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Chapter One 
 
"Those are some pretty, pretty muscles." Sam sighed and leaned back in his chair, arms clasped 
behind his head. As if they were at the beach. 
 
Nik looked up from his book. Oh, hell yeah."Mmmmm-hmmmmm. Suppose he's got a brain to 
match?" Brains were sexy. 
 
"Gawd, I hope not. Way to ruin a good work of art." Sam fanned himself with the magazine he'd 
been dozing under. Even sitting in the shade, the heat was almost too much. The sky was clear 
and blue, with the requisite August blazing sun. Insects droning, air stagnant, drying grass being 
all golden and reflecting the light. Thank god it rarely got muggy here or it'd be even worse. Two 
more weeks and the next term would start and they could move back to civilization. Just one 
more year of grad school, then he, too, could be unemployed and overeducated. 
 
The cop sitting on the motorcycle was pretty fucking hot, there was no way around that. Nik 
didn't think they probably hired stupid guys to be cops, though. Especially not State Highway 
Patrol. 
 
The cop swung a leg off his bike and stood up. Sam sucked in a breath and Nik made a little, 
high-pitched, semi-conscious noise. Those pants were tight. They showed everything Officer Eye 
Candy was packing. He busied himself around the bike, doing whatever it is that motorcycle 
cops do when they stop at a small-town corner store for whatever it was they stopped for. It was 
2pm, way past donut time. That ass didn't look to be packing any spare donuts. It was packing 
dimples, though. Dimpled ass cheeks made such great handholds. Nik's fingers twitched. 
 
Really, though, he wasn't Nik's type. He was tall and butch and blond and very much everything 
needed to remind Nik why he'd hated growing up in this predominantly white, hick town in the 
American west. He was okay with admitting this guy pushed all his buttons. 
 
Nothing to do but push buttons in return. Not that it would be hard to do given the motivation. 
Wouldn't hurt to let himself enjoy the man-candy. 
 
The cop finally finished whatever it was he was doing, making all those precise, efficient, 
military-esque movements and turned toward them. He'd taken off his uniform jacket and stowed 
it somewhere. Had to be too much in this heat. 
 
He had that sort of swagger most cops seemed to, but with a hypnotic, loose-hipped twist. Like 
he had a well-lubricated and very, very agile pelvis. 
 
"Drool check," Sam whispered. 
 
It wasn't until Officer Eye Candy was standing right in front of them, on the shadowed porch of 
the Whitetail Rock General Store that Nik realized he was still staring. 
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"You boys enjoying the show?" The cop said it just like that; a good-ol'-boy-meets-furriners, 
walking, talking stereo-type. 
 
Hmmmm, flirting or baiting the gays? 
 
Didn't matter. Men this hot shouldn't speak. It completely ruined the fantasy. Nik looked up. 
Slowly. He knew once he got to the eyes, he'd have to stop enjoying the show, and he really, 
really wanted it to last. An Indian gay boy in the middle of Nowhere, USA had to take his eye-
fucks where he could find them. 
 
Best. Eye-fuck. Ever. 
 
The chest was kind of a disappointment. He was wearing something padded. A bullet-proof vest? 
Nik didn't dwell on why the thought of the cop needing a bullet-proof vest was kind of hot. But 
the arms. Works of art. Corded muscle, ropy veins, long-fingered, defined hands. Perfect, tanned 
skin. Light sheen of sweat. Ungh. 
 
Nik's eyes stuttered on the notch of the cop's neck, then trailed up. Square jaw, ticking jaw 
muscle, high cheekbones. Even the mirrored sunglasses were sexy. The blond hair was the 
perfect finishing touch, even with helmet-do. Officer Eye Candy was walking, talking sex. In a 
very 'me Aryan, you inferior' kinda way. 
 
Mmmmmm. Police brutality. Nik was fair-minded enough to admit he wanted to have an intimate 
relationship with Officer Eye Candy's nightstick. The one in his pants, not the one he was 
wearing on that belt. Or wasn’t wearing, actually. 
 
Right. Button-pushing. Focus on the mission. 
 
Finally, Nik looked into the cop's eyes. Sunglasses. I bet they're blue. He smiled brilliantly. "I 
don't suppose you're actually my birthday present and you're here to take your clothes off? I'll 
pay extra for a lap dance." 
 
The cop clenched his jaw. More. "When's your birthday?" 
 
"February third." 
 
"Then, no. Suppose I'm not." His sunglasses stared down at Nik. Nik stared up at him, still 
smiling. Sam shifted and cleared his throat. 
 
Nik smiled even brighter. He was enjoying himself, with malice. He could see a muscle twitch in 
the cop's cheek, now. Nik knew he was overdoing it on the flirty and the gay, but it was so much 
fun to mess with the macho ones. 
 
"What's your name?" The cop tried to make it sound officious, but his voice had gone low, so it 
just sounded like the prelude to “wanna fuck?” 
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Oh. Maybe Officer Eye Candy didn't walk the straight and narrow, himself. 
 
"Nikhil Larson. People call me Nik. What's your name, Officer?" The word "officer" just begged 
to be purred, didn't it? 
 
"Trooper," the cop corrected automatically. "Trooper Jurgen Dammerung. You flirt this much 
with the locals?" 
 
"No. I don't wanna be a soprano." Nik looked down momentarily, knowing his smile dimmed. 
He tried to make up for the break in character with some eyelash fluttery. "That's a very... 
German name." 
 
"Mm." Trooper Dammerung nodded once, more of a chin tilt. He watched Nik some more. Nik 
watched him. 
 
Nik's Mom stepped out onto the porch. "Oh, hey, Jurgen. Thought that was your bike. You meet 
my son?" Nik could hear the smile in her voice. Trooper Dammerung was clearly a regular 
customer. 
 
"Yeah." Jurgen looked at her, then back at Nik, then at Jenny again. Ah, yes. The old “wait, he's 
brown but his Mom's white!” reaction. 
 
"I'm adopted," Nik said, his smile becoming cynical. "From India. I was two." 
 
Jurgen glanced at Jenny again. Nik could almost feel the look she was giving him, then she 
ruffled a hand through Nik's hair. Nik ducked away automatically, keeping his eyes on Jurgen. 
 
"C'mon in, Trooper Dammerung. I'll make your iced coffee." Her voice was much harder than it 
had been. No more “Jurgen”, then. 
 
"Thanks, Jenny. That'd be great." Nik thought there might be the tiniest bit of a sigh in Trooper 
Dammerung's voice. 
 
* * * * 
"Oh. My. God," Sam whispered about a second after Trooper Dammerung and his ass dimples 
disappeared through the store's screen door. He turned and grabbed Nik's arm with both hands. 
"Thank you so much for making me come home with you for vacation. Thank you." He was 
yanking on Nik's arm for emphasis. 
 
Nik blew an amused breath through his nose. "You need to get out more. So a hot guy came to 
my parents' store." 
 
"Yeah, and had some incredibly fraught conversation with you, full of sexual tension." 
 
"'Fraught?'" Nik raised an eyebrow. He knew what Sam meant, he was just playing dumb. 
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"I cannot believe you." Suddenly Sam was accusatory. He dropped his hands and pulled back. 
"You told me I couldn't do that, here." 
 
"Do what?" More of the dumb. 
 
Sam snorted. "Flirt, jackass. You said the locals didn't 'take well to our kind'." 
 
"They don't," Nik shrugged, pretending interest in his book. "He's not local. I've never seen him 
before." 
 
He could feel Sam boring a hole in the side of his head. Nik sighed. "He was annoying." 
 
"He was annoying, so you flirted with him?" 
 
"I was baiting him. There's a difference." 
 
"Uh-huh. I'm sure it had nothing to do with how hot he was." 
 
"I hate it when you use that tone of voice with me." 
 
"What tone of voice?" 
 
"Like you know something I don't want you to know when you don't." 
 
"So, you aren't attracted to him?" 
 
"Sheesh!" Nik finally looked up from the book and over at Sam. "C'mon. Did you see how 
tightly that guy was wound?" 
 
Sam raised an eyebrow. "I saw how tight he was." 
 
"Doesn't matter anyway," Nik added, not shutting up when he should. "He isn't gay." Riiiight. 
 
Sam raised the other eyebrow. "Uh, yeah. Pretty sure he is." 
 
"Uh, no." 
 
"Yes, he is," Sam sang. Then he added in his normal voice, "And you know it." 
 
He couldn't really argue with that. Nik went back to his book. For a couple of seconds. "You saw 
his face. He never cracked a smile." 
 
"What? You have to smile to be gay?" 
 
"It's in the definition. Look it up." 
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Sam snorted and gave up, going back to his magazine. 
 
"Besides, he's probably a leather daddy." 
 
Sam didn't reply. 
 
"I mean, seriously; walking testosterone factory," Nik started ticking his points off on his fingers, 
"cop, carries weapons, arrogant, aggressive—" 
 
"I'll give you arrogant, but how do you know he's aggressive?" 
 
"I covered that under 'cop'." 
 
"Not all cops are aggro. It's a stereo-type. Like all gay men being queens." 
 
Nik looked at Sam again. Sam sighed and turned away. 
 
"Did you see if he was carrying a riding crop?" 
 
Sam fought the smile, looking at his magazine. He didn't say anything. 
 
"He'd look so much better with no shirt on, huh? You think he's got a farmer's tan or he's that 
color all over?" Nik put his legs on the porch rail, slumping in his chair, dropping his book over 
his lap. "I bet he has chest hair, and he gets all sweaty and slick under that vest and jacket, riding 
all day." Nik gave a stage-shudder. He smiled, slowly, getting into the fantasy. "Yeah, no shirt, 
sitting on that bike showing off those hard muscles you know he's gotta have under there. Those 
pants... he could keep those." Nik watched Sam fight the urge to say anything. 
 
"Have to keep the gun, too." Sam couldn't hold it in any longer. 
 
"Mmmmm-hmmmmm. And the shades," Nik purred. 
 
"Oh, yeah. And the boots." Sam sighed. "I'm so glad you made me come. To your parents'. You 
know." 
 
* * * * 
 
They were in the little apartment above the store, sweltering. "Why didn't we turn on the AC 
earlier?" Sam was whining. 
 
"I'm only here a few weeks out of the year anymore. I forgot." Nik was as cranky as Sam. He 
flopped across the floor.  
 
It was almost dark, and they'd forgone the AC. It was pointless, now. The high desert got cold 
quickly at night so they had opened the windows instead. Through them Nik could see the pink-
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tinged horizon and the dark blue mountains silhouetted under it. Stars were starting to appear in 
the sky. He loved this time of day. It always seemed promising. 
 
"Your Dad can really cook, Nik. Where'd he learn to make curry like that?" 
 
"After the accident he had to find hobbies. He took a bunch of classes." 
 
"Don't see a lot of one-armed chefs," Sam mused drowsily. Nik snorted in amusement. He'd have 
to remember to tell Dad that. He'd think it was funny. 
 
Nik lifted his head up and turned it away from the windows, toward Sam who was sprawling on 
the couch. Sam was a big guy, and a kinda dorky one. He was cute, though. Nik didn't think he'd 
ever had a better friend. He catalogued Sam's long body impersonally. In spite of being in his 
mid-twenties, Sam still looked underfed. Six feet three and underfed. 
 
"Sam, how much do you weigh?" 
 
"Shut up." 
 
"What? Tell me." 
 
"No. I'll tell you and then you're gonna say that thing people always say and I'll have to hit you." 
 
"What'll I say?" 
 
"'You still have plenty of time to grow into your body.'" He mimicked. Nik didn't know who he 
was mimicking, but it wasn't very flattering. 
 
Oh. "Never mind." 
 
"That's what I thought. It's easy for people like you to say shit like that." 
 
"People like me, who?" Nik lifted his head and tried to see Sam's face. No luck. It was hidden by 
a couch pillow and a bony elbow. He dropped his head again, facing the couch. 
 
"Cute, sexy guys like you. With big eyes and soft dick-lips who move like dancers and are, like, 
unconsciously graceful." 
 
Nik felt just the slightest sense of alarm. He didn't think Sam had a thing for him. Sam went on. 
 
"Guys who other guys, and sometimes even girls, fall all over themselves for. Shit, you don't 
even work out." 
 
"I dance. I mean, I take all that dance at school. That's working out." 
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"Yeah, but you don't do it for the muscles, or to look good. You do it because it feels good, 
right?" 
 
Nik shrugged uncomfortably. "Yeah." 
 
"Like, take today." Sam sounded like he'd settled into his rant. "That cop, the hot one—" 
 
"As opposed to the ugly cop that stopped by." The snark just slipped out. 
 
"Shut up," Sam said without heat, then went on. "He was looking only at you. He didn't even see 
me. All that pelvic thrust action? All for you." 
 
Pelvic thrust action? Nik mouthed to himself silently. Not that he hadn't noticed. 
 
"And it should be all for you, you know? You're all flirty and hot and, I don't know, provoking 
and shit." 
 
Nik was silent a few minutes. Sam seemed to have wound down. Nik cleared his throat. "Um, 
Sam?" 
 
Sam lifted his head and looked at Nik curiously. "Yeah?" 
 
"I'm getting the feeling that you.... I mean. You don't have some kind of feeli—" 
 
Sam groaned. "Oh, please. No, Nik. I don't have a crush on you. I think you're hot, but I don't 
picture your face when I beat it at night. Chill." He flopped back. 
 
Phew. "That cop was probably so deep in the closet he has to flog the guys he fucks just to make 
himself feel alright about wanting dick." 
 
Sam lifted his head again. "Where'd that come from?" He stared at Nik. 
 
"Don't know." Nik shrugged. "He just looked like the kind of guy who needs to be called 'Sir' to 
get off." 
 
Sam lay back down. "Would that be so bad? Might be kinda fun to try once." 
 
"I've tried it," Nik said dryly. "Fun was not had by all." He turned his face back to the window. 
 
"Oh." Silence. "Maybe he's not that kind of guy." 
 
Nik shrugged into the pillow he was laying on. "Doesn't matter. He's not coming back here 
looking for any candy." 
 
"Think he's a top?" Sam asked. Then he started laughing. Nik snorted and rolled his eyes. Sam 
fell silent after a while. Nik let himself sink into the floor and enjoy the evening. 
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He could hear a motor coming up the old highway that ran past the store. The highway tended to 
get pretty lonesome at night. Whitetail Rock wasn't exactly a thriving business center. He and 
Sam listened to it through the open window. He could tell Sam heard it by the quality of his 
silence. 
 
"Sounds like that guy needs a muffler." Nik's heart thudded, once, in his chest.  Then again. Then 
it started to pick up speed. Like the beginning of that Violent Femmes song. What the hell was it 
called? 
 
"Maybe it's supposed to sound like that," Sam said slowly. 
 
They listened for a bit, hearing it get closer. 
 
Nik swallowed. His muscles froze up. He wasn't moving off this floor. No matter what. 
 
"Sounds like a motorcycle," Sam observed. 
 
Nik grunted. 
 
The motor started gearing down. Sam sat up on the couch behind him, and Nik just knew he was 
looking intently at the windows. As if it would make him hear better. Like he was a bird dog or 
something. 
 
"How late do you guys stay open for candy, anyway?" Sam asked when they heard wheels 
crunching across the gravel of the drive. He started laughing again. 
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Chapter Two 
 
Nik hit the stairs running, trying to get there before the bike's motor shut off. 
 
No such luck. He could hear crickets and night when he slammed out the screen door, and the 
rapid ticking of a motor cooling down. 
 
Nik didn't stop. He felt the old boards, still warm and polished from years of use, under his bare 
feet as he hit the porch. 
 
Damn. Forgot shoes. Eh, he didn't like shoes anyway. 
 
Nik didn't quite run around to the front of the store. It was more of a canter. The porch light was 
on over that door, but the store was closed up tight for the night. The light was annoying. It 
wasn't dark enough for him to need it, and he preferred the shadows at twilight. Some stupid 
moth was trying to beat itself to death on the round globe. Nik waved away a persistent crane fly 
and started down the steps on the balls of his feet. There tended to be splinters on the front steps. 
 
Damn. Trooper Tight-ass was already getting off the bike. It was a different motorcycle than this 
morning, of course. They probably didn't want him driving a department issue vehicle around 
when he went on a booty-call. 
 
This was more a booty-drop-by. 
 
Actually, it was an I-hope-I-get-some-booty-drop-by. Good luck with that. 
 
But jeez. Those ass dimples. They looked just as good in tight, worn-out denim as they had in 
uniform pants. Better. Yum. Nik started to pick his way across the sharp gravel while he watched 
the trooper take off his helmet and stow whatever it was he was stowing. 
 
Maybe it was from the motorcycle seat, but the butt of Trooper Tight-ass's jeans were nearly 
white with wear. What kind of action must that ass see to wear jeans out that way? You probably 
had to do a lot of clenching and tensing of the glutes to ride a motorcycle, huh? That's probably 
what made his ass so fine. Maybe some scooting forward and back, rubbing tensed muscles 
against the leather to keep his balance. Leaning right and left and gripping the seat, tightening up 
one side and then the other. Oh, and if he stopped suddenly, the force of gravity or velocity or 
whatever it was would push his balls into contact with the seat and, man.  Nik swallowed. 
Trooper Tight-ass turned around to face him. 
 
Nik pulled the neck of his shirt out, trying to get some air in there. It hadn't cooled off as much as 
he'd thought. He stopped walking. 
 
Damn. He was staring again. The cop was watching him, carefully. No sunglasses, but way too 
dark to see much but a defined brow and some shadowy eyes. 
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"Nik." 
 
Nik smiled. Just a helpful guy. "Hi, Trooper Dammerung. We're closed. Sorry." He kept smiling. 
 
"You can call me Jurgen." His voice was barely loud enough for Nik to hear it from across the 
lot. 
 
Nik fought the urge to move forward to hear him better and smiled brighter, extra friendly. "Oh, 
that's alright Trooper Dammerung." 
 
Jurgen just looked at him. It was becoming something of a strain to keep the smile on his face. 
 
"I didn't come by to shop," he finally said, and took a step toward Nik. Motorcycle boots. The 
black leather ones with those stacked heels and the square toes and that strap across the instep. 
Nik felt his smile falter as Jurgen moved closer. He was moving slowly, but with a clear 
destination in mind. "I came by to talk to you." He stuffed his hands in those jean pockets, 
stretching everything tight across the front. 
 
Not that Nik looked. "Yeah?" His puzzled smile. Good old simple Nik. "What about, Trooper 
Dammerung?" Nik caught a slight flinch when he used Jurgen's title yet again. He upped the 
wattage. 
 
Jurgen stopped a couple feet away. "That guy you were sitting on the porch with today, he your 
boyfriend?" 
 
Oh, jeez. Well, at least he was going to be upfront about it. Nik dropped the simple guy act and 
the smile. He sighed. "No." 
 
"Good. Let me take you for a ride on my chopper." 
 
"No," Nik said flatly. 
 
Jurgen didn't look surprised. "No? Why not?" He raised a slightly mocking brow. 
 
"Just because I'm the only gay guy around doesn't mean we have to hook up." 
 
"You're not the only gay guy around. Your friend's gay." 
 
"So, if he'd come out here instead of me you'd be wanting to take him for a ride? On your bike?" 
 
"It's a chopper. I'd be asking him if you were around here, somewhere." 
 
"Would you ask him if he was my boyfriend, first?" 
 
"No." 
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"Why not?" 
 
Jurgen shrugged. A guy as hot as he was probably wasn't used to doing much more than 
crooking his finger. He probably figured if he got face time, he got the guy. 
 
"Listen to me carefully, Trooper Hook-up. I am not a tourist attraction. Just because I'm the only 
'colored' tail in Whitetail doesn't mean I'm open for business." 
 
Jurgen looked a little stymied for a second. It was alarmingly cute. He cocked his head. "I wasn't 
thinking this would be a business relationship." 
 
"I think you know what I mean," Nik said dryly, giving in to the urge to prop a hand on his hip. 
It was a damn shame this guy was just another white boy looking for some dark meat ⎯ he'd met 
enough around here to know when he was looking at one—'cause Nik might have actually 
considered letting his slut come out to play for Jurgen. "Just what kind of relationship were you 
thinking about?" 
 
Damn. Who let the slut have control of the mouth? 
 
Jurgen's lips curled up at the ends, barely noticeable. He had beautiful lips. So defined you could 
have thought he had on lip liner, except guys like him so patently didn't wear lip liner. 
 
"I was thinking about a mutually beneficial partnership based on reciprocal pleasure." 
 
Nik snorted. Like that wasn't so obvious. He let a cynical smile slip out. "When you say 
'relationship', just how long-term are we talking about?" Jurgen was stock still. He didn't flinch 
when Nik said the 'r'-word, but he didn't breathe, either. 
 
Jurgen stared at him a minute, then took a step forward. Nik had to tilt his head back a bit now, 
or not look at his face. The stakes were too high to not look at his face. "A pretty short-term one. 
I think you already knew that." 
 
"I don't do one-offs." Much. 
 
"I'm good for at least twice." Another step forward. 
 
In a night? Shut up. "Are you sure this isn't a business deal?" 
 
"I'm sure. This is me wanting to fuck you." 
 
All Nik's muscles seized up for a split second and he caught his breath. Okay, he so wasn't in to 
the master thing, but that? Was hot. And direct. Very, very direct. He could feel his body shifting 
blood flow around. Higher thought? Not important. Shunt all blood south. His heart started 
working harder to meet demand. 
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He still couldn't see Jurgen's eye color, but his eyes were as perfectly shaped as the rest of him, 
and they were looking calmly down at him. Nik hated that Jurgen could look so calm when he'd 
just said that. He was just about to laugh in Trooper Booty-call's face when Jurgen's tongue wet 
his lower lip. Just a flicker Nik would have missed if he'd looked away. 
 
So, he didn't laugh. "You don't even know me." 
 
"I know you well enough." 
 
"After a combined total of fifteen minutes?" 
 
"You have a forceful personality." 
 
He wasn't the forceful one, here. He shrugged, even though it took effort to make it nonchalant. 
"I guess it's better than having none." Hint, hint. 
 
Jurgen smiled. 
 
Guh. He even had sexy teeth. He leaned in to Nik a little.  "Is that supposed to be a compliment?" 
He pulled one hand out of a pocket and stroked a dry, slightly rough palm up Nik's bare forearm. 
 
Instant goosebumps. Nik grit his teeth and locked his spine. He may not be able to tell what color 
Jurgen's eyes were, but he could see the mockery in them just fine. Jurgen's hand stroked slowly 
up and down his skin, sweeping up to his biceps, down to his elbow, then up over Nik's sleeve to 
his deltoid. Jurgen found and followed Nik's clavicle, under his shirt, with his fingertips. He 
found more naked skin at the nape of Nik's neck with his fingers, stroking his thumb back and 
forth across Nik's jugular. 
 
Oh, he was so good. "So, why me?" Nik sounded short of breath to himself. 
 
"I kept wondering what you taste like." Jurgen pulled his other hand out of its pocket, gripping 
Nik's waist, hooking a pinky into a belt-loop. 
 
Nik, the big, stupid, hormonally-challenged idiot, swayed into him. "What do you think I'll taste 
like?" He planted a palm on Jurgen's chest. For balance. 
 
"Cinnamon." Jurgen's lips were right over his, and Nik could see his eyes trained on them. Up 
this close, with Jurgen all out of focus, Nik thought maybe his eyes were blue. Typical. 
 
"I bet you taste like wiener-schnitzel," Nik said against Jurgen's lips. 
 
Jurgen chuckled into his mouth when he kissed him. Nik felt it echo around in his chest. 
 
He did it so right, too. Forcing Nik's lips to open but not being forceful, exactly. Sliding that 
hand up the back of Nik's neck and gripping his head to tilt it, the other hand sliding to the small 
of Nik's back and pressing him in. Jurgen took another small step and brought his thigh between 
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Nik's legs. Nik pressed his groin into the join of Jurgen's hip and made a tiny, almost-moan in the 
back of his throat. 
 
It was so embarrassing. It didn't stop him from stretching his body against Jurgen's, lining up 
their torsos, letting Jurgen grind his erection into Nik's hip. Nice, already hard. He slid his arms 
around Jurgen's neck and held on to his hair, opening his mouth as wide as possible, letting 
Jurgen in. Nik moaned louder. Jurgen gripped his head tighter, holding him still, sucking the air 
out of Nik's lungs for himself. 
 
Then he let up, letting Nik down from the kiss, retreating from his mouth, backing off enough to 
let Nik breathe. Their lips separated. "You're not even my type," Nik said inanely, out of breath. 
Oh, yes he is. 
 
Jurgen smiled, still close enough that Nik could feel it more than see it. "It's okay. You're mine." 
 
Nik slid his hands down to push against Jurgen's chest, letting go of his hair. "What's your type? 
Willing?" Which he was, to his chagrin. 
 
"The kind of guy who makes me hot." 
 
Nik's hands didn't seem to be doing any pushing. They were more kind of resting. And maybe 
caressing. Jeez those pecs were hard as— 
 
"I don't normally kiss random hook-ups." Jurgen said it conversationally, as if it was a little tidbit 
Nik might find interesting. Oh, and it's going to rain tomorrow. 
 
Nik blinked. That kiss was... more than the average kiss. Embarrassingly more. More than what 
he would have given a random hook-up. Nik came back to reality with a thud. "You don't kiss?" 
 
"No." 
 
"That's too bad. I don't let men fuck me if they won't kiss me." He pushed away from Jurgen, 
forcing his hands from Nik's waist. 
 
"How about a blow job?" 
 
Nik looked him up and down. "Be my guest," he said, raising an eyebrow. 
 
Jurgen's lips curved up in a smile. "Well, I already kissed you once. I guess I can make an 
exception for you." 
 
"Oh, don't do me any favors, Trooper Hook-up." 
 
"C'mon," Jurgen's voice got low—lower—and rougher. "It's not like I'd leave you hanging." He 
took a step forward. Nik took a step back, then another. Not too big a step. Being pursued had its 
charms, after all. 
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Jurgen took another step forward, smile flirting with his lips. He oozed sex. "I'd take care of you 
too, baby." Nik hated it when men called him baby. That's what the chill up his spine was about. 
"I'd love to get my hands all over you." He slipped his palm back around Nik's waist, to 
demonstrate. When did he get so close? 
 
Nik took a step back. 
 
Jurgen stepped with him. He slid his palm slowly around to the small of Nik's back, fingers 
probing the muscles. "I love these muscles. I bet it'd be a hell of a view, you on your knees in 
front of me, watching those muscles flex as I pushed into you." 
 
Nik swallowed. He could so see it, a slight sheen of sweat, his muscles defined and straining 
from the tension of letting Jurgen in. He closed his eyes, swaying toward Jurgen. He felt Jurgen's 
other palm coming to rest on his abdomen. Rubbing small circles that moved slowly downward, 
slipping the fabric of his t-shirt across his skin. Nik felt the sparse hairs below his navel catch 
and pull in the fabric. 
 
"But you won't let me fuck you?" Jurgen was speaking into his ear, softly, his breath falling on 
Nik's neck. "That's okay, baby." Nik suppressed another shiver. "I'd get naked and sweaty with 
you. Bring you off with my hand or my mouth or just by rubbing against you. You like that? I'd 
wrap both of us in my hand and stroke us together. Feel your cock slide against mine." 
 
Oh, god. 
 
"You know what I want, Nik? I want you naked on your knees in front of me. I wanna watch 
your lips suck my cock and I wanna feel myself come down your throat. So hot, your skin next 
to mine, dark lips wrapped around me." 
 
Thud. 
 
Jurgen kept talking, but Nik had stopped listening. His eyes flew open, and he found he was 
looking straight over Jurgen's shoulder, to his motorcycle and the highway beyond. The small 
part of Whitetail Rock behind him shut up tight and dark for the night. 
 
Oh. Duh. Of course. He was back in his hometown, Hicksville, USA. Where he was the most 
exotic piece of ass for two hundred miles. The local Trooper was here for a souvenir fuck. 
 
"Shut. The fuck. Up." Nik shoved. Jurgen wasn't prepared for it, and it actually made him let go 
and back up a few steps. The big dumb asshole was too solid to stumble. 
 
"Sorry, Trooper, but your belt's going to be missing a notch. You aren't getting any from me." 
 
Jurgen stared at him. His nostrils flared for a split second, but that was it for reaction. Slowly, 
Nik looked him up and down, making it as insulting as possible. He paused to stare at Jurgen's 
(impressive) boner, sneering. 
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Finally he met Jurgen's eyes again. "I've already met my Nazi quota for this lifetime." Nik turned 
around and marched across the parking lot. 
 
It took a special kind of resolve to march across gravel barefoot, but he was so there. 
Unfortunately, he had to thank Jurgen for getting him there. Credit where credit was due, and all. 
He could be fair-minded when necessary. 
 
Nik hit the porch steps and quashed an urge to look back. He knew Dammerung was still back 
there, watching him. He could feel it. He put some extra sway in his ass and kept going, around 
the corner to the apartment entrance. Let the fucker see what he'd never have. 
 
It really was one of his better exits. 
 
Too bad Jurgen ruined it. 
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Chapter Three 
 
As soon as Nik turned the corner, he heard boots crunching across the gravel. He didn't sound 
like he was hurrying, but somehow Jurgen was on the porch before Nik rounded the back of the 
building. By the time he had his hand on the screen door handle, Jurgen's hand was holding it 
shut. 
 
"Seriously?" Jurgen said. 
 
What? Nik was frozen, hand gripping the screen door. "What?" He found himself looking at 
Jurgen's hand, planted, finger's splayed, next to his head. He had a light dusting of blond hair on 
his knuckles.  Nik could feel the heat from Jurgen's forearm on his ear.  
 
When had the porch light come on? 
 
"You think you're some kind of what? Trophy fuck?" 
 
Nik closed his eyes. He wasn't having this conversation. Especially not with the Blond God of 
Gay Police Officers. 
 
Yet again, his mouth betrayed him. "Are you saying I'm not?" 
 
"Yes." 
 
Nik opened his eyes and yanked on the handle. Not surprisingly, the screen door didn't budge. 
 
"What made you think that?" 
 
Nik closed his eyes again, and slowly let his head sink against the door. Then he beat his 
forehead against it a couple of times, the screen giving under his head. In terms of distracting 
himself with pain, it was pretty ineffective. 
 
Jurgen didn't move. Shockingly. 
 
"I was a point of some curiosity here in this little hick town," Nik finally said. 
 
Jurgen's voice was a little slow in coming. "So, some bi-curious hick—white—boy came along 
one night and what? Lured you into his truck and then fucked you?" 
 
Nik snorted. "C'mon, give me some credit. I blew him." His voice sounded weird, smashed up 
against the screen like that. 
 
"And he said that? He liked how your dark lips looked on his dick?" 
 



Whitetail Rock  19 

Trooper Straight Talk didn't like to mince words, did he? Nik shrugged, head still on the screen. 
He was probably getting a grid pattern smashed into his skin. "Something like that." 
 
"More than one?" 
 
More than one what? Oh. Guy. "I only fell for it once, but yes, more than one guy came around 
here looking for some while I was in high school." 
 
"Did they all say that? It was because you weren't white?" 
 
"What is this, a police investigation? No, they had more brains than to admit it upfront." 
 
Jurgen was silent a while, and they stood there. Nik's head still resting on the screen door, Jurgen 
tensed behind him. 
 
Nik felt strangely comfortable. 
 
Jurgen's voice startled him. "How did they even know you were gay?" 
 
"C'mon, Trooper, you must have a pretty good idea by now that my reaction to feeling insecure 
is to get loud and proud." Nik didn't have the energy to put any snark in his voice. 
 
"You don't think it was just because you were the only openly gay guy around? You weren't the 
only dark skinned guy around. Half the county's hispanic." 
 
That's not the same thing. Nik just bit back his knee-jerk response. "How many of them are 
openly gay? Besides, they have a whole community. I'm one Indian boy raised among white 
people." 
 
Jurgen sighed. It was a weird sound, coming from him, hinting at actual emotion. Emotion other 
than lust. 
 
Was lust an emotion? 
 
"I wasn't thinking of you as a trophy fuck." 
 
"Ah. That's so sweet." 
 
Jurgen stepped in closer behind him. Nik began to regret not moving away from the door. If he 
did it now, it would be a clear retreat. He lifted his head from the screen and pressed his palms 
against it. 
 
"I'm not going to lie to you, the idea of seeing your skin against mine makes me hot." 
 
Nik stiffened even more. Running away was looking increasingly appealing. 
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"It's part of the package, Nik. I'd want you if you were white, too. The fact that you aren't is just 
an added dimension. Thing is, I think you'd like it, too." 
 
Nik swallowed. "No. I wouldn't." Would he? 
 
Nik could feel the heat of Jurgen's chest against his back. Jurgen's other hand came to rest on the 
other side of the screen door. 
 
Running away wasn't really an option anymore. He was trapped. Which should be alarming and 
frightening, but... wasn't. His heart was pounding, but it had more to do with how arousing it was 
to have Jurgen crowding in behind him, not quite touching, but letting Nik know he was there. 
That he'd blocked off escape. 
 
When Jurgen spoke, his lips tickled Nik's spine, making him jump. "I think you should see it." 
 
"See what?" Nik sounded like he hadn't had water in a month. 
 
"What it looks like when I wrap my hand around your cock. I won't even watch. We can stay just 
like this." Jurgen's lips were a little bit chapped, and the rough touch of them traced up and 
across Nik's neck, to just below his ear. 
 
"You can have it all to yourself. You can see my hand wrap around your dark skin. Dark and 
light. I bet you're that purple-brown color, aren't you? And when the blood's filling your dick and 
your heart is pounding in your ear drums because you're about to blow, the head of your cock 
gets dark purple, and shiny-smooth. Right then, Nik, you'll look and you'll see my thumb sweep 
across the head. I'll look so pale next to you. It'll be some white man, jerking you, and he won't 
even get the pleasure of seeing it. All for you." 
 
Ugh. Cotton-mouth. Nik swallowed a couple of times. "Please." Giving Jurgen exactly what he 
wanted, but it was really for Nik, right, so it was okay. He pushed back against Jurgen, rubbing 
his ass into Jurgen's hard cock, unable to help himself. He needed what Jurgen was offering. 
 
Jurgen was so smooth he could unsnap and unzip one handed. "Love that sound," he murmured. 
 
"Huh?" Nik was already panting, watching Jurgen's fingers against his boxers, slipping into the 
fly. He held his breath, waiting to feel fingers. 
 
Jurgen's hand stilled. "Zippers." 
 
What? 
 
"You watching, Nik?" Jurgen's voice in his ear. 
 
He nodded. 
 
"Okay, I'll make this good." 
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"Touching me would be a start." Nik squeezed his eyes shut, for just a second, but when he felt 
Jurgen's hand move he opened them again. It was moving the wrong way, out instead of further 
in.  
 
Nik whimpered in protest. He felt Jurgen's smile against his neck. Then Jurgen's hand was at his 
waist, shoving his shorts and boxers down. For a split second it occurred to Nik to be grateful 
they couldn't be seen by anyone back here, now that his ass was hanging out. Then Jurgen was 
pressed up so tight against him, anyone who saw them would think he was humping Nik’s 
parents' store. Nik planted his hands against the sides of the door, keeping enough space between 
himself and the screen to see. 
 
Worn out denim rubbed against his bare skin, hot against his ass where Jurgen's erection was still 
locked in his jeans. Nik squeezed his eyes shut a second, but they jerked open when he felt 
Jurgen's hand wrap around him. "Oh." He watched Jurgen stroke his fingers across that extra-
sensitive skin just under the head of his dick, and shuddered. 
 
Looking down, Jurgen's paler hand on his dark skin, Nik had a weird shift in reality that literally 
made his world tilt and go fuzzy. Jurgen's touch anchored him, the movement of his fingers 
brought everything back into focus. He was feeling around, learning Nik's skin. Tracing up the 
big vein on the underside, pressing against it. Following the circumcision scar with this fingers, 
then squeezing. Circling the head with his thumb. 
 
Had anyone ever taken that kind of time to learn him before?  Jurgen was keeping Nik worked 
up, shuddering, but it would never be quite enough to finish him off. Nik made a moan of 
protest. 
 
Jurgen, the jerk, chuckled. Then he cupped his other hand under Nik's balls. "Oh fuck." Nik 
could feel his heartbeat running fast on Jurgen's palm. His skin felt thin, barely protecting him 
from sensory overload. His sac got the same treatment his dick had, the exploring and rubbing. 
Fingertips stroking up the back side, pressing on his taint. 
 
Oh. Oh, shit, that was.... Fuck. About ten million little sparks. For a second it overwhelmed the 
intense pleasure of having his dick held so firmly in Jurgen's hand, and the feel of Jurgen rocking 
slightly, pushing himself against Nik's ass, still trapped in his jeans. That was so hot. Jurgen 
trapped, holding Nik naked in his hand. Nik moaned. 
 
Jurgen slowly stroked his hand up, covering the tip of Nik's cock, blocking out all his dark skin. 
In the middle of the spine-tingling rush that brought, it hit Nik what he really needed. 
 
Nik wrapped his hand around Jurgen's. Yin and yang. Nice of his inner dork to join in. Thank 
god he hadn't said it out loud. 
 
"Mmmmm, that's good." Jurgen was groaning. He rocked his hips harder. Nik squeezed. His 
hand wasn't as big as Jurgen's. 
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Jurgen gripped him tighter at Nik's urging and started stroking seriously, thrusting against Nik, 
pushing him into the door. Nik pushed back, needing to see. Jurgen's hand was rough and it 
caught against Nik's skin, and Nik squeezed tighter around it. Jurgen groaned again. Breathing 
heavily into Nik's ear. He started putting a twist into each downstroke, and Nik gasped then 
moaned the breath out. High pitched, short moans every time Jurgen cranked his hand. 
Everything got slicker and faster as Nik oozed out more and more pre-cum. 
 
Nik's hips started taking over, thrusting into their hands, Jurgen pushing him with his own 
thrusts. Nik was unable to stop watching that light hand around his swollen cock, his darker hand 
around it. He fought to keep his eyes open, because he wanted this so bad, to see this. Maybe 
he'd always wanted it. He wanted his cum all over that hand, wanted Jurgen to call him 'Sir' for a 
wild second. 
 
He wanted Jurgen in his ass. "Fuck, Jurgen!" His ass clenched at the thought of being fucked 
while fucking Jurgen's fist, setting off a chain reaction of spasms behind his balls. He was 
shooting into the screen door, hips thrusting wildly, eyes screwed shut. He was all feeling, now, 
clenching muscles releasing all that built-up tension, sharply sweet as each spasm hit him.  
 
Jurgen thrust against his ass hard, grinding against him and groaning, and the idea that Jurgen 
had come in his jeans was enough to make Nik's balls pull up one more time. 
 
Nik was still trembling and jerking from aftershocks when he laid his forehead on the screen 
door and looked down at their hands, covered with cum. Penis sundae. 
 
He should probably be grateful he hadn't said that aloud, either, but he just couldn't be bothered 
to care. Jurgen's forehead was resting on his shoulder, hand still gripping his shaft, stroking 
gently, slowly. Nik pushed back a little when he got too sensitive and couldn't take it anymore. 
Jurgen dropped his hand. They breathed together. Nik let the night come back in tune around 
him. After a couple of minutes Jurgen kissed the back of Nik's neck, once, straightening up. 
 
"You said my name." 
 
Shit. He shrugged. 
 
There was maybe two inches, max between their bodies, but Nik thought the chance of more 
contact was slim. He could feel Jurgen getting all distant back there. 
 
"Let me know if you want to do that again," Jurgen said. He hesitated. "I better go. It's gonna be 
a sticky ride home." 
 
Then he walked off. 
 
If Nik had just gotten the hand job he'd always deserved, why did he feel like a slut? He rocked 
his head back and forth against the screen, cum slowly coagulating on the door and him, trying 
not to think about it. 
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* * * * 
 
Sam was in his room, lights off, when Nik made it into the apartment. He looked around. All the 
windows were open. Sam's room was right over the porch. He couldn't see anything, but he'd 
damn well heard it. 
 
"Do I want to know what you're doing in there?" 
 
"No." 
 
"Great," Nik muttered. He wandered into the bathroom to clean himself up. When he came out in 
just his boxers—miraculously clean—Sam was on the couch with a glass of wine. He was 
wearing his robe and nothing else. Another glass and the rest of the bottle were on the table in 
front of him.  
 
Nik poured himself a glass and sat in his favorite chair. They sipped in silence a while. It was 
almost too cool up here, now, but Nik didn't have it in him to shut any windows. 
 
"I let my inner slut have control." 
 
Sam nodded at him solemnly. Then he grinned, showing what had to be all his teeth. "Windows 
were all open." 
 
"I saw that when I came back in. Good show?" 
 
"Oh, yeah. Better than porn." 
 
"Glad I could liven up your vacation." Nik meant for it to come out snarky, but it just sounded 
flat. He let his head fall back onto his chair. 
 
"You shouldn't feel bad. Jesus, I would have climbed him like a cat tree given half a chance." 
 
"A cat tree?" He lifted his head and stared at Sam. 
 
"You know. They're covered in carpet and cats climb them." 
 
Nik let his head flop back. "I know what they are, I've just never associated one with hot sex." 
 
"Lots of white guys come on to you and you've never accused them of wanting to fuck you 
because you're not white." Sam was looking at him, Nik could feel it. The sudden comment—
apropos of nothing—snapped Nik back to reality. God knew what he'd been thinking about. 
 
Certainly not motorcycle cops. 
 
Sam sighed and sat back, sipping wine and scratching his balls. Sam was so suave. He clearly 
knew Nik wasn't going to answer. 
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Perversely, it made Nik want to answer. "It's just different, here. I'm different. You know how 
whenever your brother comes to visit you and sleeps on your couch, you spend the whole time 
bitching at him about being a slob?" 
 
"Yeah." Nik caught Sam's nod out of the corner of his eye. 
 
"And you know how, whenever your brother isn't visiting, your place is a disaster? Dirty dishes 
on the couch, piles of laundry, pizza boxes everywhere. Vermin." 
 
"It's not that bad." 
 
Nik turned his head to the side to look at Sam. Sam looked back at him. He sighed and turned 
away. "Okay. Yeah. But there's no vermin." 
 
"What about your ex?" Nik looked back at the ceiling. 
 
"Fine. One vermin." 
 
"It's like that. This place pushes my buttons. I got stared at when I was little, and then as I got 
bigger people got used to me, but they all had to make comments. 'You sure play ball good for a 
kid from India.' Stuff like that, it didn't even make any sense. Even Mom still has a big old chip 
on her shoulder about how I was treated. And then, when I came out, it was like everyone had 
been waiting for it. Waiting for me to show how I was different." 
 
"You played ball?" Sam stared at him in amazement. 
 
Nik lifted his head, made his eyes big, and stared back. "Can we try to focus, here?" 
 
Sam nodded. He fell silent. That wasn't going to last. He fidgeted and squirmed, but Sam finally 
got it out. "Are you sure you aren't reading something into it?" 
 
"No. I'm not sure. I have issues about this place. So I try not to come back here much. If I didn't 
like my parents, I'd never see this place again." 
 
Sam was silent a while.  
 
Another long silence. "Why did they raise you here?" 
 
Nik sighed. "It's complicated. Dad knew how to farm, and he had a farm sitting here waiting for 
him. So when they got out of the Peace Corps this is where they came." 
 
This time the silence was much, much longer. Nik poured himself another glass of wine and 
drank most of it before he finally felt Sam's equilibrium returning. 
 



Whitetail Rock  25 

Nik could almost see the smile growing inside of Sam. Sam was a hard guy to keep down. So to 
speak. 
 
"So. Gonna do him?" Nik heard the huge grin in Sam's voice before he looked. 
 
"No." Nik stood up, chugged the rest of his wine and set the empty glass on the table. "I'm going 
to bed." 
 
Sam gave him that grin again. "Night." 
 
"Asshole," Nik muttered on the way to his room. 
 
In spite of differences of opinion with his inner slut, Nik slept better than he had in months. 
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Chapter Four 
 
Three days later, Sam drove back to the city to see his family before the summer break ended. He 
looked pretty gloomy about it, and he bitched up a storm. 
 
For his part, Nik was kind of relieved. He liked Sam, but nothing had been normal since The 
Hand Job. 
 
It was the most ridiculous thing ever, but... that weird little shift in the world he'd felt during The 
Hand Job? It was possible—only possible—that it had some lasting effects. Like, Nik had 
something of a different perspective on things. 
 
Once Sam left, Nik went in to talk to his Mom in the store. During a gap in the morning rush 
(snort), she worked up the nerve to broach the subject she always broached. "Nik. I know you 
feel like you don't really fit in here," she paused for a micro-second, since this was where Nik 
usually interrupted her to say, 'You mean I feel like a circus freak?' He didn't. She looked 
startled, but she went on, jumping on the opportunity. "But you know people like you, here. They 
even love you. Hard as that is to believe."  
 
Instead of arguing with her, asking for specific examples and picking them apart (it was sort of 
like a family game), he smiled weakly and shrugged. 
 
It was the best he could do. 
 
His mom frowned and felt his forehead. "Are you feeling alright?" 
 
Nik knew she was right. It wasn't the affection people like their neighbor Maggie Sales had for 
him that was the issue. It was the other stuff. The stuff he could never quite name. Like when he 
overheard one of his classmates proudly telling her out-of-town cousins that he was 'the guy in 
town adopted from India.' 
 
Circus freak, right? 
 
Just maybe not malicious. Or even one-sided. 
 
Nik shook it off for the moment. He was doing too much deep-thinking at once. Bad for the skin. 
He got himself another cup of coffee and went to sit on the front porch yet again. (Seriously, 
should he invest in striped overalls and some chewing tabaccy?) 
 
Just in time to see Trooper Dammerung go by, code three. The lights washed out in the bright 
sunlight, but the siren was loud no matter how bright it was. It was the first time Nik had seen 
him since The Hand Job. 
 
Were those heart palpitations? 
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Nik sat there for a while, trying to journal but mostly thinking about men in tight uniforms, 
before he noticed the change in the color of the sunlight. He looked out into the parking lot. It 
seemed darker. And the gravel was a little brown-looking instead of basalt gray. He looked at the 
formerly golden grass. Orangey. 
 
Now he could smell it. That sweet charred smell. Shit. Nik had it figured out just as his dad was 
coming out onto the porch. 
 
"Grass fire," Dad said shortly. He was usually a pretty talkative guy, but grass fires were serious 
shit. He was wheeling a hand-truck with boxes stacked on it. 
 
"Was there lightning last night?" Nik hadn't noticed any. It was pretty common this time of year, 
though, and over 90% of the wild fires around here started from it. 
 
"I don't know," Dad said, still short. "Help me get this stuff in the truck. You wanna go change 
while I bring it around?" His Dad went from short to diffident. He wasn't going to make Nik 
pitch in at the fire, but hell, Nik had to. There just weren't enough paid fire crews that could 
muster quickly enough to attack a fast-moving grass-fire. Everyone had to pitch in or people 
would lose their wheat crops. At a minimum. 
 
Nik looked at the boxes of water, energy bars and sports drinks his dad had in the stack. There'd 
be more inside to load.  Dad was good with the hand-truck, but it was work for a one-armed man 
to load boxes into much of anything.  He'd need Nik's help for that. 
 
He ran upstairs to change while his dad got the truck. Nik tossed his suitcase looking for jeans 
and a long-sleeved shirt. Had he even brought any? And boots. He knew he didn't have those. He 
didn't even own work boots anymore. Who needed work boots to teach a bunch of undergrads 
how not to write? 
 
Didn't matter, his boots from high school would still be around and should fit. 
 
By the time the truck was loaded they could see the smoke column. It was southwest of town, 
blotting out the sun and a good half of the sky. "That got big damn fast," Dad said. Nik's stomach 
started aching. 
 
Nik spent the morning and afternoon in a swirling haze of brown smoke, low-flying aircraft and 
flashing lights. He got used to breathing in strangled breaths again, and wiping soot boogers out 
of his nose. His eyes stopped stinging after a couple of hours, and he knew they were as 
bloodshot as everyone else’s around him. Sometimes he could see fifty feet. Sometimes he 
couldn't see five. A couple of times the only way he knew where his hand was was by the flame 
at the end of the drip-torch he was carrying to light back-burns. 
 
He and his dad got to the fire about 9:45 in the morning. Nik got released from the back-burn 
crew around 7pm. Just before enough contract and government crews arrived to start relieving 
the first responders, Nik got caught by a load of retardant dropped from an air tanker. It knocked 
him on his ass—somehow he'd missed the command to hit the deck. Fortunately, he wasn't hurt. 
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Nik now looked like he'd puked up pepto-bismol all over himself. Murphy, the crew boss, 
laughed at the three guys who'd gotten nailed by retardant and told them to go home. Nik was at 
that point where only three things in the world mattered: getting food, getting clean, and getting 
sleep. In that order. He'd had plenty of water during the day, but only about a half-dozen granola 
bars to eat. 
 
He caught a ride back to the temporary fire camp in a command vehicle. The driver had air-
conditioning, a radio and was mostly clean. 
 
Nik eyed him suspiciously. 
 
"Don't worry, I've done my time fighting fires," the guy finally said. He looked amused. And in 
his fifties. 
 
"Sorry," Nik muttered. The guy laughed. 
 
At some point, through his mental fog, Nik realized the road was deserted except for endless fire 
vehicles—mostly command and crew transports—parked along the side opposite the fire. "The 
highway's closed," Nik blurted in surprise. 
 
Now the guy looked at him weird. Way to go, idiot. Nik gave him a blinding grin. 
 
It wasn't the fact that the highway was closed, it was the sudden realization that that's probably 
where Jurgen had been going this morning. Had that been this morning? Jeez, all that smoke he'd 
inhaled was making his heart beat faster all at once. Or maybe it was dehydration. Did your heart 
go faster when you were dehydrated? 
 
They got to fire camp and Nik thanked the guy. He waved at Nik and quickly headed off to the 
Incident Command shelter. Nik went toward the area most likely to have food and water. 
 
When Nik found his dad, it was clear he wasn't going anywhere yet. His dad fed him, but he 
couldn't stop to talk. Nik was lucky to get hot food, and was pretty sure he was getting special 
treatment. He so didn't care right then. 
 
After he ate, Nik found his mom over under some kind of awning, getting some young kid in a 
dirty, yellow nomex shirt to lie in the shade and drink some water. The young ones always got 
dehydrated. Inexperience and machismo were a dangerous combination. 
 
Nik went to talk to her, figuring he'd take her car back and she could ride home with Dad. Except 
she rode over for volunteer duty with Maggie Sales. 
 
"Maybe you can catch a ride back in with some of the other crews getting off, now." Probably, 
but that meant he had to go looking for one. For a second, he almost asked his mommy to find a 
ride for him, but then he came to his senses. He was twenty-seven, and Mommy had 
inexperienced, dehydrated kids to take care of. 
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"'Kay, Mom, see you later. I'll be fine." He leaned over and kissed her cheek. They looked at 
each other in mild surprise. It wasn't that he wasn't affectionate with his parents, he just wasn't 
often casually affectionate. She smiled at him. 
 
Nik smiled back and went off to find a ride. 
 
He made it out to where the highway blockade was set up. That's where everyone would be who 
was heading home, right? It was just coincidence that Jurgen might be the cop that was guarding 
the road. 
 
Jurgen wasn't the guy. There was a sheriff's deputy, looked like Dave Blaylock, and another 
trooper, but no big, blond, butch cop with an attitude problem and ass dimples. 
 
Sigh. No eye candy. 
 
He was standing on the verge of the highway-cum-parking-lot, watching cars pull out and head 
into town, trying to recognize someone he could stomach a ride with. Nik heard a voice behind 
him, calling his name.  
 
"Hey, Nik Larson!" Good lord. That voice. Nik felt his shoulders tighten up and he knew he was 
grimacing. He fought to get a more normal expression on his face before he turned around. 
 
"Miller," he managed an almost friendly tone. Not that he should even bother. Miller was one of 
his more persistent 'admirers' in high school. The secret kind. As in, he kept most of his 
admiration for Nik a secret from his gun-toting, hooch-swilling, gay-bashing, barn-whatevering 
friends. He sure liked to show up at Nik's place in the middle of the night, drunk and "curious", 
though. 
 
His regular MO, once he'd managed to talk Nik into coming outside—usually by threatening to 
wake up Nik's parents through caterwauling—was to fling an arm around Nik's shoulders and 
start in. "You know, I's curious, Nik, 'n' mebbe you can tell me, when two guys get t'gether, 
y'know how I mean, when they get t'gether...." Blah, blah, blah. Always stumbling drunk and 
rambling. A few times Miller passed out and Nik just left him lying on the lawn and went back to 
bed, professing ignorance when his mom would ask him in the morning "what the hell that kid is 
doing passed out in our yard again?" 
 
Fast-forward ten years, and here they were. Nik sighed. He looked into Miller's wide, hopeful, 
boy-next-door face and it hit him: Miller had never hurt him. Never forced him, even though he 
weighed about twice what Nik had in high school, much of it muscle. It wasn't exactly high 
praise: "He never tried to sexually assault me." For a second Nik imagined standing up and 
saying it at Miller's funeral. 
 
Which was how he managed to actually smile at Miller. Miller looked startled, and then he 
smiled wider, looking just a little bit... besotted? 
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As Miller came up the last few feet, Nik had another one of those moments. The ones where the 
world shifted, just the tiniest bit. Enough this time to almost make Nik fling out his hands for 
balance. Everything became crystal-clear, voices of people walking to their cars from the fire, 
drifting smoke and dust in his nostrils, slamming doors, cars starting up, the sound of someone's 
rumbling exhaust on the highway behind him. 
 
Miller walking toward him, smiling in an almost dopey way. Miller liked him. Liked liked him. 
Miller had apparently liked him in high school and still liked him.  
 
Wow, it really did feel like something opening up in your chest when your feelings suddenly and 
dramatically changed. Nik could feel his jaw dropping open. Barely a parting of the lips, but 
bonafide confused awe. 
 
Miller stopped in front of Nik, and the rumbling motor shut off behind him. Nik could hear it 
ticking. "Miller," he said, still somewhat awed. He felt like being nice to Miller. 
 
"Hey, Nik! Long time no see!" Miller was beaming. 
 
"Yeah." Nik paused and cleared his throat. "How are you?" Miller was covered in soot. 
Obviously, he'd just gotten off the fire, too. 
 
"Oh, you know, same old, same old. How are you?" 
 
"Uh, good." 
 
There was one of those uncomfortable pauses. Miller flicked a curious look over Nik's shoulder, 
then re-focused on Nik. "So, uh, maybe we could get a beer sometime. Catch up." 
 
"Yeah. Maybe." Was he really considering this? Miller smiled even broader, beaming at him. 
Damn his teeth looked white in that sooty face, and he even still had all of them. 
 
"Looks like you got hit with retardant." 
 
Nik was suddenly distracted by the feel of someone moving around behind him. Kind of close. 
'"Yeah, over by the highway," he told Miller absently. He started to turn to see who was there. 
 
"You're so pink, you almost look like me with a bad sunburn." 
 
Nik stopped moving. If this was a movie, there would be one of those screeching-needle-on-a-
record sounds, now. 
 
Miller chuckled a little. "I got so much soot on me, I 'bout look like you, I guess." 
 
Nik turned back to Miller. "You know, Miller, I'm not sure I have time to get together for a beer 
with you before I go back home." Why was he being nice about this? He should just tell Miller to 
fuck off. 
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"Oh." Miller's face fell. It caused Nik a twinge of sadness. Not enough to change his mind. "Oh. 
Well..." Miller trailed off, looking over Nik's shoulder again. Someone came from behind him to 
stand next to his shoulder, facing Miller. 
 
Jurgen. In—be still my heart—leather motorcycle chaps.  The kind with no crotch.  Nik 
swallowed a groan.  How could that not turn straight men gay? 
 
Jurgen was looking all officious and a little bit mean. He didn't look at Nik, just at Miller. His 
face looked especially hard. A muscle in his jaw was ticking. He stared Miller down a few 
seconds, then he turned to Nik. "Need a ride home?" 
 
"Uhhhh." Jurgen's eyes were brown. It was completely fucking with Nik's stereotypes. He could 
have sworn they were blue.  It was enough to distract him from the chaps. 
 
Jurgen turned another hard look on Miller. "You need to say goodbye to your friend, first?" He 
said it to Nik but stared at Miller. Nik should have objected to Jurgen's high-handedness, but he 
was pretty keen to get rid of Miller himself. And the eyes (and chaps, whimper) still had him 
discombobulated. 
 
Nik looked to Miller in a mild daze. He was just starting to bristle. Shit. "Oh, uh, yeah. Miller, 
you know Trooper Dammerung? Jurgen, uh, this is a friend of mine from high school." Nik 
cringed a little inside at the use of 'friend.' 
 
Jurgen nodded sharply at Miller. Miller nodded warily back.  He turned back to Nik. "Yeah, 
listen, Nik, you probably wanna get home, and, uh, shower," Miller paused a second, there, his 
eyes glazing slightly. He shook himself and went on. "But, you know, if you change your mind 
about that beer. Um, Mom can tell you where to find me. Or you know, I could just drop by. 
Kinda like old times—" 
 
"No! That's not necessary, Miller. Really, I'm pretty busy. Maybe next time I'm home?" Nik 
smiled. He could tell it wasn't one of his more convincing ones. It seemed sickly and weak on his 
end of things. 
 
Miller made some more noises, but finally he moved off. Nik blew out a breath. He turned to 
Jurgen. My hero. 
 
Okay, that was just ridiculous, because what did Jurgen do, really? Stared down a guy that made 
a questionable comment to Nik. Was it really that big a deal? 
 
My hero. 
 
Oh, shut up. 
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Jurgen was looking at him. With those brown eyes. They were almost hazel, really, they had so 
many other colors in them. The muscle in his jaw had stopped jumping. "How are you getting 
home?" Jurgen finally asked. 
 
"Oh, uh, catching a ride, I guess." 
 
Jurgen's lips eased up. The beginnings of a smile, or something else? Gas, maybe? 
 
"Why don't you catch a ride with me?" Jurgen had little lines around his eyes. The sexy ones 
guys got as they edged out of their twenties, especially when they spent a lot of time outside. 
"Nik?" 
 
"Huh?" Sheesh he was a doofus around this man. He looked to his right and then his left. Ah. 
Jurgen's motorcycle. Chopper. "Where's your fancy police motorcycle?" 
 
Jurgen shrugged, almost too casually. "I'm on my own time, now. I took it back to the office and 
picked up mine. Changed clothes." 
 
And came back for Nik? Oh, that was— 
 
Hold it, what was he doing? Out of the frying pan and into the fire. Was Jurgen really much 
better than Miller? 
 
Yes. 
 
Shut up. Really.  
 
"You know, Trooper, I think it probably isn't the best idea. I'll just find a ride with someone 
else." 
 
"I was Jurgen a minute ago." 
 
Nik smiled sweetly. "You're Trooper Dammerung, now." 
 
Jurgen's lips twitched up at the ends. He turned toward the bike and took the few steps toward it. 
He had his back to Nik and was getting it ready to go. Nik assumed. Jurgen was doing 
motorcycle-y things to it. "C'mon. Get on and I'll take you for a ride."  His chaps, predictably, 
had no ass.  Just his worn jeans, that fit him almost as well as the chaps. 
 
"Oh, I'll just bet you'd like to take me for a ride," Nik muttered. He cocked his head at Jurgen. 
"You think I'm into the kinda guy who orders me around, don't you?" 
 
Jurgen looked at him over his shoulder. "No," he finally said. He turned to Nik and leaned on the 
motorcycle. Jeez, that leather really showcased Jurgen's assets, didn't it? "Makes me wonder why 
I bother with you,"Jurgen's smile bloomed slowly. 
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"Makes me wonder, too." Nik hated when Jurgen said shit like that. It was... disarming. 
 
"What are you into?"  Fuck. Those chaps, those ass dimples and that weird, unexpected charm. 
 
Oh, shit. "Guys in motorcycle chaps." Nik sauntered up to bike, throwing caution to the wind. He 
knew he didn't have hips that looked like they swung on a u-joint, but he had what it took to 
make Jurgen look at him. Kinda like he was looking at him, now. "Got an extra helmet?" Of 
course he did. Nik could see it. Jurgen had pulled it out of one of those cases on the back. 
 
Not looking away from Nik, Jurgen reached back and grabbed the helmet with one hand. "Here." 
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Chapter Five 
 
Nik stood in the bathroom, fresh out of the shower, dripping, trying to figure out exactly how 
he'd made it here. 
 
Not literally here, here; but here. As in, naked in his bathroom with Built, Blond and Butch 
waiting for him somewhere on the other side of the bathroom door. Not that this hadn't been 
inevitable from the minute he'd gotten on Jurgen's motorcycle. It seemed obvious that when you 
accepted a ride from a man who left the sexual ball in your court that you were putting the ball 
back into play. 
 
Nik found a towel. His hands were a bit shaky. Actually his whole body was a bit shaky. He 
watched his chest jump in time with his heartbeat as he toweled himself off, rubbing the nubby 
fabric across his prickling skin. An accidental stroke across his nipple made him suck in a breath. 
 
Slowly, he trailed the towel down his body, letting a corner dip into his navel, rubbing it through 
his pubic hair. Wrapping it around his dick, the heat of his hand soaking through immediately. 
 
Nik let the towel fall away. He hadn't brought any clothes into the bathroom with him, because 
what was the point of pretending? He knew he was going to walk out the door, walk into his 
bedroom and get fucked. 
 
His heartbeat jumped some more in his chest. 
 
Except wouldn't Jurgen want a shower, too? Probably. Nik nodded to himself with relief, and 
turned to dig another towel out of the cupboard.  He was sure Jurgen hadn't had a shower earlier. 
 
Nik wrapped his own towel around his hips, uncomfortably aware of just how much it contrasted 
with his coloring. Why was that such a big deal to him, now? Had he ever thought about it 
before? He owned white towels at home and had never even thought twice. Jurgen would hardly 
be the first guy to see him in one. Not even one that Nik was tenting with his erection. 
 
Nik took a deep breath and turned the doorknob. The bathroom opened right onto the living area. 
Jurgen was sitting in a chair that was faced so squarely on the bathroom you'd think the door was 
actually a TV. He slumped negligently in the chair, leathers still on, elbow on the arm, fist 
propping up his temple, watching Nik intently. Had he just been staring at the door all this time, 
waiting for Nik to come out? Nik's skin tingled. He stared back. 
 
Slowly, Jurgen straightened up, dropping his hand. Sliding forward in the chair, watching Nik. 
Not exactly inspection, more appreciation. Jurgen blinked slowly and stood up. 
 
Nik waited for him, hand on the doorknob still, steam floating lazily out of the small room 
behind him. His heart rabbitted around in his chest. He stomped on the desire to start babbling or 
run for his room or even to look down from Jurgen's face as Jurgen walked over to stand in front 
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of him. Nik tilted his face up, watching Jurgen's lips, listening to his breathing, his eyelids 
drooping. 
 
Jurgen cleared his throat. "Can I have a shower?" 
 
Nik watched him swallow. He nodded, staring at the heartbeat jumping in Jurgen's neck. Jurgen 
leaned a little closer. He smelled like grass smoke and felt like heat. 
 
"Is there any hot water left?" Jurgen moved closer as Nik nodded again. He felt Jurgen's fingers 
spread goosebumps across the skin at his waist. "Will you be waiting for me?" he said into Nik's 
ear. Nik closed his eyes and nodded again, slower. 
 
Nik should probably move, so Jurgen could get into the bathroom. He didn't. He listened to his 
heartbeat in his ears and opened his eyes to see Jurgen's pulse jumping in his neck. Nik opened 
his mouth and, "Need help getting undressed?" came out. He debated blaming the slut, but pretty 
much all of him was strung taut, waiting for Jurgen to say yes. 
 
Jurgen didn't say anything. He slid an arm around Nik's waist, palm flat on Nik's back, and 
started walking him backward into the bathroom. Jurgen's other hand was digging around in the 
pocket of his chaps.  
 
Nik caught his breath and reached for Jurgen's jacket. He unzipped it halfway and found warm 
white T-shirt underneath. He slowly pulled the zipper tab down, revealing taut muscle under 
tight-white fabric.  About the time Nik's butt hit the sink counter, Jurgen was pulling condoms 
and one of those little lube pillows out of his pocket. 
 
Nik stopped unzipping. "You have got to be kidding me. You go to work with condoms and lube 
in your pocket? For what, speeders who want to work off their fine?" 
 
Jurgen laughed and then licked Nik's throat. Nik tried, unsuccessfully, not to tilt his chin aside in 
response. "I haven't left the house without them since I met you." Jurgen's voice vibrated through 
Nik's throat, making his breath hitch. 
 
"Oh." Nik's response was more exhale than sound. That was... oh. He mentally shook his head 
while Jurgen nipped and licked at him, palming his ass through the terrycloth and squeezing. 
Running rough hands up his naked back. Was he watching his hands against Nik's skin in the 
mirror?  
 
Nik got Jurgen's jacket open, and yanked his T-shirt out of his jeans, gripping it in his hands and 
running his fingers underneath the fabric. Oh, god. Skin. Jurgen skin. As warm as he'd imagined, 
and slightly textured. Jurgen sucked in a breath when Nik traced the line of hair up from his belt, 
dipping a finger into his navel. 
 
Jeez he was hard. His muscles. Nik didn't know about below the waist, yet, but Jurgen was solid 
and tight above. He felt amazing under Nik's hands. As he searched higher under Jurgen's shirt, 
Nik felt chest hair scraping against the sensitive centers of his palms. He felt it all the way up his 
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arms into his ribcage. Jurgen's heart beat heavily under his hand. Nik palmed his pecs and 
squeezed. Jurgen was panting in his ear. "Like that. Wanna see you touch me, Nik." 
 
Nik shoved Jurgen's motorcycle jacket off his shoulders, and started yanking the white cotton up 
his abdomen. Jurgen's fingers came into view, grabbing the tee and pulling it off, letting Nik see 
his amazing chest. Some of the smoke smell drifted away, but it was replaced by the smell of 
Jurgen. Nik leaned forward and licked the ball of one shoulder, then leaned back to look at him. 
 
His torso was amazing. Beautiful. Nik bit his lip, gripping the counter behind him tightly. He'd 
never seen a man this perfect. Jurgen's chest hair was so light you couldn't see it unless you were 
close, less than a few feet. The way it curled around his hard little nipples was almost obscene. 
Perfect pectorals, perfect line bisecting his body, clavicles perfectly formed and showcased, even 
a perfect navel. Perfect happy trail. Nik needed to see more though, to be sure Jurgen had that 
perfect "V" shape.... 
 
As he reached for Jurgen's fly, Jurgen gripped the back of Nik's head in one hand and jerked him 
forward. For a split second, Nik imagined him with those black gloves still on his hands, the ones 
he wore when he was on his motorcycle. He went into the kiss dizzy, and Jurgen took full 
advantage, holding Nik still with his hands while he shoved into him with his tongue and pinned 
Nik's body against the counter with his hips. 
 
Nik nearly inhaled Jurgen's tongue when he felt his chest slide against his naked skin. It was 
electric, that slide of Jurgen against him, pressing into his own muscles, hair rasping against him. 
Nik sucked in another breath, afraid the sensations would make him hyperventilate, but Jurgen 
gave him air and opened him wider. Nik felt teeth on his lower lip and Jurgen licking so far back 
into his mouth Nik swallowed almost convulsively, trying to suck Jurgen into his throat. 
 
After that everything happened so fast Nik wasn't sure what was going on when. He'd lost the 
towel, and Jurgen's pants were open, the belt from the chaps in the way but not enough for either 
of them to bother with. He had Jurgen in his hand, and it felt like every hot, velvet-skinned steely 
cock Nik had ever felt but so perfect it was a new experience. He slid his fingers up around 
Jurgen's head, running fingers around and over smooth skin that was quickly getting slippery, 
teasing the corona with his thumbnail. Jurgen was holding him close with his arms and pressing 
into him so hard Nik was bent backwards until his head hit the cold mirror. That's when Nik 
realized his ass had somehow ended up on the counter, and Jurgen was between his legs. He 
could feel Jurgen's balls rubbing against him. 
 
Jurgen was mostly silent, just his sucking breaths giving away his intensity, but Nik had started 
making whimpering noises in his throat. Suddenly, Jurgen pulled away, gulping oxygen, looking 
at Nik's face. Nik squeezed his hand around Jurgen's cock reflexively and Jurgen gasped. Nik 
worked the fingers of his other hand between their bodies and captured Jurgen's balls. He made a 
choking sound in his throat and looked down to see Nik's hands on him. 
 
He looked back up again almost right away. "Your mouth." He started kissing Nik again, biting 
his lips this time, more in control, giving them more space. He slid one hand down from Nik's 
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neck, rough palm on Nik's skin. Fingers on his shoulder, thumb pressing into Nik's muscle. 
Sweeping across his areola, teasing Nik's nipple. 
 
"Yeah," Nik sighed. He pushed his chest into Jurgen's hand. "Pinch it." For a second, he felt 
Jurgen's lips smiling against his, but the feel of Jurgen catching Nik's nipple between his thumb 
and finger made him forget all about it. He arched up and groaned when Jurgen pinched him, 
hard. 
 
"You like that." Jurgen had both hands on Nik's nipples, tugging gently and pinching hard. Nik 
was nearly writhing, pushing into Jurgen's touch. His fingers circled, playing with Nik. Nik freed 
a hand to wrap it around Jurgen's shoulders, holding on to him.  Jurgen pushed out of Nik's hold 
and Nik tried to grab him again, then realized Jurgen was licking down his neck, onto Nik's chest 
and oh god. Nik shuddered when Jurgen bit him. 
 
"So hot how much this turns you on," Jurgen told him between bites, and then Nik felt Jurgen's 
fingers on his dick and his teeth biting hard on a nipple and he thought he might come. Or black-
out. Possibly both. 
 
"Fuck!" Nik was gritting his teeth. He didn't need to be quiet, he just needed to hang on, because 
he was 100% certain that if he did, this would be the most amazing fuck of his life. Jurgen's hand 
was tight around him, pulling, and his teeth were scraping across Nik's skin. Nik squeezed his 
hand convulsively, and Jurgen sucked in a breath and froze for second. 
 
But then Jurgen's other hand came back into play, and it was stroking fingers around Nik's hole, 
massaging and probing, and Nik didn't know whether to arch into Jurgen's mouth or his hands 
anymore. Slowly Jurgen was pushing a finger wet with lube into Nik's ass, and Nik was grabbing 
a towel bar in one hand and the faucet in another, pushing himself onto Jurgen's finger. 
 
It burned just like it was supposed to, and the friction was so good when Jurgen started finger-
fucking him that Nik nearly went limp from it. His feet were on the edge of the counter, and he 
was rocking his hips into Jurgen's hand. Before he knew it, Jurgen had three fingers in him, 
stretching him. 
 
"Nik." 
 
Nik cracked open his eyes and looked into Jurgen's brown ones. His lips were red and his eyes 
were half closed and he looked like he might be having a heart attack. The happy kind. Breathing 
heavy, flushed face, ticking jaw muscle. The one that ticked when he was turned on. Weird that 
Nik should know the difference. 
 
"Get me ready. I wanna be in you." 
 
Huh? Jurgen's fingers stopped, and Nik groaned. He opened his eyes again. When had he shut 
them? Jurgen's blond hair was plastered to his forehead with sweat. Nik stared at him a second. 
He managed to peel his hand off the faucet, and felt around for a condom on the counter. 
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Holding Jurgen's gaze, Nik used his teeth to tear the corner off the wrapper and get it open. He 
unpeeled his other hand from the towel bar. Watching Jurgen while Jurgen held his fingers inside 
Nik. Like they were a placeholder for his cock. 
 
Nik looked down. Before rolling the condom onto Jurgen he took a second to look at his prick, 
pink and large and jumping with his pulse. When he touched it, Jurgen groaned, and Nik looked 
up in time to see Jurgen's eyes fall closed. Or possibly they rolled back in his head.  Nik couldn't 
look away, so he felt around with his hand again until he found a spill of lube and the pillow 
pack on the counter, then he lubed up and gripped Jurgen, stroking down his shaft with both 
hands. 
 
This time Jurgen's eyes flew open. He pulled Nik to the edge of the counter and used a hand to 
guide himself to Nik's asshole. He pressed hard enough to not quite push in. "Tell me you want 
it." 
 
"I want it," Nik answered without hesitation. He gripped Jurgen's biceps and exhaled, waiting. 
 
"Tell me you want me to fuck you." Nik knew he wasn't into the kind of guy who gave him 
orders, but his inner slut hadn't gotten the memo. He shuddered. 
 
Nik looked him in the eye. "Fuck me, Jurgen." Jurgen's head dropped forward as he started 
pushing himself into Nik. When he made it past the guardian ring of muscles he stopped, and 
they panted in tandem, Jurgen looking down at them while Nik's body loosened up. 
 
Then Jurgen started fucking him, pushing in a little farther in each time before pulling back. 
Making Nik feel like he was going to beg to get this man to really fuck him. 
 
Which was pretty much how it went down. Once Jurgen had slowly fucked himself all the way 
in, until his balls were rubbing up against the end of Nik's spine, he stopped. Nik's eye flew open. 
 
"Jurgen?" Jurgen looked at him. "Move." 
 
Jurgen smiled tauntingly. "Ask me nicely." He rolled his hips slowly into Nik once, then 
stopped. 
 
Nik arched up in frustration. "Please." 
 
Jurgen pressed into him again with that rolling hip motion that made Nik nuts but didn't really 
give him the kind of friction he needed. "Please what?" He was speaking right up against Nik's 
lips. 
 
"Please, Jurgen, fuck me." Nik whispered it, squeezing his eyes shut. Being forced to beg was 
incredibly fucking hot. 
 
Jurgen moved, pulling out most of the way until Nik thought he'd gone too far. Fucking him in 
long, slick strokes. Nik pushed himself into the friction and the pressure. His dick brushed 
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against the leather of Jurgen's belt and a shock went through him. "Oh, god." He clenched 
convulsively, and Jurgen groaned and started fucking him harder, his belt slapping against Nik 
with each stroke. Nik pressed his head back into the mirror, screwing his eyes shut. 
 
"You know what I'm going to do next time?" Jurgen was gasping out words. Nik didn't answer. 
"I'm going to handcuff you." 
 
"No," Nik said automatically, even while his gut clenched harder and the words threatened to 
make him come right then. 
 
Jurgen roughly shoved into Nik and stopped. "No?" 
 
Nik whimpered. 
 
Jurgen swiveled. Nik's asshole tingled. He tried tightening his muscles to make Jurgen move, but 
it backfired and made him feel it more. Jurgen shoved inside him as far as he could go, filling 
him. Nik whimpered again. 
 
"You sure about that, Nik?" Another rolling swivel. Nik grit his teeth against the little shocks in 
his ass, threatening to travel to his balls. He opened his eyes to glare at Jurgen. Then he realized 
it wasn't that Jurgen wanted to be in control of this, it was that this was what turned Jurgen on. 
He wasn't fucking with Nik to show he was in charge, he was pushing him, making Nik beg 
because it got Jurgen hot. 
 
Nik didn't know why that made it alright, or even how it was different than controlling him, but 
it did and it was. "Maybe." He watched Jurgen's face go slack, flushing even pinker. He pulled 
out and shoved back into Nik, harder, groaning. 
 
"Maybe?" he panted. He stopped again. "Just maybe?" He almost wasn't intelligible. Another 
long glide out and hard shove in. 
 
Nik watched his face from under his lashes. "Maybe." Jurgen groaned, and started fucking him 
again, unable to stop himself. Going slowly. 
 
"You know you want it, baby. Want me to put cuffs on you and rim you until you beg—" Nik's 
gut clenched again. "—until you're wide open for me." 
 
Nik moaned. Jurgen was moving faster now, and Nik could feel him stroking past his prostate, 
filling him. "Yeah," he agreed unthinkingly. Jurgen leaned in closer, gripping Nik's hips. 
Changing his angle. 
 
Oh fuck. 
 
"Tell me, Nik. Tell me you want it. Want me to cuff you." 
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"Oh, god," Nik moaned. Jurgen was fucking him faster now, hitting that spot over and over. 
Nik's ass was tingling, and his balls were so tight. 
 
"Tell me, Nik. You want to be tied down and fucked by me. Want to beg for my cock in your 
ass."  
 
Jurgen let go of Nik's hips and reached for his arms, fucking him faster, Nik's heels bouncing on 
Jurgen's ass, belt slapping his dick. God he wasn't going to last. The sparks were nearly constant 
now, and he could feel the pressure building behind his balls, being stoked by Jurgen's cock in 
his ass. 
 
Jurgen pulled Nik's hands behind his back, shackling his wrists with his fingers, bending Nik 
back over them. "Tell me, Nik." His voice was in Nik's ear. "You want me to cuff you and make 
you beg for it." 
 
Nik tilted his head back and yelled, "Fuck, yes!" Jurgen's cock shoved into him, rubbing against 
all those nerve endings, leather belt slapping the head of Nik's dick. All the little shocks arced at 
once, feeding an explosion. Nik arched against Jurgen, shooting cum all over both their 
stomachs. Pulsing it out with each spasm onto skin. 
 
Jurgen followed him, pushing himself into Nik. His shout was nearly as loud as Nik's. Jurgen 
ground into him and Nik squeezed all his muscles, making Jurgen groan. He pulled Nik's arms 
toward him and pushed with his hips, head back, eyes screwed shut. Finally he collapsed, letting 
go of Nik's wrists, head against the mirror, panting into Nik's ear. 
 
Nik was folded up uncomfortably on the bathroom counter, but he was too limp to move much. 
He managed to pull his arms out from behind him, nearly dislodging Jurgen in the process. He 
let his hands fall to the counter. He felt nearly euphoric. Nothing could ruin an orgasm that good. 
 
Jurgen patted his flank. Like he'd ridden Nik hard and put him away wet. "Fuck, baby, that was 
hot." 
 
Baby. 
 
Nik dropped his legs, brought his palms up and shoved Jurgen right out of him, flinching a little 
as he did it. He gave a momentary alarmed thought to the condom, but it seemed to stick with 
Jurgen instead of him. "Time for your shower," Nik said brightly, smiling with all his teeth. 
 
Jurgen looked at him like he was nuts. Nik climbed off the counter. He shoved a little more, 
making Jurgen step back from the cabinet so Nik could turn around and dig around for a 
washcloth. He cleaned himself up silently, feeling Jurgen standing back there, watching. Finally, 
as Nik was rinsing out, he heard and felt Jurgen move away from him. Condom in the toilet. 
Flush. Shower curtain rattle. Water starting. 
 
Nik looked up at himself in the mirror sourly. Wishing he hadn't left Jurgen any hot water. 
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He went to his room and lay down on the bed in the dark, naked, listening to Jurgen shower. Not 
too surprisingly, Jurgen was done in about three minutes. He would be the efficient type. Nik 
caught himself straining to hear Jurgen getting dressed. Jeez, he was pathetic. 
 
It was possible he'd over-reacted to the "baby" thing. He didn't know why he hated that word, he 
just did. Of course, he'd never reacted quite so... violently before. Nik sighed and closed his eyes. 
Well, this would probably be it, then. Jurgen would get dressed and leave and that would be the 
end. He wouldn't want to mess around with a nut job like Nik. 
 
And it was a good thing, because that's what Nik wanted, right? Right. 
 
He suddenly felt Jurgen standing in the door. He just stood there while Nik grew more and more 
tense. Was he going to stand there all night? 
 
Nik broke under the pressure, rolling over onto his back. He couldn't see much, but there was 
some light. Jurgen was standing with his hands in the pockets of a pair of clean jeans, barefoot, a 
clean white T-shirt stretched across that chest. Nik hadn't noticed he'd had clothes to change into. 
 
Jurgen looked at him a moment longer and started toward Nik's bed. He stood over Nik, looking 
down, within three steps. Then he lay down on the bed, propped on an elbow, facing Nik but not 
touching him. "All right?" 
 
"Don't call me baby." Nik's tone was a little on the sharp side. Well, a lot, maybe.  
 
Jurgen got an almost endearing look of befuddlement on his face. Nik had to shove his hand 
under his pillow to keep from rubbing the frown line between Jurgen's brows with his thumb. 
"Why not?" 
 
"How many other guys are walking around that you've called 'baby'?" 
 
Jurgen looked thoughtful, staring at the wall above Nik's head a minute. As if it was some sort of 
philosophical exercise. "What am I supposed to call you if I don't call you 'baby'?" 
 
"You know, it's funny. I thought you knew my name." 
 
Jurgen just looked at him expectantly. Nik sighed in exasperation. "Can't you just call me Nik?" 
He rolled onto his side, his back to Jurgen. He wondered if Jurgen was looking at his naked skin. 
 
Well, duh. Of course he was. Nik closed his eyes against the fluttering in his stomach. As if that 
would help. 
 
Jurgen reached out with one finger and followed Nik's shoulder blade. "How about Nikky?" 
 
Nik's elbow shot back, doing its best to break itself on Jurgen's solar plexus. "Nikky?" 
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"Oof!" Jurgen said in a moment so comic-book worthy Nik thought he'd see the word hanging in 
a bubble over Jurgen's head.  He turned to look. Jurgen was smiling, amused, but holding a hand 
over his middle protectively. He winked at Nik. Winked! "Nik isn't sexy enough for you baby, 
not when we're in bed." 
 
Damn him for being cute. "Or on the counter," Nik grumbled. 
 
Jurgen smiled wider. "Or on the counter. But 'Nikky'; that's sexy. I could moan that in your ear." 
 
"Oh. My. God." Nik cast his eyes heavenward. Help was not forthcoming. It was all for show, 
anyway. Truth was, he was beginning to hate it when Jurgen fed him those lines. When he said 
stuff like that—that was impossibly, ridiculously cheesy—it made Nik realize just how cheap 
and easy he was. 
 
He huffed out a sigh and looked at Jurgen again. He was going for exasperated. "How about a 
demonstration and I'll consider it." 
 
God, he was such a fool. 
 
* * * * 
 
Fortunately or unfortunately—whatever—it was very hot to be called Nikky when a big sexy cop 
was rubbing his dick up against yours. Hot enough that Nik came when Jurgen whispered it in 
his ear and squeezed a big hand around them both, thrusting up and twisting those fingers. 
 
Nik preferred to maintain the fiction that it had to do with the fingers and not the voice in his ear, 
saying that name. 
 
He was naked in bed, still, but Jurgen was up and dressed again. It was 10:30 and Nik was so 
tired he yawned every other second. It had been a long day, and then he'd come twice. Hard. Just 
give him carbs and he'd be out like a light. 
 
Jurgen sat on the bed, then leaned over and braced his hands over Nik's body, lips above his. 
Saying goodbye. "That was hot. Can we do it again sometime?" That man used "hot" far too 
much for Nik. Even if it was an apt description. Nik absently rubbed his thigh on Jurgen's hip 
through the sheet. 
 
"I go back to my place in the city day after tomorrow." It was true. He said it without thinking, 
but as he did Nik realized it was probably for the best. They should end this, whatever it was. He 
was coming to the unnerving conclusion that he actually liked Jurgen. Who was very obviously 
not a relationship type of guy. 
 
Conversely, Nik wasn't sure he was a fuck-buddy type of guy. Not when it came to Jurgen. 
 
Jurgen gave him a level look. Then he nodded. He leaned down and kissed Nik quickly. "I had a 
good time, Nik. Thanks." 
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"Yeah, thanks." 
 
Nik lay in bed, trying to recapture that elusive sense of sated exhaustion he'd just had. Jurgen's 
boots hit each step softly for a guy his size. Nik listened to them crunch across the gravel once 
Jurgen had gone out the door, locking it behind him—he'd made a point of assuring Nik he 
would. Silence for a while, then finally Nik heard the motor come to life, no coughing or 
sputtering, gearing up quickly once Jurgen had it on the road. Slowly it faded away. 
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Chapter Six 
 
Nik usually loved the beginning of the term. Usually. 
 
This term? Not so much. He was bored. All of his classes seemed not quite right. Like they could 
be slightly more interesting. He'd always thought they were interesting enough before. 
 
The beginning of his second week of classes and he was bored. The rest of the quarter was not 
looking good. 
 
Oh, god, and who were all these people who thought they could write? The kids in the entry level 
class he had to teach were just so... angsty. Like it was a necessary tool in the writer's repertoire. 
As if none of them could write without feeling it. 
 
They could write, of course, but damn they were a wordy group. Of course he had no room to 
talk, being a wordy guy himself. He may be the senior graduate teaching fellow in the 
department, now, but it appeared he hadn't lost any of his powers of excessive description. 
 
Nik was considering writing more sparingly. Except when it came to sex. He seemed to have a 
lot to say, there. He'd filled a whole notebook on the subject since—he stopped in the middle of 
the student union to take a breath, on his way from his class on Tuesday morning to his office 
hours—The Hand Job. 
 
And, you know, events since in the same vein. 
 
Shut up, he told himself wearily. His inner editor had put in a lot of overtime recently. 
 
Once he got to the English Department, he took a left and walked past the work-study girl who 
was supposed to be their new receptionist on his way to his staff mailbox. What was her name? 
Carla. Nik stopped and stared at her a second. She was looking dazedly over his shoulder. 
"Carla" didn't seem quite right. 
 
"Carlie?" Partly to get her attention and partly to figure out if that was her name. 
 
"Charles," she said absently. She said it the French way. Shaaarl. 
 
"Uh, no, Carlie. I'm Nik Larson, remember? We met last week.  I'm a GTF." 
 
Finally she tore her eyes from whatever was so fascinating behind him. "Charles is my name. I 
know who you are." 
 
Oh. "Sorry, Charlie." 
 
"Shaaarl." 
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He smiled weakly. "Yeah, that was a... never mind. Sorry Sharl." He moved on toward his 
mailbox. 
 
"Mister Larson?" 
 
"Just call me Nik, Sharl." 
 
"Okay, um, Nik?" 
 
Nik looked up from sorting brightly colored flyers into recycle. Jeez, he had a lot. This was 
going to take a while. "Yeah?" 
 
Sharl was making bashful eyes across the room when he looked at her. Nik was suspicious they 
were faux-bashful, practiced in front of a mirror for maximum effect. "You have a visitor," she 
said just as Nik turned to see who she was making eyes at. 
 
"Nik." Jurgen stood in the visitors' area, nodding at him. 
 
Oh, jeez. Nik's world had another one of those shifts in reality as the brightly colored papers fell 
around his feet like confetti. Throwing Jurgen a little parade. 
 
* * * * 
 
"What are you doing here?" Did that sound rude? Nik hoped not. He was mostly just amazed. 
 
"Do you want me to leave?" 
 
"No. But, I mean, how did you get here?" 
 
"I drove." 
 
Of course he drove. "It's a two-hour drive." 
 
Jurgen shrugged negligently and looked out the office window. Nik shared the office with two 
other GTF's. Who were hopefully nowhere in the area. "Little more. It's a nice day for it.  Took 
the chopper." 
 
"But what are you doing here?" Nik took a couple of frustrated steps toward Jurgen, skirting a 
desk. Did the man ever just answer a direct question? 
 
Jurgen turned to look at him again. Oh shit. He really was punch-in-the-gut attractive. No 
wonder Sharl had stared. Nik wanted to admire the shape of his jaw and the slight stubble on his 
cheek catching the sunlight, or the way his eyes were that light brown translucent color but he 
decided not to let his mind go there. "I came to see you," Jurgen finally said. 
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Nik stared at him. He'd thought... something else. "Me?" 
 
Jurgen nodded. "You." 
 
"Why?" 
 
Jurgen smiled. "I think you know why, Nik." 
 
Nik's heart stuttered. Ideas he didn't know he'd been entertaining started swimming around in his 
mind. Jurgen couldn't mean— 
 
"I couldn't stop thinking about you." Jurgen took a couple of steps closer. He was doing that 
sexual stalker thing he did. He was so good at that. Weaving his way through the small room 
stuffed with way too much cast-off furniture. "We barely got any time together, Nikky. I want 
more." 
 
Nik nodded mutely. God, he wanted more, too. He couldn't believe a guy like Jurgen, though, 
would— 
 
Jurgen was right in his face, now. "I want another shot at your ass, Nikky." 
 
Thud. 
 
Nik could feel his nostrils flare. "You can't get another ass closer to home? I'd think you'd have 
no problem with that, your technique is quite refined." Sheesh, he sounded like a bitchy fag, 
didn't he? Talk about technique. 
 
Jurgen was so close his smile blinded Nik. He let his chest slide against Nik's, hands still in his 
pockets.  Thank god he wasn't wearing the chaps.  Nik was powerless against the chaps. Jurgen 
leaned forward to speak in his ear. "Of course I can get another ass closer to home." 
 
Of course he could. Knowing didn't slow Nik's heart rate any. 
 
"I just want yours, Nikky." 
 
Shit, he hated it when Jurgen made him feel special. Nik tilted his head, just a tiny bit. It was 
more comfortable that way. Had nothing to do with Jurgen's cheek skimming his temple. Jurgen 
nipped at Nik's earlobe. "'Sides, you owe me." 
 
Nik sucked in a breath. "Owe you?" It sounded so much more outraged in his head. Nik heard 
keys jangling in Jurgen's pocket, and he looked down. Oh, fuck, Jurgen was hard and there 
wasn't enough room in his jeans to pull his hand out, so his hand was fighting leaving his pocket 
and somehow that just seemed so wonderfully obscene it made Nik's heart thump again. In a 
good way. He closed his eyes for just a second, then blinked them open just in time to see 
Jurgen's hand fight its way free, holding something in his fingers. 
 



Whitetail Rock  47 

Handcuffs. 
 
* * * * 
 
Nik's inner slut (really, could it reasonably be referred to as an inner slut anymore?) let Jurgen 
fuck him on his desk. Handcuffed. Completely naked. Jurgen didn't do much more than lock the 
door and open his fly. 
 
It was the hottest sex Nik had ever had. Jurgen had him stretched out on his desk, arms stretched 
over his head and pinned by one of Jurgen's big hands, the other gripping Nik's hip. He'd nearly 
screamed into Jurgen's mouth when he came. Fuck, he hoped no one was in the neighboring 
offices. The desk was so old it had squeaked every time Jurgen thrust into him. 
 
Nik lay on the desk, chest working, naked, handcuff dangling off one wrist—Jurgen unlocked 
the other almost before Nik stopped shooting—staring at the ceiling. Jurgen set a box of tissues 
next to his head. Nik closed his eyes. 
 
For about thirty seconds after he came, he was euphoric. Even emotional. Now the humiliation 
was setting in. He expected to hear Jurgen's zipper next, then the sound of his boots crossing the 
room. Please, higher power, let him shut the door behind him. 
 
Jurgen chuckled. Oh, great, he was going to laugh at Nik, first. Nik heard the zipper go up. He 
swallowed. Then there was an unidentifiable shushing sound next to his head. Nik wrinkled his 
brow, trying to place it. 
 
He felt tissue on his stomach. His eyes flew open. Jurgen was cleaning him up. He smiled at Nik 
lazily as he threw the wadded up tissues in the silly little office trash can. Nik wondered how 
many other graduate teaching fellows had evidence of sexual misconduct in their trash cans. 
Probably lots. He looked back at Jurgen as he smoothed a palm down Nik's chest from throat to 
navel, then caught Nik's wrist. He pulled him up by it, unlocking the cuff from that one. 
 
Jurgen stepped back from the desk, putting the cuffs back in his pocket. "Let me take you to 
lunch before we go back to your place. Can you leave, yet?" He leaned over to mess with 
something by the door, and Nik watched the muscles in his back flex under Jurgen's tight T-shirt. 
 
"Uh." Could he? It was the beginning of the term, did he need to be here for his office hours? 
Well, technically, yes. 
 
Jurgen pulled his leather chaps out of a backpack and started putting them on.  
 
Oh, god.  The chaps. "Sure. I'll just leave a note on the door." 
 
Wait. Back to his place? 
 
Jurgen smiled at him, a sated-beast kind of smile, and picked up his backpack from the floor. 
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* * * * 
 
"How'd you know where I go to school?" Nik's salad had arrived, but Jurgen had ordered fries 
with his burger. Nik looked down and speared a crouton. Mmmm, little carb nugget. He felt like 
crooning sweet-nothings to it. 
 
Nik had thought about making Jurgen cough up a fortune for lunch (because he was worth it, 
dammit), but he'd really just wanted a burger. Instead, he'd made Jurgen drive halfway across the 
city to go to his favorite burger joint. It doubled as a hipster bar. All they had to eat were burgers, 
but they had every form of alcohol known to humankind and truly horrible lighting. 
 
And honestly? Nik just liked to ride the chopper. Even on the bitch seat. It was such rumbly, 
vibrating goodness against his ass. He made sure he complained a lot, so Jurgen wouldn't figure 
it out. 
 
Nik had a feeling Jurgen wasn't fooled. 
 
"I'm a cop, Nik. It wasn't that hard to find you." Jurgen looked amused, in a slightly patronizing 
way. Nik made a face at him. 
 
"So what, you asked my mom?" 
 
Jurgen smiled bigger. "Yeah." He relaxed back into the booth, arms stretched along the back. It 
was funny, he really wasn't that big a guy. Maybe six feet, only a couple inches taller than Nik. 
His body was tight and defined, but he wasn't overbuilt. He just felt big. He was perfect. 
Physically. Nik sighed, part pure, hedonistic pleasure, part resignation. He was so screwed. 
 
"What about your fuck-buddy in Whitetail Rock?" Nik shoved the crouton in his mouth to shut 
himself up. Nice move. 
 
Jurgen looked surprised. "Dave?" 
 
"Dave?" For the very first time, Jurgen looked almost... uncomfortable. Nik wished the lighting 
wasn't so dim in here. He could swear that Jurgen's cheeks were a little darker. That had to be his 
imagination. "Dave who?" he pushed. 
 
Jurgen dropped his arms off the back of the seat and leaned toward Nik, elbows on the table. He 
looked at him intently for a few minutes. Nik looked back, leaning over his salad. Was this some 
kind of staring thing? 
 
"Dave Blaylock," Jurgen finally said. Then he looked at Nik some more. 
 
Ah. He was a few years older than Nik. A deputy in the Sheriff's department, working under one 
of the most blatantly homophobic Sheriffs in the state. Nik's mom all but picketed outside the 
headquarters. Nik sighed and nodded, looking down at his salad. "That's part of why I got the 
hell out of there." The other part being his skin color. 
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"People accept you, for the most part. It's not so bad." Jurgen shrugged. It looked forced. 
 
Nik glared at him. "You didn't grow up there." 
 
Jurgen sighed and sat back. 
 
"On no-no-no-no," Nik said, dropping his fork into his salad and straightening up. 
 
"What?" Jurgen looked almost amused again. 
 
Nik pointed a finger in his face. "You don't get to sigh at me like that." 
 
"Like what?" Jurgen was grinning now, the big prick. 
 
"Like I have issues." 
 
Jurgen shrugged, raising his arms and linking his hands behind his head carelessly. Nik opened 
his mouth to let Jurgen have it, but their waiter appeared out of nowhere with their burgers, 
distracting him. 
 
Huh. Jurgen's fries looked good. Nik should have had those instead of the salad. 
 
"I didn't say you had issues." 
 
Nik looked at Jurgen narrowly. "Your eyes were saying it." Jurgen refrained from comment and 
reached for the ketchup and mustard sitting on the edge of the table. "Besides." Nik snorted. 
"You're one to talk." 
 
Jurgen looked up from his half-dressed burger, bun in one hand, ketchup bottle in the other. He 
had that appallingly cute befuddled look on his face. "I don't have any issues." 
 
Nik snorted. "Um, hello? Fear of commitment, anyone?" 
 
Why, oh why did he never have control of his tongue around this man? He never had problems 
with other people, why this one, frustrating, infuriating man? 
 
But Jurgen, The Obtuse One, just shrugged and went back to doing his thing to his food. "I'm not 
afraid of commitment. I never really got it before, if you hafta know. Is there some rule that I 
should want one?" He started piling his veggies on his burger, skipping the onion. 
 
Oh. That was thoughtful. And promising. 
 
"Just the rules of being human." Nik took a bite of his forgotten salad to keep himself from 
saying more. No more croutons left. He pushed it away and pulled the burger to him. 
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Jurgen looked up at Nik from under his brow, smirking. He took insults entirely too damn well. 
"Then there's my issue. I'm inhuman." The in bed was implied. 
 
Nik balled up his napkin, throwing it at Jurgen. It hit his shoulder and bounced off. Jurgen 
watched it bounce a foot or so away, to the edge of the table. He raised his brow at the ball of 
paper, as if it had flung itself at him. Kamikaze napkin. He turned to Nik. "Clearly, you're 
human." He smiled and took a huge bite of his burger. 
 
Dammit, Nik had sacrificed his napkin and had nothing to show for it. No napkin, no annoyed 
man. 
 
Jurgen chewed and swallowed while Nik stared forlornly at his former napkin. Jurgen sighed, 
picked it up, straightened it out and handed it back to Nik. "Maybe I just haven't met the right 
guy yet." He picked up the ketchup again. 
 
"What?" Nik crumpled his napkin in his fist. What? 
 
Jurgen shrugged again, drowning his fries in ketchup. "Maybe someday I'll meet some guy and 
that'll be it. I'll get what the big deal is."  
 
Nik stared at him. Why was he surprised? He was the weekend hook-up. He had no right to be 
upset in any way. The worst part was that Jurgen wasn't even looking at him. Not in that must-
avoid-eye-contact way of not looking, just not concerned with what Nik was thinking. 
 
Oh shit. "So, Dave Blaylock, huh? He's pretty hot." Nik looked down and began assembling his 
burger blindly. Hopefully Jurgen wouldn't notice the wobble in his voice. 
 
"It's not exactly like that." Nik looked up sharply. There was an odd note in Jurgen's voice. He 
cleared his throat and went on. "It's just an occasional thing. Casual hook-up." 
 
This time when Nik opened his mouth, it was with his full knowledge and consent. "Kind of like 
me?" 
 
That slow smile of Jurgen's bloomed. "Well," he drawled. "I was hoping to upgrade you to a 
regular sort of thing." 
 
"That's enough for you? Coming into the city every couple weeks to fuck me silly?" Nik wanted 
to slap himself unconscious once the words were out of his mouth. 
 
Jurgen looked at him levelly. "Yeah," he said. Nik found it depressingly easy to believe him. 
"Not enough for you, huh?" Jurgen looked at him calmly. Waiting for Nik to end things, he 
supposed. 
 
Nik opened his mouth. God help him, but he couldn't make himself do it. Finally, Nik shrugged 
philosophically. Hopefully it looked convincing. "I can live with that." For a while. 
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If anyone asked, the chaps made him do it. 
 
* * * * 
 
"So, what? He was here overnight?" Sam was looking at him with a kind of horrified excitement. 
He was sitting across from Nik's desk, in the visitor's chair. Fidgeting. Thankfully, once again the 
other two GTF's were absent from the office. 
 
Nik did some fidgeting of his own. "He left this morning." 
 
Sam sat back, grinning, as if he'd orchestrated Nik's whole mid-week sexcapade. Slowly he lost 
his smile, getting his pensive look instead. "So, he's still white, and you're still not..." 
 
Shit. Nik sighed. "Yeah." He looked down at his hands, fidgeting with the handle on his desk 
drawer. "It's um, possible that I'm sort of over that." He wasn't sure what he was saying, but it 
seemed to be all Sam needed to hear, judging by the ridiculous smile on his face. 
 
Then Sam cleared his throat and valiantly tried to neutralize his facial expression. "So, he 
brought handcuffs and you let him put them on you." 
 
Nik squirmed and hid his eyes with his hand. "The first time was an accident." And it happened 
right on this desk. 
 
It was a speaking silence. 
 
Sam cleared his throat again. Nik flinched. "I, um, I thought you weren't into that." Nik could 
hear the gleeful smile in his voice, even if he probably wouldn't see it on Sam's face. Assuming 
he had the balls to look. 
 
"He made me pick a safe word." Nik peeked between his fingers. Sam's mouth was hanging 
open. 
 
"Oh." Sam's voice was a whisper. More of the throat clearing. "What did you pick?" 
 
Not the question he'd been expecting. Nik looked up at Sam from under his hand. "Lemonade." 
 
"Lemonade?" Nik nodded. "Do you like lemonade?" 
 
"Does it matter? Yes, I like lemonade." 
 
"Shouldn't you have picked something you didn't like, to make sure there were no, um 
inadvertent exclamations at an important moment?" 
 
He dropped his hand and stared at Sam. "Who screams out 'lemonade' in the middle of sex?" 
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Sam blushed. Nik was momentarily grateful for his dark skin. "You'd be surprised," Sam 
mumbled. 
 
"Who have you been seeing? I'm your best friend, shouldn't I know these things?" 
 
Sam twisted his lips sardonically. "No. Besides, we're talking about you. So, if he made you pick 
a safe word..." He raised his eyebrows inquiringly. 
 
Nik sighed. He'd gone this far, he may as well cough up some more details. He watched his 
fingers trace the edge of his desk. "I just told him I'd had a bad experience once. So he made me 
pick a word, but it was really just the, um, bondage." Sam's eyebrows were still up. Shit. "He 
promised me no pain." 
 
Sam stared at him a minute longer, then he suddenly grinned hugely. "It's hot, isn't it?" 
 
Nik couldn't stop himself from smiling back. "Yeah. Way hot."
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Chapter Seven 
 
Jurgen came up the next time he had a weekend. This time he called first. "How'd you get my 
number?" Nik asked in surprise. He hadn't given it to Jurgen, and Jurgen hadn't asked. Even 
though Nik dropped a couple of hints. 
 
Jurgen sighed patiently into Nik's ear. "Your mom." 
 
Nik needed to have a little chat with his mom. "Does she know this is a fuck-buddy 
arrangement?" He could practically hear Jurgen's shrug through the phone. 
 
Jurgen stayed both nights this time. 
 
Then he came back the next weekend. 
 
Nik had to admit, for a guy who was supposed to be a fuck-buddy, he sure liked talking with 
Jurgen. Sometimes they just hung out at his place. Maybe they were more friends-with-benefits. 
 
Of course, Nik did most of the actual talking, except during sex. But otherwise, Nik was in 
charge of the conversation. He didn't so much like how often he managed to steer them toward 
serious stuff. 
 
"I don't care. Why does it matter if I like sex the way I do? I just do. People who don't like it can 
kiss my ass." Jurgen was all stretched out, legs in front of him, reclining back on the couch, beer 
in one hand, tortilla chip in the other, game on TV. He leaned forward to get more salsa. The 
man liked his condiments. 
 
"That's easy for you to say, Trooper Closet Case." 
 
Jurgen turned and looked at Nik in surprise, salsa-loaded chip halfway to his mouth. "I'm not in 
the closet," he said, all befuddlement. Would that ever not be cute? 
 
Nik snorted. "Really. Well, next time I'm in Whitetail you can take me down to the Elk's Club so 
we can go dancing." 
 
Jurgen leaned back on the couch and looked at Nik, shoving the chip into his mouth. Chewing 
and thinking. Nik loved a man who could multi-task. "They'd never let two men dance, there. I'll 
take you to the Dairy Queen." 
 
"Their dance floor is too small." 
 
Jurgen smiled and leaned forward again. "Just because I don't wear a rainbow on my uniform 
doesn't mean I'm in the closet. I just don't go telling anyone. That's dangerous in a county like 
Marlyle. You know that." 
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"But if someone asked you outright, you'd tell them you like dick?" 
 
He shrugged, all nonchalance. It didn't look like fake nonchalance. "Depends on the 
circumstances. I'm not telling some hick I just pulled over on suspicion of driving drunk who's 
got a deer-rifle on the rack." Wiping his fingers on a napkin. What kind of guy used a napkin for 
chips and salsa? Stuff like that made Nik swoon. Unfortunately. 
 
"Closet," Nik snorted, even though it wasn't really fair. 
 
"Cautious." Jurgen looked at him, eyeing Nik over his beer bottle. He was getting his officious 
look. "Look at Dave, he's in the closet, but he has no choice. He'd never survive in that 
department if anyone knew." 
 
"Especially if they knew he liked to be tied up and spanked." Not that Nik really knew he did, he 
was just sort of... fishing. 
 
Jurgen sat forward and carefully set his beer down on Nik's coffee table—on a coaster, who 
knew he had coasters?—turning toward him, one arm on the back of the couch behind him, 
leaning in until he was inches from Nik's face. "You don't mind your own business, I'll tie you up 
and spank you." His voice had gone low and rough, like the exhaust on his chopper. 
 
Nik fought off a shiver. If Jurgen saw it, he might misinterpret it as interest in the idea. No clever 
rejoinders were forthcoming. 
 
Jurgen's eyes narrowed and he planted his other fist beside Nik's hip, bringing him even closer. 
Nik could feel the stubble on his cheek as Jurgen spoke in his ear. "Maybe I'll just handcuff you 
and fuck you. You know how much you love that, Nikky. Love the way you beg me when your 
ass is in the air and you want me inside you. You're such a slut for me." 
 
By then, he was nibbling on Nik's neck, and Nik might have been panting. So embarrassing, but 
fuck Jurgen got him so, just, nnngh. Hot didn't cover it. "I thought you were watching the game." 
Damn. He was squeaking. 
 
Jurgen laughed against his neck, hot, moist breath and thrumming lips. "They can watch us." 
 
* * * * 
 
Fine. So he begged. 
 
* * * * 
 
Jurgen climbed back into bed, still naked. It seemed awkward and unplanned, totally unlike 
Jurgen's smooth self, but he pulled Nik up from the headboard and made him straddle his lap 
with hands on Nik's hips. He leaned into Nik, kissing him softly where his neck met his clavicle. 
Jurgen sighed and rested his forehead on Nik's skin, hands loosely clasped behind his back. 
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Nik was almost overwhelmed by the simple sweetness. This man is so bad for my heart. Not that 
he moved, of course. Tentatively, he stroked his fingers through Jurgen's short hair. He laid a 
cheek on Jurgen's head. 
 
They sat like that, Nik's back protesting and Nik ignoring it, until he opened his mouth and out 
came, "I thought that was enough for you." 
 
Jurgen didn't answer. After a minute, Nik started to climb off his lap. Jurgen's arms tightened, 
holding him still. "I don't know." 
 
Nik sighed. For a man who wasn't screwed up, Jurgen was damned complicated. 
 
"Let's get tested." 
 
Nik's heart lurched. See? Jurgen was totally bad for his heart. What if he had some previously 
undiscovered heart murmur? "What?" 
 
"You heard me," Jurgen said into his neck. Nik shrugged a shoulder to dislodge him, then used 
his palm on Jurgen's forehead to force his head up. Jurgen looked at him expressionlessly. 
 
Nik didn't know what to think. Jurgen was way too cautious—and yes, he admitted it, caring—to 
endanger Nik if he was fucking other guys. Jurgen just stared back at him. Nik's heart rattled 
along uncomfortably. But he couldn't just say 'yes' or 'okay' or whatever. It was too much 
exposure. 
 
Then that tongue flickered out again, pulling for a millisecond on Jurgen's lower lip. Just like the 
night Jurgen first came to his parent's place, in all his gay alpha glory. 
 
"I already did." Damn. He hadn't meant to admit that. 
 
Jurgen smiled. Nik responded without thinking. He just knew his eyes had gone all soft, and 
there was no edge to his smile. It was pointless to worry about how besotted he looked, now. 
He'd already admitted to the testing. He closed his eyes and leaned his forehead against Jurgen's. 
His heart fluttered. 
 
Jurgen tightened his arms, bringing Nik close. "I'll do it while I'm here." He spoke into Nik's 
forehead. 
 
Then he kissed it. 
 
Nik's heart stopped. 
 
* * * * 
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Nik's students were idiots. Idiots and buffoons. Who couldn't write. Clearly, they had just sat 
themselves in front of computers—probably drunk—and hit random keys until they reached the 
minimum word count. 
 
Someone knocked on the door. Nik looked up at the clock on the kitchen wall. It was an analog 
clock, which he kept for the kitsch factor, but which took him so long to decipher he almost had 
to start over again once he figured it out. 
 
It was ten... something. The long hand hadn't hit the six, yet. Someone knocked again. Probably 
the same someone. 
 
It had to be Sam. No one else would show up without calling first, at least not this late. Jurgen 
crossed his mind, but he didn't have two days off in a row for at least four more. Still, Nik's heart 
sped up at the thought. Damn thing was so predictable. 
 
It was Jurgen. Nik's heart skipped a beat. He was looking sexy as hell in his leather jacket and 
chaps with his jeans and boots, holding his helmet against his hip. He had helmet hair. As usual. 
 
"What are you—?" Jurgen pushed past Nik into the apartment, slammed the door and backed Nik 
up against it. 
 
"Got my test results back," he said right before he sealed his lips over Nik's. He sucked them 
both in, then stroked them with his tongue before working his way into Nik's mouth. He wasn't 
exactly in a hurry, but he was very, very focused. Nik moaned. He loved Jurgen's ability to focus 
completely on a job. 
 
Jurgen pressed him up against the door with his body, shoving a thigh between Nik's legs, 
forcing him onto his toes. Nik wrapped his arms around Jurgen's shoulders for balance. 
 
In between sucking, biting kisses to his neck, Jurgen told him, "Gonna fuck you right here, then 
carry you in to the bedroom and do it again." 
 
Nik whimpered. Shit, that sounded good, but.., "I have papers to grade for tomorrow morning." 
 
Jurgen stopped. He didn't move, breathing heavily against Nik's ear. Slowly he swiveled his hips, 
grinding his erection high up on Nik's hip. "Can't you tell them something came up?" 
 
"Something big," Nik gasped agreeably. He could feel Jurgen's smile. "Leave the chaps on." 
 
"Love it when you talk dirty to me, Nikky." 
 
Nik laughed, but it turned into a weird gasping kind of moan when Jurgen bit his ear lobe. He 
pulled an arm down and started feeling around for the buckle on Jurgen's chaps. Jurgen moaned 
this time when Nik pulled it open. Nik started on the snap on his jeans. 
 
"I've been hard since I got that damn letter from the clinic. Got home at eight and got the mail." 
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There was something significant about that, but Nik had found the tab for Jurgen's zipper and he 
needed to concentrate to get it down. Jurgen's hands had slipped under the hem of Nik's shirt, and 
he was holding Nik still with one hand on his waist, making circles around Nik's nipple with the 
fingers of the other. He stroked across it and Nik arched into his hand. Or tried to. Jurgen pulled 
away, teasing him. "Get my jeans open and maybe I'll reward you," Jurgen said, making another 
teasing pass across Nik's hard nipple. 
 
Nik brought his other hand down to help out. It wasn't a lot of help. It kept groping Jurgen's hard 
dick through the denim instead of helping with the zipper. Jurgen was so hard it felt like he was 
keeping his flashlight in his pocket. Nik followed the shaft to the end, finding the head and a wet 
spot where pre-cum had soaked through Jurgen's jeans. His stomach clenched. Jurgen really, 
really wanted him. He moaned and pressed forward with his hips. That kind of desire was a 
major aphrodisiac. 
 
Nik shoved his other hand down the front of Jurgen's jeans, wiggling to fit it in there. Jurgen 
shuddered when Nik's fingertips brushed the silky skin of his cock. Nik felt along, running his 
fingertips across veins and skin, until he could feel the flared ridge of Jurgen's head. He had one 
hand on the outside, squeezing, and fingers inside, stroking lightly, trying to reach more. Jurgen 
moaned into Nik's ear and his hand gripped Nik's pec almost too tightly. He slid his other hand 
down Nik's back, palming and squeezing his ass through his sweats. Nik arched and the back of 
his head hit the door. 
 
"Want you," Jurgen said before moving back enough for Nik's heels to hit the ground. Nik 
blinked. Jurgen slid down his body onto his knees in front of him. Nik blinked again, gulping. 
Jurgen had never done that. He was yanking the front of Nik's sweats down, and when he 
realized Nik wasn't wearing any shorts he grunted. It was a very pleased-caveman, possessive 
kind of grunt. He yanked the sweats down to Nik's knees, then he fisted Nik's dick in one hand. 
With the other, he kept shoving at Nik's sweats, trying to get him to step out of them. 
 
Which Nik was happy to do, but he looked down just then to see Jurgen's tongue licking across 
the head of his cock, dipping into the slit. "Aaaahaahaaha." He sounded almost scared. Definitely 
high-pitched. Jurgen looked up at him, and sucked the head of Nik's dick into his mouth. 
 
"Oh, god." He couldn't be sure, but Jurgen looked like he might be smiling. He yanked 
impatiently at the leg of Nik's sweats. The only way Nik managed to get them off was by closing 
his eyes and leaning his head back against the door. Once Jurgen had one leg off, he just left the 
other one. Jurgen's hand stopped squeezing the base of Nik's prick, and Nik almost looked, but 
then Jurgen was sucking him down, and he could feel Jurgen's breath in his pubic hair. 
 
"Oh, fuck, Jurgen!" His neighbors had to have heard that. He thrust once, and Jurgen gagged, 
then used one hand to pin Nik's hips against the door. He sucked his mouth up the shaft, 
hollowing his cheeks, then started sliding down again, tongue playing on the underside. Nik 
made another of those high-pitched noises, and fought Jurgen's hold on his hips. 
 



Anne Tenino  58 
   

He could feel Jurgen's other hand on his ankle, the naked one, pushing his foot out, making him 
spread his legs. It was such a possessive touch he moaned. The hand left his ankle, and then 
Jurgen's fingers, cold with lube, were behind his balls, searching for his hole. Circling around it. 
 
"Ahhh." Jurgen sucked him all the way into his throat just as he shoved two fingers into Nik's 
ass. "Oh, god!" It burned like hell and he wanted more, like, now. Nik broke Jurgen's hold and 
swiveled his hips, arching his back away from the door. Jurgen fucked him with his fingers 
briefly before he was licking under Nik's head and pulling his fingers out. He stood up, his jeans 
undone and his cock so hard it was almost pointing up. He grabbed the backs of Nik's thighs and 
yanked him up, bringing his legs around Jurgen's hips. 
 
"Hold on to me, Nikky." 
 
"Oh, fuck," Nik gasped, feeling the slick leather of Jurgen's chaps against his inner thigh. "You 
can pick me up, that's so hot." Jurgen smiled tightly, then pinned Nik's body to the door with his 
shoulders, taking one hand off a thigh to guide his prick to Nik's asshole. He pushed steadily 
until he popped through the muscle, then he froze. 
 
It hurt, but fuck it, he wanted it now. Nik shoved on Jurgen's shoulders until Jurgen let up a little, 
then started working himself down Jurgen's cock. Jurgen shuddered again. It felt so good. 
Slightly painful, but it really was that hot and that much better without a condom. Nik slid down 
until he could feel Jurgen's pubic hair against him and the zipper of Jurgen's fly scraping against 
the back of his thighs. Nik gasped and panted, looking at Jurgen through slitted eyes, letting the 
residual pain melt into pleasure. His ass throbbed in the best possible way. 
 
Jurgen looked... different. Like it was that much better for him, too. Nik let himself think it was 
because Jurgen cared about him. It wasn't just the incredible physical sensations, but the 
emotions, too. "Fuck me." He draped his arms over Jurgen's shoulders and laid his head back on 
the door. 
 
Jurgen pinned him against the door, gripping the back of Nik's thighs so hard he would definitely 
leave bruises, and fucked him. Hard and fast, grunting every time he shoved himself home, skin 
slapping. The door was bouncing on its hinges, slamming rhythmically into its frame. 
 
Jurgen wasn't messing around with teasing or anything. He found the angle that Nik needed on 
the third thrust and hit it every time after. Nik was moaning constantly, now, arching, snugging 
his legs up higher on Jurgen's body, knees slipping under Jurgen's open motorcycle jacket, 
pushing his shoulders against the door and pushing out to meet Jurgen's thrusts. He gave a 
momentary, disjointed thought to his neighbors passing by in the hall. They'd all know he was 
getting his brains fucked out against his front door. Nik moaned so loud it qualified as a cry. 
 
"Not gonna last, Nikky." Jurgen's forehead was pressed against his shoulder, and Nik turned his 
head enough to kiss Jurgen's ear. "Jerk yourself for me." Nik fisted himself, yanking fast and 
hard, not trying to keep time with Jurgen's thrusts. "So hot," Jurgen gasped. His thrusts got 
spastic, and he shoved in so hard Nik's tailbone hit the door. Nik could feel him coming inside 
him, feel hot liquid rushing into him, not contained by latex. Jurgen bit his shoulder, hard, and 
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Nik felt a spark start there and shoot down his spine, exploding in his balls and he seized up, 
jerking as cum shot out of him. He threw his head back against the door and yelled through his 
teeth. 
 
Jurgen was grinding against him, and it went on forever. Long after Nik stopped shooting out 
white stuff, muscles were contracting, sending shocks through him. Finally, Nik dropped his 
hand, too sensitive to touch himself anymore. Jurgen was panting hard beside him, head resting 
on the door. Still inside him. Nik was hit by the wave of love and warmth that he’d been feeling 
more and more after sex with Jurgen, and he hung on to it, refusing to let the bad stuff in too 
soon. 
 
The bad stuff didn't show. Jurgen kissed his shoulder, almost lovingly. "Gonna have my teeth 
marks in you for a bit." He sounded satisfied. Nik smiled lazily. "Hold on, Nikky," Jurgen said, 
sliding out of Nik's body carefully. Nik's back muscles clenched at the sensation and he sighed. 
Jurgen gripped him tighter and jerked away from the door, taking Nik with him. 
 
"Shit!" Nik grabbed on to Jurgen's shoulders, pressing against him. He looked down. Yeah, they 
were moving. 
 
"How hot is it that I can carry you?" Jurgen sounded amused. And a little strained. 
 
"So hot," Nik sighed. He smiled against Jurgen's skin. 
 
They made it to the bedroom, in spite of Nik's sweat pants trailing off of one leg, trying to trip 
Jurgen up. Jurgen threw him on the bed, and Nik yelped while Jurgen laughed. He followed Nik 
down, pulling clothes off both of them. The rest of the way off. He used his shirt to wipe them 
off. 
 
Jurgen flung a careless arm across Nik's chest, and Nik decided it qualified as cuddling. Doubly 
so when Jurgen pulled Nik into his side and kissed his shoulder sloppily. He could feel Jurgen's 
breath slowing down and becoming regular. When it got to the point where he knew Jurgen was 
drowsy but not asleep Nik asked, "Have you ever done that before?" 
 
Jurgen didn't answer right away. Of course. "Fucked someone without a condom?" he finally 
asked. 
 
"Yeah." Nik worked to keep his breathing normal. Hopefully he was channeling casual interest. 
 
"Never. 'S'why I got on my chopper and came up here as soon as I got that letter." 
 
Oh. Wait, he'd... Nik did the math. If Jurgen got home at a little after eight, read the results and 
was here before 10:30, that meant he'd basically come straight from work. Nik bit his tongue, to 
keep it from asking if Jurgen would have done that to fuck anyone without a condom, or if it was 
just him. 
 
Nik decided to believe it was just him. 
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Gah. He was a big sap. 
 
* * * * 
Jurgen got it up three times before he had to leave in the morning. The last time, when Nik was 
complaining about no one mentioning all that cum leaking out, Jurgen flipped him over and 
rubbed Nik down, massaging his ass and thighs, running his fingers through the sticky. Dipping 
his fingers into Nik's hole for more and painting him with it. He did it so long Nik was starting to 
wonder if Jurgen was developing a fetish. He knew he was. Jurgen had him arching up from the 
bed, ass in the air, begging. By the time he finally entered him, Nik was about as open as he 
could be. Jurgen shoved into his ass in one stroke, until his balls were resting on Nik's. Then 
Jurgen stretched his heavy body out, covering Nik from neck to toe, touching him everywhere. 
He slid his hands along Nik's arms, intertwining their fingers. It felt like being held down and 
being held at the same time. 
 
Jurgen fucked him long and slow, taking his time, kissing the back of Nik's neck, whispering to 
him. How sexy he was, how it made Jurgen's muscles clench when he looked at him. Calling him 
Nikky in that scratchy voice. It felt so good that Nik fell into orgasm without realizing it was 
there, no one touching his dick. Jurgen milked him, fucking the cum out of him. So intense Nik 
couldn't make a sound, he just seized and jerked. 
 
It was mind-blowing. An altered state of reality. "Wish they made a drug this good," Nik 
mumbled when he could. "I'd take it all the time, even if you arrested me for it." The last thing he 
heard before he fell asleep was Jurgen laughing. Jurgen's hand was resting on the small of his 
back, lips in his hair. 
 
When Nik woke up, Jurgen was moving quietly around the room in the pre-dawn light, fully 
dressed. "Hey," Nik mumbled. 
 
Jurgen looked up and smiled briefly. Pre-occupied, but genuine. "Can't find my keys," he told 
Nik, getting on his knees to look under the bed. 
 
"You have to leave now?" Nik pushed himself up on an elbow. Jeez, he sounded whiny. 
 
"Have to work at two, Nikky. Haven't done a damn thing since yesterday around the house. 
'Sides, you have papers to grade." 
 
Nik yawned. "I'm not going to get them done. Something came up. Three times." And jeez, his 
ass could feel it. 
 
Jurgen lifted his head up over the mattress and flashed him a smile. "Not too bad for a guy who's 
already thirty-one." 
 
Nik snorted. "Not too bad for a guy who's only twenty-seven." 
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Jurgen sat back on his heels, a jingling noise making it clear he'd found his keys. Nik kept his 
expression neutral. Jurgen leaned forward, over the edge of the mattress, and kissed him. He did 
it naturally, like he always kissed Nik goodbye. Actually, come to think of it, he did anymore. 
 
"Bye, Nikky. I'll see you on Friday? I have the weekend off. Thought I'd come up again. If you 
want." 
 
Nik looked at him. Of course he wanted. For a second he toyed with saying he had something 
else going on this weekend, but that would be cutting off his nose to spite his face, wouldn't it? 
He smiled. "I'll keep it open." 
 
Jurgen smiled back and kissed him again, slower this time. Then he stood up and said, "I'll turn 
the lock before I leave, but don't go back to sleep without locking the deadbolt." 
 
Nik snorted. Jurgen was such a cop. Nik listened to him make his way out of the apartment. 
When he heard the door close, it occurred to him that not only had Jurgen worked yesterday, but 
he worked today. He'd ridden his motorcycle—chopper—on a four-hour round-trip for some 
barebacking. He had to be able to find some closer than that, right? It was totally because of Nik.
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Chapter Eight 
 
Nik had a key made. Two, actually. One for the lock on the doorknob and one for the deadbolt. 
Jurgen would want both. 
 
He hoped. 
 
God, should he give them to Jurgen right away or wait? If he gave them to Jurgen as soon as he 
got here, and Jurgen was freaked out... ugh. Better to wait. 
 
But Jurgen had been coming up every weekend, and he made that extra-special booty call mid-
week, so that probably meant he was somewhat invested in this... friendship. He'd probably 
appreciate having a key. Then he wouldn't have to wait for Nik if he had to be at the college 
when he arrived, right? 
 
Right. So, right away. 
 
It didn't have to mean anything serious. It was just a convenience. A benefit for a friend. A 
slightly hysterical snicker slipped out of Nik at that thought. 
 
He probably needed to have a glass of wine before Jurgen showed up. Or two. 
 
* * * * 
 
Somewhat like a faithful pet, Nik was drawn to the door when he heard Jurgen's footsteps 
coming down the hall toward his front door. He knew they were Jurgen's. He recognized them by 
now. 
 
The fact that he'd just watched Jurgen pull into a parking spot in front of Nik's apartment was a 
further clue. He'd seen it because, also somewhat like a faithful pet, he'd been watching out the 
window. For an hour. 
 
Nik groaned quietly. He was either in love or he'd been a dog in his past life. 
 
Shit. Not love. Like. Caring. Esteem. Lust. Not love. 
 
He groaned louder and leaned his head against the door. So fucked. His forehead bounced three 
times on the wood when Jurgen knocked. He waited a few seconds before opening the door to 
make it look good. 
 
Jurgen smiled at him. "Were you standing next to the door or something?" He didn't wait for Nik 
to answer, just wrapped an arm around him, his bag in the other hand, walking Nik back into the 
apartment. He was still smiling down at Nik as he kicked the door shut with his foot. 
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Nik couldn't help himself. He loved that smile. He reached up and rested fingers on Jurgen's jaw, 
tilting to kiss him. 
 
"Mmmmm." The way Jurgen always managed to sound like his chopper was so quirkily sexy it 
wasn't fair. Nik slid fingers into the hair at Jurgen's nape, holding him still so he could kiss him 
the way he really wanted. Jurgen was looking down at him with a very serious expression when 
Nik pulled away. "You've never kissed me like that, Nikky." Shit. 
 
Nik found he had nothing to say. He just looked at Jurgen, watching his eyes and then his lips as 
Jurgen leaned down to kiss Nik again. Nik's heart levitated itself right up his throat, straining for 
Jurgen. Stupid, hopeful thing. 
 
Jurgen dropped his bag, still kissing Nik, sliding his hands down Nik's back. He palmed Nik's 
ass, then jerked up hard, lifting him to wrap his legs around Jurgen's hips. Lurching a little, 
Jurgen carried Nik to the couch. He broke the kiss long enough to say, "Bedroom's too far." Then 
he tumbled Nik over the back, chasing him down. 
 
* * * * 
 
Nik had promised a friend he'd show up at a party that night. He planned to blow it off since 
Jurgen had come up. Stupidly, he mentioned it to Jurgen. Then, even more stupidly, he said, "Or 
you could just hang out here. I have an extra set of keys." 
 
Jurgen looked at him, turning from where he'd been contemplating something over Nik's 
shoulder. Or maybe he'd just been in a post-coital haze. Nik still was. It would explain the 
logorrhea. "Did you make them for me?" 
 
Nik couldn't read anything in Jurgen's expression. As usual. "I just thought it would be good to 
have an extra set. You know. Out of town guests..." 
 
"Well, you better make another set, because I'm taking this set." 
 
Oh. Nik's heart started a little dance. A samba, if he wasn't mistaken. 
 
"So, let's go. I wanna know what your friends are like." 
 
"You already know Sam. He's representative. Sort of." 
 
"I’d barely recognize Sam if I passed him on the street. Let's go." 
 
At the party, Nik couldn't help feeling a whole lot of smug. He so obviously had the sexiest 
boyfriend in the room. 
 
Um, friend-with-benefits. He had the sexiest FWB in the room. Men were literally standing in 
corners fanning themselves and gawking as Jurgen walked by. Well, a couple of men and one 
woman, but still. 
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"Honey," Nik's host was saying in his ear, "That is the yummiest hunka hunka burnin' love I've 
ever seen outside of an eight by ten glossy." 
 
Nik smirked, but tried to be modest. "Yeah. He thinks I'm the shit." He looked over at Jurgen. 
Surprisingly—at least in Nik's mind—Jurgen was talking to Sam. Weird. Sam was actually taller 
than Jurgen. About twenty pounds lighter, but an inch or two taller. 
 
For just a second, Nik got jealous. Then he shook it off. Sam would never fuck around with 
Nik's... fuck-buddy. Nik's silly little heart seemed to think Jurgen wouldn't, either. 
 
Still, he went over to join them. Just to make sure the conversation was going well. Small-talk 
wasn't really one of Jurgen's strengths. 
 
He never found out how it was going. As soon as Nik showed up, Jurgen excused himself. "Hey, 
Nik. I see someone over there I know. I'm going to go say hi." Then he walked off. 
 
Nik stared after him. There were a lot of people, but Jurgen wasn't that hard to track across the 
room. You just had to watch the turning heads. Nik was suddenly uncomfortably aware of Sam 
staring holes into his skull. 
 
He turned to look at him sheepishly. Sam was nowhere near grinning. If anything he looked... 
grave. It was disconcerting. Nik's heart lodged in his throat. Stupid thing was all fucked up, 
lately. "What were you talking about?"  
 
Sam shook his head. "Nothing, just his job, my school. He didn't know I was in the graduate 
program, also." 
 
"Then why are you looking at me like that?" 
 
"Because of how you were looking at him." Nik swallowed. Sam leaned in closer. "Are you in 
over your head?" 
 
Now Nik shook his head, staring at Sam. "I don't know." 
 
"Let's find a place to talk." 
 
They found a mostly empty balcony looking out over the city lights. The couple mauling each 
other on the opposite end wasn't likely to bug them much, especially if they kept their voices 
low. 
 
"What's going on?" Sam still looked grave. 
 
"I don't know." Nik was pretty sure he was going to have to cough up more than that. "It's just, 
it's complicated." 
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"Uh-huh." Sam raised a brow. In a supportive, best friend kind of way. 
 
Nik sighed and dropped his voice even lower. "It's the, um, games we play, I think." 
 
Sam began to look a little bit alarmed. "Nik, if he's doing something you don't want—" 
 
"No, it's not that." Nik waved Sam off. "It's just, you know, I have to kind of trust him for that. 
And I do. But...." He shrugged uncomfortably. 
 
"You don't trust easily." Sam nodded, as if it all suddenly made sense. 
 
"I don't?" 
 
"No. You don't. But now you've met this man that you trust intuitively, and it makes you 
uncomfortable." 
 
"Are you sure? I think you might be—" 
 
"Even worse, for you, you're afraid you might feel more than just trust, here. You might like him. 
You might even have more serious feelings of caring for him. Maybe even love." Sam got a 
dreamy look in his eyes. 
 
"Sam—" 
 
"It's completely freaking you out. You had those early experiences in your teens with men who 
weren't trustworthy. Even before that, when you were just one baby among hundreds in the 
orphanage, you learned you could really only rely on yourself. It was etched into your very 
psyche." 
 
"I was in a foster home," Nik managed to fit in. 
 
"It's not your skin color, Nik. It's your inability to believe in someone. Now, finally, you've met 
someone who's going to challenge you, make you confront your deeper trust issues and fears, 
and help you heal." 
 
"Have you been watching Disney movies again?" 
 
"Nik, this is an amazing opportunity!" Sam was so excited he grabbed Nik's arms and nearly 
shouted in his face. "You have the chance to really affect change in your life. Not everyone gets 
that, you know. Through this one man, you're going to work through your inner demons and 
come out a stronger, more caring person, with a deeper understanding of yourself and the people 
around you!" 
 
Nik put his hands on Sam's shoulders, looking into his eyes, making sure he had his full 
attention. "Sam. I've got news for you. Not every childhood trauma can be healed by finding the 
right penis." 
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Sam looked devastated. He opened and closed his mouth, eyes wide, then suddenly slumped 
back against the railing, unable to support himself anymore. "You mean," his voice was barely a 
whisper. "All those romance novels lied?" 
 
"You're joking, right?" Nik was pretty sure Sam was just being a freak. "Right?" Sam nodded 
and smiled weakly. Hmmmm. "Should I get you some water?" Nik wasn't sure whether to be 
concerned or freaked out himself. Somehow, he'd missed this side of Sam before. 
 
"No, no. I'll be fine in a minute." Sam's voice was weak. 
 
"Maybe we should go inside." It took some work, but Nik got Sam back into the party, and 
headed toward some food. He was watching him make his way across the room when someone 
said his name. He turned to his left to look. 
 
It was Dave Blaylock. Jurgen's... friend. "Dave." He was pretty sure his voice was as weak as 
Sam's had just been. 
 
Dave smiled at him. He had black hair and blue eyes, was built like a bear-god and he probably 
had an inch on Jurgen. He was, maybe, the only guy in the room who could give Jurgen a run for 
his money in the looks department. "Jurgen said you were here, too." Dave gave him a quick, 
appraising once-over as he said it. 
 
I see someone over there I know. "Oh, did he?" Nik looked at Dave blankly. He hoped it was 
blank. 
 
"Yeah." Dave leaned in a little. "He said you guys came together." His voice was quiet. Like he 
didn't want anyone to overhear. 
 
Nik looked around at the crowd of mostly, vastly, gay men. "Dave, I think if you're at this party, 
pretty much everyone knows you're gay." Was he sounding snappish? He was feeling a little 
snappish. 
 
Dave flushed a little. "Sorry. Habit. So, uh, how long you and Jurgen been seeing each other? 
He's never said a word. Kinda weird, since you know, he and I, uh…" Dave made a weird, 
spinning sort of hand gesture that Nik was at a complete loss to interpret. 
 
If, say, he’d actually cared to. 
 
Then Dave winked at him. Nik kept his hands from flying to his hips by sheer force of will. "Oh, 
we're not really seeing each other. I don't think we'll see much more of each other in the future, 
either." 
 
Dave looked confused. "Really? Cause he went off to find you like—" 
 
"Hey, Nikky." Jurgen. On his right. Settling a hand on his back. 
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Another one of those weird shifts in reality. This one just left him seasick. Or heartsick. He was 
such a fucking fool, he couldn't believe it. He'd almost let himself trust Jurgen. 
 
Nik turned his head and gave Jurgen a gentle smile. "Don't call me that." He stepped aside to 
dislodge the hand. He was so beyond caring that he was over-reacting. He was pissed, and he 
was going to do it up, big. 
 
Not even the endearingly befuddled look on Jurgen's face was going to stop him. 
 
Never said anything? Had the bastard still been hooking up with Dave? They'd gotten tested. 
He'd just assumed, but he'd never asked. Nik never should have let his heart have any say, here. 
 
"Nikky?" 
 
Nik smiled brighter in Jurgen's face. He could see Sam over Jurgen's shoulder, looking at them 
questioningly. "Excuse me, Jurgen," he said very, very politely. "Sam isn't feeling well. I think I 
need to take him home." He shoved past the big asshole, smiling charmingly the whole time. 
 
"Nik, I drove you here." He heard Jurgen say as he walked off. He didn't look back. He was 
making a bee-line for Sam, and Sam—most excellent friend—was walking toward him looking 
concerned. 
 
"I need to leave right now," he said as soon as Sam was in hissing distance. Sam's head jerked 
back in surprise, and he looked over Nik's shoulder. "Is he headed this way?" Nik hissed. 
 
"Uh, yeah. And another guy. Wow, that guy is—" 
 
"Sam! Focus! I need. To. Leave. Now." 
 
Sam's head whipped back to Nik. He looked like he wanted to argue, but he just said, "Okay." 
 
* * * * 
"Nik, c'mon," Sam was practically whining as he followed Nik into his apartment. For his part, 
Nik was shivering. He'd left his coat at the party. It seemed a small price to pay for a speedy exit. 
"Maybe he didn't even run into that guy since he started seeing you." 
 
"They're both cops in the same county. How could he not have seen him?" Nik grabbed the 
afghan his grandmother had crocheted for him and wrapped himself up in it. He stood in the 
middle of the living room, trying to decide where to sit. He'd normally sit on the couch, but—
God, it probably still smelled like Jurgen. Not to mention half the cushions were still on the floor 
from... earlier. 
 
Sam walked over and picked up a cushion. Nik grabbed it out of his hand before he could put it 
back on the couch and dropped it on the floor, glaring at Sam. Sam raised his eyebrows and put 
both his hands up, palms out. He backed cautiously into another chair. 
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"Didn't you say that Dave guy is in the closet? I don't think telling him at work would be a good 
idea, and I doubt Jurgen would think that, either." 
 
"He should have made a point of it, Sam. That's the problem. I'm just his city fuck, and I can't be 
that." God his voice sounded wobbly. 
 
"I think you're just making this into an excuse to dump him." Nik swallowed, but didn't answer. 
It wasn't true, but he didn't have the energy to deny it. 
 
Nik snorted instead. It was a pathetic little snort, hardly worthy of the name. "Nothing to dump." 
It was better this way. Really. 
 
Sam looked at him so long, so silently, Nik almost felt like he was looking at Jurgen all over 
again. His chest clenched up at the thought. Finally, Sam sighed. "Nik, he's going to come by 
here. You know he is. What are you going to tell him?" 
 
Nik was so tired. He sat down where he stood, right on the floor, and put his head between his 
knees. "I'm going to give him his auf wiedersehen." 
 
There was a long silence. Nik sat cocooned in his blanket, head on his knees, looking at the little 
holes the crocheted design made. Why did people make blankets with little holes in them? It 
seemed to defeat the purpose. He'd ask his grandma next time he saw her. 
 
He looked up when he heard Sam stand. He was digging his keys out of his pocket. "You're 
leaving? Who'll put me to bed after I drown my sorrows in that bottle of tequila I've been 
saving?" 
 
"Jurgen's putting you to bed tonight, Nik." Sam spoke with conviction. 
 
Nik shook his head, and kept right on shaking it. "No, he won't. He's—" The sound of keys in the 
door shut Nik up. 
 
Dumbass didn't need keys. Nik hadn't locked it. Sam was smiling at him. "He's coming in the 
door right now. You must have trusted him some, Nik. You gave him keys." Sam headed for the 
door as Jurgen was opening it. "Hey, Jurgen, just leaving," Sam said as he scooted past. 
 
Nik shot up like a jack-in-the-box. Jurgen looked over at him. His face was expressionless. He 
was holding Nik's jacket in his hand. He stepped into the apartment and shut the door behind 
Sam, not even glancing at him. He dropped Nik’s jacket on the floor, staring at Nik. 
 
Then he started that stalking thing he did. Nik swallowed and mentally glued his feet to the floor. 
When Jurgen was right in front of him, he stopped. "Why'd you leave Nikky?" His voice was 
soft. 
 
"Don't call me that." 
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"Why not?" 
 
"I don't want you to." 
 
Jurgen sighed and looked down at his feet, then back up at Nik. "Well, you better tell me what it 
is you do want because I can't figure out what the hell's wrong with you." 
 
"Wrong with me? Me? I'm not the one who didn't tell my fuck-buddy about us!" 
 
Damn. The befuddled look. Jurgen was pulling out the big guns. "Dave?" 
 
"Yes! Dave! He said you never even told him about me." Oh no. No no no. He could not handle 
the voice wobble right now. Please higher power, take away the voice wobble. 
 
"Why would I tell him about you? It's none of his damn business. It’s not like I’ve been seeing 
him. You can’t think I’m still doing him. We got tested." 
 
Nik stared at Jurgen. What was he doing, going on about this? It wouldn't do any damn good, 
and he'd end up in the same boat. His heart wanted Jurgen, but Jurgen's heart didn't want him. 
"Jurgen, just go, okay? I can't... there's a bottle of tequila calling my name." 
 
Great. Now he looked befuddled and incredulous. "I'm not leaving until you tell me what's 
wrong. I can't promise to leave then, either. Nik what the hell is going through your head?" 
 
Nik took a page out of Jurgen's book and stared at him a long time. He couldn't figure out what it 
was supposed to accomplish, but it helped him see one very important thing. He was going to 
have to lay it all on the line, because Jurgen wouldn't leave any other way. 
 
Well, the upside of the complete, crushing humiliation would be that Jurgen probably wouldn't 
stay to hear the whole, sordid story. So Nik just spit it right out. "Jurgen, I'm in love with you." 
Jurgen looked stunned. Too stunned to move. Nik gave him a good thirty seconds for his head to 
stop spinning. 
 
He was still standing there. Nik took a deep breath. "I know you probably don't want to hear that, 
and I didn't realize it was happening or I would have ended things sooner." 
 
Nada. Oh, god, he was going to have to apologize. It was excruciating. Another deep breath. "I 
know you don't love me, you just aren't—" 
 
"Who says?" 
 
"What?" 
 
"Who says I don't love you?" 
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Nik stared at Jurgen. When had that smile started creeping up on his face? "Um. Me?" 
 
"How could you think I don't love you?" The jerk looked almost amused, advancing on Nik 
again, herding him backward. Nik kept having to look behind himself to make sure he didn't trip 
over couch cushions. 
 
"You never told me you did." Nik wasn't so fond of how weak his voice sounded. 
 
"You never told me, either. Why do I have to say it first?" Nik put a hand on Jurgen's chest to 
keep some space between them as his back hit the wall. Jurgen planted his hands on either side 
of Nik's head, smiling fully now. 
 
"Because it's obvious I love you, you big, stupid asshole! Look at me, I'm a mess. I'm sitting on 
my living room floor wrapped in an afghan crocheted by my grandmother." Jurgen was shaking 
his head before Nik was done. 
 
"Not obvious, Nikky. You push me away all the time." 
 
"At least I talk to you, you never tell me anything. Look at tonight!" 
 
"You talk to push me away. You're always waiting for me to leave you, but I didn't and I'm not 
going to." Jurgen had dropped the smile and was looking at him seriously again. "How could you 
possibly think I don't love you?" 
 
Nik's whole reality shifted, this time. Almost like it had always been a little bit skewed, and was 
just now snapping into its rightful place. Not quite there, just hovering over. He bit his lip. Was 
this happening? "So," Nik asked in a whisper. "What are you saying?" 
 
"Of course I love you, Nikky. You think I've ever driven two hours after work to be with anyone 
then driven two hours home the next morning? When do you think was the last time I got on my 
knees for a guy? Or come in my jeans?" 
 
"But. But you said you hadn't met the right guy—" 
 
"I was trying to get a reaction out of you. You are that guy for me, Nikky. You think I've ever 
chased a guy after he left before?" 
 
"No?" 
 
"Nikky, I didn't say anything to Dave because I never thought about him again after I met you. I 
didn't bring you with me to say hi when I saw him at the party because I wanted to warn him you 
knew about him. I was going to get you. He just found you first." 
 
Nik was dumbfounded. He shook his head some more. 
 
Jurgen nodded his. 
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Nik stopped moving and just looked. Jurgen looked so... trustworthy. Nik swallowed. 
 
Jurgen stared at him a few seconds, waiting for him to say something else he supposed. Finally, 
he leaned in and brushed a few kisses on Nik's lips. "Breathe Nikky." 
 
Snap. Everything fell into place. 
 
Nik sucked in a breath. He sounded like an iron lung. "You big dumb asshole!" 
 
Jurgen started laughing. He put a hand on the back of Nik's head and forced his face onto his 
shoulder. "Yeah, but I'm your big dumb asshole. And you love me." 
 
He probably couldn't convincingly argue with that. Nik let his arms creep around Jurgen, 
squeezing him tight. "You love me, too." 
 
Jurgen kissed his temple. "I do, Nikky." 


