged.
“Worth a shot.”
“But," she smiled, and my ears perked up. I hadn’t expected a ‘but’ from her. “I think, even if we did offer… you’d turn us down.”
I scoffed at the idea. Me, turning down a threesome. What a laugh that was.
But the honest truth was, I would.
 

 
I didn’t go back to Chicago.
Raven’s words played on a continuous reel in my mind as I went through security. As I boarded the plane for the first leg of my flight. As the plane climbed in altitude and I watched the mountains of Montana fade away out the window.
When we touched down in Detroit, I went straight to the airline counter and looked at the agent.
“I need to change my ticket.”
This is crazy… flippin’ bat-shit crazy.
I thought it the whole time I waited for my next flight. Getting on and off the plane. All the way to her door.
As I knocked.
As I heard her footsteps approach.
And as the door opened.
To say she looked surprised would have been a massive understatement. For a second, she looked almost ill.
“Hi, Mom,” I said.
 
 



 
 

 
I hadn’t seen her in a couple years. In that time, she’d aged considerably. Deep wrinkles around her eyes made her look incredibly sad. She had a little gray in her hair.
“From Jack, I’m sure,” she sort of laughed awkwardly, referring to her youngest son. My youngest brother. Seventeen and a senior in high school. “I blame the wrinkles and gray hair on Jack. He’s kind of a handful.”
Awkwardness filled the room as both of us tried to maneuver this tense conversation. She spoke so easily of her son. One she cared about. One who was not me. 
“Why did you do it?” I asked after an incredibly painful span of silence.
“It was a very difficult time for me,” she began.
Me too, I wanted to say. Mostly because of you.
Yet I bit my tongue in an attempt to not lash out at her. It was all I could do. I needed this, be it understanding or closure. Who knew what would really come of it.
I just knew I needed it.
“When I saw that little boy,” she continued, “he looked exactly like you. I didn’t handle it very well.”
“That’s a bit of an understatement,” I dryly replied.
She shook her head slowly from side to side. “I didn’t want to hurt you.”
“You did. Truth be told, I’m still kind of fucked up about it all.”
She frowned. “I don’t appreciate that language, Justin.”
“Jesus fucking Christ, mom," I muttered. “After twenty years you finally say something remotely motherly to me, and it’s to tell me to watch my fucking language.”
She dropped her gaze, duly chastened, and I continued.
“Do you have any idea what you did to me? Do you even have a clue how it felt to know my own mother didn’t love me?”
“I did love you—” she argued, but I cut her off.
“Not like you should have. Not like I deserved.”
“You don’t understand—” she began.
“No, I don’t,” I agreed. “I get that what dad did to you was super dickish. I get that he hurt you, but you left me, too.”
“I tried to be a part of your life, I just…” her voice trailed off and tears filled her eyes. “You were just like him in so many ways. I know it was selfish. As you got older, I felt worse and worse. I just didn’t know how to fix it.”
“You know, the other kids moms never let them so much as spend the night? They cared enough to keep their boys away… while you fed me to the wolf.”
“I’m so sorry, Justin.”
It was weird. As she said that, I believed her. The weird part of it, though, was that she almost seemed relieved that I was here forcing the issue. That I was throwing it in her face.
“You say I was like him,” I said as I leaned forward, “and you’re right. I was. I was turning into him. He was the only role model I had. You showed me that nobody really gave a shit, anyway, so why should I even try?”
“You don’t have to be like him,” she whispered.
“I know,” I agreed, “but it sure as fuck wasn’t you who showed me that.”
 

 
“Dude, why aren’t you in Chicago?” Drew had said as he opened his front door late the following night.
I felt plumb gross after sitting up all night in the Salt Lake Airport trying to get back to Butte. Of all the airports to get stuck in.
But I had made it back. Drew stood there scratching his junk sleepily through flannel sleep pants, as though I’d woken him up. I probably had, though. It was just after one in the morning.
“I didn’t go back to Chicago. I haven’t slept in about thirty-six hours. Do you mind if I crash on your couch? I can explain in the morning.”
No questions asked, he let me.
Now it was morning. My Mofo brethren and their women sat staring at me as I came to in Drew and Raven’s living room. Even the mini Mofos gazed up at me like I had two heads.
I sat up and hunched over, waiting for the questions.
“So,” Denny began, “if you didn’t go to Chicago, where did you go?”
“I went to see my mom.”
“Holy shit,” Cody gasped, “I didn’t know you even had a mom.”
I gave him a screwy look. “How could I not have a mom, you dick?”
“You have never said a word about her,” Drew said in awe, handing me a steaming cup of coffee. “Not even to me. We all figured you were a fuckin’ orphan or something.”
“I sorta wished I was,” I shrugged. “Nothing good to tell about her, really.”
And as the sun began to warm the mountains around us, I came clean—completely clean—about everything.
About my mom and my dad’s fuckedupness and how I felt I could reasonably blame them for being such a screw up in my life. They all agreed.
About Cole and the role he played in everything. How betrayed he’d felt, causing him to strike out at Rain and me.
About Rain. How I’d tried like a motherfucker to do the right thing. How I’d ultimately failed. How running away from Ophir had seemed like my only option to save her.
“You love her,” Felicity murmured.
I rolled my eyes. “Fuck off.”
Eoghan looked up at me. “No-no wood,” he babbled.
Ilsa smiled as she leaned into Cody’s shoulder. “You do love her.”
“Holy shit,” Cody murmured, “it’s the apocalypse… Justin is in love.”
“Fuck off to you, too,” I grumbled.
Eoghan dropped his truck and came over to stand before me. “No-no wood,” he repeated. “No-no.”
“Gerr up ta fook ya bollix,” Denny grinned.
Everyone turned to stare at Denny. Even Felicity, who had actually gotten pretty good over the years at deciphering her husband’s irishisms, looked utterly mystified.
“What the fuck does that even mean?” Drew said, busting into laughter.
“Yeah,” I muttered. “Speak English, you fucker.”
At this point, Eoghan got a little fed up with me and climbed up on my lap, grabbing my face in his pudgy little hands. “No-no wood.”
What the fuck was he trying to say to me?
Max watched us silently, but also got up and toddled over, climbing up on the couch beside me. He sat there for a minute looking at Eoghan and then looking at me. Back and forth like he was trying to figure something out. Then he settled up against my side. Without even thinking about it, my arm came to rest around his little shape, and he gave me an adorable little smile.
I sorta had to smile back.
Looking back up to continue pleading my case, I realized that everyone had gone into complete shock.
“Oh my God,” Brannon gasped, disturbing his infant daughter as she lay sleeping in his arms.
“Does he realize they’re sitting on him?” Sophie whispered to her husband.
“What the fuck?” Felicity breathed.
“No-no wood,” Eoghan told his mother.
 

 
“You’re killing me, Justin,” Glenn said as he sat across from me in a booth at Jail House Coffee. “I got you the opportunity of a lifetime, and you’re pissing it away.”
“If Chicago is so great, why aren’t you there?” I retorted. “Why are you in Butte?”
“Because I wanted to teach. I’ve been out there and I didn’t care for it.”
“Well, I was out there, too.”
“For two months,” he said with a roll of his eyes. “You didn’t give it much of a chance.”
“Didn’t have to.”
“I thought you’d love the big city.”
“A year ago, I might have,” I conceded. “Now, though, it just seems so… big. You know, there’s twice as many people in Chicago alone than there are in the whole fuckin’ state of Montana?”
Glenn chuckled. “Yeah, more women for you to chase after.”
I didn’t want more women, just one.
So weird. For the gazillionth time, I wondered when I became this loser.
“So you’re coming back to Butte? What are you going to do? You know Dave won’t even think of giving you a second chance.”
“I don’t want to teach anyway. That’s your gig. I was thinking about consulting.”
“You being back wouldn’t have to do with a certain young woman from your class would it?”
I looked down into my cup, running my thumb over the handle.
“I heard she’s graduating,” I softly said.
“Yeah, she is. The investigation wasn’t easy on her. Dave was kind of on a witch hunt, but you really did a good job at keeping your relationship separate from class. In the end, it was quite evident that, if anything, you made her work a little harder. Her degree is safe.”
“Thank you.”
He gave a nonchalant shrug. “I didn’t really do anything.”
But he had. I knew he had. “You kept an eye on her. You became her advocate when she didn’t have one.”
“She needed one… and I could tell she was important to you.” He took the last sip of his coffee and toyed with the mug. “When you asked for my help, I saw a humanity in you that I never knew existed. I was starting to think you were going to float around aimlessly forever. No goals. Nothing to drive you. Nothing to fulfill you. I’m guessing you found something.”
“Yeah, I did.” I paused thoughtfully before continuing. “For the first time in my life, I want something. I really, really want something. I want it so bad I can taste it.”
Glenn smiled. “She’s gotten a couple offers from some of the same companies that were recruiting you, BP being one of them.” He eyed me with a knowing look. “She may very well end up in Chicago. If you stayed there…” His voice trailed off.
I tried to picture Rain working for BP. She would be good. Hell, she’d be awesome. I just wasn’t so sure she’d be happy. I know I wasn’t, but I also knew it wasn’t the place as much as it was the person I missed.
“So are you going to commencement?”
“What, so Dave can have me arrested?”
“He said he didn’t want you at Tech. On campus. The ceremony is at the Civic Center.”
Shit… he was right. I could go. I could see her.
Except she hated me.
Fuck.
“Besides, I’m pretty sure it was his threats towards Rain that really made you leave. The investigation is done. She’s in the clear.”
I sat there, my mind whirling, as he stood and threw a few bills down on the table for a tip.
“Just saying… It’s the day after tomorrow. Saturday morning. Ten o’clock.”
 
 



 
 

 
There she sat. Sixth row, ninth from the end.
It was almost poetic.
I stood back by the entrance and watched her like a stalker. She’d cut her hair, about shoulder length in the front and shorter in the back. It lay smooth and straight, framing her face. At first, I felt almost bereft at the loss of her long, soft waves. How it had felt to tangle them in my fingers and pull. The way she’d tighten around my dick. Then she tipped her head slightly to look down, revealing the back of her neck, and my thoughts shifted to running my tongue up the delicate curve, placing soft kisses there as I took it to her from behind.
Okay, maybe it wasn’t so bad after all. It was actually kinda sexy the more I thought about it.
Throughout the ceremony, she smiled at all the appropriate times, albeit a bit sadly. She walked across the stage to receive her diploma cover and her masters hood. She tossed her mortarboard in the air with the rest of the grads.
When it was over, she searched the crowd for a moment, then headed towards a middle-aged couple. The man had a long gray ponytail and wore a flannel shirt and khakis. Oddly enough, at an engineering school, especially one like Tech, this didn’t seem terribly out of place. The woman had some sort of drifty, flowing dress and a wide-brimmed hat with a massive flower tucked into the band. I saw a little tiny bit of a resemblance as the woman smiled at Rain, looking at her with pride.
With love.
It hit me square in the gut right there, almost making me double over.
I’d seen that exact look in Rain’s eyes before… 
…when she’d looked at me.
My breath caught. I suddenly knew what I had to do. I’d thought about it all day yesterday, wavering and thinking she’d be better off without me. Yet I’d still gone to check out the rental and signed the lease. I’d still had the cards printed. I’d still talked to the bank.
This morning after a sleepless night full of self-doubt, I’d come to commencement having completely talked myself out of approaching her. I had just wanted to see her once more before I went back to Chicago, once again leaving my band—my family—because I simply couldn’t be here and be a part of their lives. Not knowing I’d come so close to something so beautiful, only to lose it.
But that tender look on the face of a woman I’d never met kept me there by the door as the crowd began to filter out. My pulse raced as Rain and her parents came closer.
And then she saw me.
She went totally pale. Her fingertips splayed across her chest, fine and stark against the black of her gown. She suddenly seemed very faint.
She did faint, actually. Amid gasps and various other sounds of shock, she went down like a ton of bricks.
I’d seen her pass out before. Fuck, I’d made her pass out before. While it scared the bejeezus out of me the first couple times, she’d begged me to do it again and again over the time we’d spent together, and she was really fuckin’ hard to say no to, especially when she was working my cock. Eventually, we’d perfected the technique of getting her to that high and bringing her around after. I could feel it building up when I was deep inside her body.
And Jesus fucking Christ… as much as it scared me, it kinda turned me on.
Even now—here in the middle of a crowd of people—seeing her eyes roll back and watching her go limp actually gave me one hell of a boner.
Seriously, Cody was right. I was a sick motherfucker.
As she went down, I went on autopilot, rushing forward to the floor and pulling her into my arms, completely oblivious of the pure astonishment of her parents and everyone else standing around us. I cradled her close to my chest, brushing my thumb up against her cheek.
“Rain,” I whispered, “Rain, baby.”
She turned into my touch just a bit, and her thick lashes fluttered open to reveal the hazy warmth of her deep brown eyes. She licked her lips, so soft and full, and I started to lower my head to taste them.
Until I heard someone standing over me clearing their throat.
Oh fuck.
Rain’s eyes widened at the sound, as well. We stared at each other, then slowly looked up to find we’d become the center of attention. Students, faculty, family… Rain’s parents. They all gawked at us. Even Dave, the provost, was completely stupefied.
And pissed. He looked totally pissed.
“Oh fuck,” Rain whispered in a shaky breath.
Jesus, even that quiet whisper made me think of so many past whispers. Whispers she breathed into my mouth and against my skin while I fucked her senseless.
Fuck, I had to focus.
I helped her stand, inadvertently giving her curvy ass a nudge as her dad pulled her up with an extended arm. She jumped a little at that touch, flying forward into her mom as she quickly turned to look back at me.
This was becoming incredibly awkward incredibly fast.
Another student from Transient Pressure Analysis class broke through the shocked silence.
“Professor Dorsey?”
If it was even possible, Rain’s dad looked even more flabbergasted. “Professor…” he muttered.
Rain looked up at him, then to her mom, and back at me. “Mom…” she murmured, “Dad… this is Justin.”
“But… a Professor?” her dad repeated.
“Yeah, sorry about that,” I said with a sheepish grin. “I know it looks bad, but I’m kinda in love with your daughter.”
Rain looked like she might faint again.
“Oh my goodness,” her mother gasped, seeming to go a bit pale herself.
Dave stepped forward from the crowd with a menacing glare. “You’re making a big mistake, Dorsey,” he snarled.
“You can threaten me all you want,” I shot back, “but you have no teeth now. That shit is final, and you can’t keep me away from her anymore.”
“Awe,” Rain’s mother softly sighed. “How romantic.” She wrapped her arm around Rain’s shoulder, giving her a quick hug.
Rain’s mom seemed really sweet.
“But Margie, he’s a professor,” her dad repeated… again.
Okay, I might have a problem with him, I thought. I started to wonder if I should run. He was older, but his shock was beginning to give way to a father’s protectiveness, and that shit was lethal.
Through all of this, Dave was kinda turning purple with rage. Comically so. I’d have laughed if this whole situation wasn’t so vital to my entire world at the moment.
Then, I saw Glenn. The guy had a huge smile on his face.
“He’s right,” he told Dave as he stepped up beside him and began to steer him away. “Time to let it go.”
With a huff and a glare, Dave allowed Glenn to ease him back as they merged off into the crowd.
Now it was just Rain and I.
And her parents.
And the hundreds of graduates and their families.
But I sensed a sudden wave of support. Looking behind me, I saw Brannon and Sophie with Gracie, Denny and Felicity with Eoghan, Cody and Ilsa with Max, and Drew and Raven (who had sorta taken on her own pear shape at this point).
“What are you guys doing here?”
“Thought you might need a little backup,” Drew shrugged.
“We did,” Denny agreed with a grin, “though it looks like that right bastard fecked off pretty well on his own.”
“What did he say?” Rain’s mom asked quietly.
“Was that English?” her dad wondered aloud.
I just raised my eyebrow at Denny in implication. I figured I probably shouldn’t say it just now. Instead, I turned back to Rain who had regained a little of the color in her cheeks. She looked a touch flushed now, actually. I opened my mouth and said the first thing that came to my mind.
“I went and saw my mom.”
Why the fuck I started out with that, I had no clue, but it wasn’t like I could undo it. It was out there… flailing around like a little turtle on its back trying to flip over.
Yet Rain stepped away from her parents and towards me. “Seriously?” she whispered through tearful eyes. She was shaking visibly. She knew what a big deal that was for me.
“No shit,” I said, gazing down at my hands. “We had a long talk. We’re hardly Cody’s family—”
“What the fuck?” Cody laughed in mock indignation.
“No-no wood,” Eoghan chastised him.
“—but it’s something,” I continued on, strengthened by Rain’s tremulous smile. “My, um… my youngest brother is on the verge of graduating from high school, if he graduates. He’s a bit of a wild one, so that’s a little questionable. My sister is in her second year of college. She plays the bass.”
“Oh my God,” she whispered, bringing her fingertips up to her lips.
“I know, right?”
“Well,” she said softly with a sad smile, “they are related.”
“Yeah,” I shrugged, “they are.”
Rain’s parents kind of watched our floundering conversation, looking somehow uncomfortable and bewildered and delighted all at once. Her dad not so much delighted as kinda pissed, but sorta like he didn’t know if that was how he should feel or not. As did the Mofos and pretty much everyone else standing there scratching their asses trying to figure out just exactly what the fuck was going on.
“Can I talk to you alone for a minute?” I finally asked. I needed to get her away from the audience. I didn’t want everyone to see me go all fuckin’ mushy.
She nodded and I gestured towards the front door, following her outside and along the exterior of the building until we had reached a quiet area out on the grass. The light breeze brushed her hair off to the side, exposing the back of her neck again. I pushed the dirty thoughts down deep inside. I needed to be serious.
But when I opened my mouth to talk, I almost couldn’t get the words out.
“I have a job for you.”
Okay, so again, not really what I should have started with. I figured that wasn’t what she was really expecting to hear either when she narrowed her gaze in puzzlement, so I continued before it all went to hell.
 “Glenn told me that you got an offer from BP, but I want you to come to JR Associates.”
She cocked her head. “To where?”
“It’s a new engineering firm in need of an environmental consultant. You’d be perfect.”
“So,” she carefully began, “you want me to come work for you. Instead of fucking my professor, I’d be fucking my boss.”
“That’s not entirely accurate.”
“You don’t want to fuck me.” It wasn’t a question. More like wary hesitation. Clear confusion. Not distrustful, but also not convinced.
“No,” I corrected her firmly, “I definitely want to fuck you. Definitely. And really, really bad. It’s the other part that’s not accurate.”
“So you don’t want me to work for you? I am so confused.”
“It’s not a job for me,” I took a step closer, emboldened when she didn’t move away. If anything, she leaned into my presence. “It’s a job with me. You wouldn’t be my employee. You’d be my partner. My… associate.”
“Why?” she whispered.
“Because I love you.”
My voice had gone rough with emotion. I may have already said something along these lines to her folks, but this was the shit I hadn’t wanted to do in front of an audience. This was only for her.
It stopped her cold in her tracks. She opened her mouth to say something, but nothing came out. Her gaze fixed on mine and I saw a tiny tremble wrack through her body. Her eyes welled up, luminous and a rich coffee color in the midday sun.
“That’s something I haven’t said to anyone, Rain—anyone—since I was a little kid. Not since I yelled it to my mother as she walked out the door.”
She swallowed hard, but other than that, didn’t move. Barely breathed. She looked just a little pale again, a bit faint. Blood rushed to my dick.
Focus, motherfucker.
“I didn’t leave you,” I began, starting to become a little concerned that she wasn’t saying anything back.
“I know.” Her whisper washed over me. “I figured that out pretty quickly after you tried to tell me to fuck off, Justin.” Remorse socked me in the chest again as she paused, appearing somewhat hesitant. “But how do you even know you like me out of bed?”
“Rain, I saw you every day for months. In class, out of class. In bed, out of bed. Up against walls, in the shower.”
“Those last two are kinda like bed. Just because we are really awesome at fucking… that’s not love.”
I took another step, close enough to touch her. Close enough to feel the warmth radiating from her body. Close enough that the opulent scent of her perfume tantalized my senses.
But I didn’t make true contact. Not yet.
“You’re right. That’s not love.”
Her eyes closed tightly at my admission, and I continued in a low voice.
“Love happened every day in class. Every time you’d try not to smile at something I’d say. Every time you stood up to that dickweed Brian. Love was you understanding me. What I missed. What was lacking. How everything had suddenly stopped working and how you made it right again.” I finally lifted my thumb to brush along the wet trail on her cheek, catching the tear that had spilled over. She made the tiniest of movements, arching towards my caress and my skin tingled where we finally touched. “I didn’t think I could love,” I said in a scratchy voice. “I knew without a doubt I didn’t deserve it.”
Her lashes lifted and the deep brown of her eyes had gone soft, full of sweet emotion. “That’s not true. You do deserve it.”
“You’re about the only one who’s ever thought that,” I said. “Aside from the guys, I’ve never really given two shits about anyone in my life. Quite honestly, I kinda suck at it, so I can be a real dick sometimes. I sure as fuck don’t deserve another shot,” I drew in a fortifying breath. “But, Rain, I’d do damn near anything to have you back with me.”
For a minute, I didn’t say anything, and neither did she. We just kind of looked at each other, waiting for… something.
“Okay,” she finally whispered back.
I exhaled, deep with relief and let her one little word wash through me, freeing a rush of emotion that hurt and healed all at once. Tangling the fingers of both hands in her newly short hair, I kissed her. Hard and rough with all the intensity I felt at that moment.
“I’m really glad you agreed,” I whispered. “Especially since your name is part of the company name.”
“What?” she, pulling back to smile up at me curiously.
I reached into my pocket to fish out one of the business cards I’d had done up and handed it to her.
She looked down at it, studying the lettering across the bottom of the card, then back up at me with wide eyes.
 

 
“JR Associates… Justin Dorsey,” she whispered, “and Rain Hartmann. You kinda went out on a limb there putting my name on it and all.”
“I ordered a shit ton of them, too. Enough to last us a good year or two. It would really suck if they were wrong.”
“JR Associates is your company?” she asked.
“It’s our company.”
Rain looked back down at the card for a long moment, then kinda laughed and sniffed all at once.
“Did you, um… did you pick that phone number?” She looked up at me, pointed at the six-nine-six-nine on the card.
I just shrugged. After all, she totally already knew the answer.
She stepped closer and wrapped her arms around my waist, laying her head against my chest. “I’ve really missed you.” Her voice was so quiet I could barely hear it, but I totally felt it.
“Back atcha,” I replied, holding her close against my heart. “But tell me, how fucked up is it that I have a total stiffy after watching you faint dead away?”
Smooth, Justin. So smooth.
Rain choked back a throaty giggle. “Maybe a little bit,” she shrugged, “but how fucked up is it that I’m soaking wet after coming to in your arms.”
“Fuck, I love you,” I groaned. “It’s like you were made for me.”
She laughed again and lifted her lips to mine.
God, I missed that laugh.
Even if I turned it into a moan by kissing her long and hard once again.
 
 



 
 

 
There’s an old saying… the bigger they are, the harder they fall.
I’ve gotta agree because I was a massive manwhore, and I fell like a motherfucker and never looked back. Once in a rare while, I would wonder how it all came to be. I would wonder if I was worthy of her. But all it would take was my name on her lips. The touch of her fingertips on my skin. Her late night whisper that she loved me.
Even just the thought of her smile.
And all my doubt evaporated.
I remained the last unmarried Mofo for a while longer. Things were just so good. Why fuck with a good thing?
Just like everything else with her, though, that changed in a perfectly dirty way.
It started at a Mofo barbecue at Drew and Raven’s house. My buddies with their families and me with Rain in every sense of the word. She was sitting in the yard swing next to Raven and holding baby girl Massey who was just under a year old. I stood on the porch overlooking the backyard, watching Rain carefully and reverently cradle little Violet, tucking the blanket around her to ward off the evening chill that had settled in the mountainous valley. Drew came up beside me, a total mushed up look on his face.
“It’s amazing,” he said.
That was it. Nothing else. No long flowery spiel about the joys of fatherhood. Nothing to try to convince me to follow in his footsteps.
But the tone in his voice, the wonder and the emotion as he gazed down at his wife and child, caused a knot to form in my throat. A burst of the past mixed with the future. I thought back to when I held Rain close to my heart after Brannon’s kid was born and saw my future flash through my subconscious. So beautiful. Sex and love and life.
“Just remember,” Drew murmured, “since I have a daughter, you don’t get to have a boy. I’ll fucking go apeshit on the little bastard.”
A few days later, I noticed that the business cards were starting to run low. Things were hopping at JR Associates, so I knew we needed to reorder before long, and that got me thinking about a small change I kinda wanted to make on them.
I thought about it for a good week or two before it all kinda went back to where it started.
To where we started.
With a camera in the bedroom.
 

 
We upgraded our camera game, investing in some new equipment. Special lighting. We took our art to a new level. Rain and I were both born exhibitionists, so we got extraordinarily creative and ended up with just a shit ton of followers on Tumblr.
“Have I ever told you what a beautiful pussy you have?” I asked one night after setting up the gear to record. I gently slid my hands between her thighs and nudged them apart.
Lying on her back beneath me with her once-again long brown hair fanned out dark against the flannel sheets, she smiled through a hot look in her eyes. “You do seem to have an affinity for it.”
“Yeah, but have I told you,” I asked again. I stroked my finger down the outer lips, and her breath stuttered. I bent down and placed my mouth over her clit, not touching, but exhaling. My heated breath made her squirm beneath my mouth. “You seem to be a bit aroused, Miss Hartmann.”
“A bit…” she whispered. “A lot…”
My fingers grazed her inner thigh as I finally dipped a teasing stroke up her center and gently pulled her lips apart to reveal the wet, sensitive sweetness in between.
“There it is,” I half-said, half-groaned. “That pretty little pussy.”
I traced the tip of my tongue around in wide circles, avoiding the swollen clit in the middle. Firm strokes of my tongue that made her tremble, so close to her aching bud, then darting away. I swept deep inside her, reveling in her arousal, and all around, finally closing my lips over her clit with a hard sucking kiss.
Her body arched so hard that only her head touched the bed. Her heels dug into my shoulder blades, and her sob echoed through the room.
She was so incredibly close as I teased her with my fingers and my tongue, stroking that special spot with a technique I’d perfected over my many manwhore years. It didn’t work on every girl, but it totally worked on Rain every time. As she got closer, I slicked a finger with her wetness and slipped it quickly in her ass. Flexing and stroking as I licked and savored her creamy arousal.
Five… four… three… two… one…
Rain shot off like a rocket.
We have liftoff.
In my head, I heard Def Leppard. Joe Elliott’s lyrics ran through my head.
We just gotta fly…
By that time, I had a rager of a hardon, so I sat up and pulled her down on my dick. I fucked her long and slow, then rolled her beneath me and drove into her hard and wild. The excitement was heightened by the knowledge that we could go back and watch it again. Just like that first video so long ago, we could replay the moment until every moan and sigh and slap of skin was burned into our minds. We could take stills and clips from it and share them with all the horny bastards who followed us on our dirty, dirty Tumblr.
When I poured myself inside her, a strange sense of peace settled in my chest. It had sprouted up inside me the first time we’d gone bareback and only grew stronger in the time we’d been together. Now it became almost overpowering, causing the words to spill forth as I lay on top of her, kissing her breathless lips.
“Marry me,” I whispered.
She gave a short, shaky laugh, obviously not catching the intensity of my words.
I pulled back and narrowed my gaze at her. “I’m serious.”
Her dark brown eyes, hazy with sex, looked up at me. Her smile softened. She lifted her fingertips to trace them down my jaw. Her lips came up to touch mine, softly with reverence and emotion. Pulling just a breath away, she whispered back her response.
“Okay.”
I released a pent up breath and kissed her again. Harder this time.
Then I fucked her again.
And we recorded the whole fuckin’ thing and posted it on Tumblr with the hashtag #shesaidyes. Gained us a fuckload of new followers.
 

 
While my life drastically morphed into celibacy and commitment and eventually even fatherhood, some things hadn’t changed and probably never would.
I still cocked off and told Denny to speak English (fucker) and gave Cody all kinds of shit about being such an airhead. I tried to watch my language around the mini Mofos, but was pretty sure every one of them thought my name was “no no wood” at one point or another. Even Max, who didn’t talk much, went through a spell where he would look up at me and squeal “no no wood!" anytime the little fucker saw me.
Doug had been so fuckin’ happy to have the Mofos back at the Copperline, I thought he was actually gonna cry. Freaked me the fuck out the first time we all showed up together. He was a massive biker dude and all, but the fucker actually hugged us.
Fuckin’ weird.
But being back on the stage with the guys was like coming home, especially with Rain in the audience, sitting with the other girls like she’d been there all my life.
I guess I’d just been waiting for her all my life.
Like I’d told her once before, she really was that good of a fuck.
Okay, so she was a lot more than that, but, hey… it’s me, after all. Professor Badass. I don’t do mushy.
I may have come close when our son was born about a year and a half after we got married. I may or may not have had tears in my eyes the first time I held him, although I hadn’t slept in thirty-eight hours. Brannon and Drew both looked completely terrified when the doctor said it was a boy since they both had daughters. Even Denny eyed Felicity and murmured something about the wee snapper she was carrying and how Eoghan needed a brother. He really, really needed a brother.
He got a sister.
But two years later, after Brannon’s second kid was a boy and our second kid was a girl, Cody leaned over my shoulder.
“Karma, fucker,” he murmured with no small amount of amusement.
I just looked down at my daughter and wondered how early kids could start martial arts.
Under the lights at the Copperline Bar, the Bangin’ Mofos played long into the night almost every Friday over the years. We made the most of every moment, with each other and with the women who loved us and the kids they gave us.
People who’d known me before Rain were completely shocked that I’d finally settled down, but I didn’t need to look for wild groupie pussy anymore. I had the best of the best in her. I still got hit on from time to time, but word quickly spread that I was a one-woman man. It helped that my woman was a total freak between the sheets, and anyone stumbling across our Tumblr feed could see that.
We started taking requests even. Some guy sent us a link once for a sparkly butt plug, wanting to see it in Rain’s ass. Lots of people might be creeped out by that, but Rain and I found it kind of erotic. We ordered it and tried it. We photographed and filmed it, and it really was so fucking hot. We gave the dude a shout out when we posted a short video clip that featured the facets of the jewel glimmering in the light as my cock stroked in and out of her slick pussy.
More links followed. More followers from all over the world. More suggestions. Ones for her leading to glass dildos and nipple clamps with sparkly chains I could tug on.
Even ones for me. Cock rings and anal stimulators. Someone once sent us a link to a strap-on, and we gave that a go. After all, I was comfortable enough with my bisexuality to admit I occasionally wanted a dick pounding my ass. I needed something to fill the void, so to speak.
That did the trick.
While we kept our faces out of the shots, a lot of locals knew it was us. All my friends did. They all followed us, actually.
Well, except Cody, but I think even he sneaked peeks now and then.
So even years later, after marriage and kids, I was still known as the baddest of the bad boys. Sometimes, the guys would try to put me on the spot, to give me shit in hopes they could out-perv me.
Wasn’t happening.
Not even when Denny once mentioned the strap-on, right there on stage with a full bar out in front of us.
“From what I’ve seen on Tumblr, ya like to have her stick it up yer gicker,” he laughed, looking slightly horrified at the thought.
“Don’t knock it ‘til you try it, man,” I grinned with a confidence I’d never had before Rain. Looking out into the crowd, I found her smiling face and winked at her before glancing back over at Denny. “But, seriously… speak English, you fucker.”
 
 





● Slut Like You ~ P!nk


● Promiscuous ~ Nelly Furtado, Timbaland


● Puppeteer ~ MAX


● Paralyzer ~ Finger Eleven


● There’s No Going Back ~ Sick Puppies


● All My Life ~ Foo Fighters


● You Shook Me All Night Long ~ AC/DC


● Fuel ~ Metallica


● Overkill ~ Mötorhead


● The Fantasy ~ Thirty Seconds to Mars


● Little Monster ~ Royal Blood


● Coming For You ~ The Offspring


● Holy Roller Novocaine ~ Kings of Leon


● Sugar (feat. Francesco Yates) ~ Robin Schultz


● Hellbent (feat. Snowblood) ~ Mystery Skulls


● Fans ~ Kings of Leon


● Sweet Disaster ~ Whitehorse


● Under Pressure ~ David Bowie, Queen


● Longview ~ Green Day


● Hide ~ Little May


● Bloodstream ~ Transviolet


● Ready or Not (feat. Esthero) ~ Micha “Book” Chillak


● Hands to Myself ~ Selena Gomez


● Sick Like Me ~ In This Moment


● One Touch ~ New Volume


● The Heart It Beats the Thunder Rolls ~ The Wind and The Wave


● Dangerous (feat. Joywave) ~ Big Data


● Sweet Emotion ~ Aerosmith


● Snake Eyes ~ Mumford & Sons


● Don’t Let Me Go ~ RAIGN


● Hunger ~ Ross Copperman


● Couldn’t Stop Caring ~ The Spiritual Machines


● Brothers in Arms ~ Dire Straits


● Stay ~ No Devotion


● Oops!...I Did It Again ~ Britney Spears


● Scream & Shout ~ will.i.am, Britney Spears


● Neverland ~ VanLadyLove


● In the Air Tonight ~ Kelly Sweet


● Carnivore ~ Carnivore


● Smoke and Mirrors ~ Imagine Dragons


● The Heart Wants What It Wants ~ The Animal In Me


● November Rain ~ Guns N’ Roses


● Scum ~ Peta & The Wolves


● Hater ~ Korn


● Take Back The Power ~ The Interrupters


● The Mission ~ Thirty Seconds to Mars


● Rock of Ages ~ Def Leppard


● Search and Destroy ~ Thirty Seconds to Mars


● No Rain ~ Blind Melon


● Rain - Breaking Benjamin


● I’m A Mess ~ Ed Sheeran


● I Had This Thing ~ Röyksopp


● Til It Happens To You ~ Lady Gaga


● Your Soul ~ RHODES


● Rubik’s Cube ~ Athlete


● Nightmare ~ Arshad


● A Real Life ~ Greek Fire


● Apocalypse ~ Sleeperstar


● The Only Way Out ~ Bush


● I’ll Be Good ~ Jaymes Young


● Seven Nation Army ~ The White Stripes


● Bitter Pill ~ Gavin James


● Poison ~ Rita Ora


● Hymn For the Weekend ~ Coldplay


● Look What We’ve Become ~ Grace Potter


● Wild Ones ~ Five Knives


● Rocket ~ Def Leppard


● Light It Up ~ Roméo Testa


● Under the Lights ~ Cassio Monroe


 
 



 


Finishing this book is bittersweet. It’s my 10th book since my first was published in September 2013 (if I count my novella which I do because that fucker was a bitch to write - I’m sticking to full length novels from now on). That’s double digits. So weird. I’m completely blown away and thankful that enough people appreciate my dirty mind and romantic heart enough to help me reach this point. I can’t even really say how much that means to me.
And as Book 5 of the Copperline, it's the end of my Mofos (well, they may still pop up from time to time) which kinda makes me sad. I have loved writing these guys. I honestly never intended it to go past the first book. Post Breakup Sex came to me as I listened to a song by the same name. It grew, and these guys took shape. Their camaraderie and interaction and Bangin’ Mofoness just overwhelmed my thoughts. At this point, they have fueled my passion and enticed my imagination for almost two years. I’m not entirely sure how I’m going to move on without “You’re fired” or “Speak English, you fucker” or "jaysus bleedin' ting" or “I don’t fuck students.”
Thank you to everyone out there who has fallen in love with them like me. Thanks to all the private messages and Facebook posts, the Amazon reviews and the tweets. The fan pics and the constant “OMG, I love him!” type shit. I’m so glad you don’t think my stories suck. Special shout out to my Flannel Squad girls around the world. You guys are the shit! I know I don’t tell you nearly often enough, but I appreciate you guys so very much every day.
Thanks to Mr. Siby and my offspring (and I’d like to clarify for Mr. Siby’s sake that NONE of the man-love in Justin’s book is in any way inspired by him - you’re welcome honey). Thanks to my mom and dad and aunts and uncles and brothers and sisters and my very very VERY extended family (we are a bit complicated on paper, but it all works somehow) who give me an incredible amount of support in so many ways.
Thanks to my amazing editors Nicole (who has totally laid claim to Justin, btw) and Diane (and even Keriann who found a few sneaky little typos) for reading and rereading and rerereading to look for shit like “is is” and “the the” and all those things that I just flat don’t even see after a while. You guys do a TON to help make my stuff look good, and I appreciate you way more than I can ever say.
Thanks to my beta readers Tara, Zolie, and Erica and my alpha readers Shell, Beth, Terri, and Cyndi. You guys helped me form this story when I was seriously fucking terrified. I knew Justin had to be on point, and I could have never in a million years done this without you. And, oh em gee - Terri told me to add sex. I’m still shocked by this. Not so shocking that Cyndi did, though. LOL.
Thanks to Olivia for letting me know that even amazing authors like her still have the same fears and worries that I do and for not making me walk to the airport when I accidentally called her Challenger a Charger. As a muscle car lover, I truly realize the extent of that faux pas.
Thanks to my Brit Ho Bethy Boo for driving during our HPH Leeds adventure to all kinds of scary neighborhoods where my Gramma lived before she emigrated to America as a 3-year-old. Thank you for locking the door when the guy at one place was approaching your car to see if we wanted to go in (we didn’t). I totes wasn’t in Montana anymore, but it’s a little hard to shut that off sometimes. And thankfully Shell was there to drag us away from the guy who told us we’d better get out of there before we got mugged.
Finally, thank you to my Pimp Shell because (and I’m gonna go all lezzy here, but fuck it) you are 99.9% of what keeps me going. You crack the whip, and I’m masochistic so I’m all like YAY! You think you’re a moody bitch, but you put up with a lot of shit from me. You say you are selfish, but you are one of the most giving people I know. You say you are useless when needed the most, but you are always there for me when I really truly need you. You say you glare at everyone and everything, when… well, okay. I’ll give you that one, but I can’t fucking wait for you to be back in Montana in 36 days (and counting).
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Sibylla Matilde grew up in the mountain valleys of Southwest Montana, and grew up exploring the alfalfa fields on the back of a horse. She attended a two-room schoolhouse 1st through 6th grade where she had same teacher the whole time. Beginning at about age 12, Sibylla discovered historical romance, feeding off of work of Jude Devereaux, Lisa Kleypas, and Karen Robards. She loves a book that can make the reader run the gamut of emotions, from the sweet glow of new love to gut-wrenching heartache. She always has stories floating around in her head, living in some fantasyland until she writes them down to free them. She is a true romantic, a bit of a Pollyanna, and a deeply emotional soul.
Music is her emotional trigger. Growing up with a Wagnarian-opera-loving mother, Sibylla grew up with music that digs deep into her soul and pulls out emotion. The soundtrack to her life includes different genres and generations. She looooooooves Thirty Seconds to Mars (rather obsessively, actually) with a little Kings of Leon to mix things up, and pimps them out regularly to all her friends through Spotify. She also enjoys watching Met Opera HD broadcasts at her local movie theater, and hopes (listening Met?) to someday see Diana Damrau reprise her role as Mozart’s Queen of the Night in Die Zauberflöte—The Magic Flute.
Sibylla lives with her husband, Mike, a man who she firmly believes saved her from her self-destructive, hot mess self. He makes her laugh every day, even when things seem to be falling apart around them, and has proved to her that love really can heal a shattered soul. In almost 21 years, they have never had a fight, but argue regularly with their two teenage kids who have, unfortunately, inherited their father’s quick wit (unfortunate as it is a quick wit that Sibylla, herself, definitely does not possess—there is a reason she is a writer and not a stand-up comedian), and live a quiet life with their two weird little rescued Chiweenies. Wait… teenagers and little yap-dogs? Okay, maybe not so quiet. :)
 
 




 


She kinda likes it. ;)
Website:
www.SibyllaMatilde.com
Email:
Siby@SibyllaMatilde.com
Facebook:
Friend me https://www.facebook.com/sibylla.matilde.5
*if I don’t respond right away, message me and be like ‘HEY BITCH, accept my friend request’ and I’ll be all over that.
Fan page https://www.facebook.com/SibyllaMatilde
Siby’s Flannel Squad:
A Facebook group where street team members get insider info and help to promote Sibylla Matilde’s books. Plus, we like dirty pictures and stuff. If you are interested in being a part of Siby’s Flannel Squad, please send an email to Pimp@SibyllaMatilde.com.
Twitter:
https://twitter.com/SibyllaMatilde
Amazon:
http://www.amazon.com/Sibylla-Matilde/e/B00HHISEQ0
Goodreads:
http://www.goodreads.com/author/show/7226522.Sibylla_Matilde
Pinterest:
http://www.pinterest.com/LETObsessed/
Instagram:
https://instagram.com/sibyllamatilde/
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