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      ﻿"You'll never make it!" Wes jeered after me as I sprinted for
      the door.

      My humorously malevolent roommate was probably right, but I'd
      never admit it. It'd be acknowledging a weakness, making me a
      chicken in the fraternity henhouse with a spot of blood on my
      feathers.

      I usually rode my bike when I had a class on the opposite side
      of campus, but while returning for lunch I'd rolled over a shard of
      broken beer bottle in the frat's parking lot. I didn't have time to
      repair it, and on foot it would be touch and go to make it to my
      chemistry class on time.

      I was in as good a shape as any healthy nineteen year-old and
      only had to slow to a walk once. Nevertheless I was panting and
      sweating when I burst through the door at the back of the lecture
      hall with a minute to spare.

      I moved down a few rows to where the guys from our fraternity
      usually sat.

      "Did you save me a seat?" I called. Pete was the frat brother
      closest to me, who despite partying with Wes a lot was only mildly
      self-centered. He was usually easy to spot; he had drawers full of
      bright orange Tennessee Volunteers t-shirts. He grinned at me and
      shrugged his shoulders.

      "I'm sorry, what was your name again?" he replied.

      "So that's a 'no' then?" I asked.

      "Yeah ... sorry man."

      I shook my head in half-kidding disgust and moved down to the
      front of the hall. The second row had open seats towards the
      middle, and I began scrambling towards them, whispering 'excuse-me'
      whenever I side-swiped someone with my backpack. More late arrivals
      were following close behind; I passed by open seats so they
      wouldn't climb over me in turn.

      As I neared the last empty seat I realized it was next to the
      girl my frat brothers had dubbed 'The Ice Princess.'

      She got that nickname by rebuffing every fraternity guy brave
      enough to hit on her; so naturally they concluded she had to be
      frigid. That didn't stop them from trying. She was drop dead
      gorgeous, tall with lustrous brown hair, sparkling blue eyes, long
      firm legs, and a spectacular bust that drew frat rats like bees to
      honey.

      I'd seen her in several 'weed-out' courses for pre-med students
      the year before as a freshman. Judging by the questions she asked
      in class, she was really smart. I've always thought smart is sexy,
      but when combined with her looks I guess I'd been like a lot of
      guys, too intimidated to approach her.

      She typically appeared to ignore those around her, listening
      intently to the lecture and writing copious notes in a spiral
      notebook. I'd been close by a few times as the class filed out of
      the lecture hall, and I could see her occasionally smile at other
      girls that made accidental eye contact. But they always seemed to
      look away from her quickly, as if to avoid comparison to her
      spectacular beauty.

      "Hey," I said, dropping into the seat on her left. The brief
      greeting made it possible to smoother the sound of my out-of-breath
      wheezing.

      I think I surprised her, but I was pleasantly surprised in turn
      when she politely acknowledged my presence. "Hey," she replied,
      accompanied by a brief smile.

      It must've been the lack of oxygen to the brain from my mad
      dash. I stuck my hand out to her.

      "I'm Randy."

      She looked at my hand and then raised an eyebrow at me. After a
      moment I felt my face heat. I usually say 'my name is Randy, ' when
      meeting girls for the first time. 'I'm Randy' can come across as a
      crass double meaning come-on.

      She easily read my embarrassment and put a hand over her mouth,
      stifling a giggle. A couple heads turned in our direction at the
      sound of it, and unfortunately the professor at his lectern looming
      over us was one of them.

      I pulled my hand back, assuming she'd want to avoid contact with
      the fool at her side. Seeing my conflicted expression, she
      instinctively dropped a hand to rest briefly on my forearm in
      reassurance. My pulse accelerated further at her touch.

      Mirth danced in her sparkling blue eyes as she leaned towards me
      to whisper, "I'm Kendall. It's nice to meet you, Randy."

      "If we may begin now," the professor intoned, and we realized he
      was speaking to the two of us. Kendall's face turned a faint pink,
      but it was probably a thousand shades lighter than mine.

      I opened my notebook and did my best to focus on the
      lecture.

      

      When class ended we stood and smiled, nodding self consciously
      at each other. She was even more beautiful when she smiled. I
      regressed to tongue-tied adolescence and followed her docilely
      towards the exit.

      I didn't intend to leave the lecture hall with her, but the
      jostling crowd kept us together, and when we broke free we found
      ourselves walking in the same direction. I guessed she was headed
      to either the Carrick or Morrill dormitory.

      
      After my 'I'm Randy' spasm, my mind was lurching sluggishly
      through possible openings that wouldn't confirm I was a dim-witted
      buffoon.

      "Uh, pretty good lecture today," I finally offered. God, how
      lame was that?

      After a moment she briefly nodded, her head cautiously turning a
      fraction for a quick glance at me.

      "I think we'll have Professor Tjaden again next year," I added,
      hoping she'd realize that 'having him again' meant that I was also
      a pre-med major.

      "Yes ... I think so too." She turned to look at me briefly. She
      didn't seem surprised at the notion — did that mean she'd noticed
      me in those pre-med type classes, like I'd noticed her? Yeah right,
      dreamer ... I pressed on.

      "That'll help I think. My frat has a lot of exams from his other
      classes on file, and they're pretty similar. There's less rote
      memorization though, thank God."

      She surprised me by stopping, then turning to directly face me.
      When I saw her incredulous expression, I realized I had said
      something wrong.

      "Wait ... do you pass around his old exams for our
      class?"

      "Uhmm, well, yeah," I replied, trying to not sound defensive.
      "The Pike's ... that's my frat ... our test files are pretty ...
      extensive."

      "But that's not fair!"

      I was about to offer to share them with her, when a call came
      from the crowd dispersing behind us.

      "Way to go, Randy! Wow, you go man!"

      I looked back but couldn't spot what moron had shouted at us.
      When I looked back to Kendall, her expression had gone from
      judgmental to inscrutable.

      "Some of my friends are idiots ... sorry." As her eyes focused
      on things far away, I thought I saw her lower lip quiver for a
      moment.

      "Whatever," she said as she turned away. She walked at a pace
      clearly intended to leave me behind. I sped up to walk at her side
      again. Before I could say anything she looked at me sharply.

      "So what's the bet?" she asked, her voice dripping with
      sarcasm.

      "What?"

      "What do you win if I give you my phone number?"

      I'm a little slow sometimes. "What do I... ?" She watched
      skeptically until I realized what she was accusing me of.

      "There's no bet!" I protested.

      She snorted derisively and wheeled to a stop, facing me again.
      "Quit following me."

      "I'm not stalking you or anything ... I'm just going back to my
      frat house."

      "Do you think I can't hear you and your friends talking about me
      before class? And I suppose you just happened to come down from on
      high to sit by me today? Do you think I'm stupid?"

      I felt my face heat again, remembering some of the crude things
      my house brothers had said about her in the lecture hall.

      I did my best to look sincere and non-threatening. God, she
      was beautiful. Her cheeks were flushed with anger and her blue
      eyes were blazing; she was a goddess preparing to smite an
      enemy.

      "I'm sorry for what they said about you in class. I'll make sure
      it doesn't happen again."

      "Ha!"

      "Seriously! Tell you what ... let me make it up to you. I'll
      have dinner by myself in Morrill at 7:00 the rest of the week, and
      I'll bring some of the old exams we have. If you have the time,
      maybe you could join me some night and look them over."

      She stared at me like I had two heads. She didn't say anything
      in response; she simply turned to leave, shaking her head. I
      watched her walk away, hoping she would turn and respond to my
      invitation. She didn't look back.

      I had a lot of time to think during the long walk back to the
      frat. When I arrived at my room I flopped down on my bed, grateful
      that Wes wasn't there.

      I replayed the conversation in my mind, and I had to admit I
      couldn't blame her for being distrustful. I had no idea she could
      hear us talking about her in the lecture hall, but that was no
      excuse. And the ridiculous catcall she heard as we were walking
      away was like icing on the idiot cake.

      I'd been in the company of jerks, we'd collectively acted like
      jerks, and I deserved being treated like a jerk. There was next to
      zero chance of her meeting me for dinner. Nevertheless, I still had
      to come up with a plausible reason for going off to wait for her
      over the next few nights.

      After all, I couldn't do that and still get together with my
      girlfriend.

      I was such an idiot...
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      ﻿I spent the rest of the afternoon in my room, trying to study,
      but without much success. My eyes kept drifting from my textbook to
      look out the window, as I thought about my encounter with Kendall
      ... and about my girlfriend, Gerri.

      I'd just decided to take a break from studying so I could go
      work out and clear my head, when there was a crisp rap on the door
      behind me. It wasn't locked and was already swinging open when I
      turned. To my surprise it revealed Gerri standing in the
      doorway.

      "Hi," she said. She stood expectantly on the threshold with her
      usual challenging smile, waiting for my reaction.

      Her brown eyes were intently focused on mine, but what first
      caught my eye was her hair. It was most often held demurely behind
      her head in various ways. When combined with the black framed
      glasses she occasionally wore instead of contacts, it gave her what
      I teasingly called her 'sexy librarian's' look. But now her
      shoulder length dark brown hair was down, the way she knew I liked
      it, framing her pretty face.

      "What a nice surprise, Ms. Thomas!" I exclaimed, hoping my prior
      train of thought didn't make me look guilty.

      I jumped up to give her a welcoming hug as she kicked the door
      closed behind her. As I held her I caught the subtle scent of
      jasmine, my favorite fragrance; something I usually sensed during a
      weekend date. Hmmm ... hair ... perfume...

      "I thought you had a Chi O meeting at the Panhellenic this
      afternoon?" I asked.

      She shrugged as our hug ended, looking up to give me a brief
      peck on the lips. Since she was five feet four inches to my six
      feet, she nearly always had to look up to kiss me. I realized from
      her kiss that she was wearing a subtle shade of lipstick. Yet
      another unusual thing on a school day.

      "I did, but Cynthia called and said since it was so nice out I
      should skip it. She told me to go see what my boyfriend was up
      to."

      'Up to?' I thought distractedly. Guilt about my
      interchange with Kendall momentarily rattled around in my head
      again.

      Cynthia was Gerri's 'big sister' at their sorority, the Chi
      Omega's. Their freshman members had more senior sisters assigned to
      them for academic help and instruction in the obligations and
      traditions of the sorority. Although it seemed that the tradition
      Cynthia was an expert on was how to party and have a good time.

      "Cool! You can't get in trouble if your big sister suggested
      it," I said.

      Her getting into trouble with the sorority wasn't likely. Her
      mother was a former member of the Chi O sorority at UT, and Gerri
      had followed in her mom's footsteps. I'd done the same with my dad
      and Pi Kappa Alpha, a.k.a. the Pikes.

      Her smile broadened for a moment, but then her face
      darkened.

      "I could hear Hayley in the background when she called, bitching
      about a freshman putting a boyfriend ahead of sorority business.
      Cynthia just told her to butt out."

      Hayley Devlin had been a hazing thorn in Gerri's side since she
      had pledged to Chi O. She had a scary reputation in the Greek
      community, but on the other hand she was also the sorority sister
      that'd introduced Gerri to me at a party. A few dates later we'd
      become a recognized Greek couple.

      I remembered that Hayley's harassment had all but stopped after
      Gerri took her and most of the Chi O officers to her home in
      Nashville to meet the rising star country music group, Alabama.
      Gerri modestly described her father as a 'producer' in the country
      music industry. Whatever that meant, name any country music star
      and Gerri had met them.

      I guess Hayley was getting back to her bitchy tricks again.

      "She'll get over it soon enough, sweetie," I said, rubbing her
      back soothingly. "She can't just mess with you without a
      reason."

      "Ha! Try telling her that! She thinks because of one
      favor she did for me that she owns me or something. My dad could
      buy and sell hers anytime he wants, but she still thinks she's the
      queen bee of 'Bitch Island, ' and I've just about had it with
      her."

      As she finished her rant I pushed free of our hug long enough to
      sit on my bed and pull a hundred and ten pounds of warm female onto
      my lap. I tilted her head back for an open mouthed kiss, smothering
      her venting.

      She grunted and squirmed until the kiss ended. She glared at me
      for a moment, but then made a visible effort to relax. Her
      squirming had moved her skirt fairly high up, and I rested a hand
      on her firm thighs.

      "Anyway," she continued, "I was surprised when Cynthia called.
      But she knows I've been stressing about getting ready for tests and
      keeping up with all the sorority stuff. So she suggested I go relax
      for a while. But ... are you sure you're not too... 'busy'
      to see me?" She pinched my arm lightly.

      A week ago I'd been overwhelmed with school work (did I mention
      I was pre-med?) and broke a date with her at the last minute. She'd
      mentioned several times since that it shouldn't happen again...
      ever.

      I knew it was just friendly teasing, and without really thinking
      about it I rolled her a little to one side, exposing a firm butt
      cheek. I could tell the firm slap I administered was the right
      thing to do when she looked surprised for a moment and then
      grinned. Sorority girls might say they like the sensitive type, but
      in my experience they respond better to a firm hand.

      "I can make time for my beautiful girlfriend, even if she does
      seem to be carrying a grudge a bit too long."

      She shrugged. "I try not to let Hayley bug me so much; and
      you're right, it's getting better with her."

      Then she looked at me with an odd expression. It was somewhat
      ... clinical.

      "When she called, Cynthia asked me something..."

      I looked a question at her.

      "She asked if I was keeping you happy."

      "Uhh... 'happy'?"

      "Well, she and I have gotten pretty close. She knows that we
      haven't, you know..."

      It always amazes me how much intimate information girls will
      share with each other, and she saw my eyes widen.

      "It was just girl talk, you know how it is," she said.

      I didn't know, actually, but she chose not to acknowledge
      my discomfort.

      "I dated guys in high school that said they'd be happy without
      ... well, without sex. But it usually turned out it was only until
      they found it somewhere else."

      I took a moment to choose my words carefully. "Gerri, I don't
      think we'd have gotten together in the first place if I was like
      that. You haven't made any secret of how you feel about it. As long
      as I get first chance if you decide you're ready (I gave her a
      wink), I'm totally fine."

      She didn't look very comforted. "Are you sure?" she asked. She
      finally broke eye contact and began picking at her fingernails
      before continuing.

      "I mean, you're a great guy and everything, but ... I may not be
      ready for ... well, I don't know when. I don't want you to think
      I'm taking advantage of you, when ... when you're so nice to
      me."

      I tried to look reassuring. "I hope you know me better than
      that," I replied. "We've talked about not letting things get too
      heavy, too fast. It's cool."

      Kendall was gorgeous, but Gerri was very pretty too, if less
      spectacularly so. As sure as the sun rises, there would always be a
      girl somewhere that was prettier than the girl I was dating, but
      I'd never even been tempted to breakup with a girlfriend because of
      it.

      But then ... I hadn't done anything like impulsively offer to
      meet any of those other girls for dinner ... and they hadn't been
      pre-med ... and statuesque ... or compulsorily interesting...

      I may have answered too fast, and Gerri's gaze rose again to
      examine me closely. I started rubbing her back again. "Besides, you
      take care of me in other ways," I added, pulling her more firmly
      against my chest.

      She looked mildly exasperated, but I could see some humor in her
      eyes. "Can't you be serious for one minute? I'm trying to talk
      about what you expect from our relationship."

      "So am I," I said as I kissed her lips again before moving on to
      her neck, while moving a hand to her waist.

      "God, if feels so much better when you kiss me without that
      bristle on your lip," she murmured. I'd been trying on a mustache
      for a few months before we met, but had shaved it off at her
      (repeated) request. She'd certainly become more enthusiastic about
      kissing afterwards.

      "But I didn't come here to mess around," she said, hitting my
      back a couple times in faux resistance. But her voice had lost some
      of its assertiveness, and she raised a hand to the back of my head
      as I kissed my way to her collarbone.

      "Are you sure?" I murmured against her soft skin. "You didn't
      come here expecting to get lucky?"

      "Well ... I don't want to be ... cruel..."

      I looked up, unsure what that meant.

      "I mean ... I want you to be happy," she amended quickly.

      I decided to ignore her odd protestation and returned to her
      neck. She remained quiet, running her hands through my hair, her
      breathing deepening. I looked up again, and could tell she was
      submitting to my seduction when her eyes began to flutter.

      It was a sexual idiosyncrasy of hers - she closed her eyes a lot
      during sex, a few times nearly without interruption from the first
      kiss until she reached the peak of her strongest orgasm. She said
      it helped her focus on her body to truly enjoy herself and achieve
      a strong climax.

      I could always tell when I had fully satisfied her when her eyes
      slowly opened and she smiled dreamily at me. Then she would focus
      her attention on me, which never failed to conclude with
      enthusiastic fellatio.

      We'd tried a sixty-nine session; it was fun for me, but she
      hadn't been able to come that way. It was the only thing that made
      me impatient with her. Having coital sex would make simultaneous
      pleasure pretty much unavoidable, and I wanted that almost as much
      as the physical pleasure of making love.

      But there are worse things to deal with when accommodating a new
      lover, I reasoned. An eager to learn fellator virgin lover,
      I reminded myself

      I cupped a breast over her shirt and bra, while taking my kisses
      back to her mouth, gently brushing the tip of my tongue over her
      full soft lips until they parted to let me inside. We lingered
      together over a kiss that became more urgent and animated by the
      moment.

      She brought a hand up to grab mine on her chest, in a last token
      effort to resist me. But as her tongue came to life and danced with
      mine, her grip on my hand changed from a restraint to a catalyst,
      pulling it to the bottom of her blouse. Her other hand began
      feeling blindly for the buttons below, tugging them open, clearing
      a path for me to follow.

      She reached behind her back and unsnapped her bra. I felt rather
      than heard a moan of anticipation deep in her chest as I reached
      underneath it. Her just larger than apple sized breasts filled my
      hands perfectly.

      Her moan turned to a giggle as I leaned down to pull the bra
      down with my teeth, shaking it like a dog wrestling with a bone as
      I dragged it over her shoulders and stiffening nipples. Then I
      pushed her back, still holding her breasts, until she was flat on
      the bed.

      "Down boy!" she exclaimed

      "I'll get down there eventually."

      "I didn't mean you had to rush..."

      
      "Take your skirt off."

      "I'd like at least a little foreplay, if you please."

      "Sorry," I said while reaching for the clasp of her skirt, "it's
      just that I want to wiggle my tongue inside your pussy, if that's
      okay."

      "Oh ... God," she moaned. She lifted up enough for me to slide
      her skirt and panties down. When they reached her feet she
      playfully kicked them into the air to land by the door.

      "I'll make you cry out to all twelve Disciples before we're done
      here," I threatened.

      She smiled impishly. "Geeeeez ... us!"

      "See? It's already working."

      "Enough talking ... do it!"

      "Do what?"

      "What you said." She paused and had the good grace to blush.
      "You know."

      "I forget. Was it ... this?"

      I sucked a nipple into me mouth, swirling my tongue around and
      over it as she began to moan softly.

      "That's nice, but no, that w-w-wasn't it."

      I repeated the treatment to her other breast. Her ability to
      speak coherently continued to fade.

      "I ... I can't ... let me ... oh!"

      "You want me to stop?"

      "Yes ... I mean no ... I ... please? I'll ... take care of you
      ... after..."

      And just as she said that, an image of Kendall popped into my
      head. I cupped Gerri's breasts with my hands again, hefting them
      while thinking of how they compared to Kendall's spectacular chest
      ... then I rubbed her thighs, shorter than Kendall's ... and as
      sexy as Gerri was I couldn't keep a thought out of my head, 'God
      I missed fucking!'

      "How about we try something new?" I said, trying to sound sexy.
      Whatever that sounds like...

      She blinked at me, trying to guess what I was thinking of. I
      cocked my head to one side, waiting. With a tentative smile, she
      nodded her head.

      I abruptly released her tits and knelt by her waist. I grabbed
      her ankles and lifted them toward the ceiling as she squealed in
      surprise. The twitching of her muscles made her toes point skyward
      like a ballerina's dancing across the floor.

      As I let her back down, I spread her legs and moved between
      them, draping them over my shoulders. Then I rose and leaned over
      her body, looking down at two very wide open eyes. As I settled
      into a position usually reserved for love making, I lowered my hips
      until my hard dick lay across her sex like a hot dog in a bun.

      "Randy, no!"

      I tried and failed not to laugh. This was one stubborn,
      dedicated virgin!

      "I'm just teasing, sweetie. Your cherry is as safe with me as if
      it were in church. But you go ahead and crunch your tummy muscles
      to try and keep me out of there. You'll come that much harder."

      This was new territory for us, and I watched her closely to be
      sure I didn't miss a 'no' that really meant 'no.' I pressed my
      belly downward, lowering my balls to be well below her entrance,
      keeping my dick pointing upward, not downward, as I began to slide
      it carefully forward and back between the lips of her sex.

      "Ugh!" she grunted. I could tell she was taking my suggestion,
      pulling her abdominal muscles tight as an instinctive barrier to
      any attempted penetration.

      "Careful!" she squealed at the start of an upstroke. I was just
      about to relent and move off her when her eyes began to flutter
      once again. I grinned with satisfaction, which she saw just before
      they closed completely.

      "Oh don't look so fucking s-s-smug!"

      "I'll do my best," I said. "Here..."

      I reached to grasp her firm calves and carefully moved her legs
      off my shoulders to settle them on my hips. She squirmed
      uncertainly as her thighs moved further apart while I continued to
      rub her sex with my dick.

      "It may not feel like it, but this'll give you a little more
      control. You can stick your knees into my chest more easily if you
      want to push me off. Or you can wrap your legs around me and pull
      me in if you like."

      "No!"

      I studied her carefully, holding still until I felt her
      instinctively pull on my butt with her calves. I resumed sliding up
      and down her pussy. Her growing wetness made it easier, so I
      increased the pace a little. It wasn't fucking, but it was close
      enough to feel pretty damn good from my end of things. I
      concentrated on maintaining the 'up angle' of my movements so I
      didn't poke into her by mistake.

      As I felt her relax slightly, I urged her on. "Play with
      yourself. Play with your clit."

      Her hands slid down, her left playing over her clenching stomach
      until her flattened fingers were able to reach just underneath the
      head of my dick as it sawed back and forth. She began to make slow
      circles, rubbing herself, while her right hand kneaded her
      breast.

      As she worked herself up, I knew it wouldn't take much for me to
      have her. When her orgasm hit, she'd be so overwhelmed by the
      pleasure that I could slide half way up into her belly before she
      knew what was happening. And she'd likely snap her legs behind my
      ass out of reflex, pulling me the rest of the way in.

      But I shook my head when I realized I was mentally reenacting
      one of Wes's dinner table stories. I only believed about half of
      his tales, but deflowering virgins was one of Wes's purported
      specialties in high school. Wes was no rapist, but he definitely
      made the most of any opportunity to get laid.

      I pushed those thoughts from my mind as I watched a blush slowly
      spread across Gerri's chest, a pink flourish of color. I leaned
      down for a quick open mouthed kiss before rising up on my arms
      again. Gerri briefly opened her eyes to see why the kiss had been
      so short, but I didn't take the time to explain that lowering
      myself down to kiss her also lowered the head of my dick ... too
      close to her pussy's door.

      I felt the hand that was swirling over the top of her sex begin
      to accelerate, as a low moan from deep in her chest began to grow
      and intensify. I could tell she was close when her leg's
      instinctive grip on my butt began to tighten. Then, as I'd seen
      before when my mouth had been fastened to her pussy, her back
      arched drastically, the top of her head becoming one end of a
      quivering bridge over the mattress.

      She came hard, powerful contractions rolling through her, each
      bringing a clenching of the muscles in her core that turned her
      wail of release into staccato bursts of pleasure.

      I gave up trying to hold myself back. I was losing myself in her
      pleasure, in the passion of the moment.

      "Baby, I'm gonna come." I'd never come on her stomach before, so
      I wasn't sure what her reaction would be.

      She released her clit and grabbed my dick with both hands. One
      hand grasped the base and pushed down against my instinctive
      thrusts, and lifted when I drew back for another stroke. At the
      same time the other hand applied a twisting movement to the top
      third of my pole. In moments she had me grunting hard as I spewed
      bursts of come over her stomach and on up to her heaving
      breasts.

      She looked up at me with an innocent expression. "Did you come?"
      She couldn't keep the self-satisfied grin off her face for
      long.

      "You could say that," I said breathlessly, looking down at her
      spattered body.

      "Mmmmm, me too. That was a little scary at first — it made me
      think you were going to get me all worked up and then ... you know.
      But then I remembered ... that I can trust you. And wow, that was
      fun!"

      I grinned back at her. "Glad you liked it. Hold still, I'll get
      us some washcloths."

      We cleaned each other up and then cuddled, enjoying the warm
      afterglow. It didn't take long before her eyes fluttered closed
      again, this time as she fell into a contented sleep, nestled in my
      arms.

      Gerri dozed peacefully in my bed, the heat from our spooning
      bodies keeping us comfortably languid and warm under the light
      sheet I had draped over us.

      I softly kissed her shoulder, thinking about how different she
      was from the cynical stereotype of sorority girls, that they're
      working on their 'M R S' degree. Gerri knew who she was and what
      she wanted in life, and finding a bread-winning man wasn't the
      highest thing on her list.

      After college she would learn the ropes and eventually manage
      her father's business. That was the beginning and the end of her
      career planning, and was why she planned to major in Public
      Relations.

      Somewhere on that path she'd meet the guy that she loved that
      could accept living in the entertainment world with her. He would
      be supportive, but not clingy; independent, but not unfaithful;
      smart, but not condescending. And, I thought wryly, he would look
      good on her arm at social occasions.

      A doctor fit those requirements pretty well. But we'd talked
      about it ... we both knew the odds of me being that guy were pretty
      long.

      Getting into medical school (a very big assumption) would be
      like going to college twice. Besides which there was no guarantee
      I'd be accepted by UT's med school. I could wind up anywhere in the
      country for four years or more, depending where I was accepted and
      what medical field I chose to pursue.

      I lifted myself up on an elbow and looked over Gerri's sleeping
      form, as if that would offer some insight. I absently rubbed her
      shoulder affectionately, and she sighed contentedly.

      Like most of my girlfriends, Gerri had pretty much fallen into
      my lap. Hayley brought her over to me at a party, we got along well
      with each other, and that had been that.

      I'd never proactively looked for the 'right girl.' Unlike Gerri,
      I didn't have an image of my future spouse yet. That had always
      been okay for me before.

      And then there was Kendall.

      Was this the time to pursue a girl of my choosing, instead of
      passively taking things as they came? What if Kendall was the girl
      of my dreams, and I missed out? Missed out because I was with
      someone I doubted was the ultimate girl for me?

      But I had more of a real friendship with Gerri than any prior
      girlfriend; and I knew I was important to her, too. The way she
      could read my moods and thoughts after being together for just a
      short time was uncanny. Even if our hearts might not be fully
      committed, I didn't want to hurt her.

      And that was why I'd truly surprised myself with the unexpected
      impulse to reach out to Kendall, a girl I really knew next to
      nothing about. Should I follow through on that moment of insanity
      and actually wait for her in the Morrill cafeteria?

      There wouldn't be any harm in meeting her, I rationalized. It
      would just be making friends with someone in the pre-med community.
      In any case, Kendall wouldn't show up, and when I finished my
      solitary dinners things would go back to normal

      I rubbed Gerri's shoulder a little more firmly.

      "Hey."

      "Mmmm?"

      "Time to wake up, sleepy head. Wes is due back pretty soon."

      "Oh!"

      She sat up, eyes blinking as she looked around for her clothes.
      The sheet fell to her waist, and my eyes were drawn to her breasts.
      She followed my glance.

      "No more of that now," she warned me distractedly. She began
      circling the room, picking up and putting on articles of clothing
      that had been hastily cast aside.

      I took a deep breath, and told the story I'd finally settled on.
      It wasn't really a lie...

      "Hey ... I'm going to be meeting with someone from my chemistry
      class for the rest of the week, to compare notes and..."
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      ﻿The Morrill dining hall was pretty big. Coupled with a general
      student-body preference for early dinners, it meant I could claim a
      sizable round table off to one side as my own.

      Before I left it to go through the cafeteria line, I spread out
      stuff from my chemistry class to work on, in case Kendall didn't
      appear. Pre-med students can't afford to waste a lot of hours not
      studying.

      I didn't have much hope she would show up after my spasmodic
      dinner offer. It wouldn't take a wild assed guess for her to
      conclude I was a jerk. And despite her obvious intense focus in
      class, I also assumed the social calendar of a beauty like her
      would be booked months in advance.

      I walked through the cafeteria's long sweaty display of
      industrial sized pans of food, feeling the warmth radiating from
      the heat lamps and steam tables. When it wasn't crowded with
      students you could hear the soft roar of the natural gas burners
      underneath the long stainless steel fixtures, full of close to
      boiling water.

      The steam heated the pans of food suspended in frames above the
      water. It also squeezed through any small openings not sealed by
      the pans, making the red faced servers look perpetually
      embarrassed.

      Maintaining the food's high temperatures also ensured any
      residual moisture the entrees had managed to hang onto was purged
      before it could be eaten.

      I slapped a dollop of mashed potatoes onto my plate with a firm
      thwack, grabbed a few slices of mystery meat, added a couple
      rolls, butter, a cup of coffee, and I was set.

      On my way back to my table I looked around for anyone I knew,
      and was pleasantly surprised to spot Kendall walking away from me.
      She must have been going through the line as I arrived.

      Like me she was carrying a dinner tray, but was headed towards
      the opposite side of the room. To get there she was passing through
      the most populated area, the tables located near the exit of the
      food line, where the air buzzed with the sound of the student's
      conversations.

      I stopped to watch so I'd know where she settled. Of course it
      was a bonus to admire her long legged figure in the process.

      I also watched how some of the guys she passed reacted to her.
      When they noticed her approaching, they would drop out of the
      conversation at the table while they surreptitiously followed her
      progress. At tables of only guys, one or two unconsciously stopped
      chewing and openly stared at her. After she had passed by, the
      volume of conversation at the tables would slowly rise again.

      Her head was turning from side to side as if looking for someone
      she knew. She smiled and nodded at a couple all girl tables,
      stopping at one to chat for a few moments ... it seemed the
      briefest of connections.

      After slowly passing through the occupied tables, she stopped at
      an empty one off to the side and sat at an angle that faced away
      from the tables she'd just passed through.

      Off by herself like that ... it didn't fit my mental image of
      her at all. Was she coming late to dinner to meet me, and she and
      her friends usually ate earlier? Or did she usually come late so
      she'd have fewer people to look away from before she ate alone?

      I vacillated between following her and returning to my table to
      see if she would look for me before she left. I think it was seeing
      some of the guys still looking at her while they presumably talked
      about her that made me decide to follow her directly.

      No one gave me a second glance as I threaded my way towards her.
      When I passed the last occupied tables and continued on towards
      her, the volume of the conversations behind me dipped for a moment,
      and I wondered how many eyes were following me. It was a bit
      unnerving, and I wondered what it would be like to be Kendall, and
      have to go through that so often.

      I came to stand beside her, not too close so as to startle her.
      She was wearing a form-fitted blue sweater that seemed to be
      struggling to contain her breasts; really ... struggling. Wow.

      "Hi," I said with what I hoped was an engaging smile, "it's nice
      to see you again."

      She looked at me coolly, her gaze measuring my composure. I
      tried to swallow without it showing.

      "I saw you following me. What makes you think I'll sit with you,
      anyway?"

      I shrugged. I didn't want to talk about my admiration-from-afar
      in chemistry class; or about my sympathy for the ill-mannered
      behavior of some of the guys around us.

      "I guess I just didn't like the idea of someone thinking I'm a
      creep," I replied. "Even if you don't want to sit with me, I hoped
      you'd see me make the effort, and not automatically think I'm like
      some of the jerks around here." I gestured at the nearby tables
      with my chin.

      After a moment, her expression softened a fraction. "I did
      notice that they didn't talk about my boobs before class today. Or
      at least they started whispering so I couldn't hear it. Did you
      have anything to do with that?"

      "Uh, yeah, I did. The house members are expected to treat women
      with respect."

      She tilted her head skeptically. "You're kidding, right?"

      I couldn't keep back a frown. People have stereotypes about
      fraternities that are hard to shake. "No, I'm not. That doesn't
      mean we don't have jerks in the frat. We do. But getting our
      younger members to grow up and fly right is part of the older guy's
      responsibilities. Obviously I wasn't doing my job when they were
      harassing you, and I'm sorry about that. So, we had a chat. It
      won't happen again."

      I could see different emotions passing over her face. Then she
      clenched her eyes closed for a moment, gathering herself.

      "Thank you," she said. "I'm sorry ... it's just that I've never
      really seen that side of frat guys. What you stopped in our
      chemistry class is what I get all the time. That's why I'll walk
      twice as far to circle around their houses instead of going in
      front of them."

      Her tension seemed to be fading slightly, but she still seemed
      uncomfortable.

      "Are there any frats in particular that bug you when you go by?"
      I asked. "I can get that stopped too, if you know which one is
      doing it."

      She looked at me warily. "Please don't say anything to them. I
      don't want to get any of them mad at me."

      I sighed in sympathy. "All right, I guess I can understand that.
      It kind of pisses me off though. That kind of thing gives all of us
      a bad name."

      I thought a change of subject was called for, and gestured
      toward my table where the chemistry class materials were spread
      out. "Are you ready for the mid-term? I left all my stuff for it
      way over there."

      She nodded distractedly. "Yes, I'm ready I think." She seemed
      nervous to talk about that too. I hovered, not knowing if I would
      be welcome to sit down.

      "Cool. You uh ... wanna join me? I brought my book and lecture
      notes, and, uh, some of the old tests," I said, my voice carefully
      neutral.

      She seemed to steel herself, taking on a self assured expression
      that might have been forced.

      "The people I usually eat with go earlier than this, so
      sure."

      I nodded, feeling encouraged that she'd changed her schedule to
      see if I would show up.

      She picked up her tray and began walking with me to my table. I
      felt eyes recording our progress.

      "How'd you do on the quizzes?" I asked as we reached the
      table.

      "Uh, okay I guess."

      "Here, let me get my stuff out of the way," I said. I pushed my
      notes away from a seat next to mine.

      "That's okay, I can sit over there." She gestured at the
      opposite side of the table. The table was big enough for that to be
      a couple yards away.

      I grinned. "Nah, sit here. I don't want to have you yell at me
      from over there."

      I could see some welcome amusement in her eyes. "All right ... I
      will try to keep the yelling to a minimum."

      Sitting next to me would also keep her back to the rest of the
      room. I could see with a sideways glance that there were still a
      few people watching us.

      
      My resentment flared over how rude they were being. It was like
      she was being ostracized by a 'cool people' clique back in high
      school, or some of the snobbish trust fund babies in my
      fraternity.

      As Kendall settled into her chair, I held my hand up past her
      shoulder so she couldn't see it, and flashed the bird in the
      crowd's general direction. I did it quickly enough that it would
      only be noticed by people already staring at us.

      I heard a gasp, and after a moment a few scattered burst of
      laughter. I took another glance that way, and one guy grinned as he
      gave a military styled salute. I guess I'd made my point.

      I thought about her answer about the quizzes. They didn't
      seem as tough as they might have been...

      "Let me guess," I said slowly, drawing it out, "you got a
      hundred percent on the quizzes?"

      She actually looked guilty before nodding shyly. Then she looked
      up sharply. "You did too, didn't you?"

      "Well, maybe ... Hey, about those old tests we have at the frat
      — would you like to look them over?"

      I saw her tense up again. When she didn't respond I pressed
      on.

      "They're good for knowing what kind of questions there
      will be. But he hardly ever uses the same questions. The professors
      already know about people sharing their old tests."

      She frowned. "It still seems unfair," she said. "Being in a
      fraternity shouldn't mean you get an advantage in the
      classroom."

      Technically she was right, but it was a pretty naïve view of the
      world. Right or wrong, connections matter both in and out of
      school. I made a non-committal shrug.

      "I agree with you in principle. But the test files are there,
      and med school is so hard to get into that I didn't think I could
      afford not to look at them. They don't give answers, but
      they do give you ideas about what areas to review."

      She seemed to be having an inner struggle ... whether it was
      with her conscience or more trust issues I couldn't tell.

      "Tell you what," I offered, "I'll leave one with you tonight.
      Then you can decide if you want to see more of them."

      She hesitated, but then gave a cautious nod. I dug one out of my
      backpack and put it near her dinner tray.

      "Anyway, I'll bet you're already set for the mid-term," I said,
      trying to lighten the mood. "I'm missing a little study time
      tonight walking over here for dinner, but I think I'm ready."

      She smiled for a moment. "That's not my fault. I couldn't
      believe I was hearing you right when you said you'd come here like
      this."

      "Honestly? Me neither."

      With a few fits and starts, we found a level of conversation she
      was comfortable with. We confirmed we were both pre-med, and so
      would probably be in more classes together in the future.

      We talked about how we became interested in medicine, which led
      to comparing backgrounds and interests. She wanted to be a
      psychiatrist, while I hadn't decided what to focus on yet.

      We discovered we were both from Chattanooga, with our parents
      working in the public sector — her dad was on the police force, and
      my parents were both teachers in the public school system.

      I was enjoying the conversation, but I still wasn't sure what to
      make of her. Beauty and brains she had in abundance, but she seemed
      far from comfortable in her own skin. I'd assumed someone with all
      the positive attributes she had going for her would be a confident,
      self assured person. She seemed insecure and vulnerable
      instead.

      I was still attracted to her, but in a less romanticized way.
      She may have been a dream girl from afar, but up close she was a
      person just like anyone else, with flaws and contradictions in her
      makeup.

      I wasn't ready to even consider pursuing her romantically,
      however casually. Not while I was in a relationship with Gerri. But
      I was intrigued by Kendall and her foibles. If nothing else it
      would be nice to have another friend to go through the pre-med
      gauntlet with.

      Now it was my turn to hesitate. She read me easily, and after
      I'd been quiet for a minute or so she put her knife and fork down
      to look squarely at me.

      "Just say it," she said.

      "Say what?"

      "Say whatever it is that you seem to be afraid to say."

      I sat up straighter in my chair. "Well ... I just wanted to ask
      if you'd mind if I sat with you in chemistry class, uh, regularly?
      I mean, I think we could help each other out. And we're going to be
      in a lot of classes together after this term."

      She almost answered quickly, but seemed to bite it off before it
      could escape her mouth. Then..."Can you let me think about it?" she
      asked.

      "Sure."

      She looked like she was debating whether to say something, so I
      tried to reassure her with a little tease.

      "Hey, if you've got a jealous boyfriend ... you know, if it
      would cause problems for you, I understand."

      "What problems?" she asked, missing my lame attempt at
      humor.

      "Well, it's just that ... I know if you were my
      girlfriend, I know I couldn't help but be a little ...
      possessive."

      She laughed briefly, deep in her throat. I was glad to see her
      laugh, but I wasn't sure what it meant. I looked a question at
      her.

      "Oh, it's nothing. I was laughing at myself. I'm supposed to be
      a free and sharing person, but inside ... I don't want to be, but
      I'm really very possessive."

      "Oh. So ... you do have a boyfriend?"

      She looked thoughtful for a few moments. Then she shrugged her
      shoulders.

      "Not really."

      I grinned. "Okay, you're going to have to be more specific."

      She smiled briefly in return, but I heard a faint sigh. "There
      is someone ... we had a summer romance. I guess you could call it
      that, but he's still in high school, and he has a girlfriend there.
      Still ... I do plan to see him again next summer."

      It amazed me that with all the college guys around, in her
      second year at UT, she still thought of a guy in high school as her
      most significant beau.

      "Okay. It sounds like he wouldn't mind if you just talked
      with another guy."

      She still thought I was being completely serious, and pursed her
      lips almost wistfully. "No." Then she shrugged again. "But I
      wouldn't tell him about it, anyway."

      "Do you live here in Morrill?" I asked quickly, trying to change
      the subject before things could get too heavy.

      She appeared to come back to being in the moment with me. "Uh,
      no, I live in Carrick. But most people think Morrill's food is
      better than the Presidential cafeteria. It's still dorm food, but
      its better dorm food," she said, concluding with a small
      chuckle.

      When we finished our meals and the primary excuse for being
      together ended, I saw her begin to squirm. So I said I needed to be
      getting back to the frat, and she might have looked grateful. As I
      gathered up my books and notes and began stuffing it all into my
      backpack, I could feel her becoming nervous about how we'd take our
      leave from each other. I tried to sound upbeat.

      "Thanks for coming, Kendall. I enjoyed getting to know you a
      little bit."

      "No problem," she replied. It wasn't exactly 'let's do this
      again sometime, ' but it wasn't 'bugger off' either.

      "So I'll see you in class?"

      She seemed to study me for a moment, looking for hidden motives.
      Reaching some sort of conclusion, she visibly relaxed.

      "I'll be there," she said.

      "Great! I'll ... uh ... see you tomorrow then."

      She nodded. "See you later."

      She turned and walked away while I was zipping up my pack. I
      tried not to stare, since I'd just flipped off a roomful of people
      for doing that. But our eyes met when she reached the door. I was
      pleased when she gave me a brief smile and wave before passing from
      my view.
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      I sat with Kendall in the remaining chemistry class sessions
      before the final exam, and we became more and more comfortable
      talking to each other. Since neither of us had a class later in the
      day, a few times we kept chatting in the lecture hall while
      everyone else filed out around us. Or if it was nice out, we'd stop
      at a bench just off the path on the way back towards her dorm and
      my frat.

      I learned she liked living in Carrick but hoped to be in the
      Andy Holt apartments next year. She liked her roommate, Abby. She
      liked other dormitory neighbors, one of whom, Vivian, was a friend
      from high school.

      She was less close with some dorm neighbors that were in
      sororities, who went to Greek activities that she couldn't be a
      part of. Remembering what she said about avoiding the frat houses,
      I didn't bother asking if she'd ever considered joining a
      sorority.

      There were some sizable missing pieces in the puzzle I was
      putting together about her. The biggest seemed to be a lack of
      lasting friendships. Other than Vivian, the people she interacted
      with were almost exclusively from her current environment.
      Friendships begun in past classes dropped away after the class was
      over. Friends from before college were not friends with her
      now.

      And there was an undercurrent of distrust of men in general, I
      assumed because so many times it was only her body they were after.
      But keeping her guard up against boys with bad intentions made her
      an often lonely girl.

      The exception to the pattern was the guy she'd called a 'summer
      romance, ' who I'd learned lived in Atlanta. I could tell by how
      she blushed when talking about him that they had been lovers. But
      more than that, it was obvious that she trusted him.

      He stood out as a relationship that didn't seem temporal, even
      though he was still in high school. She seemed to use the idea that
      he would eventually join her at UT as a reason to hold back from
      getting involved with other guys.

      I didn't tell her about Gerri, and she didn't ask whether I had
      a girlfriend. I suspect that would be too intimate a question for
      her to ask without some encouragement, and for whatever selfish
      reason I didn't offer any.

      

      A couple weeks before the final exam, Kendall and I were sitting
      in the empty lecture hall to avoid a light rain outside. When the
      conversation eventually wound down we remained seated in
      companionable silence. I'd enjoyed getting to know her, and wanted
      to keep her as a friend. And who knew what could happen in the
      future, during the minimum six more years of school ahead of us, if
      you counted medical school?

      "What's your schedule look like next quarter?" I asked with
      feigned casualness.

      "I've got Biology 280, Chemistry 275, and Western Civ 101."

      I raised my eyebrows. "Western Civ ... isn't that the 'sociology
      for jocks' class?"

      She nodded a bit sheepishly. "It's a distribution credit thing.
      It's in the social sciences college, and I have to have five more
      'social' credits for my application to Neural Biology. That's the
      BA degree I'm after. I thought I'd take an easy 'A' for once."

      "I've got 'Introduction to Architecture' next term for my social
      requirement."

      She looked surprised. "What?" I asked.

      "Oh it's nothing," she answered. "I guess I hadn't thought of
      you as the architecture type."

      I laughed. "Type ... and what do you mean by 'type'?"

      "I don't know. I guess ... I mean if you're smart enough to get
      into med school, why take that?"

      "Same reason you're taking Western Civ. Are you thinking of
      being a history teacher?"

      She snorted. "No."

      "I'm not planning to be an architect, either. But it sounds
      interesting. It's more likely I'll see interesting buildings when
      I'm a doctor than seeing people with the plague that swept through
      Europe."

      She chuckled. "Well let's hope not." She hesitated for a moment,
      as she bit her bottom lip. "Why don't you take Western Civ with me?
      Then we'll have all our classes together."

      That gave me pause. It seemed uncharacteristic, given her
      caution with guys and the newness of our friendship. I thought I'd
      test that friendship a little.

      "Are you sure you want to spend that much time together? I mean,
      what if I turn out to be a typical frat rat, and I'm just secretly
      lusting after your big boobs?"

      
      She took a sharp intake of breath in startled reaction, but then
      saw my smug expression. She slapped my arm - hard.

      "You ... you ass!" she hissed, lowering her voice though there
      was no one else in the hall.

      "What? Isn't that a good thing? That I'm not just after your
      boobs?"

      She glared at me, but I could tell it was an effort to look
      angry, and it quickly softened to mild reproach.

      "You're one of the few guys I know that doesn't have entire
      conversations with my bra. So why don't you take Western Civ with
      me instead?" she asked, changing the subject away from her
      chest.

      My mind unbidden created an image of Gerri dressed as an angel,
      perched on my left shoulder. She whispered in my ear, "Randy! I'm
      your girlfriend! Say no!"

      Kendall, dressed as a sexy devil with very deep cleavage popped
      up on my right shoulder. "You know you want me! And it won't be
      just a blow-job like you get from Gerri. I'll take you places
      you've never been before..."

      "Randy?" the real life Kendall called. "Are you okay?"

      I shook my head. "Yeah, sorry ... Sure, that sounds good. If
      it's as easy as we think it is, we can use the spare time to study
      for the other two pre-med classes."

      She smiled broadly, but then seemed to realize her guard was
      down too far and quickly sobered.

      "Well ... good then ... that's fine," she said with visible
      restraint.

      "Sounds like a plan. I'll go ahead and swap out the architecture
      class."

      We nodded, smiled awkwardly at each other; then we rose to
      leave.

      It was while we were packing up our books that I caught a
      glimpse of a novel in her backpack. It had a somewhat garish
      picture on the cover of a man dressed like a pirate holding a
      swooning woman that didn't seem to be wearing a lot of clothing.
      Before she could close the pack, I managed to reach in and snatch
      it out.

      "Well now, what do we have here? I must say, this doesn't look
      like the reading material of a future doctor!"

      She blushed and immediately began grabbing at my hand that
      clutched the pulp novel.

      "Give me that back!"

      "Why Brett, you know you're the only man for me," I said.

      She was tall, but when I held the book straight up at arms
      length it was out of her reach. She jumped once and came up short.
      Then she crouched and jumped even higher, both arms extended
      upwards. She came up short again, and this time also lost her
      footing upon landing. She lurched into me and knocked me off
      balance.

      Before either of us could tip over we instinctively grabbed each
      other. Once we'd steadied we found ourselves nose to nose.

      I let go of her with the arm that held her book, but held on
      with the other. Both her arms stayed wrapped around my torso as she
      looked up at me with eyes that had gone very wide.

      "Uh, here," I said softly, holding her book up at shoulder
      height.

      I couldn't say for certain which of us moved first, but the next
      thing I knew we were kissing. I dropped the arm with the book back
      around her, and the world disappeared for an indeterminate
      time.

      When our lips finally separated, she was even more flushed.

      "Oh my goodness; I'm so sorry! I ... we ... we shouldn't do
      that."

      "It's okay ... not your fault," I gasped.

      It took a few moments for us to realize we were still holding on
      to each other, her lush body pressed against mine. We abruptly let
      go.

      "I need to get going," she said, taking her novel from my hand
      and hurriedly stuffing it into her pack.

      "Sure. Wait ... let me walk with you, Kendall. We should talk
      about ... about what just happened."

      "I really need to be going," she repeated, spinning on her heel
      to leave me behind as she marched towards the exit. I hustled out
      the door after her.

      "Kendall, please wait!" I called at her retreating back.

      Before I could draw a breath to say anything more, I glanced at
      a movement from a bench off to my right. The sight surprised me
      into stopping as Kendall quickly moved out of sight.

      I felt my heartbeat tick up a notch.

      "How's it goin', roomie?" asked Wes, his exaggeratedly casual
      drawl offset by suspicious eyes.
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      "What's going on with you and 'the princess'?" Wes asked,
      falling in step on my route back to the house.

      My fraternity brothers from the chemistry class had been openly
      teasing me about Kendall, congratulating me on being the first guy
      to thaw the ice princess. I'd pointed out that unlike them, she
      would actually pass the class, and befriending her would
      help me do the same.

      "If you were pre-med you'd already know," I retorted dryly in an
      intentionally passive / aggressive response. Wes was on track to
      graduate in the fall with a degree in Arts and Sciences, which
      meant he'd never decided on a specific degree to pursue.

      "She's pre-med too," I continued. "We've been in some of the
      same classes and study groups."

      He didn't seem mollified. "Yeah, but aren't you still with that
      Chi O freshman?"

      No one at the frat had taken the step of accusing me of cheating
      on Gerri, but Wes must have heard the talk. I didn't dignify his
      question with a response.

      "What're you doing here, Wes?"

      "Why'd she bug out when you were calling her?" he persisted,
      pointing down the path Kendall had taken.

      I managed to stay outwardly calm. I knew telling him she was
      confused after we kissed wouldn't go over very well. I
      improvised.

      "She's having some problems keeping her grades up. She's under a
      lot of pressure from her folks to be a doctor, so when she got a
      B-plus on a quiz it freaked her out. I was trying to calm her down,
      but she was pretty upset."

      I doubted he bought it — he continued to look at me
      skeptically.

      "I don't really care, Randy. But..." he paused to look around.
      "I was asked to remind you that if a guy in the house gets caught
      cheating on a sorority sister, it could mean that everybody in the
      frat gets a cold shoulder." He paused for emphasis. "You sure as
      shit better not let that happen."

      "Who told you that could happen?" I asked. Hurt feelings between
      Greek guys and girls were to be avoided, but ... this was college.
      Stuff happens. As far as I knew, a members' break-up with a
      sorority sister had never led to a sexual ban of an entire
      fraternity.

      He shrugged. "You ought to be able to figure it out." When I
      continued to look clueless, he looked exasperated.

      "Who introduced you to Gerri in the first place?" he asked
      slowly, as if I were a dimwitted child.

      I shook my head. "Hayley told you to come here and do this?
      Really?"

      He shrugged his shoulders. "She introduced you two, and for
      whatever reason she's still looking out for Gerri." His expression
      softened. "Doing it here was my idea — I didn't want to make a big
      deal out of it at the house."

      I felt my forehead wrinkle as I digested that. I was grateful
      for his uncharacteristic discretion. But Hayley's interest was
      unsettling. Hayley was usually all about ... Hayley. Protecting the
      love lives of her sorority's freshmen sisters didn't compute with
      my image of her ... at all.

      It was ironic to be getting this lecture from Wes. He went
      through sorority girls like pages in a comic book. But he was never
      in an exclusive relationship with any of them. So he could cat
      around to his heart's content and still be a brother in good
      standing.

      "I mean, I can understand the interest — she is totally hot,"
      Wes said. "I mean, oh baby oh baby!" he said, using one of his pet
      phrases for girls he'd had, or would like to have, in his
      bed. That meant he said it ... a lot. "But you're not going
      to be in any more classes with the princess after this, are
      you?"

      
      I shrugged again. That was the only acknowledgement he was going
      to get on that line of questioning. He continued to stare and I
      continued to stare calmly back. Eventually he broke it off and
      turned to take another path through campus.

      "The princess isn't even a Greek," he reminded me, looking back
      over his shoulder. "Don't be a dumbass!" was his final parting
      comment.

      

      Things were awkward when I sat with Kendall in the next class
      session after "the kiss." She'd sat in her usual seat, but in the
      third row instead of the second. It was something of a mixed
      message, and I cautiously sat next to her anyway. She stiffened and
      gave me a tight smile. At least she didn't move or tell me to get
      away from her.

      When the lecture ended she sprang to her feet as if to flee, but
      before she could get away I asked if I could walk with her for a
      minute. She nervously agreed. I waited until we'd walked far enough
      to be separated from the crowd leaving the hall.

      "Hey, I'm sorry about ... what happened," I began tentatively.
      "I don't really know how it happened. But I want to make
      sure you know ... I was just as surprised as you were."

      She unconsciously crossed her arms in front of her chest, and
      wouldn't look me in the eye.

      "It's okay," she said. I doubted that ... so I pressed on.

      "Look, I know you've gotten a bad impression about guys in
      fraternities. But ... I wasn't putting a move on you or anything.
      We're going to be in a lot of classes together, and ... I mean, I
      want to be friends. I'm not out to take advantage of you."

      Her expression softened slightly.

      "It's okay," she said again. I didn't answer, but raised an
      inquisitive eyebrow at her.

      "Really, it's okay. It was as much my fault as yours." I
      remained silent, hoping she would say more. She fidgeted a bit,
      then eventually...

      "Sometimes I can get ... antsy."

      "Antsy ... meaning?" I said, still trying to draw her out.

      She sighed. "Meaning, I surprise myself sometimes too." When I
      still didn't speak, she smiled a little sheepishly. "It ... it goes
      away for a while after ... over the summer," she said with a
      meaningful look, blushing slightly.

      I tried not to, but I couldn't help chuckling out loud. "Ah! Um,
      yes, I think I understand." It was the summer romance guy
      again.

      "Thanks ... that's part of why I like to read romance novels.
      They can ... help take the edge off between summers, if you know
      what I mean." She paused and gave me a peeved expression. "Like the
      one you grabbed out of my backpack."

      I shook my head regretfully. "That was really wrong, I'm sorry I
      did that. I was just kidding around, but that crossed the
      line."

      She looked stern. "Yes, it was wrong."

      She held my eyes imperiously for several seconds. Then she
      visibly relaxed.

      "But I guess I can accept an apology ... from a friend."

      I took a deep, cleansing breath. "Thanks, Kendall. That means a
      lot to me."

      She smiled, almost affectionately. "No problem, my randy
      friend."

      She laughed at my surprised expression.

      "Did you know you're fun to tease?"

      I shook my head ruefully. "I suppose I deserve it. But ...
      thanks for understanding."

      She smiled and touched my shoulder, her fingers gently rubbing
      briefly before falling away.

      "That's what friends do."
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      ﻿The break for the Christmas holiday was a welcome respite from
      class stress and love life drama. I'd asked Gerri if she would like
      to come to Chattanooga to meet my folks, but she'd looked at me
      like I was crazy.

      "Christmas and New Years are the busiest times of the year for
      my dad," she explained. "He hosts parties almost every night, and I
      run a lot of them for him."

      "Wow ... that'll sure keep you hopping. How about if I come over
      for New Years Eve?" She seemed to be considering the idea
      carefully.

      "I'm going to be working at my dad's party."

      "Maybe you could sneak me in to watch the ball drop with
      you?"

      Her eyebrows rose as she assessed the merit of the idea.

      "That ... would probably be ... useful. Sure, we could do
      that."

      "'Useful, ' huh? You are such a romantic."

      She smiled. "Sorry, poor choice of words. Yes, I can see you New
      Years' Eve."

      "Then it's a date! Do you have a place where I can crash for the
      night? I don't want to be driving back to Chattanooga with all the
      drunks that'll be on the road."

      She smiled indulgently. "I think we'll be able to find a spare
      bedroom for you."

      

      I spent some time over the break catching up with friends from
      high school. It was kind of sad how the old gang broke further and
      further apart every time I was home. Girlfriends in other cities,
      colleges too far away to come home, full time jobs, even a marriage
      or two; so I had more uncommitted time than I'd expected.

      One guy I was able to connect with was Jeff Perry. We'd been in
      the same schools through middle school, but his family had moved
      across town just before high school.

      We'd stayed in touch through a shared interest in golf. With his
      family's connections he could get us onto many of the private
      courses in the area, and I called to see if he wanted a game. He
      said as long as I didn't mind his girlfriend coming along, he'd be
      happy to set it up, and we were out playing that same
      afternoon.

      The temperature was in the mid forties, brisk enough to keep the
      less hardy away — we had the place pretty much to ourselves. I
      brought a six-pack in my bag, which didn't last long as we caught
      up on college life.

      He'd met his girlfriend, Mary Parker, at Vanderbilt, where he
      attended on his parent's dime. She was blond and pretty, and
      quickly proved to be a better golfer than either Jeff or me. She
      explained that she'd started very young and had been on her high
      school's golf team. Jeff said she was the perfect girlfriend ...
      she gave good golf tips and was great in bed too, which earned him
      a smack to the back of his head from said girlfriend.

      Although she'd met Jeff at college, she was actually from
      Chattanooga, having attended a private all-girls high school in
      town. When she mentioned it I realized it had to have been the same
      high school that Kendall attended.

      As we were working on our second beers I asked Mary if she'd
      known Kendall in high school.

      "Oh yeah, I remember her. Gorgeous, right?" I nodded. "I knew
      her a little," she said, shrugging her shoulders. "She had kind of
      a tough time of it."

      "Oh?"

      "That school was incredibly cliquish," she explained. "Most of
      the kids there had been going to the same private schools together
      since kindergarten. Kendall and a few others new to high society
      (she rolled her eyes) took a while to get accepted there.

      "She had it tougher when word got around that her parents
      couldn't afford to send her there — that her dad was 'just' a cop
      and she'd gotten in on a merit scholarship."

      She shook her head at the unpleasant memory.

      "So the snobs looked down on her as poor white trash. The geeks
      and smart kids were intimidated by her scholarship, brains and
      looks. And the cheerleaders saw her as a threat; they made sure
      none of their boyfriends gave her the time of day.

      "She did make a few friends, but she just didn't seem to get
      close to them. I knew one girl she hung around with, but they had a
      falling out between our junior and senior years. I guess her family
      took long vacations every summer, and she said Kendall just flat
      refused to tell her where they went. It kind of put her off I
      guess.

      "I always made a point to stop and say hi when I ran into her.
      But she seemed to get more and more closed off every year.

      "Like I said, she had it tough there."

      

      Mary's observations of Kendall fit my impressions of her at UT
      perfectly, and I couldn't help but feel sorry for her. The next day
      I decided I should give her a call, thinking she might appreciate a
      little social contact, even if it was just a chat over the
      phone.

      There weren't many Paytons in the phone book, and there was only
      one that didn't list an address, just a phone number. That sounded
      like what a cop would have in a public phone book, so I gave the
      "A. Payton" listing a try.

      "Hello?" It was a woman that answered, and though it sounded
      very much like Kendall...

      "Hi, I'm sorry to bother you ... is this Kendall Payton's
      house?"

      After a pause, "Paul?" she replied in a puzzled tone of voice.
      "Did you get home okay?"

      "Uh, no, this is Randy Burton; I'm a friend of Kendall's from
      UT. Is she home?"

      There was a significantly longer pause.

      "Hello?" I finally had to say.

      "Why yes, Kendall's here! I'll go get her for you; it'll be just
      a second, okay?"

      "Uh, thanks," I replied, taken aback by her sudden
      enthusiasm.

      The phone was put down with a clunk, and then I heard her
      calling out loudly, "KENDALL! The phone is for you!"

      "What?" I could hear faintly.

      "There's a phone call for you! He said his name is Randy, from
      UT."

      I heard what sounded like someone thundering down a hallway, a
      scramble for the phone, and then a breathless "Randy?"

      "Well hi there," I said with a chuckle. "Did I catch you at a
      bad time?"

      "What? Oh, no, now's fine."

      I waited for her to say the usual conversation starters, how are
      you, what have you been up to, what's up, etc. But there was
      nothing but rapid breathing into the phone.

      "So how's your break going?"

      "Okay I guess," she replied, sounding distracted by the
      question. "I'm about half way through the Western Civ book. I
      haven't started the other classes yet."

      "What? Good God, woman, you're supposed to be on vacation!" I
      couldn't see it, but I'd have bet the house she was blushing.

      "I know, I know. I just go for every edge I can."

      "You sure do! Now you'll know the names of all the kings of
      England before I do. That's cheating."

      "Is not!" she replied. I was glad she took my teasing the right
      way. "So what are you up to?" she asked, and I smiled at her
      recovery from the surprise of my call.

      "Mostly just hanging out, catching up with friends from high
      school." I thought I caught a quick hitch in her breathing, so I
      moved on quickly.

      "And I've been helping my parents around the house, getting them
      caught up on grading their students' tests and homework, stuff like
      that. It's amazing how much they have to do on their own time to
      keep up. There are mountains of it piled up on the dining room
      table."

      "Do you want some help?" she asked.

      I blinked in surprise. "Uh, well sure, it you want. It isn't
      exactly glamorous work."

      "True, but it'll give me a break from Civ reading." Then she
      gave a throaty laugh. "And from my romance novels too, of course.
      But then, you already know about those ... don't you, Randy?"

      Now it was me that was off balance. In the space of a few words
      her voice had changed from a self conscious teen to a worldly
      seductive siren. It was startling.

      "Uh, yeah. So, uh ... when do you want to come over?"

      "Pretty much anytime will work ... how about now?" Before I
      could answer I heard her mom's voice in the background.

      "Remember, I'm meeting some friends this afternoon. So you won't
      have the car."

      "Oh, that's right," Kendall replied, sounding disappointed. "I
      guess today won't work. Maybe tomorrow?"

      "If you want to come over today I can come get you. I have my
      mom's car."

      "Really?" she said excitedly. "Well sure, that'd be okay," she
      said with obviously feigned nonchalance.

      She gave me her address, and I said I'd see her in half an hour
      or so.

      

      The Paytons' home was a modest three bedroom rambler in a
      working class neighborhood similar to my family's. There weren't
      any opulent palaces around, but from the well maintained lawns and
      the spic and span houses, it was clear everyone took pride in
      caring for their homes.

      There was a large motor home parked beside the house, sheltered
      by a carport type roof attached to the house. I parked at the curb
      and walked to the front door on a path of red bricks that was lined
      with colorful flowers on each side.

      Kendall answered the door with a grin on her face; I couldn't
      help smiling in return, especially when I got a tentative hug in
      greeting. She was dressed in jeans and a bright orange UT
      sweatshirt, with black leather clogs on her feet.

      "I'm so glad you called," she said sincerely as she led me into
      their living room. "I was beginning to go stir crazy."

      "You're welcome. This is a good thing for me, too. I can't wait
      to see my parents' faces tonight when they come home and see how
      much of their homework we've done for them."

      Her forehead wrinkled. "I didn't think to ask on the phone ...
      aren't they on vacation too?"

      I shook my head regretfully. "They're off from school, but they
      always take jobs at one of the department stores downtown during
      the holidays. Teachers don't get paid for shit in the city's school
      system." I grimaced. "Sorry about my language there."

      She nodded sympathetically. "No problem. That's too bad. My dad
      puts in a lot of extra time too. He gets paid okay I guess, and
      another good thing is he can trade some of that extra time for
      vacation days. That way we can take longer vacations in the
      summer."

      I recalled Mary's comment about her family "disappearing" during
      the summer months...

      "You just missed my mom. She was asking so many questions about
      you I didn't get a chance to brush my teeth. Can you give me a
      second?"

      "Sure."

      After she'd disappeared around a corner I looked around a living
      room that was a picture of middle class contentment — a lot like my
      parents house I guess, sofa and a love seat, a reclining chair for
      dad, all mostly pointed at a large color television.

      There was a fireplace in the side wall with a crowded row of
      pictures on the mantle over it. I wandered over to take a look.

      There were several formally posed family shots, which showed
      Kendall with her parents and a guy around my size. He looked enough
      like Kendall that there could be no doubt he was her brother. There
      was a picture of a young man in a policeman's uniform, I assumed
      from when her dad first joined the force.

      
      Scanning over the rest, I came to another group picture. It
      looked like a tailgate party at a UT football game, with everyone
      wearing UT orange. The Payton family was standing in front of the
      big Winnebago motor home I'd just seen outside, with another guy
      added in. The centerpiece of the shot was Kendall with her head
      tilted over to rest on the guy's nearest shoulder.

      Her parents were smiling broadly, while her brother looked
      impassive. Kendall looked happier than I'd ever seen her.

      The additional guy was good looking, from what could be seen of
      him. 'Hello, Summer Romance Guy, ' I thought to myself. Recalling
      the interchange with her mom on the phone, I'd bet his name was
      Paul.

      "I'm ready," Kendall said as she came around the corner.

      I felt like I'd been caught committing a crime by the way she
      reacted when she saw where I was standing. She looked alarmed and
      immediately came to my side, but was too flustered to know what to
      do once she got there.

      I could tell her hands were itching to snatch that last photo
      away from my view. But she probably didn't want to expose the depth
      of her feelings for him.

      I almost teased her about it, since there shouldn't be any need
      for secrecy - she'd already told me about Summer Romance Guy. But
      my instincts said to let it go.

      "I'm sorry I missed your mom," I said sincerely. "She looks as
      beautiful as her daughter in these pictures," I said, giving her a
      wink while turning to head for the door. She smiled briefly and
      slapped my arm lightly. But I could see her eyes searching my face,
      looking for any reaction to the photo.

      She seemed to relax as we paused on the porch for her to lock
      the door. We climbed into my mom's old Toyota, and were off to
      grade some homework.

      

      Several hours later our backs and hands were cramping and the
      air was thick with the odor of yellow highlighters and red ink. We
      were starting in on our third Cokes to keep from zoning out when we
      heard the garage door opener clank to life.

      My parents went to great pains to organize the storage space
      around the house so there could be room to actually get their cars
      into the garage. I found it amusing to compare that behavior to the
      seemingly random piles of student homework that were a fixture on
      the dining room table.

      "Helloooo," my dad called when he opened the door into the
      kitchen from the garage.

      His bellowed greeting was followed by the sound of his keys
      hitting the kitchen counter with a loud crack, followed by a long
      metallic slide until they crashed into the toaster. Mom pretended
      to be irritated when he did that, but for me it was one of those
      familiar little things that says, 'you're home!'

      "We're in here Dad," I called back, putting down my pen and
      rubbing my eyes.

      "We?" I heard Mom ask Dad.

      When they came into the room, Kendall and I stood up as I
      prepared to do the introductory honors. I almost laughed out loud
      when my dad saw Kendall. His mouth froze, hanging open, while his
      eyes went very wide in surprise. By comparison my mom's surprise
      was more pleased than shocked, and I easily read her first thought
      when she looked at me, 'Wow, way to go son!'

      Then she noticed Dad's impression of a dead fish, and planted an
      elbow into his ribs. She left him gasping for air as she moved to
      Kendall with her arms outstretched in greeting.

      "Hello there! You must be Gerri," she said just before reaching
      hugging range. Then like my dad, she too stopped moving when
      Kendall showed a somewhat pained expression.

      "Mom, Dad, I'd like you to meet Kendall Payton."

      "Oh! Pleased to meet you," Mom said politely, closing the
      remaining distance with a hand outstretched to shake instead of
      arms reaching to encircle her. Dad followed suit.

      "Kendall goes to UT (No kidding! Her UT sweatshirt couldn't
      have been more blindingly orange) and she's from Chattanooga
      too," I explained. "She's pre-med and pretty smart, so I don't know
      why she volunteered to help grade all your tests and papers."

      They both gasped as they realized the top of the table was
      nearly bare, with neat piles of graded homework sorted by class
      resting on the floor against a wall.

      "Oh my God!" Dad exclaimed. With a delighted smile, Mom turned
      to Kendall and this time completed her attempt to hug her.

      "Thank you, thank you, thank you!" she breathed into Kendall's
      ear, standing on tiptoes to reach it.

      "You know what this means, Mother," my dad intoned formally.
      "We'll have to give Randy some kind of Christmas present after
      all."

      I was pleased when Kendall spoke up for herself. "Him? What
      about me?"

      "Fine!" my dad replied in mock petulance, obviously back on
      balance. "You shall be rewarded as well. Would you prefer an orange
      or grape slurpee?"

      Kendall chuckled.

      "That's my dad's idea of a joke," I warned her in a stage
      whisper. "Don't encourage him."

      She smiled graciously. "I'll keep that in mind."

      

      We were both pretty quiet on the drive back to her house, but it
      was a friendly quiet.

      "Your parents are a hoot," she observed as we turned onto her
      street.

      "Yeah," I conceded, "I have to admit that sometimes...
      sometimes, mind you ... they can be pretty cool."

      She laughed softly. "Mine are good too, but they're very
      straight laced. I can't talk to them about stuff like you do with
      yours. They're pretty ... judgmental, I guess I'd call it."

      I just nodded in sympathy.

      When the Toyota wheezed to a stop in front of Kendall's house, I
      put it in park but didn't turn the engine off. We got out, and
      she'd taken a few steps up the path to the front door when she saw
      that I wasn't moving to follow.

      "What's the matter ... the fraternity guy is nervous to meet a
      girl's parents?"

      She waited with surprising patience while I looked thoughtful
      and didn't respond. She came around the car to stand in front of
      me, wearing a concerned expression. "Are you alright?" she
      asked.

      "Kendall ... I ... we're getting to be pretty good friends,
      right?"

      I could see her shoulders square and tense up a bit.

      "I guess," she said. I could see her drawing in on herself as
      she looked blankly back at me.

      "I should have told you this before. I have a girlfriend I've
      been with a while now. I'm probably being a conceited jerk to think
      you'd be interested in me enough to even care about that, but ...
      well, I have to admit that I'm attracted to you. Like, I'm
      really attracted to you. But if I let myself think about
      anything beyond friendship with you ... well, I can't do that," I
      finished lamely.

      To my complete surprise, she smiled affectionately at me. A slap
      across the face was more along the lines of what I had
      expected.

      "Her name's Gerri, right?" she asked gently.

      "Uh, yeah," I said in surprise. "Do you know her?"

      She grinned. "Your mother? When she first saw me?"

      "Oh, duh! That's right ... she called you Gerri at first."

      "I don't know her. But when I asked around the dorm about you I
      found out you had a steady girlfriend," she said. It might have
      been wishful thinking on my part, but I thought I heard a hint of
      regret in her voice.

      "You did?"

      "Yes. There are a few girls in sororities on my floor. They said
      you have a reputation as a nice guy." She paused and pursed her
      lips. "But yes, they also said you had a girlfriend. I didn't know
      her name before today, though."

      She could tell I wasn't pleased with this turn in the
      conversation.

      "I'm sorry if that sounds like I was ... testing you," she
      continued. "I guess I was, a little. I have a lot of trust issues —
      I've had quite a few guys say they just want to be friends, right
      up until they try to climb on top of me. It kind of comes with the
      big boobs, if you know what I mean." I nodded sympathetically.

      "So, I was hoping that you'd tell me about her on your own. And
      you passed with flying colors ... my friend..." she said, as her
      hands rose to cup my shoulders.

      I wasn't sure whether to feel gratified or pissed off. But I
      veered toward flattered when she pulled me into a firm hug.

      "See? I can trust you enough to hug you without wondering where
      your hands are. It's ... nice."

      My nostrils flared as I took in her scent. I was flattered but
      also aroused. "Kendall, you'd better let go of me, or I'm going to
      ruin all your trustful feelings about me."

      She released me from the hug but kept her hands on my shoulders
      as she laughed. "Why dear sir, are you implying that you want to
      ravish innocent little old me?" she asked with a breathlessly
      exaggerated Tennessee drawl.

      I was about to reply when she looked down and saw the faint
      outline of my enlarging dick beginning to show through my jeans. To
      my surprise she laughed unconcernedly.

      "I see what you mean. I'm flattered." She took in my surprised
      expression. "Believe it or not, I've seen guys in that condition
      before."

      She chuckled as I blushed. I'd stumbled on a subject she had no
      hesitation talking about. I wouldn't have suspected in a million
      years that a guy's erection would fall into that category.

      She turned to go, but then paused again as her brilliant blue
      eyes openly flashed down at my jeans

      "I'm sorry I can't help you with that," she said,

      She'd switched to the sultry voice she'd used on the phone when
      talking about her enthusiasm for romance novels. It didn't surprise
      me as much this time, but it was still a remarkable
      transformation.

      "I hope you don't think less of me, Randy," she said. I shook my
      head, not trusting my voice. "But you can think about me later
      tonight ... if you like," she concluded with a wink.

      She laughed musically at my amazed expression. She had a self
      satisfied grin as she turned to go. When she reached the porch I
      could only watch mutely as she dug into her purse for a key. Before
      opening the door, she turned to face me. I could see that her
      expression had become serious ... another unexpected change.

      "Thanks for calling, Randy. It meant a lot to me."

      Before I could reply, the porch light snapped on over her head,
      and she turned quickly to the door. I climbed back into the car and
      was pulling away from the curb as a man, I assume her dad, came out
      to stand next to Kendall as she watched me go.

      I couldn't help shaking my head as my mind replayed my day with
      Kendall. She continued to intrigue me. I wondered what other things
      remained for me to discover.
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      ﻿On the afternoon of the 31st I made the hundred and
      fifteen mile drive from Chattanooga to Nashville in my mom's
      faithful old Toyota.

      Gerri had made it clear she couldn't spend much time with me
      before midnight. But I wanted to be off the roads before any 'over
      served' revelers turned their cars into two ton death machines.

      The party would be at her home, which was in lush farm country a
      fair distance outside Nashville. I successfully navigated to a
      gated entrance set back into a dense hedge that bordered the
      highway.

      As I sat in the car scanning the gate for a doorbell or
      something, I nearly jumped out of my skin when I was challenged by
      the hedge.

      "May I help you?" asked a deep baritone voice.

      I then noticed the intercom box opposite my window, with a
      camera lens above it pointing at me. They probably fed data to a
      security room where they were laughing their asses off at how my
      hair was standing on end.

      "Uh, hi, I'm Randall Burton, a friend of Gerri's? I think she's
      expecting me?"

      The voice didn't hesitate. "Yes sir, we were expecting you.
      Please drive up to the front door."

      The gate swung open, and after following the curve of the hedge
      for a quarter mile, the road turned to climb a low hill. What
      loomed ahead wasn't really a house. It looked like a three story
      hotel, complete with a circular drive that passed in front of the
      main entrance.

      When I got out of the car I was greeted by two men. The first
      I'd guess to be in his mid twenties, who was so muscular he was
      close to bursting out of his tailored dress shirt and tie. The
      intense brown-eyed stare from underneath a flat top haircut might
      have been scary if he hadn't been so cordial in welcoming me.

      "Welcome, Mr. Burton; my name is Alan." Unusual for a doorman,
      he shook my hand. "I hope the drive wasn't too long for you
      today?"

      It had been long and sweaty.

      "No, it was fine," I said politely. My mom had trained me to be
      polite.

      "Excellent. If we can unload your luggage, Derek here will
      garage your car for you."

      Derek's nod was polite but non-committal and he didn't offer his
      hand to shake. He shifted uncomfortably in what were probably
      company issued Dockers pants and an oversized polo shirt. He looked
      like a kid just out of high school that wasn't going to college,
      and it didn't seem to bother him much.

      I handed him the keys before I reached through the driver's side
      window to the passenger seat. I retrieved the backpack I normally
      used for books at school. I'd stuffed in my razor, deodorant, and a
      change of clothes for the drive back.

      "I'm afraid this is all I brought," I said.

      Alan smiled understandingly. "It's not our usual practice, but I
      think we can let you carry that yourself."

      As Derek climbed behind the wheel, the front door of the house
      opened behind us. Gerri emerged with another girl alongside.

      I was a bit apprehensive at how she grimly stalked down the
      steps toward me, seeming to look back and forth from me to my car.
      That is, until she flung her arms around my neck as Alan and the
      girl grinned at us.

      "You're early," she admonished before pulling my head down for a
      perfunctory kiss. "I distinctly remember telling you not to
      come early."

      "I just couldn't stay away," I replied. I heard the sound of a
      nearby throat being delicately cleared.

      "Fine!" she said, releasing me. She gestured to the girl looking
      at us expectantly. "Randy, this is my best friend that I've told
      you about, Sharon. Sharon, this is Randy."

      Sharon came forward and gently clasped my extended hand with
      both of hers.

      "It's so nice to finally meet you, Randy."

      Her voice was soft and lilting, the kind that makes you lean
      forward so as not to miss a word she said.

      "Gerri's told me so much about you, I feel like we're already
      old friends."

      I nodded sagely to be polite. I remembered Gerri off-handedly
      mentioning a friend named Sharon at home, but it was an
      exaggeration to say she had told me much of anything about her.

      Sharon was a few inches taller than her friend, but she was
      slender enough to perhaps weigh about the same. She had perfect
      posture, with shoulders back and her chin held high, giving her a
      regal air. The afternoon sun could be seen through her light brown
      hair as it flowed down and past her shoulders, adding to her
      overall ethereal look.

      My first impression was the girls were 'opposites attract'
      friends, the somewhat brash and assertive Gerri; and Sharon, who at
      first impression was a genteel southern diplomat. I could easily
      see them complementing each other.

      Gerri spoke as if she were issuing battle orders.

      "Sharon's agreed to keep you out of trouble for me, while I run
      around like a chicken with its head cut off. Speaking of
      which..."

      A man dressed all in white had just burst through the front
      door. He was trailing a small white cloud of flour that seemed to
      originate from his entire body, as if he'd been used as a rolling
      pin to make a giant pie crust.

      In contrast to the flour his face was red and agitated. He
      marched down to stand in front of Gerri, hands on hips, ignoring
      the rest of us.

      "It cannot be done!" he exclaimed in a fresh burst of dislodged
      flour.

      I saw Alan take the smallest of steps towards him, eyes slightly
      narrowed. The man turned his head at the movement and immediately
      took half a step back from Gerri.

      Gerri turned briefly and surreptitiously rolled her eyes at
      us.

      "Gotta go," she said with a shrug. She crooked her finger at the
      chef and led him back into the house, his arms gesticulating behind
      her like the useless wings of an earth-bound bird.

      As we watched their retreat Sharon moved to my side. With a nod
      to Alan she smoothly looped her hand inside my arm. When we'd taken
      a few steps I heard Derek start the car. I guess he'd been waiting
      politely so as to not disrupt my welcome from Gerri and Sharon. He
      headed down a road that disappeared around the far corner of the
      mansion.

      "You must be tired from your long drive, Randy. Let me show you
      where your room is." She led me up the steps, pausing at the
      threshold to smile impishly at the strap of the backpack over my
      shoulder. "You can unpack and freshen up."

      It could have been a subtle rebuke, but I instinctively knew it
      wasn't. Quite the contrary, she was reassuring me that a lack of
      matching leather luggage didn't lower her opinion of me.

      Now that I'd seen the grandeur of the place, I had to wonder if
      dress slacks, a collared dress shirt and tie under a sport coat
      would be formal enough. I felt compelled to ask for her
      opinion.

      "Do you think I'm dressed okay for the party? Seriously."

      The entrance was quite a bit more than a mere vestibule. More
      like a five star hotel's lobby, it looked to be as tall as the
      building's full three stories, with a glittering white marble floor
      and matching staircase that made a gently climbing turn to the
      upper floors. Sharon steered us to start up the stairs.

      "There will be plenty of gowns and suits, but those will be
      people from the entertainment industry."

      She paused before asking casually, "Do you have a song or a
      manuscript you'd like to talk to people about? It would be a golden
      opportunity if you do. I'm sure I can find a suit that would fit
      you."

      "Me? No. I'm a pre-med major at school. Even if I had the talent
      I wouldn't have the time to write anything."

      She looked at me appraisingly before giving me an approving
      nod.

      "Then its better this way," she said with a gesture at my
      clothes. "Without the suit the sharks will tend to ignore you, and
      the real people that genuinely care for Gerri and her family will
      welcome you."

      "That obviously includes you," I observed.

      "Oh, yes," she said without hesitation. We left the staircase at
      the second floor landing, where I had a rare flash of insight.

      "And you wanted to see if I was using Gerri to break into show
      business."

      She stopped and looked at me unapologetically.

      "Yes. I hope you don't take offense?"

      "Not at all. I'd expect it from someone that obviously loves
      her."

      I'd found a way to make her blush.

      "You are a smart one, aren't you? Yes, I do love her. She's
      always treated me as a member of the family; she's the sister I
      never had."

      She turned to lead us down a wide hall, our feet wading through
      luxuriously thick carpeting. Along the way we passed picture after
      picture of the greatest stars in country music, all of them signed
      by the artist and personalized with expressions of gratitude to
      Gerri's dad.

      "We grew up together," she continued. "My mom has managed
      Gerri's parents' house since before I was born, and she raised me
      and my brother in her apartment on the third floor. I'm a little
      older than Gerri, but it's never seemed to matter."

      "Is your brother older or younger than you?" I asked, easily
      falling into conversation.

      Her eyes twinkled. "You tell me; you've already met him."

      I raised my eyebrows. "Alan?"

      "Yes. He's the head of security for Gerri's dad, here at home
      and whenever he travels, too."

      "For a doorman he did seem a bit ... I don't know ... muscular
      and sophisticated?"

      She laughed musically. "I'll have to tell him that; I think he'd
      take it as high praise. At big parties like tonight's there will be
      a lot of guests he hasn't met before. He likes to look people over
      before they get in the house. You were the first of the day."

      "I suppose he's older than you then." She nodded, and I tried
      another hunch. "I'm sure Gerri couldn't avoid having a crush on
      your handsome older brother while you all grew up together."

      She looked startled for a moment before smoothing her
      expression.

      "How could she not?" she replied. It seemed an oddly phrased
      concession.

      "I passed his inspection then?"

      "Yes. But you're a special case. You're the first boy Gerri's
      brought home from college. If Alan broke any of your bones, she
      would probably break some of his. Here we are."

      She stopped at a lustrous wooden door that had an attractive but
      formidable lock, the kind you'd find in a five star hotel. She
      opened it with a key that she handed to. I hefted its weight as she
      led the way inside.

      It was big enough that she actually took the time to show me
      around, as it resembled an opulent hotel suite. There were separate
      rooms for business meetings and entertaining visitors with a bar
      and kitchenette. The sumptuous bath featured a huge shower and
      jetted hot tub, both big enough for several people to be served by
      multiple shower heads or tub jets respectively.

      The bedroom was dominated by a king sized canopy covered bed. I
      tossed my backpack onto it, where it immediately appeared to shrink
      to a quarter of its actual size.

      Sharon smiled at my sense of awe, and diplomatically acted to
      get me past it before it could become uncomfortable.

      "Now, would you like a tour of the rest of the house? It's big
      enough that it will help pass some of the time before the
      party."

      "If it's all the same to you, I'd rather see if there's anything
      I can do to help Gerri. She'll probably be annoyed at first, but I
      know she'll appreciate it after the fact."

      Sharon chuckled softly. "You've gotten to know her pretty well,
      Randy. That's exactly what she'll do."

      "Shall we go bait the tigress then?" I asked with a grin.

      "Surely," she replied with a grin of her own. "She can kill us,
      but she can't eat us!"

      She looped her arm through mine again, and we set off to find
      our willful friend.

      

      The party was a lot of fun. I got to meet quite a few
      celebrities that seemed very down to earth and genuinely
      friendly.

      True, there were others for whom I was a speed bump on the way
      to see someone else. But since I had no agenda, business or
      otherwise, I was fine with waving them on their way to their next
      networking objective.

      Gerri flew by from time to time, with increasing frequency and
      inebriation as the night wore on. Like me she usually wasn't much
      of a drinker, but it was New Years Eve and she lived upstairs after
      all. Sharon and I were lightly sipping champagne.

      With uncharacteristic shyness Gerri introduced me to her mom and
      dad in one of the moments they weren't surrounded by show business
      gentility — and more than a few 'sharks, ' as Sharon had described
      them.

      Her dad insisted I call him 'Hank, ' and thanked me for taking
      care of his daughter at UT. I assured him Gerri needed no such
      oversight, for which she vouchsafed an indulgent smile at her
      father. I think he was teasing her as much as he was welcoming me,
      which was altogether fine with all concerned.

      As Sharon and I circulated, I learned that she shared an
      apartment with her brother, next to their mother's on the third
      floor. She'd finished a degree in Public Relations at UT the prior
      year, and now worked in her 'Uncle Hank's' sprawling entertainment
      enterprise. She was currently responsible for overseeing their
      agreements with several high profile recording artists (that she
      would not name, no matter how much I begged her to tell me).

      She'd considered moving out to her own place closer to their
      Nashville offices, but she really did consider her apartment as
      home. I gathered that her father was deceased; perhaps not too long
      ago judging by how quickly she changed the subject.

      As the evening drew closer to midnight, we found ourselves
      continually holding hands. It was only to make her steerage of me
      through the crowds less obvious, but it was very comfortable. She
      made me feel very welcome in her world.

      Gerri found us about ten minutes to midnight. Rather than take
      Sharon's place she took my other hand while giving Sharon a
      lopsided grin.

      A few minutes later we watched Hank climb the dais, where he
      thanked everyone for making the evening memorable. He then stunned
      me and Gerri by calling us up to lead the countdown to midnight,
      making a big show of introducing me as Gerri's boyfriend to loud
      applause. I could see the sharks in attendance sizing me up
      anew.

      At the appointed time I got a nice kiss from Gerri, after which
      we couldn't get off stage fast enough.

      Sharon met us with a rather large bottle of champagne and three
      glasses, and by her giggling I could tell she'd been doing a bit
      more sipping recently than I had. Gerri grabbed our arms and led us
      through swinging doors into the kitchen, frustrating the gaggle of
      sharks that had been closing in.

      We had helped bring stuff from the kitchen out to the ballroom
      earlier, and the few kitchen staff still working smiled and waved
      at us as we passed through to a service elevator in the back. We
      took it to the second floor, where we made our way to my humble
      lodgings.

      

      The three of us sat in the suite's entertaining area with its
      bar and low-slung furniture, the conversation flowing effortlessly.
      I was feeling very mellow and comfortable. I sat in the center seat
      of a couch, with Sharon on one side and Gerri on the other - when
      she wasn't jumping up to keep our champagne flutes refreshed.

      One of the network's New Years Eve television shows was on, with
      bands performing and celebrities passing by the show's hosts in a
      steady stream.

      At first I frowned at how much attention the girls were paying
      to it, before I remembered they were in the entertainment industry.
      So I listened more appreciatively as they made professional (if
      somewhat ribald) comments on the proceedings. I learned more than I
      wanted to know about how purchased breasts, the right dress, and
      duct tape can enhance a lady's figure.

      It must have been around one in the morning when Gerri refreshed
      our glasses again before lifting hers.

      "I'd like to make a toast," she said with a faux serious
      expression that immediately dissolved into a giggle. When it
      subsided she continued.

      "To good friends," she said simply, but with obvious sincerity.
      Sharon and I repeated the toast and we all drank to it.

      Gerri sat her glass on the coffee table at our feet and dropped
      into my lap, facing towards Sharon so she could extend her legs to
      span her friend's lap.

      "Now, Randy," she said, turning to press her forehead against
      mine and stare into my eyes from an inch or two away, "Sharon tells
      me that you've been a perfect gentleman all night."

      Sharon obviously wasn't surprised to hear Gerri's assessment,
      but she still blushed appropriately when I raised my eyebrows at
      her. My left arm had instinctively wrapped around Gerri's waist;
      now I extended my right around Sharon's shoulders.

      "She's made me feel very welcome," I said expansively, and it
      was while squeezing both girls in my arms that I realized I'd had
      more to drink than I thought.

      I had a nice buzz on, and unbidden my lap began to get a bit
      more compressed under the weight of Gerri's firm butt. It didn't
      help when she dropped her head down to kiss me, while making nearly
      imperceptible circles over me with her hips.

      At least I hoped they were imperceptible, to Sharon anyway. My
      virginal girlfriend usually showed mercy by not rubbing her body
      all over my dick during foreplay, since we both knew it wasn't
      going to get inside her. She was not a cruel prick teaser; if
      anything she was overly considerate about it.

      So if the rules were changing, it would have been better for it
      to happen when we were alone! As our kiss became wetter, wider, and
      more passionate, I unconsciously moaned into her mouth in both
      arousal and anticipated frustration.

      Gerri finally pulled away, breathing a bit faster. She slowly
      took her eyes off mine, and turned to look intently into Sharon's.
      Seeing her affectionate and expectant expression in return, my eyes
      widened. I couldn't help but surmise that these two ladies had
      shared some form of erotic circumstance before.

      "Uh, Gerri?" I said cautiously.

      The alcohol and my increased heart rate threatened to make the
      couch move under me, so I concentrated on looking at her mouth,
      perhaps to glimpse the tongue inside that had just been swirling
      against mine.

      She turned back to me and smiled reassuringly.

      "It's okay, Randy," she said softly. "Just relax. I've told
      Sharon how nice you've been to me ... you deserve this."

      "I deserve ... what?"

      She swung her legs off Sharon's lap and returned to sitting
      beside me. I was almost afraid to look in Sharon's direction; for
      fear of implying I was entitled to something she had no intention
      of offering.

      But I worried needlessly; she took Gerri's place on my lap,
      sitting sideways with her legs extended in turn over her friends'
      lap.

      Sharon's butt wasn't as plush as Gerri's, which gave it a firmer
      feel to her motions over my lap. The movements also seemed more ...
      skilled, adding flexes of the cheeks of her ass to add a rising and
      falling sensation to her swift circular and side to side
      motions.

      She didn't kiss me, instead nestling her head into my neck.
      Judging by Gerri's sultry stare at my chest, the girls must have
      had their eyes locked together.

      I felt my breath catch as Sharon's movements accelerated, losing
      any pretense about what she was doing to stimulate my dick. I could
      tell Gerri heard my gasp, and she moved to be on her knees next to
      me on the couch. She leaned in to give me a soft kiss before
      pulling back, stroking my face in affection.

      Then she moved one hand to the collar of Sharon's blouse, and
      the other to my shirt. I held my breath as she began unbuttoning
      them simultaneously. Her pace was swift, and after Sharon reached
      behind her for the clasp of her bra, we were both quickly
      topless.

      Sharon took her arm from around my neck and flopped backwards,
      moaning as she waved little feet with pink toenails at Gerri. She
      hummed and bowed her body over my lap until Gerri grasped her
      slacks at the ankles. When she pulled them off they revealed the
      willowy girl wasn't wearing panties.

      I hungrily surveyed her naked form splayed across my thighs.
      Completely unselfconscious before us, she stretched luxuriously,
      like a cat on a sunshine warmed piece of carpet.

      She was a palette of pink, different shades and textures
      tempting me to feel, to touch, to taste. The darkest shades were
      found around her nipples and her pussy, whose lips were engorged
      and standing up, soft protruding ridges giving her arousal
      away.

      I barely noticed when Gerri moved to kneel at my feet. She broke
      my entrancement with a light slap to Sharon's nearest thigh. Again
      she bowed her body over me, this time to give passage to Gerri's
      hands to unbutton my pants and pull both them and my boxers down
      and off.

      Sharon looked up at me with eyes expanded as she gently lowered
      herself to feel skin on skin contact, my hard dick throbbing at
      right angles to the cleft of her butt.

      She sat up and hooked her hands around my neck to pull our lips
      together, moaning as I worked my hands between us to cup her soft
      breasts, my thumbs finding her nipples hard with arousal.

      Breaking our kiss she moved to straddle me, until Gerri stood
      behind her and softly touched her shoulders.

      "Bring him to bed," she cooed gently into her ear.

      Sharon stood and reached for my hands, pulling me to my feet.
      She led me by the hand as she had in the ballroom, but now with
      palpable urgency.

      
      I turned to make sure that Gerri was following us, and found her
      close behind with that same affectionate smile, leaving articles of
      clothing in her wake.

      When we reached the bedroom, every man's fantasy began to come
      true as two naked horny women pushed me onto my back in the middle
      of the bed. They brought their mouths to my body, Gerri teasing my
      nipples while Sharon took me to heaven when she sucked my cock into
      her hot mouth.

      Now it was my turn to bow my body upwards, trying to reach
      deeper, sliding down the length of her wet tongue to approach the
      entrance to her throat. She pulled up before I could reach it, and
      pushed me down into submission on the bed by bringing her hands to
      encircle the base of my dick. She held me at bay while giving firm
      resistance for my natural instinct to thrust when receiving such
      intense pleasure.

      To help keep my orgasm at bay I tried to objectively compare the
      oral talents of the girls. I had to give an edge to Gerri for her
      enthusiasm. But Sharon was no amateur, and having two girls in bed
      with me made my resistance fall away quickly. Sharon could tell I
      was beginning to let go as my thrusts became erratic and my cock
      began to swell in her mouth.

      She pulled off me with a loud smack of concluding suction, and I
      moaned pitifully in frustration. Was this to be only a tease?

      But Sharon had other ideas. She gave Gerri's shoulder a firm
      shove, rolling her to her back, where after a moment of
      disorientation she looked up at us coyly and pulled her knees to
      her chest.

      I sat up to look hungrily at the table she was setting, eager to
      have her. But the rational person inside doubted she would choose
      to lose her virginity this way. Then Sharon intervened.

      "Just hold on one second, lover," she whispered to me.

      On her knees, she moved towards Gerri, pausing to kiss me wetly.
      As I watched raptly, she reached her friend and dropped to her
      elbows, before making Gerri gasp as she lowered her face to her
      waiting pussy.

      Gerri began to moan and twitch as Sharon sucked and licked for
      several moments. Then Sharon pulled up to look at me over her
      shoulder. Her face was shiny with Gerri's moisture, her eyes smoky
      with arousal. While holding my eyes she deliberately moved her
      knees farther apart.

      "Come on, Randy ... I want you inside me."

      I didn't need to be invited twice. I moved to be on my knees
      behind her subtly muscled butt and thighs in preparation for
      coupling, while she dropped her head for further feasting on Gerri.
      But before beginning that wonderful journey...

      "Sharon..." I whispered, "do I need to wear a condom?"

      "You'll be my first since a physical I had six months ago. I'm
      on the pill. You?"

      "I don't think I've caught anything from Gerri," I whispered,
      intentionally loud enough for Gerri to hear. Gerri raised her torso
      on her elbows and glared at me over Sharon.

      "You better not have caught anything anywhere else, buster!"

      Sharon immediately dropped her mouth back onto her pussy.

      "Just what the f ... oh ... Sharon, I'm trying ... stop that ...
      I can't ... oh, fuck it!"

      "Couldn't have said it better myself," I observed as I slotted
      myself in Sharon's engorged pink pussy and made a gentle
      exploratory shove. It popped the head of my dick inside her,
      whereupon she made a surprisingly loud grunt of either surprise or
      discomfort. I froze in place until I could figure out which.

      "You alright?" I asked as solicitously as I could manage while
      fighting off every urge in my being to go ahead and bury myself in
      her belly.

      I could feel her tremble for a moment before she forced herself
      to relax. I slipped another inch inside as she loosened her grip on
      me.

      "Yeah ... just go slow ... it's ... it's been a while," she
      gasped out between deep breaths, trying to keep her gorgeous ass
      relaxed.

      I chuckled in sympathy. "Yeah, me too ... if I last about two
      minutes, will you let me try again later? You're so freaking tight
      in there!"

      That made her laugh, her muscles rippling along with it.

      "That's a deal. Now, let me get back to our friend here."

      She returned again to Gerri, who was still up on her elbows with
      her knees pulled up high. She smiled up at me, even as she
      shuddered from the jolts coming from her pussy.

      "Are you having fun, Randy?" she asked solicitously between
      spasms.

      Now this was a truly considerate girlfriend! She invited me to
      share a bed with her lifelong best friend, and now was making sure
      if I was enjoying myself! Wow.

      I managed to nod at her, even though at that very moment my
      thighs were coming in contact with Sharon's ass, my cock buried to
      the hilt in her friend.

      "Good," she said affectionately. "I do want you to be happy."
      She paused to moan softly. "God that feels good, Shar." Then back
      to me, "I'm ... I'm not just ... using you ... you know."

      I laughed, trying to distract myself from the overwhelming heat
      surrounding my dick.

      "I think there's a song that goes 'if this is using me, just
      keep on using me, until you use me up.'"

      I could see the muscles in Gerri's stomach begin to become
      rhythmically visible in time with circles that Sharon's head was
      making between her legs. Even as she began to gasp, she managed to
      reach down to tenderly rub a bead of sweat into Sharon's temple
      before moving her hand behind Sharon's head, holding it in place
      until she wailed out her orgasm.

      It was too much for me to see and remain still, and I began to
      make the few deep withdrawals and thrusts that were all I needed to
      go off like a cannon.

      Sharon's ass came to life in response, gripping and shuddering
      as much as she could manage while I held her hips tightly. I did my
      best to grind my way a few millimeters deeper inside as I empted
      myself in her, crying out at the ecstasy of coming inside a woman
      again after going so long without.

      When I could finally relax enough to look back at Gerri, I could
      tell she was getting close again. She again reached down to cradle
      her lover's head, her breathing accelerating, a sheen of
      perspiration on her chest.

      She tipped over the brink and began wailing. As she let herself
      go completely, her hands clawed at the sheets as a nerve twitched
      in the back of my mind.

      I watched as Gerri eventually began to wind down, finally
      releasing Sharon before dropping down to her back, aftershocks
      still jolting her.

      Sharon rose and carefully pulled forward until I fell from her
      body. I regretfully realized I couldn't have said whether she had
      come or not, so intent had I been on seeing Gerri's pleasure and
      feeling my own.

      She moved next to Gerri and flopped down beside her, pushing on
      her shoulder with what looked like practiced familiarity, signaling
      Gerri to roll to her side so she could spoon with her from
      behind.

      They both looked up to me, smiling happily. I remained sitting
      on my heels at the foot of the bed, my breathing slowing as the
      perspiration covering me began to cool my body.

      "You guys want any more champagne?" I asked as I stood.

      They smiled and shook their heads together, as if they were
      wired into one contented female unit. "Hurry back," Gerri said
      softly, even as I knew from experience she was moments away from
      falling fast asleep.

      

      I stopped into the bathroom to grab a big towel to wrap around
      me before heading out for the bar area, where our champagne bottle
      was still on the coffee table. It was only half empty, which meant
      it couldn't possibly have been the same bottle we'd brought from
      the party. No wonder I'd felt drunk.

      Nevertheless I poured myself another glass and dropped onto the
      couch, my skin that wasn't covered by the towel rubbing noisily on
      the leather. With the glass in one hand and the TV remote in the
      other, I began flipping through the channels. New Year's was still
      being celebrated in different parts of the planet, all brought to
      the screen for my viewing pleasure.

      I was in perhaps my tenth cycle through the channels when Sharon
      padded out of the bedroom. She was wrapped in one of the soft fuzzy
      robes that I'd forgotten were on hangers in the hall closet, and
      she had another in her hand for me.

      I stood up to drop the towel and put it on, and before I sat,
      she moved to hug me. I welcomed it and returned it firmly, softly
      resting my chin on the top of her head while rubbing her back. We
      then sat down together and naturally clasped hands.

      She kept her eyes on the television when she eventually
      spoke.

      "Things happened pretty fast for you tonight." It was a
      statement, not a question.

      I simply nodded in reply.

      "Are you ... alright with it?"

      Again, I nodded.

      "I just wanted you to know that Gerri isn't as ... well, as ...
      promiscuous ... as tonight might make her appear."

      I smiled at her loyalty to her friend; her friend and her
      lover.

      "I know, Sharon," I said sincerely. She looked closely at
      me.

      "Something happened, though ... before you left to come out
      here." Again, it was a statement ... not a question.

      I clicked through a few channels. "Yes."

      "Do you want to talk about it?"

      I thought about that question for quite a while. She waited
      patiently.

      I finally shrugged. "She looked at you."

      She looked genuinely puzzled. "What?"

      "She looked at you; while you were making love with her. She
      looked at you."

      "I don't understand."

      "When Gerri and I are together, when it's just us ... she closes
      her eyes."

      She shook her head. "And that means..."

      "If she closes her eyes, she can pretend that I'm ... you."

      Her eyes widened, but she said nothing in response; neither a
      denial nor an affirmation.

      Eventually...

      "You don't seem upset," she said factually.

      "I'm not." I managed a small joke. "She gives really good
      head." Sharon snorted a brief laugh. But she persisted...

      "I still would expect you to be upset."

      I paused to choose my words carefully.

      "I don't imagine..." I observed slowly, "that the country music
      industry is particularly understanding about bisexuality."

      She drew in a lung-full of air and let out a low and deep
      sigh.

      "No, it's not." She hesitated to say more, so I went on.

      "She's said a few times ... that she doesn't want to hurt me, or
      be cruel to me. I believe she's sincere when she says that. I think
      she does love me; at least, as much as she can."

      Sharon looked at me, obviously touched.

      "But in her heart," I continued, "she's in love with you."

      "Well ... I said you were a smart one," she eventually
      conceded.

      "Thanks. I imagine that's why her dad made a big deal about
      introducing me to the crowd as her boyfriend. He knows, doesn't
      he?"

      "Yes." I could tell she didn't feel comfortable leaving it at
      that. "Randy, neither Gerri nor her dad planned that. If one or
      both of them had been sober they would've stopped it. But it
      happened too fast. Her dad had an idea, a slightly inebriated idea
      I'll grant you, and then there you were."

      I nodded ... I believed her. Still, I had to ask.

      "Why did Gerri agree to go out with me in the first place? I
      can't believe she deliberately set out to find a beard to protect
      her future career in the country music industry."

      "No, I didn't."

      The answer had come from behind us, and we turned to see Gerri
      standing close behind the couch, wrapped in a robe like ours. Tears
      were glistening in her eyes as she looked miserably at me.

      "I didn't, Randy, I swear."

      She walked tentatively around the couch to sit on the other side
      of Sharon. Seeing her so upset somehow calmed me; any tension I'd
      been feeling while talking to Sharon dropped away.

      "I ... I wasn't planning on dating anyone."

      "Then why date me?" I asked.

      Her expression turned sour.

      "Hayley," she practically spat.

      Sharon looked concerned.

      "Hayley?" I ventured.

      "She knows about me ... liking girls. I can't tell you how she
      found out, but she knows."

      She looked at both of us in turn, eyes beseeching, wanting us to
      understand on faith.

      "Okay," I said, feeling protective.

      "She said people would think I was gay if I never dated a guy.
      'Sorority girls date guys, '" she said, mimicking Hayley's bitchy
      tone of voice. "'Sorority girls go to Greek functions with guys,
      they talk about guys, and they fuck guys!'"

      "She said if I never ... fucked a guy ... in college, that
      people would begin to think I was a queer. A'queer!'

      "Then she said ... I'd better do something about it if I didn't
      want people in Nashville to hear about it too, because it would be
      bad for my dad's business. She really scared me!

      "That's when she said she'd do me this great big favor. She'd
      set me up with a guy that I could date that she knew wouldn't just
      dump me if I didn't ... if I didn't have sex with him right
      away."

      She sniffed and wiped her eyes. "When she introduced us at that
      party, I would never have gone along with it if she hadn't brought
      up my dad's business, Randy, I swear!"

      I gave her a hug and a kiss on the top of her head to show I
      understood.

      "But you were so nice. In a few weeks I practically forgot about
      what got us together in the first place. I haven't been very
      physical with guys, but you and I got to be friends, and ... and
      I..."

      Sharon chuckled. "She told me she was learning to trust you ...
      and we talked about how she was getting a little horny."

      Gerri blushed, averting her eyes. "Sharon!" she said
      reproachfully.

      "Well, you did. I wasn't there to scratch your itch, and Randy
      was being almost too much of a gentleman. When we agreed that she
      could let things go ... a bit farther with you ... you did pretty
      well." She smiled teasingly at her lover. "She hadn't been with a
      guy that knew how before."

      "God, Sharon!" Gerri exclaimed.

      "But when you did," Sharon continued, ignoring Gerri's
      exclamation, "she wanted more of the same. And she thought the
      least she could do was to ... return the favor."

      "Have I mentioned she's even been ... enthusiastic about it?" I
      asked, deadpan. If possible, Gerri's blush seemed to deepen.

      "She told me you seemed to like it," Sharon said, now openly
      grinning at her lover's discomfort. "She's let more of her
      'straight' side out with you than with any other guy. Obviously,
      pure lesbians don't get into sucking a guy off."

      "Now that you mention it, she really does seem to enjoy it," I
      agreed, as if Gerri weren't there beside us, coloring like a tomato
      on the couch.

      "Actually," Sharon said, dropping her voice to a conspirator's
      whisper, "if she didn't think it would be cheating on me, I think
      she might have even let you ... have her."

      My dick had begun hardening during the conversation, but now it
      stood at full attention. Sharon noticed the movement in my lap and
      gave out a quick burst of laughter. Then Gerri spoke haltingly.

      "Randy, Sharon and I ... we realized growing up together that
      both of us were into guys and girls. I first learned about sex from
      her. I didn't date a lot in high school, and we'd still get
      together sometimes, even while she had a boyfriend. But we stopped
      when she had a pretty serious relationship with a guy she met in
      college.

      "But last summer, she broke up with him. And before I left to go
      to UT ... we decided we really wanted to be with each other.
      I love her," she said with a warm glance at Sharon.

      "So ... you're the first guy I've been out with in a while. When
      you said you could wait ... for sex, I didn't really believe it.
      None of the guys in high school did. So ... you're the first guy
      I've been able to trust. So yeah, I've tried to, you know..."

      "She's trying to say she did her best to show her gratitude by
      blowing your mind with blow-jobs," Sharon explained.

      "You're the only guy I've done that for," Gerri acknowledged
      sheepishly. "I hope it's been okay," she said, obviously fishing
      for a compliment.

      "You're kidding!" I exclaimed.

      "No, I'm not."

      "She did call me for some coaching on technique," Sharon
      interjected. "That's when I first realized just how special you'd
      become to her."

      "And it didn't bother you ... that she was fooling around with
      me?"

      "We talked about it," Sharon said seriously. "I didn't want her
      to live like a nun at college. I know I sure didn't when I was at
      UT. I just didn't want her to be with another girl ... not
      when she's with me. I couldn't accept that," she added with quiet
      force.

      I noticed Gerri beginning to look rapidly back and forth from
      Sharon to me, as if she was willing the conversation to go in the
      right direction.

      "I was okay with her experimenting with you," Sharon continued,
      "and we agreed to talk about it if she wanted to go all the way
      with you. In a way I was almost hoping she'd make that call ...
      I've worried that she doesn't really know what she's missing."

      We were all lost in thought for a while, except for the sound of
      Gerri's sniffles. Sharon got up to get some tissue for her.

      With her gone from between us, Gerri and I looked into each
      other's eyes. Hers were begging for understanding and forgiveness,
      and I realized I couldn't let her suffer like that. I moved to be
      next to her and wrapped her up in a hug. She held on to me like her
      life depended on it.

      I spoke quietly enough that Sharon couldn't hear. "This explains
      why you wanted me to shave off my mustache, too."

      She laughed sharply before swatting the side of my head. "Stop,"
      she said before resuming her hug.

      When Sharon returned she put a box of tissues next to Gerri and
      sat on the other side of me. Eventually Gerri pulled back from our
      hug to blow her nose. Then she reached to pull my hands to her,
      holding them in her lap.

      "Randy ... do you want to break up? I mean, you know ... because
      now you know ... I'm in love with Sharon."

      "Would it mean no more blow-jobs?" She swatted my arm. "Well ...
      I guess so," I said slowly. "There is a girl I'm ... I'm kind of
      interested in. But ... if we break up, doesn't that mean you'll
      still ... have to find another guy?"

      "Jealous?" Sharon teased softly.

      "I'm not jealous, but I'd be a little concerned for her," I
      replied. "I hate to say it, but Hayley's right — sorority girls are
      expected to date guys, and frat guys do expect to have sex with
      their girlfriends." I considered the situation for a moment.

      "Are there any guys here in Nashville that you're close to? If
      you told people you'd gotten back together with an old high school
      flame during the break that would help keep the frat rats away. If
      he could come with you to some of the big formal Chi O events,
      that'd be even better."

      "I don't know who I could get to do that," Gerri said, looking
      away from Sharon.

      "Oh for heaven's sake," said Sharon, throwing up her hands and
      laughing briefly. Gerri looked at her with a stubborn
      expression.

      Sharon rolled her eyes. "Yes, there's someone here she could
      tell people about, someone that would be happy to come see her at
      UT occasionally."

      A light dawned. "Ah ... your brother!"

      Sharon nodded. "Alan's not really an old high school flame, but
      other than that he'd fit the bill perfectly."

      "Does he know that Gerri's... ?"

      Sharon grinned as Gerri looked uncomfortable again.

      "He knows that Gerri's sexually ... ambiguous. They've explored
      the pleasures of the dark side a few times over the years."

      "Ah," I said knowingly. "So now that she's practiced on me, do
      you think she might want him to ... try again?"

      "Stop it!" Gerri exclaimed. "Don't you dare tell him what we've
      done together!"

      I dropped my teasing expression. "Gerri, I promise I'd never do
      something like that."

      Sharon looked back and forth between us, and seeing the
      uncertainty in our eyes her expression turned serious. She finally
      spoke gently to her girlfriend, keeping her voice carefully
      neutral.

      "Gerri ... I should have asked ... do you want to stay together
      with Randy at school ... for real?"

      "No!" both Gerri and I said together. Then we smiled at each
      other.

      Sharon tried not to show it, but I could tell she was relieved
      by Gerri's answer. With just a moment's pause, the two girls
      instinctively lunged at each other, their mouths coming together in
      front of me for a passionate kiss.

      When they eventually came up for air, they looked at me with
      self conscious smiles.

      Despite the evening's revelations about Gerri's heart, I still
      felt a pang of regret. She and I truly had become close friends. In
      my objective mind I could understand and be happy for them.

      But I couldn't see myself pretending to be her boyfriend at UT,
      knowing what I now knew. And there were other possibilities for me
      to explore ... like a girl named Kendall Payton.

      Gerri's eyes spoke volumes to me, of affection, of regret. Maybe
      even love. But I said what needed to be said.

      "I guess we need to break up."
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      ﻿Mid-morning on New Year's Day, Gerri, Sharon, and I plotted the
      breakup strategy.

      It wasn't unheard of for sorority girls to experiment with
      girl-on-girl sex. But leaving a guy for another girl went beyond
      accepted recreational sex.

      We needed to replace the cover story set up by Hayley with me as
      the unwitting beard, and it needed to give observers a new
      heterosexual suitor to wag their tongues about ... Alan.

      We roughed out a scenario where Gerri would mention to a few of
      her sorority sisters that she'd reconnected with an old flame over
      the holiday break. Alan would then begin calling Gerri at UT, and
      then come up for a few lunch and weekday supper dates, all
      outwardly without my knowledge.

      Ultimately she'd break a weekend date with me to go out with
      him, after which she'd break the news to me that she was leaving me
      for Alan. Alan would be her date at the next big sorority social
      function, where their relationship would be on public display.

      Gerri was reluctant to have Alan come to UT to see her as part
      of the deception, but Sharon persuaded her it was a necessary part
      of the charade. So Alan needed to be brought in on the plan.

      We went to the apartment Alan shared with Sharon to break the
      news of his new romance. Gerri also wanted some recent photos of
      Alan to show her sorority sisters when the plan went into effect.
      Of course Gerri asked for the pictures first without saying why,
      drawing a reproachful glance from Sharon.

      "What do you want them for?" Alan said, eyeing the three of us
      suspiciously. Gerri squirmed under his gaze.

      "Um, well, you know about ... me, me and ... Sharon," she said
      haltingly.

      Before answering, his eyes darted towards me. I gave him a nod,
      but he studied my calm demeanor for several seconds before
      accepting that I already knew about Gerri and his sister's
      relationship. He then nodded in return.

      "Well, I've been seeing Randy at school, but I ... I love
      Sharon, and it wasn't right to lead Randy on."

      Alan crossed his forearms but didn't reply.

      "So, we were wondering..." she continued.

      "We?" he interrupted.

      "I mean... I was ... hoping you could help me and your
      sister out."

      He frowned at her including Sharon in her arm twisting.

      "I don't want to date other people," she continued. "But people
      in the sorority and the frats will wonder why I don't date."

      "So ... you want me to do what wasn't right to do with Randy,"
      he said flatly.

      Gerri looked further embarrassed. "Well, yes, but you're not at
      UT like Randy is. You'll just have to ... I mean, I hope you
      could come to UT for a few events."

      Alan turned to me again.

      "I take it you didn't know what was going on before today?"

      I shrugged. "That's pretty much right."

      "How'd she manage to fool you?" he asked. I took it from his
      carefully neutral expression that he was 'up to something.'

      "Alan, let's not go there," Sharon broke in smoothly, using a
      very diplomatic and reasoned tone of voice.

      "I just want to know what benefits come with pretending to be
      Gerri's boyfriend," he replied, openly grinning now at Gerri. "It's
      only fair."

      He looked a question at me again, but I was smart enough to keep
      my mouth shut for once.

      "What kind of events?" he asked Gerri, who looked relieved that
      he'd dropped the 'fake boyfriend benefits' line of inquiry.

      "Uh, mostly dances, I mean balls; and maybe some charity
      fundraisers?"

      "Gerri..." he said slowly, closing his eyes and pinching the
      bridge of his nose, as if warding off a recurring source of pain,
      "you know I'll do it. You just have to ask."

      "I ... I know, Alan," she said softly. It was obvious this
      wasn't the first time the subject of potentially dating had come up
      between them. They held each other's eyes, communicating more than
      what they could say aloud. Sharon cleared her throat
      delicately.

      "Gerri, why don't we leave you here with Alan to work out the
      details?"

      Gerri turned to me, her eyes again asking for understanding.

      I'd broken up with girls before, and this one made sense in its
      own weird way. But I still felt a touch of sadness as Sharon
      threaded her arm through mine to lead me away.

      Then Gerri spoke up softly, "No, Sharon." She stood and came to
      block our way, and held her hand out to me.

      The two girls locked eyes, and once again I was watched
      communication between two people that was deeper and more
      meaningful than words could ever be.

      I took Gerri's hand as Sharon smoothly released me, and the
      younger girl lead me out of the apartment.

      "I'll be back later," she said over her shoulder without looking
      back, letting the door swing shut behind us.

      

      "I need to get my backpack," I said as we walked down the spiral
      staircase from the third to the second floor.

      "Do you have some time to talk before you go?" she asked
      gently.

      "Of course."

      I unlocked the door, and since I wouldn't need it again I handed
      the key to Gerri. I hadn't meant for it to be symbolic, but she
      frowned as she took it.

      "Sorry," I said.

      "It's alright. I'm just being silly."

      "No."

      I led her into the bar area to grab a soda for the road. I meant
      to retrieve my backpack from the bedroom and come back out. But she
      followed me and sat on the edge of the bed with one leg folded
      under her, the other beginning to swing restlessly.

      I picked up the backpack and stood uncertainly before her. She
      patted the bed next to her, and I sat.

      "I'm sorry," we each said simultaneously, then smiled at each
      other.

      "You have nothing to be sorry for. I'm amazed you're still
      talking to me," she said.

      "It's not as bad as all that."

      "But I've hurt you. No, don't deny it; I can see it in your
      eyes. I'm so sorry."

      She pulled one of my hands into her lap, holding it softly at
      first, then interlocking our fingers and squeezing. She lifted her
      head and kissed me, soft and tender. I felt her hand begin to
      softly rub my chest, and I moaned with pleasure into her mouth.

      But when her hand slid further down to gently rub my growing
      erection, something she normally wouldn't do, I pulled back.

      "Gerri ... what are your ... uh ... intentions?"

      "My 'intensions?'"

      I decided I shouldn't dance around the issue.

      "I don't want you to ... go farther with me because you're
      feeling bad about our break up."

      She looked very seriously into my eyes before
      responding.

      "Randy, I've never done anything with you that I didn't want to
      do."

      "But would Sharon..." I began to ask, but stopped when I saw her
      assured expression. I remembered the shared look between the girls
      when Sharon released me to leave the apartment with Gerri.

      She leaned into me with lips parted and eyes becoming lazy with
      arousal. As her tongue passed my lips, for some reason I thought to
      open my eyes. I found hers looking back at me, and as I pulled back
      uncertainly, she grinned.

      "Sharon told me what you said about me closing my eyes when
      we've made love before. I want to see you this time. And ... I'm
      not going to hold anything back."

      "You're sure?"

      "Listen, my friend," she said, looking determined, "when will I
      find another guy I can trust the way that I trust you? Besides, you
      heard Sharon. I'm surprised she admitted it, but I know she worries
      that I don't know what I'm missing."

      "Gerri, I don't know..."

      She silenced me with a tender kiss.

      "Randy ... please? Make love to me?"

      What could I say to that? I shook my head, then conceded by
      smiling warmly, getting a mirrored smile in return.

      "If you insist."

      She stood and held her hands out to me, and I rose to pull her
      into my embrace. I stroked her back unhurriedly, enjoying the
      closeness I felt for her as much as the warmth of her body.

      We were familiar lovers, knowledgeable about each other's
      passions in the bedroom. But we'd been lovers with boundaries
      before. Knowing those boundaries were now gone made every touch and
      caress nearly electric in their promise of pleasures to come.

      I lowered my lips to her neck, kissing my way towards the soft
      skin of her throat. Before I reached it she nudged me back for room
      and grasped the hem of her blouse with crossed hands. She pulled it
      up and over her head with the efficient maneuver all women know and
      no male uses.

      I grabbed my shirt by the collar to follow suit. By the time I
      fought my way out of it and could see her again, she was already
      pushing her jeans down her firm legs, her panties hooked by her
      thumbs to share the ride. Now gloriously naked, she reached for the
      belt of my pants with both hands.

      I'm slow sometimes, but even I managed to realize that Gerri
      wasn't expecting long drawn out foreplay.

      My pants and underwear were only down to mid thigh before she
      pushed me on to the bed. She pulled them the rest of the way off by
      their cuffs, leaving her kneeling on the bed at my feet, her chest
      rising and falling as she looked up at me.

      Or more specifically, she looked at my cock. It was very hard
      and moving slightly above my stomach. I saw her blink and swallow
      nervously, and I held my arms out to her. She looked startled, and
      in momentary confusion I watched as she jumped off the bed and ran
      into the bathroom. After hearing a few drawers opening and slamming
      shut she emerged, blushing brightly, with a condom in her hand.

      She climbed on the bed on her knees and kissed me passionately,
      then sat back on her heels looking down at my cock.

      I couldn't tell if she was fearful or excited at the prospect of
      taking me inside her. I sat up, which broke the spell my dick had
      cast over her. When she looked at my face again, I tried to smile
      as warmly and assuring as I could for her.

      "We don't have to do this," I soothed.

      "I know. But I want to."

      "Okay."

      "I'm not ... I don't have ... uh..."

      "You're trying to say that ... technically ... you're not a
      virgin?"

      "Right."

      "Even better then ... we don't have to worry ... as much ...
      about hurting you."

      She nodded. "I'm not really worried. But still ... it's kind of
      like jumping into a swimming pool for the first time. Everyone's
      telling you it'll be fun, but it's still a little scary." She
      grinned self consciously. "I'm ready," she breathed, and held out
      the condom package to me.

      
      Her eyebrows rose as I took it from her, but then grasped her
      shoulders. "We'll see about that."

      I pulled her across me, rotating her onto her back where she
      looked up at me with wide eyes. After a quick kiss on the end of
      her nose I practically dove between her legs to begin feasting on
      her pussy. She was right, she was already very wet. But I thought
      the odds of her enjoying her first real live cock would improve
      greatly if she'd already gotten off in a manner more familiar to
      her.

      So I did my best to make that happen, using every trick I knew
      to overwhelm her senses with my tongue and fingers. When I swirled
      my tongue around her button and sawed two fingers in and out of
      her, I tripped her switch big time. She was obviously keyed up, and
      practically screamed as the muscles in her tummy clenched down hard
      enough to hold my fingers in place.

      She was still panting when I rose and sat on my heels between
      her legs. I tore open the condom package and rolled it down over my
      dick as she watched in fascination. When it was ready, she
      instinctively pulled her knees to the side and then up to her
      chest. She gave me a somewhat jerky nod at my last look for consent
      before I moved forward.

      I considered having her grasp and place me at her entrance, but
      thought that might renew her concerns about my thickness. I held
      myself with one hand and rubbed the head in her folds that were
      gushing with moisture. When it was settled at her entrance I pushed
      forward without hesitation, wanting to get inside her before she'd
      had a chance to calm down too much.

      The head popped through immediately, to both our surprise. Gerri
      grunted at the impact while instinctively pushing back at me with
      the muscles in her butt and thighs. I held myself in place for a
      moment before pushing at her again, getting a couple more inches
      inside her.

      Her eyes briefly closed as she blindly groped for my
      shoulders.

      "Geez that thing is big!" she exclaimed as she held on. Hearing
      her speak without pain made me relax, and with a couple more firm
      thrusts she'd taken all of me.

      She lay beneath me doing her best to calm her breathing and her
      muscles around me. I felt comfortable enough with our friendship to
      tease her.

      "So you and Sharon have never used anything ... big,
      before?"

      She shook her head, blushing at a memory. "No. She's always said
      she wants to keep me tight." She clenched her muscles around me as
      a demonstration.

      "That's great."

      "Good. Aren't you supposed to be doing something now?"

      "What?"

      "I think it's called ... making love."

      "I'd love to," I said, and she smiled affectionately. She arched
      her back and clenched the muscles in her butt experimentally. I
      began slowly stroking in and out, letting her get used to the
      sensations.

      "You're so much ... hotter ... and thicker ... and alive inside
      me," she said, the pitch of her voice rising with nearly every
      word. I thought she might be flinching a bit when I bottomed out in
      her, but after a few more strokes she seemed comfortable.

      "Are you ready to go a little faster?" I asked.

      "Yes, please." Her reply sounded like she'd been asked if she
      wanted gravy on her mashed potatoes.

      "Don't go wild on me now," I teased.

      "What? Oh, sorry."

      She dramatically put a forearm across her forehead and tossed
      her head from side to side, her short hair feathering as it whipped
      by her shoulders. "Oh yes, please go faster, Randy, ravish me until
      I come all over your great ... big ... dick."

      As cliché as that was, it still sent a little jolt through my
      nervous system, and my thrusts became stronger, faster.

      "I should have talked dirty to you before. Oh, fuck!" she gasped
      as I began rhythmically pressing her ass into the mattress, pushing
      her whole body towards the head of the bed as I dug in my toes for
      leverage.

      I drove down on her forcefully for a few minutes, until I saw
      the lower-lip-biting expression that I knew meant she was about to
      climax. It was sooner than I'd expected, and from her surprised and
      nearly fearful expression, it was unexpected to her as well.

      Her eyes blinked haphazardly as she struggled to keep them open
      and locked on mine, as a keening wail came from her throat. As her
      screech hit its peak she reached up behind my neck and pulled me
      down for a passionate kiss. She broke it quickly and tucked her
      chin over my shoulder, holding me close and wrapping her legs
      around me as she trembled beneath me.

      She eventually calmed down, though panting slightly. I thrust
      gently now, enjoying the intimacy we were sharing. When her body
      had calmed, I began taking longer strokes again, taking care not to
      slam into her when we came together. I began working myself up to
      my own release, and began to rise up on my arms again. But she held
      onto the back of my neck, holding me tightly to her.

      "I'm going to come," I warned her, wanting her to prepare for
      the new sensations she was about to feel inside her.

      She brought her mouth to my ear and bit my earlobe.

      "You're my first, Randy ... the first to be inside me," she
      husked. "Come in me."

      She sounded heartfelt, and it gave me a genuine thrill. After
      only a few more strokes I drove as deep as I could inside her,
      feeling myself expand and explosively pump into the condom.

      Gerri gasped, feeling the new heat blossoming deep in her body,
      and she instinctively squirmed as much as she could while I held
      her down, relishing all the sensations. They were all intensified
      by knowing how important the gift was that she'd chosen to give
      me.

      I'm not sure how long it was before I stopped seeing stars. It
      was one of the most intense orgasms I'd had in my life.

      When I eventually reconnected with the rest of the world, I
      turned and gave Gerri a kiss on the neck.

      "Wow," was all I managed to say.

      I felt her nod, and I heard Gerri sniff in my ear. I began to
      rise up, and she grabbed me by the neck again. But this time I
      reached a hand back to dislodge her. When I looked down, I saw that
      she was crying.

      "Gerri?"

      She squeezed her eyes tightly shut, ejecting a burst of tears.
      When her eyes opened they avoided mine. She was clearly upset, and
      embarrassed about being upset as well.

      I rubbed some tears from her checks with a thumb. "What's the
      matter, sweetie?"

      "I'll be all right," she sobbed unconvincingly.

      "I didn't hurt you, did I?"

      She rolled her eyes, something she often did when I was being an
      idiot.

      "No, you didn't hurt me."

      "Oh."

      "I'll be all right," she repeated, and I could see she was
      making a concerted effort to get herself back in control.

      "Maybe this was a mistake," I said hesitantly. "I didn't mean to
      pressure you into this."

      "God, Randy! This was my idea. I had to talk you into it,
      remember?"

      She put her hands on my shoulders and pushed upwards, but I made
      no move to get off her.

      "Let me up!"

      "No."

      "What do mean, 'no'?"

      "If I let you up, you'll be up and down the hall without telling
      me what's wrong."

      "I don't have to tell you anything!" she snapped.

      "The hell you don't."

      "The hell I do!"

      "We're friends, Gerri. I care about you and I always will.
      Having sex doesn't change that. So what's the matter?"

      She continued to struggle with her emotions, but she was
      beginning to win that inner battle.

      "I don't know. You're all ... confusing me, damn it."

      "Who's confusing you ... about what?" She seemed not to have
      heard me.

      "I mean, after everything with Sharon ... and you ... and Alan
      ... How can I tell..." She stopped and shook her head. "I can't. I
      just can't."

      "Can't tell what? How I feel about you?"

      She looked annoyed again briefly. Then she took a deep cleansing
      breath. Her expression turned affectionate, if a little
      resigned.

      "Never mind, Randy," she said, but with a brave and disarming
      smile that took any sting out of her words. "It's nothing you need
      to be worried about, okay? It's just something I have to work
      through in my head ... and with Sharon."

      "Okay," I said doubtfully.

      "But hey, she can't say I don't know what I'm missing anymore,
      can she?" She wiped her cheeks before touching my face gently.

      I smiled in relief. She seemed to be turning back to the Gerri I
      knew and loved. I shook my head suddenly, realizing what I was
      thinking. I grinned to myself. I guess there's friend love, and
      then there's ... what, real love?

      "What are you thinking?" Gerri asked, eyeing me with a
      speculative expression.

      "If you can't tell me, then I don't have to tell you, either," I
      said tartly.

      "The hell you say!" she fired back. We stared at each other for
      a moment before laughing together.

      "Say," I said with feigned casualness, "if you're really going
      to tell Sharon you know what you're missing, I think you should do
      some more research first."

      She let loose a burst of laughter. Then looking up innocently,
      she made a couple of very slow, very deliberate circles with her
      hips, rolling my still fairly firm dick around inside her.

      "You mean there's more to it?"

      It was my turn to laugh sharply. "You could say that; at least
      there's getting a fresh condom to it." I let the full weight of my
      chest down onto her, making her gasp. Then wedging my hands
      underneath her butt, I rolled us over so she was on top. I still
      kept a firm grip on her ass.

      "If I let go of you, do you promise to come back to me, to
      continue your lesson?"

      She grinned down at me. She kissed me on the nose; then on the
      lips. When she finally pulled back, we were both breathing hard
      again. She gave me a look that wasn't playful. It wasn't
      affectionate. It was confusing ... something I was pretty sure I
      hadn't seen from her before.

      "I promise," she said softly.
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      ﻿I'd decided against calling Kendall immediately when I got back
      on campus. I didn't want to act too familiar before my impending
      availability came about. I just hoped she wouldn't see through my
      'mourning' act when it happened. She was pretty damn
      perceptive.

      The first class of the new term was our non-pre-med class,
      'Western Civilization.' I went early to claim two seats for us in
      the center of the second row, but was pleasantly surprised to find
      her already there, sitting in 'our' usual lecture hall
      location.

      She was wearing the same orange UT sweatshirt she'd worn when we
      were grading papers in Chattanooga. Was it a subtle but calculated
      reminder of our pleasant afternoon together? Dare to dream...

      As I approached she smiled warmly, and my smile back was just as
      genuine as I dropped into the seat next to her.

      "Hey, thanks for saving me a seat," I said, gesturing around us.
      So far there were only a few dozen people in the hall that had
      capacity for a couple hundred. Not exactly a brilliant attempt at
      humor...

      She gave me a light tap on the arm in mock rapprochement.

      "You're welcome."

      I sighed contentedly and interlocked my fingers behind my
      head.

      Her eyes narrowed as she looked at me more closely.

      "What?" I asked.

      "Oh, nothing. You look ... different somehow."

      Well that didn't take long, I thought. 'Thirty seconds
      and she senses something's changed since I saw her just a few days
      ago. I tried to look innocent.

      "I'm fine."

      "Randy, you look better than fine. You look like ... I
      don't know." She shrugged. "More relaxed or something?"

      "I do?"

      She rolled her eyes at me, her expression becoming
      affectionately stern. "Come on, tough guy, spill it."

      I swallowed a grin and tried to look mysterious.

      She snorted. "You think you can fool me? I know what it looks
      like, you know."

      "Like what looks like?"

      "You must have had some incredible sex on New Year's Eve, didn't
      you?"

      She laughed out loud at my startled expression.

      "I'll take that as a yes."

      "Geez, Kendall!"

      "What?"

      Just then we heard the sounds of people settling into the seats
      immediately behind us.

      "Hey, handsome." I knew that voice...

      My head snapped around. Sitting behind us, with big friendly
      smiles on their faces, were Wes, Hayley, and Cynthia.

      

      "Hi, guys," I said, replying to the group of them though I knew
      it had been Hayley that had spoken. She rarely paid me any
      attention, so her flirty greeting didn't exactly resonate with
      me.

      Kendall turned to look behind us as well. Wes smiled a crocodile
      smile as he looked pointedly at Kendall and back to me, raising an
      eyebrow.

      "Kendall, let me introduce you to my roommate, Wes; and this is
      Hayley and Cynthia."

      "Pleased to meet you," Kendall said.

      "How did all three of you wind up in this class?" I asked,
      trying not to sound accusatory.

      "Funny you should ask," Wes replied. "We were talking about how
      to fill a slot on our schedules, and I mentioned that you were
      taking this one. It seemed like a good fit, and here we are."

      "How did you know I was taking this class?"

      "I saw the 'add / drop' slip on your desk," he replied, with no
      hint of apology for having snooped into my stuff.

      I was immediately suspicious. Wes had no clue about his path
      through college. The idea that these three had a discussion,
      scholarly or otherwise about course selection, was incongruous.

      "This'll be better than that architecture class you dropped, for
      sure," Wes said.

      Hayley spoke up, looking to Kendall. "Did you do the last minute
      switch too?"

      
      Kendall smiled affectionately at me.

      "No, I persuaded him to join me here."

      "So how do you two know each other?" Cynthia asked.

      "We're both pre-med," Kendall said coolly before I could
      respond, "so we have a lot of classes together with group
      assignments. Having this one together means we'll have the same
      times free to kill ourselves with biology and chemistry projects,"
      she said with a brief grin at me.

      "Wow, that's fantastic," Hayley said. "That'll be so cool if you
      both make it to med school. And you make a cute couple too!"

      We both blinked and turned to look at each other with raised
      eyebrows.

      "I'm still dating Gerri, Hayley, you know that," I said.
      "Kendall and I are just friends."

      "Oh, I'm so sorry! It's just ... looking at the two of you here,
      and how you planned out your schedules together, I just
      assumed..."

      She actually managed to look apologetic; the rattler in her tail
      was carefully concealed.

      "Well ... we are going to help each other make it to
      medical school," Kendall replied with quiet confidence.

      "Damn straight you are," Wes said unexpectedly. Seeing my
      surprised expression, he continued.

      "Hey, I know how hard my roomie here works. If you guys work
      that hard and help each other, there's no way you won't make
      it."

      "Well, thank you ... I'm sorry, Wes, was it?" Kendall asked. Her
      southern belle accent was slightly more pronounced and her tone was
      apologetic, as if to avoid any slight she might have made if she
      got his name wrong.

      "That's right, darlin'," he drawled while maintaining eye
      contact with her. Kendall actually blushed, and I heard a cynical
      chuckle from Hayley that made the hair on the back of my neck stand
      up.

      I knew from experience that Wes was measuring Kendall as a
      receptacle for his dick; there wasn't anything new about that.
      Hayley was no doubt laughing at how quickly Kendall had apparently
      bought into his act.

      Wes extended his hand down for Kendall to shake, holding on for
      just a second or two longer than typical, causing her to look more
      deeply into his big puppy-dog eyes.

      I swallowed a frown at her acting so markedly coy. Her instant
      demeanor change was similar to her 'romance-novel-harlot' role I'd
      seen and heard her drop into a few times. If she adopted
      that role when she was alone with Wes she'd find him between
      her legs before she could change back to being shy Kendall Payton,
      daughter of a cop from Chattanooga.

      Fortunately it was time for class to start. After a few more
      transparent pleasantries (Hayley made a big show of admiring
      Kendall's shoes) we settled into our seats for the lecture.

      As I half listened to the professor, another thought gave me
      pause. Was Kendall doing the same chameleon act when she was with
      me? When her frame of reference for me changed from being a friend
      to a possible suitor, what would happen? Would the face of the girl
      I was attracted to change?

      I'd planned to continue getting to know her in the next few
      weeks before my 'breakup' with Gerri. I knew about her trust issues
      with men, and with fraternity guys in particular, so I'd planned to
      take it slow.

      I couldn't help but feel I had to protect Kendall from Wes. I
      told myself I shouldn't worry that he could turn her head that
      quickly. But he'd contrived a situation where I had to introduce
      him to her as my roommate, almost as if I'd endorsed him as someone
      safe for her to get to know. But then...

      Wes was smooth, but he wasn't all that clever. And unexpectedly,
      Hayley and Cynthia had appeared. Did that mean... Hayley had
      something to do with setting up the encounter? And if so ... why
      would Kendall interest Hayley?

      

    

  
    

    
      Onagerian Surmise: 5 One in the Hand Is Worth...: Chapter
      10

      
      Posted: 16/12/2009, 18:45:47

      Updated: 29/12/2009, 14:26:05

      ﻿As Kendall and I were walking to our next class, I struggled
      with how to warn her about Wes.

      I'd barely grunted in response to a couple of her attempts to
      start a conversation, and it was to her credit that she didn't hit
      me with her backpack to get me to respond.

      "Kendall..."

      She raised her eyebrows at me, inviting me to continue.

      "About Wes..."

      "Okay."

      "He's ... he's not ... well, I know Wes pretty well since he's
      my roommate. And he's ... he's not as nice a person as you might
      think."

      She chuckled briefly. "A 'nice person'?"

      "I mean, he's nice to girls ... to women ... mainly to get them
      into bed," I blurted.

      A slight smile curved her lips. "So he's not a 'nice boy' ...
      he's what might be called a 'bad boy'?"

      I frowned. "To women anyway; though that's probably not the word
      I would choose."

      She didn't respond immediately as we made our way through
      campus. She gave me a glance before looking down at the path before
      us again.

      "Did you know that some girls in my dorm told me I shouldn't
      hang out with you?"

      "What?"

      "They said I shouldn't spend time with you, that I shouldn't be
      friends with you."

      I blinked in surprise. "Why?"

      She shrugged. "Because you live in a fraternity."

      "But ... we're not all assholes."

      She looked back at me calmly. "I know that. Look, I assume Wes
      has never been accused of rape, right?"

      I struggled to come up with the right words to make her
      understand the danger that Wes represented.

      "Well ... no," I replied. "He thinks women are mainly just
      something to ... well, to screw."

      She nodded, appearing to take me seriously.

      "Randy ... do you think women have sex drives? Sexual needs like
      guys have?"

      I blinked at the unexpected question.

      "Well ... of course."

      She didn't respond immediately, probably thinking about
      approaches to take with her dull student.

      "And when they want to have sex, do they only go to bed with
      their boyfriends ... guys that are potential husbands?"

      "Uh ... no."

      "Do you think Wes is smarter than most girls?"

      "Hell no!"

      "Then how do you think Wes 'tricks' women into having sex with
      him?"

      I frowned in frustration. "I ... he ... I guess I don't
      know."

      "Girls aren't really fooled by someone like Wes. Oh, some may
      think they can change him, but they still probably know what
      they're getting into. Most girls can tell that sex is what Wes is
      after."

      She looked over to see if I was following her logic.

      "And sometimes, that's all girls want, too. Girls can have
      desires for sex just for the sake of having sex."

      "But with ... with Wes?" I asked.

      She laughed out loud. "Yes, with boys like Wes. That's part of
      why bad boys get the girl sometimes. Because the girl wants the
      same thing the bad boy does.

      "There are girls that think they can change a bad boy,
      and those are the ones that can really get hurt. It's usually like
      the old joke. There's no point trying to teach a pig to sing;
      you'll just waste your time and irritate the pig."

      Seeing my still troubled expression, she smiled and took a small
      measure of pity on me.

      "He's not really my type, Randy," she said as if sharing a
      secret. "But sometimes ... well, a woman has needs!"

      At least she had the good grace to blush, even as she laughed at
      the incredulous look on my face. She looped her arm through mine
      and tugged to make me walk faster.

      "Thus ends today's lesson. Now come on, or we're not going to
      get our favorite seats!"

      I shook my head as if to clear it, and picked up the pace as she
      gave me an affectionate smile.
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      ﻿When thinking about our conversation about Wes, it was Kendall
      saying 'a woman has needs!' that kept intruding into my thoughts.
      If she was a woman in need, and Wes was a known quantity that she
      accepted as being what he was...

      It didn't help that I have a pretty active imagination. The
      image of Wes rutting away on top of Kendall was just ...
      nauseating.

      I had to do something...

      

      "Hello?"

      "Hi, kiddo."

      "Well hey, sweetie!"

      I chuckled into the phone.

      "Don't be so nice, Gerri; remember, we're on the verge of
      breaking up."

      "Oops. Sorry."

      "S'okay. Can you talk?"

      "Gimme a sec'."

      I could hear her put the phone down, and then the door of her
      room closing.

      "What's up?"

      "Well, if it's okay with you, I'd like to break up a little
      sooner than we'd planned."

      "Oh!" There was a brief pause. "As I recall, you did say
      something about a girl you were interested in," she said.

      "I guess I'm more interested in her than I realized."

      "I'm glad to hear that, Randy."

      "Thanks."

      We were both silent for a few moments. I wasn't sure what to
      say.

      "I really do ... I, you know ... uh..."

      "I'm glad we've been together too, Randy. You've made a
      difference in my life, and I'll always be grateful for that."

      I cleared my throat noisily, but still didn't trust my voice not
      to crack if I spoke.

      She became businesslike. "But I was going to call you tonight. I
      can't speed up our breakup ... I think we have to postpone it."

      I frowned into the phone. "Why?"

      To my relief she didn't tease me any further about why I was in
      such a hurry.

      "Well ... I just found out that Alan is going to be out of town
      with my dad for the rest of the month. I kind of need him here to
      really sell it; you know, make it believable."

      "Oh."

      "Yeah ... I'm sorry." She paused, and I could hear laughter in
      her voice when she added on, "I guess I'm stuck with you taking me
      to Winter Formal after all."

      Winter formal was the last week in January. I chuckled, and
      tried to sound upbeat. "It's okay ... I'll make sure you still have
      a good time."

      "I know you will, Randy. But we really do need Alan for the
      breakup. My roommate's out tonight, and I've been working on
      shifting everything into February. I've got to give Alan specific
      dates and times to call me, so I can make sure there are a lot of
      people in my room to hear me take the phone call from some new sexy
      sounding guy.

      "Everyone will hear me say how much I enjoyed seeing him over
      the break, and agree to do lunch with him the next time he's in
      town. I hang up and call you and work it into the conversation that
      I'll be getting together with an 'old friend' that day for
      lunch."

      I grinned. "That sounds pretty good."

      "Yeah, the girls will eat it up. I'll have him call me a few
      more times before the lunch, and I'll let people see me get more
      into it each time. Then I'll come back from the lunch all dreamy
      looking.

      "That'll go on for a few weeks, until he asks to take me out on
      a Friday night. I'll break a date with you to go with him, and I
      won't come back to the dorm until the next morning. He'll call me a
      couple times the next day. Then I'll take you someplace private,
      and I let you down as easy as I can when I break up with you."

      "One thing worries me," I said. "Your plan kind of puts the
      whole breakup on you. It'll look like you're stepping out on me,
      which might get guys thinking they can hit on you and you'll step
      out on Alan, too."

      "That's alright. The word will get around after I crush the
      first guy that tries. Besides, once people meet Alan they'll think
      twice about it. He can be pretty intimidating when he wants to
      be."

      "I can believe that! Well, okay then. Are you sure you can get
      him to do all that?"

      She chuckled briefly. "Oh yes. He'll have no problem with
      it."

      "I see. Well, I'll just let you and Sharon worry about that part
      of the plan."

      She laughed. "Good decision."

      I wasn't sure how to end the conversation. It was still a pretty
      weird feeling. Gerri broke the brief silence between us.

      "Hey, don't worry. It'll be fine. And after a few weeks, we can
      be friends again."

      "Okay..."

      "Now go get friendly with your mystery girl! She must be someone
      pretty special."

      "Thanks. We really are just friends. But we have a lot in
      common, so I hope things work out."

      "If she doesn't see what she's missing, tell her to give me a
      call. I'll set her straight."

      "Thanks again, Gerri ... for everything."

      "The same to you, Randy ... the same to you."
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      ﻿My alarm clock didn't go off the next morning, and when I woke
      up Wes was gone. There was barely enough time to make it to class
      before it started.

      I could feel the adrenalin begin pumping through my system when
      I found Wes and Cynthia sitting on one side of Kendall, Hayley on
      the other, with Kendall and Hayley in animated conversation. I did
      my best to make my expression as pleasant as possible.

      "Hey guys," I said, sitting down next to Hayley.

      "Glad you decided to make it," Hayley replied.

      I thought I saw a quick smirk from Wes, and I sat up straighter
      in my chair. Did he turn off my alarm?

      "It's not in our major, but you do still have to show up for
      class," Kendall said, playing off of Hayley's jibe.

      I shook my head ruefully and tried to match the tenor of their
      greetings. "Sorry! I'll bring a note next time."

      Before I had a chance to join their conversation, the room
      quieted as the professor began the lecture of the day.

      

      When class ended I had the advantage of having the same schedule
      as Kendall for the rest of the day. Once separated from the Greek
      trio, all was right with the world. We ate lunch together between
      classes, and talked effortlessly about anything and everything. I
      felt myself being ever more drawn to her, connecting with her.

      The last class was over and we were headed back towards Carrick.
      I was having a mental argument about whether to say anything about
      Wes's sneaky trick with my alarm.

      I did my best to stay calm as I thought about it, but wasn't
      very successful. I knew Kendall could sense it.

      "What's the matter?" Kendall eventually asked.

      "It's nothing. Sorry if I'm being a grump."

      She nodded without comment. Then a few moments later, she
      stopped walking.

      "You're still worrying about Wes, aren't you?"

      I blinked in surprise at how well she could read me. I shrugged
      as a mute admission.

      "Geez, Randy, what is with you? You're acting like I'm your
      girlfriend or something. Are you this possessive with your
      real girlfriend? 'Cause if you are..."

      She trailed off, not finishing the thought. It left me wondering
      if the rest of the sentence had been 'then you're an idiot, ' or
      'then I'm glad I'm not your girlfriend.'

      "Kendall, I'm not implying that you can't take care of yourself
      or make your own decisions, all right? But I've had a front row
      seat to watch Wes for a while, and he's..."

      "I know what he is, Randy. I'm not stupid. I told you that
      before." She shook her head in frustration. "Before Wes showed up
      you were trying to convince me that not all guys in frats are
      jerks. Now I talk to one, other than you that is, and you
      totally freak out!"

      I balled my fists in frustration. I wanted to protect her, and I
      was pushing her away instead. I took a deep breath before
      apologizing, but she wasn't done yet.

      "I was going to ask your opinion, but what's the point if I
      already know exactly what you're going to say ... without even
      thinking about it first."

      My chest tightened.

      "Ask my opinion about what?"

      She glared at me, maybe deciding whether to say anything
      further.

      "Wes asked me out. I was there early like on the first day. But
      Wes showed up early instead of you, and we got to talking."

      She stopped and waited for a reaction. I couldn't open my mouth
      for fear that something really stupid would come rocketing out and
      destroy any chance I might have with her.

      She cocked her head to one side as she waited for a response.
      Then to my amazement, I thought I saw the beginnings of a smile
      coming on.

      "Randy," she sighed, "what am I going to do with you?"

      "Whatever you want," I blurted. Talk about speaking without
      thinking!

      Her expression reminded me of the first time we spoke; the first
      time I amazed her with my lunacy.

      She shook her head again. She looked like she was going to speak
      a couple times but stopped short. Eventually..."Randy ... I like
      you. But you're acting like ... like I don't know what. Look ...
      let's just ... I'll just see you in the morning, alright? This
      drama is wearing me out and I need to go study. So do you." She
      turned to go.

      "Kendall," I called. She stopped and waited. I couldn't help
      myself.

      "What did you say to Wes?"

      Her expression turned hard. She started walking away before
      replying over her shoulder.

      "I said I'd think about it. And right now, I'm thinking about
      saying yes."
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      "Hello?"

      "Hi, Gerri."

      "Randy? What's wrong?"

      How could I describe my situation?

      "I kinda screwed up," I said.

      "Something went wrong with ... with her? The girl you like?"

      "Her name's Kendall."

      "Okay..."

      "Gerri, remember when you said ... that if she didn't realize
      what a great guy I was, that you'd call her to straighten her
      out?"

      I could feel her smile. "Yes, I remember."

      "Well, I think I need to take you up on that. Are you going to
      be in your room for the next couple hours?"

      "I can be."

      "That's great. So, if you're up for it, this is what I want to
      do..."

      

      I had a general idea of where Kendall's room was in Carrick. I
      only had to ask for directions a few times. It was obvious that
      Kendall was well known in the building.

      Or more accurately, her body was. When I asked using her name, I
      got blank looks. When I described what she looked like, everyone
      knew who I was talking about. It was another example of how her
      beauty isolated her.

      In Carrick the rooms were organized into suites with their own
      air conditioning and private bathrooms. As I walked down the hall
      the suite doors were mostly open with people routinely passing
      between them. Reaching Kendall's open suite door I took a couple
      steps inside, and from there I could see into her room. She was
      reading at her desk with a set of stereo headphones on.

      I took a deep breath, squared my shoulders, and knocked firmly
      on her room's propped open door.

      When she saw me her eyebrows rose in surprise. I did my best to
      appear contrite but not a doormat, an insane combination that
      probably just made me look unbalanced.

      "Hey," I said.

      I had a surge of confidence when she smiled as she took off her
      headphones.

      "Hey, Randy, what are you doing here?" She stood, and to my
      pleasure gave me a hug.

      As I looked over her shoulder, I saw a picture of Kendall and
      Summer Romance Guy (Paul?) on a shelf, hugging and looking happily
      at the camera.

      "I ... if you have a minute, I wanted to apologize for being so
      creepy today."

      "Oh bless your heart," she said. "You didn't have to come all
      the way here ... it's alright." She waved a hand between us as if
      dispersing any bad karma that might be hovering there.

      "I know you meant well, Randy. You may not have been real smooth
      about it ... but I can tell you have a good heart."

      "Well, thanks. Uh, is there somewhere we can talk ...
      privately?"

      She looked at me quizzically; then she shrugged.

      "We can talk here. My roommate won't be back for a couple
      hours."

      "Okay." I sat down on her bed, but immediately thought better of
      it and sprang up to sit in her roommate's study chair.

      Kendall shook her head at me as she moved to close the door.

      "Will you relax, Randy? Geez!"

      "Sorry."

      "And stop apologizing! I'm over it if you are."

      "That's kind of why I'm here," I said. That gave her pause.

      "Okay ... why are you here'?"

      "It's about me being over something."

      "'Over something'?"

      "Yeah."

      "Over what?"

      "I can't tell you."

      "What?"

      I mentally smacked myself in the forehead. Stop being such a
      clod!

      "What I mean is ... I want someone else to tell you something
      for me."

      She bit the inside of her lip and closed her eyes tight, as if
      she had a sudden headache. She shook her head, and then looked up
      again.

      "Okay, I'm game," she said.

      I pulled a folded piece of paper from my shirt pocket and handed
      it to her. She opened it to find the name Gerri, followed by a
      phone number.

      "This is your Gerri, as in your girlfriend Gerri?"

      "Yeah."

      "And why am I calling her?"

      "Because it's a pretty weird story, and if she tells you there's
      a chance you might believe it. If I tell you, you might think I was
      a frat rat trying to pull a fast one on you."

      She stared at it for bit.

      "She's expecting me to call?"

      "Yes."

      Still looking doubtful she dialed the number. After a brief
      pause she sat up a bit straighter, and I sat on pins and needles,
      listening to her side of the conversation.

      "Um, hi, this is Kendall Payton ... yes we do have a mutual
      friend."

      "He's here with me now..."

      Kendall laughed, seeming to look me over top to bottom.

      "I've been telling him to relax all day."

      "Yes, he told me about you ... yes, he is."

      "Mmm hmm."

      "Well I can believe that."

      "You're ... what?

      "You're kidding! No way!"

      "Oh my God."

      Her eyes went wide and she turned her chair away from me. She
      listened for what seemed like a long time.

      "Wow."

      After all that she turned back to face me, her expression
      serious as she looked at me while listening intently.

      "This does explain a few things."

      "Well, yes."

      "I don't know."

      "Okay."

      "Yes."

      "He was right. He said if he told me himself I wouldn't have
      believed it."

      "You too ... bye."

      She shook her head, obviously not knowing where to begin. So I
      tried.

      "I didn't want you to think I just dumped my girlfriend
      before..."

      "Yes ... before what?"

      "Before I ... I don't know," I trailed off, my courage failing
      me.

      "You really dated her for months without knowing she was in love
      with another girl?"

      "In my defense, I have to say that she gives very enthusiastic
      head."

      She burst out laughing. I didn't think I needed to complicate
      things further by telling her that Gerri'd also given me her
      virginity after we'd agreed to break up.

      "Anyway," I said, trying to regain some measure of dignity, "her
      girlfriend in Nashville said that even though Gerri isn't all that
      experienced with guys, she really is bisexual. I'd say that must be
      right; that's why Gerri could act straight so convincingly."

      "She must be. Otherwise, her fooling you for so long would just
      mean you're clueless."

      "Hey!"

      "What, you disagree?"

      I tried to glare at her, but couldn't sustain it. So I tried to
      change the subject to something other than my perception deficit.
      "After I got over the shock, I have to admit that I still like
      Gerri a lot. We agreed we'd like to stay friends. She said she'd
      like to meet you, and I'd like that too. We should get together
      sometime and do some stuff."

      Kendall's playful expression vanished. I thought I saw a look of
      ... was it anger? ... cross her face before it became stony. I'd
      said something that didn't agree with her, but I had no idea what.
      It was yet another rapid transformation.

      "What kind of "stuff?" she asked.

      'Uh, we didn't really talk about it. Whatever ... something
      we're all up for."

      "What we're all 'up for'?"

      "Yeah."

      "So you can have her and me?"

      My eyes popped wide open.

      "What?"

      I started to chuckle, but it died on my lips when I saw that she
      was serious.

      "No ... I mean you talked to her, right? She doesn't
      want..."

      "Oh sure, introduce Kendall to your bisexual friend so we can
      'do some stuff.' I'm not an idiot, Randy."

      "But ... Gerri just told you she's not my girlfriend any
      more."

      "But you'll still be 'friends, ' right? Is that why she said
      she'd like to meet me? So you two screwing buddies can try to
      include me?"

      I had no idea how the argument started, but now I was starting
      to get pissed off.

      "You don't know what you're talking about."

      "Oh don't I?"

      "Gerri doesn't want to get me or you in bed! She's in love with
      Sharon."

      "How do you know what she really wants?"

      "Because they were both standing in front of me when they told
      me! Geez! One minute you can tell I'm worried about Wes just by
      looking at me. Now listen to yourself!"

      "Well at least I know what Wes wants. But maybe Wes is the nice
      guy, and you're just ... just a big bunch of B.S.!"

      
      Was this the same girl I'd asked Gerri to make way for me to
      pursue?

      "And I won't be anyone's backup plan. Not for you, not for Wes,
      or for Pa ... or anyone!"

      As ridiculous as it sounds, my plan had exploded so
      spectacularly that a wave of self pity washed over me. My eyes
      actually stung a little, so I quickly rubbed them to cover it up.
      When I blinked and looked into her eyes again, she was still
      looking indignant and self righteous. And it pissed me off even
      more.

      "Is that what you are to Paul; you're his 'backup plan?'"

      She gasped and raised a hand to her chest, as if to shield her
      heart against me.

      "How ... how do you know about Paul?"

      "Your mom asked if I was Paul when I called your house. He's the
      'summer romance guy' you told me about, isn't he?"

      She still looked shocked. "I ... he's ... he's very special to
      me."

      "I figured that. I saw the pictures of you with him at your
      house, and now here," I said, gesturing with my head towards the
      picture on her bookcase.

      She snapped her head around to see the picture. She nodded, and
      her anger left as fast as it'd arrived. She looked deflated. But it
      was more than that; she looked ... lonely.

      "You seem to think I want to ... share you with Gerri?"

      She looked truly miserable. "Don't you?" she asked. I reached to
      put a hand on her shoulder.

      "Heavens no, Kendall! I just meant that Gerri could be your
      friend too. I think you ... I mean we, we all can use more friends;
      that's all I meant."

      "I'm sorry," she said softly.

      I was still missing huge chunks of the picture. My imagination
      came up with an alarming thought.

      "Kendall, did this Paul guy force you to have sex with another
      girl?"

      "What? No!"

      "Then ... but you got so mad when you thought I might want
      that."

      She bit the inside of her lip again.

      "They ... Paul and his girlfriend ... invited me to join them.
      And ... I did."

      "Oh."

      "I love them both; especially Paul, of course. But I don't want
      another relationship like that."

      "You sound like you're unhappy about sharing Paul, with..."

      She paused and looked uncomfortable.

      " ... Gina."

      "Okay."

      "I see them during the summer. I don't want another relationship
      like that," she repeated.

      "I don't want that either," I said sincerely.

      She blinked, hard. A hopeful look poked through the gloom.

      "Gerri said ... why did you want me to know you're breaking up
      with Gerri, Randy?"

      I only hesitated for a moment before taking the plunge.

      "Because I want to ask you out, and I didn't want you to think I
      was cheating on Gerri when I asked you."

      She showed a hint of a smile. "But Randy, Gerri said you aren't
      breaking up until February."

      I frowned a little at that. "I didn't want to wait."

      "Would it have anything to do with ... Wes asking me out?"

      "Maybe."

      "It is, isn't it? That's why you couldn't wait to ask me."

      "That's part of it, I'll admit it. But mainly, I'm attracted to
      you. I'd like to take you out and see where it leads."

      I was glad to see her look of affection return.

      "Then ... ask me."

      "Kendall, would you like to go out with me next month?"

      She laughed. "Do we really have to wait until February?"

      "Gerri and I may be over-thinking it. We thought if she just
      announces a switch of boyfriends with no angst between her and me,
      it might make people think there was something fishy about her
      hetero relationships."

      She grinned at our scheming. But then something occurred to her,
      and she looked thoughtful.

      "Now wait a minute ... I could tell you were unusually ...
      satisfied after New Year's Eve..." She stopped, and I could see the
      gears turning in her head.

      "But ... that was before I knew that your girlfriend was in love
      with another girl..." She trailed off, and examined me more closely
      ... it only took her a couple of seconds looking at me for her to
      reach an insightful conclusion.

      "You tramp! Who else have you been having sex with?"

      "Had," I corrected her. "It was only one time over the break.
      And I don't kiss and tell."

      "Was it with someone who's here at school?"

      "Sorry. That's on a need to know basis, and you don't need to
      know."

      She looked thoughtful, thinking it through...

      "I saw you that one day in Chattanooga. But there were other
      days there..."

      She watched me intently. Apparently satisfied that she was off
      the mark, her forehead wrinkled in concentration. I was trying in
      vain to look inscrutable.

      "So it must be someone else from high school or something."

      Again her eyes drilled into mine. She shook her head.

      "Not that ... so ... Wait a minute. Gerri's girlfriend told you
      that Gerri hadn't admitted to herself that she's bisexual. But if
      Gerri's girlfriend had admitted that she was bi-..."

      "Fine, just stop right there! It was just a one time thing. They
      just wanted to thank me for understanding about Gerri going out
      with me in the first place."

      "Oh they wanted to thank you, did they?"

      I must have blushed crimson from embarrassment, but more
      affecting was the feeling I'd just violated Gerri and Sharon's
      confidences.

      But Kendall again read me well, and put her hands on my
      shoulders to focus my attention, a position I was becoming more and
      more familiar with.

      "Randy, I'll stop. I'm sorry for teasing you. I'm actually
      pretty open-minded about ... well, that kind of thing."

      "Since you just said you're in a relationship with Paul and
      Gina, I can believe that," I said.

      "Yes. I'm not upset or jealous or anything. I guess I'm a little
      flattered. You think one in the hand in Knoxville is worth two in
      the Nashville bush. You're interested in me even after being with
      Gerri and her lover."

      "It's Sharon ... Gerri's lover in Nashville's is named Sharon.
      And I'm hoping you'll decide that one in the Knoxville hand is
      worth two in the Atlanta bush, too."

      She laughed and took my hand as we sat down on her bed.

      "I'm sorry for teasing you about Wes. If sex was all I wanted,
      then someone that's not looking for a girlfriend can be a better
      partner than someone looking for love. The problem with Wes is he
      wouldn't keep his mouth shut about it. So even though sex with him
      might be fun, I couldn't risk having my sex life talked about all
      over campus."

      "Thank God. "But, what about ... him?" I asked, gesturing with
      my eyes towards the picture on her bookcase. "You said you love
      him."

      "He is special to me ... I do love him. But we're realistic
      about it. He's going to high school in Atlanta with Gina, and I'm
      here in Knoxville..."

      She lifted a hand to gently touch my cheek.

      " ... with you."

      She leaned into me and our lips connected. We kept our hands
      resting chastely on each others hips, though I enjoyed the feeling
      of her large breasts as they came in contact with my chest.

      The kiss was warm but brief. Nevertheless I was breathing faster
      when we separated.

      I must have been grinning like an idiot. "So you'll go out with
      me?" I asked.

      She laughed musically while standing to take my arm and steer me
      towards the door.

      "I'll probably go out with you. After, mind you, after you've
      officially broken up with your girlfriend. I don't want people to
      think I'm stealing another girl's guy."

      I pouted "Okay, I can wait if you will."

      "We'll see." she replied, apparently not wanting me to feel
      excessively secure. But I've never been too proud to beg.

      "Do you think we could at least have a study date or two before
      then?"

      "We'll see," she said again with laughing eyes. "Now ...
      shoo!"
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      The next few weeks were tough.

      Now that Kendall knew there might be something ahead for us, she
      felt free to go into 'flirt-mode' nearly every time we were alone,
      and sometimes with more subtlety when we weren't.

      She found any number of excuses to touch me, or to brush against
      me. And I had never realized how many words in everyday
      conversation could be twisted to infer a sexual intent.

      She had me so horny that in desperation I called Sharon to ask
      for her permission to ask Gerri if she'd be willing to help me out.
      Sharon could hardly stop laughing, and Gerri wasn't much
      better.

      But what a great bisexual friend Gerri was in my time of need. I
      called Sharon and placed the phone next to my bed, so she could
      listen to the sounds of Gerri practically turning me inside-out.
      Wow.

      But eventually, Monday, February second arrived. Alan returned
      to Nashville from his trip with Gerri's father, and we began
      executing our carefully orchestrated break-up plan.

      Over the next couple of weeks Gerri and I began to quietly
      bicker in front of her sorority sisters, discreetly at first, with
      increasing heat and duration each session. She complained that I
      never had any time for her, and I complained that she didn't
      understand it actually required studying to get into med school,
      etcetera. Back at the sorority, Alan called her more and more
      frequently, and supposedly unbeknownst to me they had their
      surreptitious lunch dates.

      Her sorority sisters helped cover for her, making up mandatory
      sorority meetings she had to attend. Gerri had explained that it
      was common for sorority girls to make up such conflicts, although
      it was usually when they didn't want to see someone who wasn't in
      the Greek system.

      In mid February we both went home for the three day Washington's
      Birthday holiday, and when we returned to UT we had our first
      undisguised public fight. I questioned her about why I'd been
      unable to reach her while we were out of school. She reminded me
      that I'd promised to understand her commitment to becoming part of
      her father's business, which meant working weekends.

      We calmed down and hugged, the stage having been set for the
      coming Friday, when she would break a date with me to go out with
      Alan instead. The breakup day would be the following Friday, when
      Gerri would break the news to me during a dinner date.

      

      I'd kept Kendall up to date on the progress of the breakup. And
      I tried not to notice that her flirting and teasing were decreasing
      the closer the ending date with Gerri approached.

      It came to be two days before the climactic event, and I
      couldn't help getting a sinking feeling when Kendall asked to stop
      at 'our' bench on the way back towards the frat house and the
      Carrick dorm.

      I'd asked that we stop having such chat sessions to avoid
      implicating Kendall in my breakup with Gerri. So I guessed the
      subject must be important, or at the least disappointing. I knew
      we'd made only vague promises to each other. But as we sat down, my
      overriding thought was that if she had changed her mind, I hoped
      she'd get it over with quickly.

      For the briefest of moments her eyes darted over the campus
      while she bit the inside of her lower lip.

      "Randy, something's come up. And ... it's something I should
      have told you about as soon as I knew about it, but I was hoping
      I'd be able to get out of it."

      "Okay."

      "My dad's unit in the police department is having a 'family
      weekend, ' and I'm going to be gone Saturday and Sunday to attend
      with my mom and my brother. And I know you're probably
      disappointed, especially after everything you were doing to ... to
      clear the way for us to date after Friday."

      I pursed my lips and shrugged. "This is what you've been nervous
      about this week?"

      She looked surprised. "Yes ... I'm sorry. I didn't think you'd
      be able to tell."

      "Kendall, that's perfectly fine. I mean, we've talked about not
      making you look like the cause of my breakup with Gerri. You being
      away for the weekend is a good thing, all in all. There's no
      rush."

      She looked relieved. "Oh, that's good! I mean, I'm glad you feel
      that way."

      Her anxiety was confusing me. "But, you do still want to go out
      with me after that, right?"

      There was the slightest hesitation. "Yes, I'll still go out with
      you, Randy."

      I cocked my head to the side and looked at her quizzically. "You
      okay?"

      "Well, yes. I mean, as long as you know I'm not ... how did you
      say it? We're not getting engaged, we're just going to try a
      date."

      As precisely as Kendall chose her words, I doubted it was
      inconsequential that she said 'try a date' versus 'try dating.'

      "Yeah, I did say something like that. I'm kind of getting a
      different vibe from you now, though. Do you not want to go out with
      me?"

      "Oh, Randy, I couldn't do that to you, not after all you're
      going through to break up with Gerri. I'll go out with you. I owe
      you at least that much."

      "It's not about ... You don't owe me anything."

      
      "Of course I do." She smiled, though it seemed a little forced.
      "You're breaking up with a bisexual girl that you've had a
      threesome with." Her smile faltered when I didn't laugh at her
      joke.

      "You were really just worried about being gone this weekend?" I
      asked.

      "I guess I was worried you'd think I was abandoning you at the
      last minute."

      "I wasn't expecting anything this weekend, Kendall." I tried to
      put a teasing smile on my face. "You know, just because I'm a nice
      guy, it doesn't mean you have to bullshit me to keep me happy."

      She looked startled, as I'd intended.

      "I was just worried about you ... you jackass!"

      "I won't fall to pieces if I don't see you for a couple
      days."

      She glared at me. "Fine! Then I'll tell Hayley not to worry
      about you after all."

      A chill went up my back. "What?"

      "Will you relax? That's part of why I asked you to sit with me
      for a few minutes."

      "Kendall, what did you ask Hayley to do?"

      "I just told her that I was going away this weekend, and since
      you were having trouble with Gerri that you might need a friend
      while I'm gone."

      I looked at her, aghast.

      "What's wrong with that?" she asked.

      "Kendall, my breakup with Gerri is supposed to be a private
      thing ... at least to any girls outside the Chi O sorority."

      "I know that," she said defensively. "I didn't say you were
      breaking up, just that you've been having troubles. I thought you
      said everyone in their sorority already knows that."

      "Has Hayley mentioned my problems with Gerri to you before?"

      "Well, no. But she must know about it."

      "Then how is it that you are supposed to have found out about
      it, if Hayley didn't tell you?"

      "I ... oh."

      "Geez, Kendall! If it wasn't her, then Hayley knows that I must
      be confiding in you, about something very personal between me and a
      sorority sister. Sororities keep that kind of stuff private. If she
      thinks you're prying into that, she could suspect that you're
      trying to come between me and Gerri."

      "But she wasn't upset, Randy. In fact she thanked me for the
      suggestion. She said I must be a good friend to you, for being so
      thoughtful."

      "And then what did you say to her?"

      "I ... I don't remember, specifically. Why?"

      "She was trying to find out more about you and me, obviously.
      What did you say?"

      "I don't remember ... probably that you were a nice guy or
      something." She stood up abruptly. "God! I was just trying to be
      considerate, Randy."

      I made an effort to calm myself. I was probably overreacting ...
      True, Hayley could be a mean bitch, but it wasn't like Gerri was
      going to come crying to her or her big sister Cynthia about Kendall
      causing our breakup. If it came to that, Gerri and I would make it
      clear that our breaking up was because of Alan, not Kendall. I
      stood and tried to look reassuring. Time for appeasement...

      "Kendall, I'm sorry. Hayley has a reputation as someone you
      don't want to mess with. I can't help being concerned about her
      thinking you're involved. I don't want you to get caught in the
      middle and get hurt."

      "Randy, you have nothing to worry about. Hayley and I are
      getting to be good friends. She's even invited me to study with her
      for Western Civ." Then she blushed slightly and looked a bit
      guilty. "And she has back midterms and finals to share for the
      class, too."

      I smiled reflexively. "It's okay for her to give them to you,
      but not me?"

      "I guess you got me used to the idea, so I was more prepared to
      say yes when she offered."

      I sighed theatrically. "Fine, be that way. Alright, I'll relax
      about Hayley. But please don't talk to anyone else about me and
      Gerri. The less drama the better, since we want to stay friends
      after we break up."

      "Okay. I'm just glad you're not upset about my being gone over
      the weekend. I didn't want you to get the wrong idea, that I didn't
      care about what you're dealing with this week."

      "No, it's no problem, I'll be okay. And we can talk about, uh
      ... dating, when you're back next week."

      "Sure," she said.

      At least her smile seemed more genuine this time. It wasn't
      exactly overwhelming enthusiasm, but rather than drive for more
      clarity I simply forced a smile in return. I didn't want to scare
      her out of going out with me at all by being overly needy.

      We left the bench and walked towards Carrick and the Pike's
      house. We managed to keep a conversation going on lighter topics,
      and by the time we went our separate ways I was feeling better
      about her. More than anything else I needed to manage my own
      expectations. It was new for me to be thinking long term about a
      girl, and along with breaking up with Gerri it was making things
      too complicated.

      I vowed to lighten up and stop trying to force things with
      Kendall. I told myself if it was meant to be it would happen ... if
      I could manage to stay out of my own way.
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      My breakup dinner with Gerri went well. We'd chosen a restaurant
      with booths that afforded privacy, which meant we could enjoy our
      breakup meal without trying to give Oscar winning performances to
      any prying eyes. Gerri even offered to meet with me discreetly from
      time to time, if things didn't work out with Kendall, as long as I
      cleared it with Sharon first. I guess you could say our
      post-romance relationship was off to a good start!

      When I got back to the frat, there was a party going on that I
      ignored and went to my room. I was mildly surprised when Wes came
      to see why I hadn't joined in the fun, even expressing concern for
      me. I was pretty sure I convinced him that I'd broken up with Gerri
      on good terms, but that I was naturally still a bit down. I'd been
      feeding him information about our problems while Gerri was doing
      the same with her sorority sisters, and he didn't appear suspicious
      as he offered his brief condolences.

      Then he reverted to form and asked if I thought Gerri was really
      serious about 'this Alan guy.' He never passed on an opportunity to
      find sex, regardless of whether the girl was on the rebound or
      otherwise had her guard down. I said I thought it was pretty
      serious.

      It occurred to me after our conversation that I didn't know what
      Kendall had said to discourage Wes from pursuing her until I was
      publically available. That confirmed that Kendall being gone over
      the weekend was a good thing. I needed to get my story straight
      with her so I didn't contradict whatever she'd told Wes.

      I managed to fall asleep at a decent hour despite the revelry
      around my room. It wasn't surprising that when I got up fairly
      early the next morning, I was the only one in the house showing
      signs of life.

      I stepped over empty beer bottles and other party debris,
      walking through the silent halls to the kitchen for a bowl of
      Cheerios. As I finished my breakfast bowl, it occurred to me that
      with all the Pikes recovering from the night before, that I could
      still catch Kendall before her dad picked her up for the drive to
      Chattanooga. I could safely ask about how she'd left things with
      Wes, and act accordingly over the weekend.

      I didn't want to call and wake up her roommate, so I cleaned
      myself up and ambled on over to Carrick. I knew how long it took to
      get to UT from Chattanooga, and was pretty confident she'd still be
      there.

      But when I turned a corner, I was surprised to see Kendall
      already standing at the curb in front of the dorm, a small suitcase
      by her side. I was crossing a parking lot and still too far away to
      call to her, when a Jeep approached from my right. It stopped
      directly between me and Kendall, and I realized I must have arrived
      too late.

      I couldn't run over to talk to her about another guy and our
      relationship in front of her dad. He'd probably heard of me from
      Kendall or her mom, but it would still be impossible to keep our
      stories straight in front of dad-the-cop.

      I began drifting towards the side of the parking lot bordered by
      a hedge, to be out of their direct line of sight. For some unknown
      reason I continued to approach.

      
      Then the driver opened his door, and I struggled to keep walking
      casually in their direction. My first thought was it wasn't someone
      old enough to be her dad. Before my next heartbeat, I knew who it
      had to be. Paul ... summer romance guy, I thought.

      He looked very much like the pictures I'd seen of him, but was a
      lot more muscular than they'd shown. He was limping slightly as he
      quickly circled the front of the car, meeting Kendall around the
      right front tire, where she leaped at him, clamping on him with
      arms and legs. Kendall wasn't a small girl, but he caught her with
      no trouble and kissed her soundly.

      Then the curb-side door opened and I heard feminine squeals.
      Kendall dismounted Paul in time to be clutched in similar fashion
      by a smaller girl with long black hair. I couldn't see her clearly,
      but it wasn't necessary for me to know who it was. And Gina
      makes three. They didn't kiss, but held each other for quite a
      while.

      I stood and shook my head, trying to get over the surprise, when
      I heard the scrape of Kendall's suitcase being picked up off the
      concrete sidewalk. The smaller girl came around the back end of the
      Jeep to put the suitcase inside.

      I tried not to stare, but she was beautiful. She was smaller
      than Kendall by quite a bit, and as I drew closer in my walking
      trance I could see her perfect soft brown complexion, likely of an
      Indian or perhaps Middle-Eastern heritage.

      She looked up when she sensed movement in my direction. Her eyes
      were dark and shining, dark enough to appear as black as her
      lustrous long hair. She smiled and nodded at me before turning
      away. She climbed into the back before Kendall took the seat next
      to Paul.

      I turned my back to prevent Kendall spotting me, turned to
      retrace my steps, turned to get away from her and her lovers,
      turned away from the screwed up situation I'd somehow put myself
      in.

      When I heard the Jeep start up, I came to a stop and bent to tie
      my shoe laces to make it harder to recognize me, though I doubted
      anyone besides Paul would be looking at the world outside the
      Jeep.

      I had to make a conscious effort to keep looking away as they
      drove off. Then my body decided that since I wasn't fighting, the
      surge of adrenaline must mean I needed to flee, and I let it take
      over. I broke into a sprint to get off of the exposed surface of
      the parking lot. After my heart eventually slowed, I walked on
      dazedly through campus.

      By some instinct I found myself passing the bench where Kendall
      and I had often stopped to chat. I sat down, my breath escaping in
      steaming exhales of overheated air.

      I knew that at some level I was in shock, shock that Kendall
      could have lied to me about going to be with her family for the
      weekend. That she'd lied about only seeing Paul (or Paul and
      Gina, I reminded myself) during the summer.

      I lay down on the bench, looking up at the sky. The nausea I'd
      been feeling went away, but I lay there thinking for I don't know
      how long, listening to the wind sighing through the trees.
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      After the shock of discovery came a simmering anger that
      sputtered between full boil and a dull heat for the rest of
      Saturday. Around the frat I was able to pass off my distracted
      emotional state as the result of my breakup with Gerri.

      Sunday was better as perspective stealthily made its way back
      into my brain. After all, if there's an ideal time to breakup with
      someone, before the first date would be it.

      But I doubted I'd be able to block out my emotions enough to
      conceal my discovery from Kendall when we met at class on Monday. I
      didn't want to risk creating a scene in front of Wes and Hayley, so
      I decided to try to talk to her Sunday night. I didn't want to
      create a scene in her dorm suite either, so I called her when I
      knew Wes was going to be out of our room for a while.

      "Hello?"

      "Hi..." After getting no reply..."It's me, Randy."

      "Oh, hi!"

      "How was your weekend?" I asked, realizing that I might have
      sounded a touch sarcastic. There was a brief silence.

      "It was fine. Hey, can you come over here?"

      That was unexpected.

      "Uh ... I still have quite a bit of homework to do here ...
      what's up?"

      "I need to talk to you," she said.

      "Okay ... that's why I called ... is now a good time?"

      "Yes, if coming over here now works for you, it'll work for
      me."

      That wasn't what I meant... "Well, I don't know if..."

      "I'll see you in a bit then?"

      I sighed. "Well ... okay."

      "Good. I'll see you soon."

      

      Her roommate was out when she opened the door, and after she
      closed it she turned to hug me tightly.

      She was wearing cotton shorts and a UT sweatshirt that felt soft
      and thick when I put my hands on her back. But she released me when
      I didn't pull her to me in return.

      She took my hand and pulled me to sit beside her on her bed,
      clasping my hand in both of hers, resting the pile of paws on her
      thigh. Her blue eyes looked intently into mine.

      "Randy ... I saw you." My throat constricted.

      "What?"

      "In front of the building, when you saw me get picked up," she
      said, gesturing with her chin towards her window, which overlooked
      the entrance to the dorm. The conversation wasn't starting the way
      I'd anticipated.

      I stared back at her for a moment, wondering how to respond.
      Then I remembered I wasn't the one who had anything to hide.

      "Yeah, I saw you."

      She spoke in a business-like manner. "I'm sorry for not telling
      you where I was going, but I didn't think you'd understand."

      "You got that right!" I replied. She sighed, breaking eye
      contact to look out the window.

      "I didn't think you would, but I hoped you'd understand,"
      she said. I stood up, pulling my hand free from hers.

      "What's there to understand? You said you wanted to go out with
      me; that you're not seeing anyone else; that you're going home for
      the weekend; and all of it was a lie!"

      "I do want to go out with you, Randy," she said, after a
      visible struggle to stay calm. "Can we talk about this?"

      "What's there to talk about?"

      From her annoyed expression, I guessed I'd succeeded in bumping
      her off her script for our encounter. Then her expression
      hardened.

      "I don't know," she replied. "Maybe you're right. I guess if I
      found out a guy I was considering dating had recently been with two
      lovers, I shouldn't trust him enough to go out with him. I
      shouldn't have even bothered to listen to his explanation, let
      alone believe it."

      "Kendall, that's not the same thing at all. I found out that
      Gerri loved Sharon, and that was the end of our relationship. My
      having a threesome with them one time isn't the same thing as you
      being in a relationship with Paul and Gina for I don't know how
      long."

      She shook her head. "You're right, but it's ... complicated. I
      enjoy being with Paul, and having sex with him and Gina..."

      I thought absently that it was an interesting if somewhat
      clinical differentiation between her lovers.

      " ... so yes, I've had more than a summer romance with him ...
      them. They care for me, and they treat me like a whole person, not
      just a pair of big tits. And the sex is, well, great. But they're
      in Atlanta; I'm here. I have to be open to moving on ... like you
      say you are."

      
      We sat silently for a few moments. I assume that like me, she
      was thinking about the relationship maze we were trying to navigate
      through.

      "You're right, it's different for me," she eventually
      acknowledged, while at the same time her posture and tone of voice
      became stiff. "You and Gerri have agreed to move on. I haven't done
      that with Paul and Gina. I hope you can understand that I can't do
      that as a condition for going out with you."

      It felt as though I'd had a contract presented for me to
      sign.

      "So, I didn't know about them; and they don't know about me?" I
      asked, knowing the answer.

      "They know that I may go out on dates sometimes. They haven't
      asked about who with or for how long or anything like that. They
      know I might find someone, and I think they'd be happy for me if I
      did." She reached for my hand and tugged, pulling me back towards
      her, and I sat down next to her again.

      "You're not thinking about me as a 'backup plan, ' are
      you?" I asked.

      Her eyebrows arched for a moment, but then she smiled.

      "I keep telling you. You're here. They're in Atlanta. I don't
      know ... maybe you could say that Paul is my backup plan ... for
      you."

      I blinked in surprise before her theory brought a grin to my
      face. She smiled indulgently; then openly laughed as I continued to
      gawk at her like a puppy.

      "Didn't expect that one, did you?"

      "Does this mean you'll go out with me ... next week?" I managed
      to get out.

      She gave out a burst of laughter. "Geez, Randy! That's still
      such a weird way to be asked out."

      "Is that a yes?"

      She nodded. "I do want to go out with you, Randy, I mean
      it."

      "Okay, but if we go out, and you decide later you want to stay
      with Paul, or Gina, or Paul and Gina, or whatever ... will you
      please just tell me? I'm a big boy, and I'm your friend, too. You
      don't have to hide stuff like that from me, okay?"

      "Thanks, Randy. I know I told you I just see Paul and Gina in
      the summer, and I'm sorry ... I do see them more than that. It's
      mostly when they come to football games. They drive to Chattanooga,
      and ride here in my parent's Winnie."

      "Winnie?"

      She smiled. "It's short for Winnebago. You must have seen it
      parked next to our house."

      I nodded. Since we were a long way from football season, I had
      to ask. "And this weekend?"

      "It's ... today's my birthday," she said softly. At my quick
      gasp, she hugged me tightly. "I know, I'm sorry I didn't tell you,
      and that's part of why I didn't tell you about Paul and Gina coming
      either. I didn't want you to feel left out when I went away with
      them for the weekend. It's kind of why they were here."

      I sighed and shook my head. "Kendall, just ... let's not, either
      of us, do that kind of stuff, okay? If you're going out, don't be
      afraid to tell me. And if it means we should just be friends, we'll
      still be friends."

      She leaned into me and put her head on my shoulder, tightened
      her hug briefly in silent acquiescence.

      I tried to lighten the mood. "So what did you get for your
      birthday?"

      She kept hugging me without lifting her head. "Just some little
      things. I got a present from Hayley, too."

      I pulled back so she could see me pouting. "Hayley must
      be your friend if she knew it was your birthday and I didn't," I
      said. She smiled mysteriously and shrugged.

      We talked for probably another half hour after that, easing into
      lighter topics, like school and our new classes. Eventually I had
      to leave to do some more studying before bedding down for the
      night.

      I got a hug and a disappointingly perfunctory kiss at the
      door.

      I was certainly in a better mood than the last time I went
      stumbling blindly through campus after seeing her. That angst
      seemed both fresh and a long time ago. As the frat loomed ahead of
      me, I had to keep reminding myself to take it one step at a
      time.

      I wanted to trust Kendall ... but after the weekend's events, I
      was naturally feeling cautious. Only time would tell if she would
      come to feel enough for me to let go of her other relationship. The
      one with the couple I'd seen her hugging and kissing the day
      before; the couple she'd made love with all weekend.

      Time would tell.

      

    

  
    

    
      Onagerian Surmise: 5 One in the Hand Is Worth...: Chapter
      17

      
      Posted: 04/01/2010, 14:25:12

      When I arrived at Western Civ class the next morning, I found
      Kendall and Hayley already there, engaged in quiet conversation
      that stopped as I sat down. Hayley leaned across Kendall's lap to
      put her hand on my knee.

      "I'm so sorry to hear about you and Gerri, Randy."

      "Uh, thanks."

      "I feel bad though. I introduced her to you, and it didn't work
      out. Can you forgive me?"

      "Of course, I'm still glad you got us together. I'm hoping that
      Gerri and I can still be friends."

      "That's good to hear."

      Typically a sorority sister is expected to turn a cold shoulder
      to anyone breaking up with another member. I wondered if Hayley was
      ignoring that rule just so she could watch my interaction with
      Kendall.

      Of course Hayley had known from the beginning that Gerri was
      with another woman, and had set me up to be Gerri's unwitting
      beard. Did she realize I knew what she'd done?

      To all appearances Kendall and Hayley had become genuine
      friends, and I knew that Kendall wouldn't hear of anything
      different. So I smiled back bravely to Hayley's crocodile smile,
      hoping that Kendall wasn't confiding too much in the Chi O sorority
      hellion.

      

      Friday night I went stag to a couple frat parties, and
      discovered the word about my breakup with Gerri had spread
      throughout the Greek community. Even though Gerri had been the one
      to break off our relationship, the girls were instinctually loyal
      to their sister. So I didn't get many hugs, but I got a lot of
      sympathetic slaps on the back from the guys.

      Most of the condolences were accompanied by the offer of a cup
      of beer, of course. I took to carrying a full one at all times to
      fend them off and avoid getting bombed.

      I was at another frat house when I was thinking it might be time
      to call it a night. I went back towards the kitchen for one last
      beer, and rounding a corner I nearly ran over none other than
      Hayley Devlin. Gerri's big sister Cynthia was with her, along with
      a few other girls from her posse.

      "Well hi there, lover boy," she exclaimed, her eyes wide and
      alight.

      When her girlfriends heard Hayley's greeting they grinned and
      turned away to find entertainment elsewhere. But then Hayley
      snapped her fingers as if seeing me reminded her of something.

      "Hey Cyn!" Hayley called after Gerri's big sister. "Find Rod for
      me, alright?" She gave me an oddly appraising glance before adding,
      "I hear he's made some new friends."

      Cynthia nodded and giggled loudly, before turning to disappear
      into the throng.

      Hayley seemed to wait until they were out of earshot before
      asking, "Where's Kendall?"

      "I don't know. Why, is she here?"

      "This is a Greek party," she reminded me. "She can't just show
      up and get in. I meant, didn't you bring her?"

      Yeah, she's Kendall's good friend, I thought.

      "No, why do you ask?"

      She made a show of leaning in close so others couldn't hear.

      "'Cause she's been checking out your cute ass every chance she
      gets."

      I tried to grin as if she'd shared some witty parlor room
      banter. "Oh, I don't think so."

      "It's okay, Randy, your secret's safe with me. I understand why
      you've been looking around."

      "I've been with Gerri, Hayley. Trust me, I wasn't running around
      on her before we broke up."

      "So you really enjoyed being with Gerri then?"

      "Yeah, she's a sweet kid."

      Her eyes subtly flickered over me from top to bottom and back up
      again. She looked around for a place to set down her beer before
      stepping up and throwing her arms around my waist, each of her
      hands grabbing a handful of my butt.

      "Ohhh, it's just as tight as it looks!"

      "That's good to know," I replied, fighting off the urge to push
      her away.

      "Its okay, Randy, I know you have the hots for Kendall,
      big-time."

      "No way. I like Kendall a lot, but I'm not ready to dive in head
      first with another girl right now."

      Her eyes took on a speculative slant. "So you're unattached
      then."

      "Uh ... I guess so?"

      "You poor guy. But then maybe if someone played their cards
      right, they might be able to catch you on the rebound tonight."

      She let go of my butt and took my arm to lead us towards the
      front of the house. I couldn't tell if she was taking me to meet
      another girl, or was heading to a bedroom upstairs to take care of
      me herself. I dug in my heels to stop us near the bottom of the
      stairs.

      
      "Uh, thanks, Hayley, but I'm not ready for ... uh, anything
      yet."

      "Oh come on, Randy. You are a guy, aren't you?"

      A couple guys feeling no pain tried to jostle Hayley aside to
      pass between us.

      "Fuck off!" She barked. They sobered quickly and scampered away
      up the stairs. In another moment, her syrupy smile was back in
      place.

      "I just broke up with Gerri, Hayley! She's a Chi O sister. Even
      if she's with another guy, if she heard about me shacking up
      already she might be hurt by it."

      Her expression turned crafty. "I think we both know that Gerri
      wouldn't mind at all."

      "What?"

      "Let's just say I've known how sweet Gerri is a lot longer than
      you have. That is if you've ever really known ... which I
      doubt."

      "What the hell is that supposed to mean?"

      "It means that I've known what Gerri's tastes are since sorority
      rush."

      I noticed her hand moving across her hip and down her leg, where
      it casually rubbed the inside of her thigh. When I looked up she
      was smiling smugly.

      "Yeah," she said with an exaggerated sigh over a faux pleasant
      memory, "Gerri really wanted to be a Chi O."

      I looked back at her, dumbfounded. This was why Gerri
      hadn't wanted to tell me, in front of Sharon, why Hayley knew she
      liked girls. Hayley must have intimidated the younger girl into
      having sex with her to get in the sorority. Then she'd turned
      around and used the knowledge from coerced sex to threaten her
      dad!

      "That's how I know you went after Kendall," she continued with a
      smirk. "Gerri wasn't all that interested in you in the first
      place."

      I felt like I was being backed into a corner where I had to
      defend both Kendall and Gerri's honor at the same time.

      "Whatever. Gerri's told me she's been with girls, but she never
      mentioned you. But I know what we had together."

      She looked like she was about to challenge me again before she
      pulled up short, her expression resuming its eerie serenity.

      "Have it your way, Randy. I'm sure some part of what you're
      saying is true."

      "Look, Hayley, Gerri's going to be fine. And I know Kendall's
      your friend ... she's my friend too. Trust me; I wouldn't do
      anything to hurt her."

      Her smile broadened.

      "Don't worry, Randy, I know what Kendall likes. She told me
      about your cute little line, that you hoped she'd figure out that
      one in her hand is worth more than two in some other bush."

      Before I could wrap my mind around the timing and enormity of
      Kendall's confidences with Hayley, I got a hearty slap on the
      back.

      "How's it going, rooms?"

      I turned and smiled at Wes. I was sincerely happy to see him, as
      it gave me an excuse to end my weird conversation with Hayley.

      "I'm healing. Thanks, man."

      "Good to hear. You're gonna be alright, trust me, even if it
      sucks right now."

      I was mildly surprised at his sympathetic tone. I reminded
      myself that aside from being a shameless pussy hound, Wes was
      basically a decent guy.

      Hayley eyed Wes with a different kind of smile as she moved to
      put an arm around his waist.

      "Hey, Wes," she purred. "I'm glad you're here. I wanted to go
      over your notes before the Civ test next week."

      His smile was a lot like Hayley's. "Oh you do, do you?" he
      replied.

      "Yeah ... how's tonight work for you?"

      I wouldn't be surprised if Hayley and Wes had hooked up before.
      But knowing how Hayley used sex as a weapon, maybe she was feeling
      a need to reassert her influence over my roommate.

      "Tonight would be great, darlin'," Wes replied. "You know I just
      love it when you help me study."

      They both turned briefly in my direction.

      "Later, dude," Wes said.

      "Bye bye, Randy," Hayley said. "I'm glad we ran into each
      other."

      They turned away, and soon disappeared into the noisy crowded
      room.

      I hoped my protestations had dismissed Hayley's concerns about
      Kendall's role in my breakup with Gerri. She seemed fixated on it
      for some reason, but her parting comments gave me a little hope
      that she was letting it go.

      And now that I knew about Gerri's ordeal as a Chi O pledge, I
      resolved to ask Sharon how I could best help ensure that Gerri had
      put the distasteful hazing experience behind her.
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      It was a week since my encounter with Hayley at the frat party,
      and Kendall and I planned to have dinner down on the strip, our
      first official date.

      We'd tried to ease into the observable growth of our
      relationship for Hayley, Cynthia, and Wes's benefit. For whatever
      reason, none of them seemed surprised when Kendall casually
      mentioned our plans in class.

      "You dog you," Wes said, slapping me on the back. "Glad to see
      you're bouncing back."

      I'd roomed with Wes long enough to recognize when he was being a
      little sarcastic, but Kendall didn't pick up on it.

      "Randy tells me he's told his old girlfriend about it, to make
      sure there won't be any hard feelings," Kendall said.

      "That's very thoughtful of you," Hayley commented, with a
      cat-that-ate-the-canary smile for me.

      I was beginning to realize Kendall's gift for reading people was
      at its sharpest when she wasn't directly engaged in a
      situation.

      I recalled my recent encounter with Hayley at the frat party. If
      Kendall could share my misgivings about that strange conversation,
      she probably would have run away from her new friend as fast as she
      could.

      

      "Where do you want to go to med school?" I asked as we started
      our salads.

      I took Kendall to the same restaurant where Gerri and I had our
      "breakup" date the week before, with its somewhat private booths.
      This time I hoped the relative seclusion would encourage candor at
      the beginning of ... well, whatever came about with me and
      Kendall.

      "I'd like to stick with UT if I can," she replied. "It means
      moving to Memphis, but it's still close enough that I can go home
      to see my family. I'm hoping to win enough scholarships to pay my
      way, but scholarships don't pay for airline tickets home for the
      holidays."

      She was wearing a tight fitting blue and white sweater with
      horizontal stripes that served to make her spectacular bust even
      more prominent. I had to consciously will my eyes to stay on her
      face, both to be polite and to hold onto my train of thought.

      "Yeah, you're right. It'd be tough for me to get home if I got
      into my first choice school." I paused to take a bite while she
      waited expectantly. "I'd like to go to the University of
      Washington. I'm thinking about going into family practice, and it's
      ranked number one in the nation for that. And if I change my mind
      about specialization, it's ranked high for research and surgical
      disciplines too."

      "Now that would be too far away to drive home for a
      three-day-weekend," she said. She pouted briefly, before shrugging
      and smiling. "Our first date and you're already talking about
      moving away from me."

      I returned her smile. We both knew we were a long ways away from
      filing our med school applications, let alone knowing where we'd
      wind up.

      We kicked around a few other schools and our likelihood of being
      accepted there. It was super hard to get in, no matter what school
      you looked at.

      I wanted to talk about her relationship with Paul and Gina, but
      I didn't want to pry or pressure her about it. But she opened the
      'prior relationships' topic first.

      "Do you have any other old girl friends lurking around campus
      besides Gerri?"

      "It's hard to keep track, but there's a couple still here."

      "When I say 'couple' I specifically mean 'two, '" she said. "But
      some people say 'couple' and it could be a couple dozen."

      "Fine. If you want to get that specific, counting Gerri there
      are three ex-girlfriends on campus."

      "Hmm. It sounds like you're a sailor with a girl in every
      dormitory."

      I laughed. "Don't worry, none of them are stalkers or anything.
      But since you brought it up, what's it like being part of a
      permanent three-some? I mean, it sounds interesting but it's got to
      be complicated."

      She nodded. "That's a good way to put it. It helps that they're
      both really wonderful people. Before I met them I didn't have a lot
      of self confidence. I mean, I didn't have any trouble getting guys
      to hit on me, but they weren't interested in me.

      "Paul and Gina wanted my body too," she said with a smile, "but
      they reached out to be my friends first. I'll always be grateful to
      them for that. For that and because they were my ... my first," she
      said while coloring slightly.

      "Ah. You always remember your first, don't you?"

      "Yes, and they made it wonderful."

      The main entrées arrived. We'd both opted for steak, and we
      attacked our portions of dead cow enthusiastically while continuing
      our conversation - once the waitress was out of hearing range, that
      is.

      "Have you always been interested in girls, too?" I asked.

      She shook her head while savoring a bite.

      "Not really. You asked me once if Paul had forced me to have sex
      with Gina, and no, he didn't force me. But there was maybe some...
      'peer pressure' I guess you could say."

      "From Gina, I take it?"

      "Yes. Gina's definitely bisexual, and she's a voyeur as well. I
      think she would have been okay if she only got to watch me with
      Paul, but she definitely wanted to have sex with me too. I knew
      Paul would like it if I did. I was a little curious, so I did."

      She sounded clinical, discussing herself like reading a
      patient's status chart in a hospital.

      "So I don't know if I'm really bisexual," she continued. "I know
      when Gina sees a pretty girl she can get aroused. That doesn't
      really happen to me."

      I raised my eyebrows at her. "Oh?" I said mildly.

      "Well, not enough to ask another girl for a date or anything.
      But ... if I know another girl likes girls, I admit I can get a
      little distracted around them. Like..." Her voice trailed off.

      "Like?" I prodded. The only girl I'd seen her in contact with
      regularly was ... Hayley? She saw the discomfort on my face, but
      misread the source.

      "I didn't think you were a prude, Randy," she said
      teasingly.

      "I don't think I am. I was just thinking ... I wouldn't know,
      but I guess you have to choose your partners carefully in either
      case." Her forehead crinkled, not following. "I mean, just because
      a girl likes girls, you still have to use the same kind of judgment
      as with guys. You know, what their intentions are, do they sleep
      around ... that kind of stuff."

      She shrugged. "Yes and no. If the girl is bisexual, then I think
      it would be clear the sex would be just recreational. So if they're
      discreet, a woman might be more open to fooling around with a girl
      than with a guy."

      I shook my head, thinking how Hayley had ensnared Gerri with
      'recreational' sex.

      "Girls can be just as abusive as guys, given the opportunity.
      You need to be careful."

      She smiled. "In theory," she conceded. "But enough about me,"
      she grinned. "Tell me about your recent threesome."

      "Oh no. A gentleman doesn't discuss such things," I said
      haughtily. She kicked my shin, though not very hard.

      "The way you described it before, it sounded like guilt-make-up
      sex."

      "Yeah, there was some of that involved," I said.

      "But it was still fun?"

      I grinned. "You could say that."

      She looked at me speculatively. "So it was just ... recreational
      sex?"

      I rolled my eyes at her. "Coming when it did, it definitely
      started as guilt-makeup-sex. But by the end it was friendship-sex
      too."

      She dipped a finger into her glass of water and began to rub it
      around the rim, making a faint tonal sound. She appeared to be
      considering her next words carefully.

      "Paul and Gina..."

      "Yes?"

      She looked at me searchingly before continuing.

      "They have recreational sex with other people," she said, her
      words spoken with deliberate, measured precision.

      "Oh." It was all I could say for a moment. "You mean, like,
      together?"

      "Yes ... mostly. They can be with someone else if the other
      agrees to it." She grinned wryly. "That doesn't happen too much.
      You could say that Paul is a pretty popular guy with Gina's
      friends."

      "Ah ... and you're okay with that?"

      She responded with what might be called a Mona Lisa smile, small
      and mysterious.

      "Ohhh," I said in dawning realization, "I should have asked ...
      have you had that kind of sex with either of them?"

      She smiled teasingly. "I think we should save that conversation
      for our second date. It's just something to think about, now that
      we know we've both recently done some ... unconventional
      things."

      "You are an incorrigible tease. Fine, but are you okay with
      them, you know ... doing that without you?"

      "Yes," she nodded. "I mean, it's never been with another guy,
      just other girls. So what's in it for me anyway?"

      I couldn't tell if she was serious or joking, but didn't
      interrupt her to ask.

      "It's easier for me to accept," she continued, "since I'm not
      around Paul and Gina all the time. I'd like to think I could be
      okay with it if he comes to UT, but I don't know. I'm not sure I
      could just say 'anything goes' like Gina does.

      "But Gina's really into girls. She already has a lot of sex
      without Paul that way." The slight curling of her lips was almost
      imperceptible.

      "So ... if we wanted to get together for recreational sex, would
      you have to get permission from Paul and Gina first?"

      She laughed sharply. "No."

      "Aren't those the rules for your relationship?"

      "Well, I might tell them after the fact. But I'm not looking for
      just recreational sex with you." She looked at me to ensure that I
      'got it' again.

      "I would probably tell them about it sometime if it was just
      recreational," she continued. "But they know my dating here at UT
      is not something I am obligated to tell them about. They do care
      for me and want what is best for me, even if it might affect my
      relationship with them."

      I smiled warmly in response. "Damn. I thought we might get
      recreational tonight. But I wouldn't want you to have to confess to
      Paul and Gina."

      I saw an expression pass over her face that I wasn't familiar
      with.

      "Oh, I don't know," she said softly. "I might be ...
      persuaded."

      "Persuaded?"

      I thought I saw a slight shift in posture, an elevation of her
      chin.

      "Yes. My passions are always close to the surface when I'm
      around an attractive... forceful man," she breathed.

      I nearly choked on a bite of my steak. She shook off her romance
      novel persona and became Kendall again, laughing while hitting me
      on the back to help free it. The waitress heard the commotion and
      came by to check on us.

      "Is everything all right?" she asked.

      "Uh, yes, thank you," I replied, looking down at my half eaten
      steak. I glanced at Kendall briefly, and could tell she was reading
      my mind.

      "Check please?"

      

      I waited in the Carrick dorm lobby, nodding at people coming and
      going while keeping my eye on the elevators. Kendall had asked me
      to wait while she scouted ahead, confirming her roommate was
      out.

      "Psst!" I heard from an unexpected direction. Kendall was
      sporting a big grin and waving me to follow her down a hallway.

      "My roommate was just leaving," she said after the door to the
      stairwell had closed behind us. "I thought she'd only be gone for a
      couple hours."

      I grinned at her. "When I say 'couple' I mean 'two.' But when
      some people say 'couple'..."

      "Two. 'A couple' means two. You can look it up sometime. But
      bless her heart; now she says she can stay with a friend until
      tomorrow morning!"

      Then she paused and lowered her eyes. "That is, if it would
      please you to stay."

      "It would be the act of a fool to refuse such a heartfelt
      invitation," I replied gravely. I gestured towards the stairs.
      "Please ... after you."

      "If you insist."

      It was fun to follow her, not only to watch her butt, but also
      to see her breasts sway when she turned around the corners of the
      stairwell.

      When we got to her floor she opened the door cautiously, peering
      down the hall. She pulled her keys out of her purse, grabbed my
      hand, and tugged me down the hall at a fast pace.

      When the door to her room closed behind us after our stealthy
      entrance she looked at me guiltily, though I couldn't see why.
      There wasn't really any enforcement of dorm rules against my
      staying over, especially on weekend nights. I guess she was just
      being cautious.

      As we took off our coats I looked around casually, and was
      pleased to see that the picture of Kendall and Paul was no longer
      on her bookshelf.

      I took her into my arms for a warm embrace, then pulled back to
      look into her eyes. They closed when I moved to give her a soft
      exploratory kiss.

      "Don't tease me, sir," she said, again becoming the breathy
      heroine of a romance novel. "How long will your frigate be at
      anchor in our port?"

      I grinned briefly before I joined her role-playing game. "Long
      enough to make you my woman."

      She shivered in pleasure. "Oh my, you truly are a ... a
      reckless man."

      "That may be," I said. I reached around to take a firm hold of
      her ass with both hands, pulling her to me. "But there is no need
      to hide your own worldliness from me."

      She brought her hands to my chest and attempted to push me away,
      but I held on tight. "Just what are you implying, sir?"

      "You needn't be coy about knowing the pleasures of the flesh.
      Indeed, I am eager to see what other men ... and women ... have
      taught you."

      "You are a scoundrel to accuse me of knowing such things!" she
      exclaimed, and thumped her fists into my chest.

      "Protest all you like, milady. But before this night is over, I
      will have taken the measure of your passions, and tasted the
      sweetness of your loving cup."

      She wiggled her butt against my grip. "With these clumsy paws?"
      she said scornfully. "Your skill with a woman seems no better than
      an adolescent blacksmith's apprentice."

      She squealed as I picked her up and dropped her onto her bed,
      and then leapt on top of her. I was only able to get one of my legs
      between hers before they clamped together like a cowboy's around a
      bull. I managed to catch her wrists and press them to the mattress
      next to her shoulders.

      "Let me go, you brute!"

      As she fought against my control her crotch came in firm contact
      with my upper thigh.

      "You'll be begging me to hold you soon enough," I growled. "When
      I feel the warmth deep inside you, you'll cry out my name and urge
      me to go deeper still."

      "Never!" she exclaimed. "I'm not a barmaid you can bed and then
      be gone with the morning tide."

      She tossed her head from side to side to avoid me as I
      approached her lips with my own. But the moment we made contact she
      thrust her tongue upward.

      She moaned into my mouth. After a few minutes of serious necking
      I released her hands. I balanced above her on my elbows, and she
      tangled her fingers in my hair. Her breasts stood up high, rubbing
      sensuously against my chest as her breathing accelerated.

      "I ... I hate you," she hissed, even as I realized she was
      grinding herself against my thigh, faster and faster as her strong
      legs held it in place.

      "Hate me if you like, but you'll love what I'm going to do to
      you," I replied.

      "Oh ... no ... I wo..."

      Her eyes pinched shut and her voice was cut off. Her body
      shuddered, her hands leaving my head to grip my ass, pulling me
      hard against her pussy while her hips shuddered. After a few
      seconds her eyes re-opened as she exhaled raggedly.

      Knowing Wes would gladly give his right testicle to be in my
      place, I thought of his favorite line. "Oh baby oh baby," I said
      with a self-satisfied grin. "That was quick."

      "I am not your baby, you scoundrel," she gasped.

      She grabbed the bottom of my shirt, pulling it up over my head
      and helping get my arms clear. She released her vice-like grip on
      my thigh and I rolled to the side, freeing our hands to quickly
      strip each other naked.

      And ... oh my God. I felt like a kid at Christmas that couldn't
      decide what gift to open first. She even had a ribbon garnishing
      the package, a bauble on a slender silver chain that hung from her
      hips to just above the bed as she lay on her side. I was hard as a
      rock. She lowered her eyes as I gaped at her.

      "Do I meet with your approval?"

      "Madam, I believe I've died and gone to heaven."

      My rapturous stare hadn't noticeably affected her, but that
      comment made her blush prettily.

      "Thank you, sir. You're ... ah ... a fine looking man," she
      said, while reaching for my erection. I inhaled through my teeth as
      she grasped it.

      "I believe you said I was... 'quick'?" she said as a
      challenge.

      She pushed on my shoulder to put me on my back, and moved to
      bring her head to my quivering cock.

      "Perhaps ... but I enjoyed watching the pleasure of so beautiful
      a maiden."

      Her expression softened, and she turned to give me a tender
      kiss. I shuddered when she then moved to softly kiss the tip of my
      dick. She began to gently jack me with her hand in a loose fist,
      and I pursed my lips in concentration ... which she then proceeded
      to destroy.

      "Just relax, my captain. Your manhood will feel wonderful in my
      mouth."

      "Oh, geez."

      When I felt her hot breath on my skin, I pressed my palms into
      the mattress. When she took me into her mouth, I grabbed handfuls
      of the sheets. When she took me into her throat, I squeezed the
      handfuls of sheets into golf ball sized nuggets.

      I suspected she was taking it a little easy on me to protect my
      male ego. I nearly ruptured with her first plunge downward until
      she squeezed the base of my dick at the last moment.

      After that she stayed above the bottom half of my shaft, with a
      languorous, sensual pace. She would take me inside and swirl her
      tongue around the head until she felt me begin to twitch. Then
      she'd pull off and lick up and down the sides, looking up at me
      with lust filled eyes while I regained control.

      I wanted to caress her body in the worst way, but she was on all
      fours facing me. During a moment when I wasn't teetering on the
      edge of orgasm, I did a stomach crunch and reached past her head
      for her breasts. I grasped and carefully squeezed her nipples
      before lying back again. She rose up to give me a smoky stare, then
      shifted around to be facing my feet before diving down on my cock
      again.

      I'd thought for a moment she was going to straddle my face. But
      by turning around, she at least gave my hands access to her
      beautiful body. And I put it to good use, running my hands all over
      her, with her big breasts getting most of my attention. They were
      amazingly firm and full. I ran my hands over her butt, so taut and
      toned. I reached between her legs from the rear, sliding my palm
      over her flat belly before I pulled it back to cup her pussy in my
      hand. It felt different somehow.

      I technically might have lasted longer than she'd taken to rub
      herself to climax on my thigh, but I was under no illusions. I was
      having fun just touching her, but when she felt my hands on her
      pussy she must have decided it was time for me to come. She
      softened her grip and took me deep again, and I went off like a
      rocket.

      I tried not to thrust upwards for fear of hurting her, and in
      the process I nearly pulled several muscles. There was a roaring in
      my ears and my eyes snapped shut. I took in a huge breath to cry
      out, which she must have felt. Even as she tended to my exploding
      cock, she had the presence of mind to reach up and put a hand over
      my mouth. I felt my face turning red as I swallowed my cry of
      pleasure as she swallowed my come.

      I'm pretty sure the first blasts went directly down her throat.
      The rest of the spasms spurted into her mouth as she withdrew and
      swirled her tongue around the sensitive head that throbbed inside
      the tight suction of her lips on my shaft.

      Eventually the stars cleared from my eyes and I realized the
      aftershocks I was feeling were from her sucking and licking my cock
      clean. When she saw me coherent and staring she gave it a final
      suck before letting go, and pulled back to sit on her heels,
      looking down at me with a satisfied grin.

      Gerri and my other girlfriends had been enthusiastic fellators,
      but Kendall's technique was from another league entirely. And she'd
      only had one boyfriend before this? I looked up at her large
      breasts rising and falling, her blue eyes glittering with lust, her
      lips wet from my blow job, and I knew it wasn't going to take long
      for me to be ready for round two.

      I was still recovering, my lungs filling and emptying with huge
      gulps of air. But I felt a primeval need to devour her.

      "Lay down, m'lady."

      She grinned with pleasure and did as I asked. As I moved between
      her legs she lifted them to drape her calves over my shoulders.
      That was when I discovered she was shaved completely smooth. There
      wasn't even a strip of hair remaining above the moist looking lips
      of her pussy.

      I'd never been with a girl shaved like that before, and I paused
      to study it. The lips were engorged with the blood of her arousal,
      turning them a darker shade of pink than the firm flesh surrounding
      them. Her clit was still hidden as I settled on my stomach, my face
      over her sex. I reached under her thighs to grasp her waist just
      above her hips.

      Her breath hitched at my first gentle exploratory lick from
      bottom to top, stopping just short of her clit. Her taste was sweet
      and her moisture was plentiful, and I began exploring her with my
      lips and tongue, paying attention to her movements and sounds to
      learn what she liked.

      Not surprisingly she made the most pleasurable sounds when I
      swirled my tongue around and around her now partially exposed clit,
      repeatedly grazing the edges as she jerked her hips to try to
      control the contact. Then I added a couple fingers, thrusting in
      and out of what felt like a really tight entrance, which she seemed
      to like as well.

      
      A couple times over the next five (or ten?) minutes she seemed
      on the verge of cresting over into orgasm. But she didn't quite get
      there, even though my jaw was beginning to tire and my tongue was
      beginning to lose its ability to make circles.

      I began making broad strokes over her clit while holding my
      tongue as flat as I could, trying to ensure at least some part of
      it would hit whatever the right spot was for her.

      I suspected she was beginning to get frustrated — I know I was.
      After all, she'd come in moments already, just rubbing against my
      leg. And I'd been with enough girls to know I wasn't a complete
      clod at eating pussy.

      About then I felt her hands slide onto my head and grab handfuls
      of hair on the sides. Once she had a firm grip, she began to steer
      me purposefully as I continued to lick her with broad swipes of my
      tongue.

      It was when she experimentally pushed me lower that we seemed to
      make progress. I guessed that starting lower meant my long licks
      only reached her clit at the end of a stroke, which seemed to give
      her more room to twitch and build herself up between touches.

      So I adapted by combining the long licks with a swirl on top,
      and in short order her moans nearly doubled in length and volume,
      and her legs joined the grip of her hands to keep me where she
      wanted me. It also made me fear that she might snap my neck when
      she finally came, but it was a risk I took willingly.

      I'd just added a third finger crammed into the wet vise between
      her legs when her moans cut off. I sped up my licking excitedly,
      pushing my face harder against her sex as her body trembled. I felt
      her spasms flowing up through her belly and on down her long legs,
      her calves twitching on my back.

      I kept up the pace, trying to make it last for her, and she
      continued to silently tremble and pulse under my tongue. But then
      she unexpectedly cried out, jerking her hips sideways and lifting
      my head up by my hair. I'd had better sensations in bed with a girl
      before.

      "Not so hard!" she hissed.

      "Oh, sorry!"

      She'd let go of my hair, and once I'd sat back to give her
      enough room, she rolled onto her side facing away from me, stopping
      next to the wall with her knees pulled up.

      "Are you alright?"

      She drew in a lungful of air and exhaled it slowly. "Yes."

      "Did I hurt you?"

      She raised an arm weakly and reached for me blindly. I took her
      hand and she squeezed it briefly before letting go.

      "Just give me a minute."

      I lay down behind her, at first spooning without touching, save
      putting an exploratory hand on her hip. When that wasn't rejected I
      wiggled forward to put my chest against her back, and kissed her
      shoulder. I draped my arm over her stomach and hugged her to me.
      She sighed and took my hand in hers.

      "I get sensitive right after finishing when I've been ... trying
      really hard."

      "Geez I'm sorry, Kendall."

      "It's okay. I mean, it wasn't like you did anything
      wrong."

      I had trouble thinking that was a compliment. "Oh. Well ...
      good."

      After a couple minutes of listening to each other's breathing
      slow down, she pulled my hand to her breast. I cupped and gently
      squeezed, and I felt her breath catch. She rolled her top shoulder
      into me, and I scooted back so she could lay flat. My hardening
      dick wound up lying on her thigh, my hand still on her breast. She
      noticed my thoughtful expression.

      "Don't worry about it, Randy. I'll teach you where my buttons
      are."

      My jaw muscles tightened. She didn't notice.

      "It'll probably require lots and lots of practice," she went on
      cheerfully.

      Was my performance so bad I needed cheering up?

      "Sure."

      "Then let's get started, shall we?" she said briskly, pushing me
      on to my back.

      I'd lost some hardness while focusing on her pleasure, and I
      thought I saw a frown flash over her face as she reached for me.
      But it passed too quickly for me to be sure.

      She nearly inhaled my cock. She swirled her tongue around it,
      she sucked on it while rotating her head around, and in a quick
      minute my mind was free of negative thoughts or performance
      anxiety. I was hard and throbbing in anticipation.

      "Wow, Randy ... that was fast. I'm impressed." I'd have been
      flattered if she hadn't sounded so surprised.

      "Lie down," I said brusquely. 'Show me her buttons' my
      ass I thought.

      She didn't appear disturbed by my tone ... if anything it was
      the opposite.

      "Mmmm," she moaned from deep in her chest as she complied. She
      moved to be on her back again and spread her legs for me to kneel
      between. "Come to me, Randy," she said breathily, her arms reaching
      for me.

      I bent down for a kiss. I wasn't gentle, which was unlike me. I
      enveloped her lips with mine and pressed down hard. She opened her
      eyes in surprise as I thrust my tongue inside.

      She moaned softly as she struggled to move her lips and get her
      tongue past mine. But since I was trying to get deep enough to
      reach her tonsils she began sucking on my tongue instead of
      fighting it.

      She reached down to grasp my steely hard on. Pulling me forward,
      she rubbed the head against her sex from top to bottom before
      slotting me in the right place. She gave me a slight thrust of her
      hips to tell me all systems were 'go.'

      I released my lip lock and pushed forward slowly with my hips.
      When I didn't get through after a few seconds, I backed off and
      looked up at her uncertainly.

      "It's okay ... sometimes I'm a little bit, uh ... tight."

      "Sorry to hear that," I lied.

      She smiled. "You are not! Just ... take it a little slow at
      first."

      She extended her legs to cross her ankles behind my back and
      nodded for me to start again.

      I pushed, feeling safe to slowly add pressure as long as her
      legs were gently pulling me towards her. But when after several
      seconds I still couldn't get past her gates, I was thinking
      of backing off again. She must have seen it in my eyes.

      "It's okay, keep going," she said tightly, her forehead
      scrunched in concentration.

      If I hadn't been so hard it might have bent my soldier in half.
      But finally the head popped inside her, and we both gasped at the
      impact. She quickly put a hand on my chest and closed her eyes. I
      could see her nostrils flaring as she breathed deep. It felt
      really tight in there, and I could see and feel her willing
      her muscles to relax around me.

      And while her eyes were closed, I allowed myself a moment, just
      a moment mind you, of exultation. My intentions with Kendall were
      honorable and sincere. Call it a cheap and selfish thought, but I
      couldn't help it. I was getting inside "the princess!" I couldn't
      deny the juvenile thrill of feeling my dick sliding into this girl
      that every frat rat on campus wanted.

      Then the moment passed, my head came out of my ass, and I leaned
      down to kiss her gently, examining her face for signs of pain. When
      her eyes opened after my kiss, she smiled at my concerned
      expression and touched the side of my face.

      "Aren't you sweet ... I'm okay."

      "Good!"

      My Little League coach once told me I had 'rabbit ears, '
      meaning I heard criticisms even when there weren't any to hear.
      Kendall's struggle to take me inside helped me push away thoughts
      of being slighted.

      Folding my rabbit ears down I dropped my mouth to briefly suck
      on a nipple. As she hissed in pleasure her legs pulled against my
      back again, and I began pushing my dick further inside her narrow
      channel. Progress came more easily now, and we both groaned in
      pleasure when I was fully embedded in her. It felt absolutely
      delicious.

      "Oh baby oh baby," I murmured reverently. She bit her bottom lip
      as she looked up at me with smoldering eyes ... and then we began
      to move together.

      Making love to Kendall nearly overwhelmed my senses. Her lush
      body felt so good everywhere we touched, her lips and tongue moving
      against mine ... her breasts rubbing against my chest ... her
      thighs rhythmically clasping my hips ... her calves and feet
      pointing up at the ceiling ... and her hands in my hair or lightly
      scratching my back ... her pussy gripping and squeezing...

      I started with slow circular movements, trying to loosen her up
      and grind her clit at the same time. When I felt a little more room
      to move inside her, I pulled out a couple inches, and while
      watching her face for discomfort I slid back in.

      "Oh, yessss," she breathed into my ear, "mmm ... more." With
      that go-ahead I began to fight my way in and out of her tight
      pussy. I soon began to pick up the pace and the depth of my
      penetrations into the sexy coed. I was able to get all the way to
      the bottom of her with a single thrust, even though her pussy still
      stubbornly gripped tightly around my cock on the way back out.

      I just had to see more of her as she moved sensuously beneath
      me, grasping me between her long legs. I rose up and extended my
      arms so I could look down. She was so beautiful...

      The first thing I saw (no surprise) was her breasts moving
      hypnotically forward and back, with her upper chest flushed to a
      gentle pink. Then I noticed that the muscles around her flat
      stomach were coming into clear relief and then disappearing
      repeatedly. I looked up and saw she was looking a little smug and a
      lot turned on.

      "Does it feel good when I do... this, my captain?" she
      asked in a sultry voice, making me wince. I got a clue and realized
      her pussy wasn't being stubborn, she was clenching down when I
      started a backward stroke.

      "My God, that's (wince) amazing!"

      She broke character and giggled. I decided right then that the
      woman I married would have to like to laugh in bed.

      "I'm glad you like it. I can really grip down on that fireplug
      of yours down there."

      "Fireplug?" I put a little extra force into my next thrust, and
      her eyes closed for a moment. "What's that supposed to mean?" I
      huffed as I began to thrust harder still.

      "It means you're a little (uhnn!) thick. Ask any girl ... thick
      is (uhnn!) a good thing..."

      "Kendall, never use the word 'little' when talking about my
      dick."

      She rolled her eyes.

      "Don't be such a (uhnn!) guy, Randy. You have a great
      dick, okay?"

      Compared to whom? I thought reflexively, and I think she
      saw it in my eyes. After an awkward feeling moment, I came out
      with, "Well I'm glad that's settled."

      She made a minute shake of her head before putting her hands on
      the sides of my face. She stared deeply into my eyes.

      "Fuck me, sailor. Fuck me hard."

      I groaned and began thrusting as requested, and our joining
      became a quest for depth. I built it up slowly, but after a few
      minutes I was putting my whole body behind each lunge into her,
      while her thighs squeezed and pulled me in with perfect rhythm.

      And her pussy squeezes? If anything she clamped down on me
      harder than before. With the added friction of my power drilling
      action, I knew I couldn't keep it up forever. It just felt too damn
      good inside her.

      I began paying closer attention to Kendall's orgasmic state,
      wanting to last long enough for her to get there. It was hard to
      tell. I didn't know what to look for yet, and her earlier orgasm
      seemed to come out of nowhere. In other trysts, ten minutes of
      vigorous screwing had been long enough to get nearly all of my
      partners off. I brought my mouth to her ear.

      "Your lovers have taught you well, milady," I said softly,
      watching her eyes waver when a thrust reached into her depths.
      "Your skill on your back is better than many of the women in my
      other ports of call."

      "'Many' of them?' You truly are a scoundrel," she
      exclaimed. But she did nothing to remove me from her saddle, and I
      continued to ride her hard.

      "Those women know things ... things that you haven't yet
      mastered."

      I hoped a little erotic conversation could help her get off,
      while distracting me from peaking too soon. But I could feel my
      control slipping.

      "What could some slut in another port know that I don't ...
      other than how to sleep in the gutter?"

      I grinned wolfishly. "They know how to come, woman. They
      can come again and again."

      Then I absolutely had to pull nearly all the way out of her,
      leaving the head and a couple inches inside. I screwed my eyes shut
      in concentration as my dick throbbed on the edge of the cliff. When
      I could finally look again I realized that Kendall had stopped
      pulling me to her, and was obviously struggling to hold herself
      still as she panted beneath me.

      I groaned as she reached for our joining. If she grasped me and
      pulled me back into her one more time, I knew I'd lose it.

      "I need only a moment, my captain," she breathed, just before
      her hand stopped short of my shaft and flattened over the top of
      her pussy instead. She closed her eyes and began rubbing herself in
      quick circles.

      It wasn't long before I could feel her spasm around the head of
      my dick, and her eyes popped open. I tried to read whether she
      wanted me to thrust back into her. But as if she could read my mind
      she shook her head before I could.

      "Wait," she said urgently, "not yet ... I'm almost ...
      almost..."

      Then her chest reared up and she wrapped her arms around my
      shoulders, pulling us together. I couldn't get a clearer signal,
      and I powered back into her as she shook beneath me. I only managed
      to pull out and lunge back in twice more before I went off.

      I strained to get farther into her as I erupted. My fingers and
      toes dug into the mattress as I dove down on her, adding my full
      weight to drive deep. The pressure on my cock was tremendous.
      Kendall was silent as she spasmed, and I struggled not to scream in
      ecstasy as she gripped me tightly with her arms, her legs, and her
      pussy.

      I was still thrashing atop her when I felt her internal shudders
      begin to fade, followed by a release of the tension in her body
      wrapped around me. Her pussy's slight loosening toppled my orgasm
      off the high plateau it had been on, sliding down towards
      completion.

      My cock was still hard as I kept thrusting again with clenched
      teeth, trying to prolong things for both of us. But Kendall stopped
      thrusting back with her hips. She still pulled on me slightly with
      her legs, in rhythm with my final thrusts. She brought her hands to
      her face to push back some strands of hair that had been dislodged,
      before lowering her arms to the mattress on her sides as she looked
      up at me affectionately.

      When my cock eventually stopped twitching I rose up on my elbows
      to get my weight off her. I could feel the air hitting the sheen of
      perspiration that had broken out all over my body. Her skin had
      barely taken on a subtle feminine glow.

      I leaned down and kissed her softly.

      "Hey sailor ... new in town?" she drawled, and we both
      laughed.

      "Yes I am, but I think I'll be coming back here again and
      again."

      "Good! That was fun."

      I pulled back from her until I fell from her body, and then lay
      down beside her. She rolled to my side and tucked her head between
      my head and shoulder, and I draped my arm around her. We lay
      comfortably together for a few minutes, enjoying the new intimacy
      between us.

      Then I sensed her looking up at me for a moment.

      "Randy ... can I tell you something?"

      "Sure."

      "I don't know if I should say anything ... but ... that was
      great."

      I squeezed her to me.

      "You can tell me that as many times as you want."

      "It really was. So ... you shouldn't worry about ...
      well..."

      She stalled for some reason. It hadn't occurred to me to worry
      about anything to that point.

      "Worry about what?"

      She pursed her lips and shook her head. "That came out wrong.
      What I wanted to say was it's not all about me, okay?"

      She'd lost me. "Meaning... ?"

      "Meaning, if you have to come, go ahead and come and enjoy it,"
      she said with a rush, averting her eyes and blushing.

      I blinked in surprise. "I just wanted to make it last so it was
      good for you, too."

      "And you did, believe me," she assured me softly, touching my
      face. "But ... you looked like you were in physical pain when you
      were trying to hold back. So don't worry about it ... if it gets to
      that point, just go with it. Besides," she said with a wink, "we
      can always have more sex ... if necessary."

      I rolled my eyes. "Is it my fault you have a velvet vice between
      your legs?"

      She burst out laughing. "'A velvet vice?' That sounds like a
      line from one of my romance novels."

      "Really? I had no idea they were that obscene."

      "Mmm ... you'd be surprised."

      "To think they sell that pornography in grocery stores."

      She laughed, then slowly reached to grasp my dick, which despite
      looking rather wet and used was still half hard.

      "So, would you like to work some more on orgasm control?" she
      asked, somehow sounding half harlot and half young school girl. I
      closed my eyes and went with the school girl image ... she sounded
      like a high school girl, blossoming into a ripe young woman, still
      learning about her own sexuality.

      "I see you like the idea," she said softly. Her touch and my
      school girl fantasy had my dick hard and ready for action in
      moments.

      "Oh yeah ... but I don't want to be a sea captain this
      time."

      "Oh? Who would you like to be instead?"

      I looked up at her. "It's not so much me ... it's you."

      She lowered her eyes. "And who would you have me be?" she asked
      softly.

      The image that came to me was solidifying. I saw her sitting in
      the front row of class, her hair in pig-tails as her soft lips
      parted to admit the end of her pencil, her brilliant white teeth
      biting the pink eraser on the tip. Her big breasts and long legs
      couldn't possibly be concealed by her Catholic school girl's
      uniform. And ... I ... could ... have ... her.

      "I'm afraid you're going to have to stay after class today."

      Her eyes widened. "Why? Have I done something wrong?"

      "I need help to organize the supplies at the back of the
      classroom, and you've been very disruptive today."

      She grinned briefly before looking down into her lap. "But I
      have cheerleader practice after school."

      "I'll give you a note to take to Sister Rosemary after we're
      done."

      She rounded her shoulders in deference. The harlot was gone ...
      the school girl was coming on stage.

      "Yes, Father."

      

      I was awakened by soft kisses on my face, which was a pretty
      nice thing to wake up to. But I groaned when I saw through the
      window that it was still dark outside.

      "I'm sorry, Randy, but you need to get up."

      "Why?"

      "I'm not exactly sure when my roommate is coming back. And the
      rest of the floor is going to be waking up soon."

      "So?"

      "So, I don't want to be teased for a week about having a boy
      spend the night in my room."

      "Hrumph," I grunted grumpily, and began looking around for
      wherever I'd thrown my stuff. That is, I looked until she handed me
      a neatly folded stack of clothes.

      They were layered such that the top item (my underwear) was the
      logical thing to put on first, and on down through to my shoes and
      coat. I felt like a fireman, with my clothes pre-arranged for
      maximum speed of departure.

      When I was ready to go out into the pre-dawn darkness, she
      stepped close and looped her arms around my shoulders.

      "I had a wonderful time," she said, giving me a firm squeeze and
      release.

      "Me too. Hey, you want to hang out this afternoon?"

      She shook her head immediately. "I've got a lot of homework I'd
      like to get ahead of before Monday. And I kind-of blew most of my
      weekend fun time budget with you already."

      I chuckled. "Alright ... do you want to study
      together?"

      She looked at me skeptically. "I really do need to study."

      "We could meet at the library. Librarians frown on sex between
      the book stacks."

      The corners of her mouth rose slightly for a moment. "We can try
      it sometime, but not today, okay? I want to really focus."

      I blinked in mild surprise. The other girls I'd been with had
      all wanted to spend more time together after our first coupling. I
      shrugged.

      "No problem ... do you want to meet for dinner?" I asked,
      probing for the depth of her reluctance.

      She stepped back and tilted her head to one side, sizing me up
      in some way.

      "Fine ... I'll meet you in the Morrill cafeteria, say at 7:00
      again?"

      I grinned, feeling surprisingly relieved. I guess I was having
      the cliché insecurity-after-sex-with-a-new-partner reaction. At
      least I hadn't said, 'You'll call me, won't you?'

      "Cool. 7:00 it is."

      She opened the door and backed out into the hall to look in the
      direction of the elevators. She pulled me out and herded me in the
      opposite direction to take the stairs again.

      When I stood in the doorway to the stairwell I looked back for a
      final wave. But she'd already stepped back into her room, leaving
      me to look down the long empty hallway.

      She really was serious about not wanting to explain an overnight
      guest to her dorm room neighbors, right after our first formal
      date. I shrugged and headed down the stairs. Things had progressed
      a little fast, and she was entitled to some adjustment time. We
      didn't need to rush things.

      I walked back to the frat already looking forward to dinner with
      her. It didn't occur to me until much later that she'd chosen the
      same time we shared our first dorm cafeteria meal together, when
      none of her friends would be there to see us.
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      Ah to be young and in love. Or maybe enjoying the possibility of
      love...

      The more time Kendall and I spent with each other, the longer
      our list of discovered mutual interests grew. Much of that came
      from being avid readers, and we had long enjoyable conversations
      about books we had both read. I still teased her occasionally about
      her covert love of romance novels, which after a few blushing
      episodes she learned to take with good grace.

      And the sex was ... spectacular. Her body was magnificent,
      inside and out. She had the tightest pussy I'd ever felt, and she
      was even more beautiful when nude. And she was completely at ease
      when showing me her body, in contrast with her sometimes shaky
      self-confidence with her clothes on.

      She was really into role playing fantasies in bed. She would
      often take on a persona or situation, and it was my pleasurable job
      to decipher who she was or where we were. The scenarios usually
      included her being either forced or seduced into bed, and once we
      reached that tipping point we had some of the most vigorous and
      uninhibited sex I'd ever had.

      

      We were lying on a blanket thrown over the sweet smelling grass
      of a lawn on campus, basking in some unusually fine weather. We
      were on our stomachs and up on our elbows, making our first pass
      through our current chemistry homework assignment. I knew Kendall
      would finish before me, as I'd come to expect.

      I kidded her that she was the hare to my tortoise, but when
      discussing the material she had a comprehension every bit as
      complete as mine. But I still took satisfaction at her undisguised
      surprise when I found a nuance that she had missed. I could tell it
      wasn't something she was used to. When it happened she quickly
      moved on to the next topic. I couldn't tell if it impressed her or
      made her uncomfortable.

      I glanced over when she closed her big textbook with a loud
      thump, and waggled her eyebrows at me. I grinned and resumed
      reading. I managed to stay focused, even when she rolled onto her
      back and put her hands behind her head, her breasts pointed proudly
      up at the sky. After several minutes of plowing through the densely
      packed and ponderously phrased words on the assigned pages, I
      closed my book as well.

      She pointed upwards. "That cloud looks like Zeus getting reading
      to throw a lightning bolt at us."

      I rolled over and followed her gesticulating finger.
      "Where?"

      "Right there ... see the arm drawn back?"

      "No."

      "Well, what do you see?"

      I looked over at a pair of very attractive coeds passing by.

      "Boobs."

      "What?"

      "Boobs. Right there," I said, gesturing with my chin.

      She spotted the girls and snorted.

      "Men," she said disgustedly, "boobs over Greek mythology."

      "I'm only embracing the feminist philosophy as espoused by Erica
      Jong. Perhaps you should study her teachings."

      She quickly rolled to her side to square up with me.

      "Really," she said slowly, drawing it out to apply her born and
      raised Tennessee accent on each syllable. "I seem to remember being
      the one to tell you about her book in the first place."

      That was true; I'd blitzed through the book 'Fear of Flying' in
      one night.

      
      "Perhaps," I conceded. "But you seem to have trouble applying
      her views in every day life."

      "I see. Please, do go on."

      "One of the principles Ms. Jong espouses," I said, contrasting
      the 'Ms' versus 'Miss or 'Mrs." sounds by including a few extra
      beats on the 'zee' sound, "is that it's possible to have a sexual
      encounter for its own sake, without emotional involvement,
      commitment, or any ulterior motive, between two previously
      unacquainted persons."

      "A zipless fuck," she said dryly.

      "Yes. Now, assume for the sake of argument that one or both of
      those girls are Jong acolytes."

      "Ahhh..."

      "Exactly. How are those liberated women to know that an
      opportunity for such an encounter exists, if I avert my eyes when
      they pass by? In fact, I would argue that openly admiring their
      bodies in fact empowers them to control their own sexual
      proclivities."

      She shook her head slowly. "I believe you are forgetting another
      aspect of the zipless fuck premise," she said, her tone precise and
      measured.

      "Really?"

      "Yes; that neither party has any ulterior motives. Wouldn't
      wanting to get into their pants, and only wanting to get
      into their pants, constitute such a hidden agenda? The man would in
      fact be taking, with the woman subordinating her own desires to
      take on society's traditional expectation, that for a woman to have
      sex she must yield, or give of herself, instead of purely
      sharing."

      "I can see how it could look that way, and I suppose that's why
      zipless encounters are so rare. But I still feel an obligation to
      do my part."

      She glared at me, before relaxing and laughing. "I suppose it
      takes a fraternity guy to think ogling passing women is their
      contribution to supporting women's rights."

      We grinned and lay back again, enjoying the day. Her mention of
      fraternities gave me an opening that I hesitated to take.

      "So, you still up for going out to dinner and a movie Friday
      night?" She glanced at me and looked away.

      "Yeah, if you are," she said, her voice carefully neutral.

      "Absolutely," I replied, and immediately decided to leave it at
      that.

      Both her floor in the dorm and my fraternity were throwing
      parties Friday night, so I'd suggested we go to one or the other.
      But she said she'd rather have the time together alone, and I
      agreed without applying any pressure to do otherwise.

      She obviously still had reservations about fraternities in
      general, and was still passively resistant to putting our
      relationship on display. It bothered me a little that she was being
      so cautious with me, but I could understand it and be patient.

      We were becoming progressively more comfortable with each other
      out of bed, and we were absolute dynamite in it. Together it made
      me confident that eventually I'd gain her trust. And with that
      trust she'd become secure enough to let go of her summer romance,
      and commit herself to our budding romance instead.

      During the Saturday morning afterglow from a Friday night of
      passion was the last place I would have predicted for our ship to
      veer off course.
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      "Hey."

      "Hmmpf."

      "Raaaaannndy."

      "Hmm?"

      "It's 7:30. I'm going to go take a shower. I want to be out of
      here by 8:30 so my roommate can come home. Okay?"

      I opened my eyes to a vision. Kendall was standing over me
      wearing a calf length robe, cinched together at her waist to form a
      v shaped opening with her cleavage peeking out at the top. Her hair
      was disheveled; her eyes were bright and shining.

      "You mean you want me out of here," I blurted. I was
      still sleepy enough that my resentment at being hidden from her
      dorm neighbors just popped out. I looked up at her quickly, but she
      didn't seem bothered. Instead she reached down to stroke my cheek
      affectionately.

      "No ... I thought we'd go to breakfast together."

      Her saying that meant I couldn't maintain my grumpy demeanor. I
      wasn't being hurried off like a thief in the night. I perked
      right up.

      "Okay then," I said cheerfully.

      "Good. I'll be back in a few." She lowered one knee to the floor
      and leaned over to kiss me tenderly.

      "Hurry back."

      "Can't promise that. I want to look good this morning."

      "You look good now."

      "Thanks. You look like you were run over by a sex crazed
      coed."

      "Hmm. I think I was, actually."

      Unfortunately, at that moment I looked over her shoulder and was
      surprised to see the picture of Paul and Kendall back on display,
      the two lovers smiling back at me. When my smile faltered she
      turned to see what I was looking at.

      "Oh my goodness!" She grabbed the photo and hastily threw it
      into a drawer.

      "It's okay," I said. I'm sure my smile looked as forced as it
      felt.

      "I cleaned the place up, I shaved everywhere, I put perfume in
      places I've never put it before, and then I leave that picture up.
      Idiot!" she said in frustration.

      "Don't worry ... I'm sure you'll find a way to make it up to
      me," I said to break the tension.

      She gave me a kiss full of promise. "You can count on it."

      We shared another kiss, and she was off to the bathroom.

      

      I tried not to brood over Paul's now hidden picture. The
      realization that Kendall was only putting the picture away when I
      was visiting was sobering. As I pulled my clothes on, I pushed away
      my resentment and looked around the room for something to distract
      my mind away from it.

      I scanned the non-school books on her bookshelf. Seeing 'Fear
      of Flying' again made me smile. She had 'The Collected works
      of Eudora Welty, ' next to a similar collection from Flanery
      O'Connor... 'Burger's Daughter' by Nadine Gordimer, Ayn
      Rand's 'Atlas Shrugged, ' and many more.

      I didn't think I should commit time I didn't have to
      recreational reading of a new story. I sighed and pulled down the
      textbook from our chemistry class, opening it to the next assigned
      chapter. I couldn't use a highlighter on her copy, so I looked in
      the tummy drawer of her desk for some notepaper.

      I found a spiral-bound notebook and flipped it open, thumbing
      through it to get to the unused pages. I gripped the first clean
      page I found to tear it out. Without really thinking about it, I
      glanced at the sheet opposite. Yesterday's date was written in the
      upper right hand corner.

      
      
      My dearest Paul,

      Here it is ... the end of another week ... and I'm still missing
      you. No matter where I go, or whom I'm with, the empty spot in my
      heart grows ever larger.

      I found a poem the other day that made me think of you.

      I Carry Your Heart

      I carry your heart with me (I carry it in my heart)

      I am never without it (anywhere I go you go, my dear;

      and whatever is done by only me

      is your doing, my darling)

      I fear no fate (for you are my fate, my sweet)

      I want no world (for beautiful you are my world, my true)

      and it's you are whatever a moon has always meant

      and whatever a sun will always sing is you.

      Here is the deepest secret nobody knows

      (here is the root of the root and the bud of the bud

      and the sky of the sky of a tree called life; which grows

      higher than the soul can hope or mind can hide)

      and this is the wonder that's keeping the stars apart

      I carry your heart (I carry it in my heart)

      — E.E. Cummings

      As I write this, I can't stop touching my ring. Our ring, the
      gift that made our last time together that much more perfect, if
      that's possible.

      

      The letter ended there, apparently an unfinished work.

      I sat at her desk, re-reading it line by line, feeling my
      emotions building.

      The last line burned hottest in my mind. After she'd lied about
      going home and instead had stolen away with Paul and Gina on her
      birthday weekend, she'd said her gifts were just some little
      things...

      I knew I should put the notebook back. I should probably get the
      hell out of there to go cool off. Finally, after going over it for
      the twentieth time, I scrounged around in her desk to find a pen,
      and scribbled down a note on the blank facing page:

      K.- I just remembered I'm meeting a guy at the gym to work
      out this morning. Sorry I forgot to tell you about that! I'll see
      you later. R.

      I'd just torn the page out when I froze at the sound of the
      doorknob rattling. Kendall stepped inside.

      "I forgot my toothbrush," she said with a grin.

      She stopped in her tracks when she noticed my
      deer-in-the-headlights posture, and then looked down to see her
      desk drawer open and the notebook lying before me.

      "What are you doing?" she exclaimed, striding up to snatch it
      away and shove the desk drawer closed with a resounding bang.

      "Nothing," I replied, instinctively feeling a moment of guilt
      for seeing something I shouldn't have.

      "You can't just go through my things like that, Randy."

      "I didn't mean to. I was just looking for some notepaper," I
      said defensively, gesturing at the chemistry textbook.

      "So you think that makes it okay to go ahead and read what you
      found? This ... it's ... this is private."

      "Oh, okay then. I'm so sorry. Are you sure you don't want me to
      review the grammar for you?"

      She scowled at me. "I don't have to explain this to you. I
      told you I wasn't breaking up with Paul."

      "Yeah, well, you've told me a lot of things." I gestured at the
      notebook in her hands. "How can I believe you're serious about us,
      if you mean what you wrote there?"

      "I'm not doing anything behind your back. It's just a letter,
      Randy, a letter you had no business reading in the first
      place!"

      "That says you're thinking about him all the time. 'No matter
      where I go or whom I'm with.'"

      "So?"

      "You like that role playing stuff so much, maybe you're
      pretending I'm him when you're screwing me!"

      Her anger flared back at mine. "Oh, get real ... as if you could
      even pretend to be him..."

      I felt my face flame red. Her eyes went big and round as she saw
      the incredulity in mine.

      She spoke hurriedly, before I could respond.

      "Oh Randy, I, I didn't mean that!"

      I looked down at her right hand, and the silver circle around
      the ring finger.

      "Nice ring," I spat.

      I stalked around her and out the door.
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      Wes didn't say a word when I stormed into our room. I jerked the
      chair out from under my desk and sat silently fuming.

      I could feel his support in a gruff guy way. After a while he
      cautiously asked how things were going. I just grunted.

      He eventually dragged me to the fitness center to work out. He
      hung around to do some lifting of his own for an hour or so, I
      think in case I wanted to talk. Eventually he left me alone as I
      continued to punish myself with free weights and the exercise
      machines.

      I kept stewing about Kendall's letter to Paul. She and I hadn't
      talked about when she might deign to give me what percentage of her
      heart on what schedule until full transition. Obviously I had some
      growing cynicism to deal with. Was it cynicism about Kendall, about
      women in general or even worse, about the possibility of love? I
      wasn't sure.

      I don't know what I should have expected, but her note made me
      feel like her backup plan all over again, her fall-back boyfriend
      in case Paul didn't come to UT. As the hours passed and my temper
      began to cool off, what lingered was a discouraging sadness.
      Despite the growing connection I had been feeling for her, she
      obviously wasn't feeling it for me.

      

      I got a surprise when I got back to my room. Wes was gone, and
      in his place was Gerri, studying away at his desk. She stood up and
      held her arms out to me in a touching gesture of empathy. A couple
      seconds of her kindness had me blinking back tears of self pity as
      she hugged herself to me.

      "What are you doing here?" I asked, managing to keep my voice
      from cracking.

      "Oh, a little bird told me you might need some cheering up," she
      said into my chest.

      I took a deep breath. "Geez. I never knew Wes could be so
      thoughtful."

      She loosened her hug to look up at me for a moment before
      returning her head to my chest.

      "You'd be surprised at how many people care about you,
      Randy."

      "I guess."

      "Want to talk about it?" she asked, her voice becoming less
      sympathetic and more businesslike.

      "I guess."

      She released me and sat in Wes's desk chair again, and gestured
      for me to sit in mine. "So talk."

      I briefly outlined the morning's events. Gerri listened, mostly
      without interruption until I neared the end of the story.

      "Was it what she said in the letter that bothered you, or the
      way she said it?"

      "Uhhh ... I don't know."

      "Then think about it," she prompted.

      "Well ... both." She gestured for me to continue.

      "She was gushing all over him, writing about a poem that made
      her think of him, that he was the only one for her, that she thinks
      about him no matter who she's with, all that kind of crap."

      "Upsetting, but it shouldn't be a complete surprise," she said
      reasonably. "That's the way girls write to their lovers." I scowled
      at her, but she merely shrugged. "They do, Randy. Have you ever had
      a lover write you a letter?" She looked expectantly, waiting me
      out.

      "Well yes, but this one was over the top."

      "You told me once that Kendall likes dramatic bodice-ripper
      romance novels," she reminded me. Then she looked at me shrewdly.
      "Do you know if Paul was her first?"

      "Alright, alright, maybe it wasn't too ... gushy."

      "Then if you ignore the way she said it, what did she say
      that upset you?"

      "Well, she lied about where she was going that weekend."

      "Yes ... but you said you knew that before today."

      "In the letter she said the ring they gave her for her birthday
      was a very big deal to her. But when I asked before what Paul and
      Gina gave her, she said nothing important. When I realized she'd
      been waving it in my face the whole time, I felt like an idiot. I
      mean, she only puts his picture away when I'm there, and she still
      wears his ring even when we're..."

      "Having sex? Randy, it doesn't..."

      "And then, when I called her on it, she said Paul's better in
      bed than I am anyway!"

      Gerri's eyebrows shot up. "She did?"

      "More or less." She looked closely at me for a few moments to
      see if I was going to stick to that story.

      "Umm..." she began cautiously, "by any chance were you both
      pretty pissed off at each other when that happened?"

      "So?"

      "Well, true, she still shouldn't have said it, but--"

      "You're damn right she shouldn't have!"

      "I agree, I agree. But ... I'm sure she's sorry she said it. She
      definitely owes you an apology."

      I got up to pace around the room.

      "I guess I can't get used to the idea of being on trial. I'm not
      sure I can, I mean, how can I make love with her now? I'll always
      be worrying that Paul would have done something better." I shook my
      head in frustration. "How am I supposed to believe that someday she
      might finally say I've graduated from second string to
      varsity?"

      "You'll have to talk to her about that ... when you're not so
      angry, and she's not so defensive."

      "I don't think she gives a rip," I said sullenly.

      "Yes, she does, Randy."

      In my frustration I lashed out at her. "How the hell would you
      know?"

      She didn't flinch. "I know because it wasn't Wes that asked me
      to come see you."

      I blinked in surprise. "Kendall asked you to come see
      me?"

      She nodded and gave me a small smile. "She knows I still care
      about you, Randy. I've called her a few times to see how you're
      doing."

      "You have?"

      Not for the first time, she tilted her head at the obvious
      density of mine. Then she nodded calmly.

      "Of course."

      I mentally kicked myself. "Damn. I haven't asked how things are
      going for you lately."

      I expected another smile, and was concerned when her shrug was
      non-committal.

      "I'm not here to talk about that. But don't worry ... its
      okay."

      "Just 'okay?'"

      She appeared to mentally debate whether or not to ignore my
      probe. Then...

      "You've seen Alan when he's come up for some events, right?" she
      asked.

      "Well, not much really. We broke up so I didn't think hanging
      around would make sense to everyone."

      "I was worried people could tell that Alan and I aren't really a
      couple."

      I waited for her to continue, but she seemed to be having an
      internal debate.

      "Is there more to it than that?" I asked softly.

      "Let's just say Alan and I still have a lot of issues between
      us."

      "From back when you were kids?"

      "Some of that, yes," she said somewhat evasively. "But there's
      other stuff, things I can't tell you about." She looked out the
      window.

      "Oh. Well ... I'm sorry to hear that."

      "And I think it's affecting Sharon," she continued, as if I
      hadn't spoken. "She's been ... I don't know, distant lately."

      "Because of stuff between you and Alan?"

      She nodded. "I think so. Maybe blood really is thicker than
      water sometimes. Anyway, she called and asked if she could come up
      and see me. She's coming tomorrow."

      "Do you want me to call her today? Maybe she'd open up about
      what's bothering her to someone that's not as involved."

      She smiled. "Thanks, but I don't want you to get dragged into
      it. We broke up, remember?"

      I smiled back. "Then why have you been calling Kendall to check
      up on me?"

      "Alright, I'll admit I still have a soft spot for you, Randy.
      You're so sweet, I can't help it."

      I got up and pulled her to her feet, enfolding her in a firm
      hug.

      "Thanks, kiddo," I said sincerely. "I want you to be happy,
      too."

      

      After some gentle prodding from Gerri before she left, I called
      Kendall and we exchanged perfunctory apologies. She seemed relieved
      to hear from me, but the longer the call went the more her tone of
      voice became frosty.

      I could tell she felt she'd done nothing wrong, and apparently
      expected me to apologize profusely after Gerri calmed me down for
      her. When that didn't happen, the call tailed off pretty
      quickly.

      I said I'd see her in class on Monday; which didn't make her any
      happier. But I thought taking Sunday as a cooling off period was a
      good idea.

      

      I finished all the homework I'd planned for the weekend fairly
      early Sunday night, so on an impulse I called Gerri to hear how her
      visit from Sharon had gone.

      When Peggy answered she sounded like she'd just come from a
      funeral. When she said Gerri couldn't come to the phone, I was
      immediately concerned.

      Wes gave me a puzzled look as I hung up and grabbed my coat. To
      his un-spoken question, I shrugged.

      "Gerri's still a friend, Wes, and it sounds like there's
      something wrong. Besides, Gerri's almost as good as you are at
      getting my head out of my ass. I need people in my life like that
      ... a lot."

      "I don't doubt that. But isn't your love life already
      complicated enough?"

      "Yeah, it is, but I'm discovering it's possible to be friends
      with a girl without trying to have sex with her."

      "But why would you want to?" Then he turned serious. "I know I'm
      not exactly 'mister experience' with serious relationships, but is
      this a good idea? Breaking up with you was her idea, right?"

      "Yeah, but I'm not thinking about getting her back. I'm just a
      little worried about her, so I'm gonna go see if I can help."

      "Why?" he asked, perhaps half serious.

      We were obviously touching on an underdeveloped part of Wes's
      brain. He wasn't being mean spirited; he'd just thought with the
      little head first and foremost for so long that thinking otherwise
      wasn't instinctive.

      Even if I wanted to, I couldn't easily explain to him the
      behind-the-scenes weirdness of my relationship with Gerri. I had to
      leave it at that for the time being, shrugging again as I left.

      

      When I knocked on Gerri's door, Peggy opened it a few inches and
      peered out at me. When she spoke it was barely louder than a
      whisper.

      "Randy, she doesn't want to see anyone right now."

      "It's Randy?" Gerri called from inside. She sounded like her
      nose was stuffed up.

      "Yeah," Peggy replied. There was a long pause.

      "He can come in," Gerri said softly.

      Peggy stepped back to let me into the dimly lit room. Only her
      desk lamp was on to cast amorphous shadows on the wall above
      Gerri's bed. Gerri was lying on her side with only a sheet thrown
      over her. She was coiled up on herself into a near fetal position,
      as if seeking shelter from a womb long since left behind. I could
      see an eye looking at me through the gloom, turned sideways and
      peeking over a thigh that she was hugging to her chest.

      "So this is where the party is," I said to Peggy.

      Peggy shook her head in apparent discouragement. "Not much of a
      party I'm afraid. She manages to sit up and eat something every now
      and then, but the last time was a while ago."

      "It's okay, Peg," said Gerri. "Why don't you go get yourself
      some air and something to eat? You're starting to look like I feel,
      and I don't want to do that to you."

      "Are you sure?" she asked. She looked at me dubiously.

      "Yeah, Randy can baby-sit for a while."

      Peggy gave me a warning look, like I'd better behave if I knew
      what was good for me. Given my recent breakup with her roommate I
      couldn't blame her for feeling protective. But she nodded to Gerri
      and closed the door softly on her way out.

      I sat next to Gerri and bent down to give her a kiss on her
      forehead. She smiled faintly.

      "I take it things didn't go well with Sharon."

      
      "You could say that."

      I rubbed her shoulder. "Want to talk about it?"

      "I don't know. I'm pretty fucked up," she said tiredly. This
      wasn't the spunky Gerri I knew.

      "I can't imagine there're a whole lot of people you could talk
      to about it. I mean, that know all the background with you and
      Sharon."

      She looked at me solemnly for a few moments. "You don't know all
      the background either, Randy."

      I shrugged. "Okay." I reached to put a hand on her hip, and gave
      it a gentle push. "Roll over."

      After a brief raise of her eyebrows, she uncoiled, rolled her
      back to me, and refolded herself around her drawn-up legs, her chin
      nearly resting on a knee. I lay down behind her and spooned into
      position to drape my arm over her, she under the covers and me on
      top of them. We lay silently for several minutes. I began to think
      she'd fallen asleep, when...

      "Do you remember what I told you, you know, about how we
      met?"

      "You mean ... that Hayley introduced us?" I asked.

      "Right ... and why she picked you?"

      "Because she thought I wouldn't pressure you for sex."

      "Right. And she said I needed a boyfriend, to keep people from
      knowing I was gay. Or bisexual; which would mean almost the same
      thing in Nashville."

      "Yeah." As she spoke I began to connect some dots — Hayley's
      lewd comments about Gerri at the frat party came to mind...

      I felt her take a deep breath. "Hayley knows I'm bisexual
      because I had sex with her and Cynthia during sorority rush."

      "Oh," I managed to say. Gerri began to speak mechanically, in a
      steady monotone.

      "It really was just Cynthia and me at first. It wasn't an
      official party, but most of the girls that were being considered
      for membership were invited, and they had some punch that had a lot
      of alcohol in it. Cynthia was the sister in charge of me and a few
      other girls, and she ... she brought some coke. Nobody said no ...
      it got pretty wild.

      "After I'd had a lot of punch and some coke, she and I and some
      of the other candidates were ... we were doing some kissing, you
      know, just for fun. I don't think any of them were gay, or even bi;
      most of us were just kids away from home for the first time.

      "Then Hayley showed up, and she whispered something to Cynthia,
      and Cynthia led me off to a bedroom while Hayley pulled another
      pledge along. Then the clothes started coming off. I was drunk ...
      and pretty excited. I was thinking I was with Cynthia and Hayley
      was with the other girl. But when Cynthia was ... was going down
      me, Hayley just moved over to me and knelt over my face.

      "And she said, 'You like pussy, don't you? Here, taste mine,
      pledge Gerri'. Then she just dropped herself over my mouth, and
      started moving my head around under her by pulling on my hair. It
      hurt a little, but Cynthia kept licking me.

      "After Hayley got off she pulled the other girl over to sit on
      my face. I know Hayley brought another girl in ... I'm not sure who
      went down on me. I couldn't see and I was really drunk, but I was
      also..."

      Her voice trailed off.

      "You enjoyed it," I guessed.

      "Yeah, I did. When you've had to hide part of yourself your
      whole life, something like that night was incredibly ...
      freeing."

      "I can't imagine how overwhelming something like that must have
      been."

      "It was, completely. Then the next day, Hayley said she'd do me
      a big favor and hook me up with the right kind of guy, which turned
      out to be you."

      She fell silent for a while. Eventually I asked, "That's a lot
      of stuff I didn't know, but I figured something like that happened.
      But how does this affect you and Sharon?"

      Her hands clenched into fists, then slowly relaxed.

      "I didn't tell Sharon about being with Hayley and those other
      girls, Randy."

      "Oh." I don't know why, but I hadn't thought of that
      possibility. She and Sharon seemed so close, so open with each
      other.

      "I was afraid she'd break up with me if I did. I told her I'd
      only talked to Hayley about liking girls, and that she
      understood that I had to keep it secret to protect my dad's
      business. As if Hayley would do anything out of the kindness of her
      heart," she said bitterly.

      "What did Hayley do?" I asked, trying to keep the anger out of
      my voice.

      "You have to promise, Randy, that you will never tell this to
      anyone, ever."

      "I promise," I replied without hesitation.

      "Hayley wanted a favor in return. She figured that since my
      family is in the entertainment business, that I probably knew
      someone that could get their hands on some cocaine."

      "What!?"

      "She said all I had to do was have someone call a phone number
      that she'd give me. So I did."

      "You're kidding!"

      Gerri shrugged. "She was right about finding cocaine in a show
      business town, Randy. Remember Derek?"

      I blinked for a moment. "You mean the guy that parked my car at
      your house?"

      "Right. I know him from high school, not the music business. But
      anyway, Hayley gave me a piece of paper that had "Rod" and a phone
      number on it. I gave it to Derek. I thought that was the end of
      it."

      "But it wasn't?"

      "No. It was pretty stupid of me to give the note to a guy that
      works for my dad's head of security."

      "Oh shit. Alan."

      "Right. Alan figured out what Derek had going on the side. He
      was going to call the cops until Derek told him that I, the boss's
      daughter, had hooked him up with his biggest customer. Needless to
      say, Alan was pretty pissed off at me.

      "I don't know what he did, but Derek still works there. Later,
      Hayley asked me if I had another number I could give her, so maybe
      Derek got out of the business. I told her that was the only number
      I had, and she didn't seem to mind very much. I'm pretty sure 'Rod'
      is one of the Pike freshmen I've seen at some parties. He's
      amazingly well known in the Greek system for a freshman. He's
      probably already found another supplier."

      "So I take it Alan must have told Sharon about it?"

      "Not at first. I told him I wasn't doing any cocaine, but he
      didn't believe me. He's never been against my relationship with his
      sister. But he said he eventually decided he had to tell Sharon to
      protect her from whatever illegal stuff I'd gotten into at
      college.

      "Sharon came up here thinking she was doing ... like ... an
      intervention, to get me off cocaine. But I love her ... and when
      she was being so concerned for me, I just decided I wasn't going to
      keep lying to her. So I told her how it really got started. I told
      her about the party during sorority rush and Hayley doing me a
      favor with you, and paying her back with Derek's number as a
      cocaine source."

      There was another long silence. I rubbed her shoulders and kept
      my mouth shut. She began to sniffle, and her breath shuddered. I
      felt my chest get tight, knowing what must have happened for her to
      be so affected.

      "I could tell she was really upset about me being with Hayley
      and Cynthia. I've mentioned Cynthia to her every now and then,
      since she's my Chi O big sister ... so maybe Sharon didn't believe
      that it was only a one time thing. I kept saying it was just a
      stupid mistake, and I wanted to make it right. But she said if it
      took getting involved with a drug dealer to make me tell her about
      it, how could she believe what I was telling her now?

      "What with Alan saying I was a contact for a drug dealer ... and
      me confessing I'd had sex with three or four other girls..." She
      began to cry in earnest.

      "Gerri ... I'm so sorry."

      "I kept telling her I was sorry, that I wasn't doing drugs, and
      I'd been really drunk that one time with those other girls...

      "But she looked so ... disappointed with me. She didn't yell, or
      cry; she's not like that. But she just looked at me like I was ...
      like I'd betrayed her trust. She was so cold. Then she got up, said
      we shouldn't see each other anymore, and left..."

      "Oh, geez, Gerri..."

      "I mean ... we've known each other our whole lives! I
      couldn't believe she'd do that ... just dump me ... I
      loved her..."

      All I could do was hold her as she shook and wept in my arms,
      making soothing sounds of reassurance in her ear as I stroked her
      hair. I was also thinking of wringing Hayley Devlin's neck for
      instigating all this pain for her.

      Eventually she began to regain some level of composure. I let go
      of her long enough to retrieve a box of Kleenex from her desk, and
      after looking embarrassed she shrugged and blew her nose
      noisily.

      "You know," she said, her doleful voice beginning to regain some
      of its strength, "you're probably the nicest person I've met at UT,
      and I was lying to you from the moment I met you."

      "Well yes, but you also gave me your virginity, so I'll cut you
      a little slack." I was pleased when my attempt at humor brought a
      small but genuine smile to her face.

      "I did, didn't I? So you have to be nice to me forever now."

      "Absolutely," I agreed. "As long as we have sex at least, oh
      let's say twice a month, I'll always be there for you."

      She slugged my chest with a firm thump.

      "Once a month?"

      She slugged me again, though quite a bit softer this time.

      We both jumped when we heard a key rattling into the door lock.
      For some instinctive reason we sat up to lean against the wall side
      by side, like we'd been caught necking in the backseat of a car at
      a drive-in movie.

      Peggy came in carrying a can of Coke and a paper plate with a
      hefty sandwich on it. She took one look at Gerri's red and puffy
      eyes and my guilty expression, and her lips twisted into a
      snarl.

      "What did you say to her?" she snapped. She appeared on the
      verge of flinging the sandwich into my face before Gerri
      intervened.

      "Peggy, it's alright, he's just been listening to me blubber
      away."

      "Are you sure?"

      "Yes, I'm sure. Randy's one of the good guys."

      Peggy looked at me skeptically. "Then why'd you break up with
      her?"

      "Actually, I broke up with him," Gerri said, her eyes looking
      warmly into mine. She picked up my left hand with her right,
      interlacing our fingers.

      Seeing Gerri's look made Peggy exhale deeply and relax. She
      looked back and forth between us, and her ire became a smile. Then
      she inhaled sharply.

      "Wow, you guys still love each other," she blurted in a tone of
      wonder.

      I'm sure we looked comically surprised as Gerri and I turned to
      stare at each other. The time our eyes were locked stretched longer
      and longer. My mouth was suddenly dry when I managed to look
      away.

      "Um, I probably should go," I said distractedly. Peggy jumped to
      her feet.

      "No, I, I forgot something," she said vaguely as she
      backpedalled towards the door. I stood and held up a hand, freezing
      her in place.

      "I'll see you in class," I mumbled to Gerri as I moved around
      Peggy towards my escape.

      That seemed to break the spell on Gerri. She smiled briefly.

      "We don't have any classes together this term, Randy."

      "Oh, yeah ... I'll ... uh ... I'll..."

      "Call me," Gerri said, interrupting my blithering.

      "Bye, Randy," Peggy called with a tease in her voice as I
      stumbled out the door.

      I hadn't thought it possible, but I felt even more confused.

      I'm sure I must have passed dozens of people on the way back to
      the frat. But if you'd asked me, I couldn't have described a single
      one.
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      Wes took one look at me coming through the door and turned me
      around to go to the fitness center. As we walked, my mind was so
      preoccupied I probably would have stepped in front of a bus if he
      wasn't flying wing-man.

      I expected him to be the strong and silent supporter again, but
      he surprised me a bit. We were trudging along about half way there
      when he broke into my fragmented train of thought.

      "Gerri okay?" he asked.

      "Um ... yeah, I ... I think so."

      "Is she upset about breaking up with the guy from back
      home?"

      "I think so," I repeated, mentally stumbling over substituting
      Alan for Sharon, who was Gerri's cover story for her romance with
      Sharon...

      Wes snorted. "That's probably a good thing. He sure has a stick
      up his ass."

      "Alan?"

      "He has a big stick up his ass. Whenever he comes up here
      he hardly says shit to anyone, just stays glued to Gerri wherever
      she goes. It's like he's stalking her or something."

      "Guess I didn't notice."

      He put a hand on my shoulder and gave me a shove. "She broke up
      with you, numb nuts," he reminded me. "You couldn't exactly hang
      out with her when he was here."

      "Yeah." He waited for me to say more, but when I didn't...

      "Did Gerri want to get back together?"

      I sighed. "Hell, I don't know. Maybe; I don't know."

      "Well, you should make up your mind soon. Gerri breaking up with
      Alan will make Hayley happy."

      I shook my head. "And just why does Hayley care so much about
      who Gerri's with anyway?"

      He shrugged. "I don't know. But she's mentioned who she'll
      introduce her to, if she gets another chance."

      "What? Who?"

      "Rod."

      I remembered Hayley had earlier persuaded Gerri to make a
      cocaine connection for 'Rod.' It had to be the same guy. Fixing her
      up with Randy-the-harmless-beard hadn't created lasting
      indebtedness. So naturally Hayley would try to cut out the middle
      man on the next go-round. What better way to control Gerri and her
      family's connections in the entertainment industry?

      "I'll get some guys together to throw that freshman fuck off the
      roof before that happens."

      "Yeah. We should probably do that for Cynthia, too."

      That seemed an out of place observation. I remembered that
      Cynthia had dated Rod briefly, but she'd broken it off when she
      learned he'd neglected to mention he had a girlfriend back at his
      old high school.

      I shrugged. "Cynthia mostly just likes to party, anyway."

      "I guess."

      "How do you ... exactly why do you hang out with Hayley,
      anyway?"

      He gave me a sharp look, but didn't reply, as we were at the
      fitness center entrance. We put our discussion on hold while others
      were close by. After changing into workout clothes we went to a
      couple stair-climber type machines that were away from the more
      heavily used weight lifting equipment on the other side of the big
      room.

      "I like to party and I like to get laid," he said, resuming our
      conversation.

      "But ... with Hayley?"

      "Sure, why not? I don't want a girlfriend, and she doesn't want
      a boyfriend. And sometimes she brings some coke ... sometimes
      another girl ... sometimes both. You can't beat that."

      "She does girls?"

      "Yeah, she's into girls sometimes. Mostly she sits on their face
      or watches them with me."

      That was consistent with how Gerri described having sex with
      Hayley. Fortunately Gerri's session had been without Wes's hard
      dick in the mix. Though as much as a man-slut Wes was, he wouldn't
      screw a girl he knew wasn't willing. Besides his personal scruples,
      that could wind up curtailing his opportunities for more casual
      pussy down the road.

      
      Wes broke into my mostly derailed train of thought. "Hayley's
      not your main problem though."

      "What?"

      He looked at me like the idiot I was.

      "You remember ... Kendall ... and Gerri? Does that ring a
      bell?"

      "Oh yeah ... right ... I had a fight with Kendall, and Gerri
      broke up with ... Alan."

      Wes nodded without comment.

      "It's weird," I continued, "but the problem with both girls is
      their old boyfriends back home."

      Wes raised his eyebrows. "Kendall has one too?" After I nodded,
      he made a poorly concealed leer. "I don't blame you for going out
      with her anyway. I'd put up with a lot of shit from her if she's as
      good as she looks in bed."

      He looked expectantly for an evaluation of sex with Kendall, but
      I wasn't going there. I shrugged and attempted to steer the
      conversation in another direction.

      "Part of why I asked her out was because she's pre-med like me.
      I was interested in the long haul with her, so a summer romance guy
      back home ... well, it's not great, but it didn't bother me too
      much. There's a lot of time to sort that out. But there's been some
      stuff lately ... I'm starting to think she won't ever really break
      up with him."

      "That's what your fight was about?"

      "Yeah."

      "That's too bad." He grinned before saying what I knew he would.
      "But I'd be happy to take her off your hands."

      "You mean for a week or two."

      "Well ... yeah. It sounds like maybe that's what she really
      wants anyway."

      I doubted that Kendall would admit that. I recalled my
      conversations with her about Wes, where she talked about sex for
      the sake of sex. Maybe that was all she was really capable of with
      someone other than Paul, whether she admitted it to herself or
      not.

      "I don't know." Man, I seemed to be saying that a lot
      lately.

      We had been away pumping away on a couple exercise bikes long
      enough to break a sweat. The endorphins were kicking in, clearing
      away some of the gloom in my head.

      "You know I won't hit on Kendall if she's your girlfriend," Wes
      said. I hadn't doubted that. To my knowledge, none of his many
      bed-partners had been dating someone else when he was with
      them.

      "I know," I said.

      He didn't reply. I think we'd reached the limits of 'guy talk
      protocol' for conversation about another guy's love life. The rest
      of our workout session was mostly silent, with occasional
      discussion of the value of different equipment in the gym, and the
      UT football team's freshman class.

      Wes had helped me think about Kendall more dispassionately. I
      still felt there was a chance for something special with her.
      But...

      The fact that I was with Kendall, while knowing about Paul,
      wasn't the problem. We'd talked about it, and though I didn't like
      it, so far I'd accepted it.

      But my being with Kendall without Paul knowing about me,
      was a problem. If she couldn't even tell Paul that she was
      seeing someone at UT, could she ever actually break it off with
      him? As things stood, it would be a lightning strike on Paul out of
      a clear blue sky.

      Or maybe I was meant to be with my bisexual friend from
      Nashville; who as fate would have it, was now unexpectedly
      single.
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      Monday morning I intentionally didn't show up early for Western
      Civ. Kendall was apparently of like mind. She arrived moments
      behind me as the bell rang for class to begin.

      Wes stood and wordlessly removed his coat and backpack from the
      seats he'd saved for us. Her smile was cordial if a little tight as
      she sat beside me. After we exchanged tentative greetings, we
      focused on the lecture.

      After we'd begun dating we had a habit of having our knees
      touching during class. The space between them now was only a few
      inches, but hinted at much more.

      

      We had what I would call reserved and evasive conversation as we
      attended our other two classes together. She could tell I wanted to
      continue our talk about our relationship; I could tell she didn't.
      But by wordless agreement we stopped at our usual bench. As she sat
      she tucked her feet under her and folded her hands in her lap.

      Her silence and demur posture seemed to defer to me to start the
      conversation. Before I could speak my eyes were drawn to her hands,
      where the silver ring remained in place. When she followed my
      glance, she calmly re-folded her hands and it went out of
      sight.

      I managed to push away any visceral reaction and extended the
      olive branch I'd decided to start with about an hour earlier. I'd
      already apologized over the phone, but I sincerely wanted to clear
      the air.

      "I'm sorry again for snooping in your stuff like that Saturday.
      I didn't mean to, it just seemed to happen ... but I'm still
      sorry."

      She nodded without expression.

      I was fairly certain she would say something she'd resolved to
      say earlier, too. And indeed, when she spoke there was minimal
      inflection as she read her lines, like a theater company's first
      rote run through of a new script.

      "It just surprised me. I believe you that it wasn't intentional.
      And I'm sorry for my reaction when you said I think about Paul when
      we have sex. I don't think about him when I'm with you. And as for
      comparisons, I was just upset about you reading my letter." She
      shrugged. "I don't really think about it that way."

      At least she'd finally spoken the name of the shadow that was
      always with us ... Paul. But as an apology, it was painfully
      clinical. To me it felt like, 'When I'm having sex with you, I
      don't think about how much better Paul is.'

      "Kendall ... we need to talk about Paul."

      The muscles on her jaw line clenched. "What about him?" I took a
      deep breath.

      "Are you still open to winding up with me, instead of him?"

      She quickly nodded mechanically, and responded automatically.
      "Yes."

      "If that's true, then you need to tell him about me."

      Her eyes darted away from me. "Why?"

      "It's only right. I mean, if you're really serious about being
      with me, and he means that much to you, don't you think he deserves
      to know what's going on?"

      She looked away from me, biting the inside of her bottom lip,
      while I watched and waited. As the moments ticked by I felt my
      shoulders sagging.

      "Randy, please don't make me do that. You don't understand. If
      she finds out..."

      "'She'? You mean..."

      "Gina. She's always bringing other girls to share him with. If
      she found out I'm seeing someone else, she'd replace me like
      that." She gave an angry snap of her fingers.

      I shook my head. "But ... you said she loves you. And would Paul
      just go along with that?"

      "I don't know. He says he loves me and wants the best for me,
      but if he knew I was dating here," (dating here, I thought
      resentfully, not dating you) "he'd think it meant..."

      She stopped and looked up quickly, realizing where her sentence
      was headed.

      "He'd think you'd found someone special," I said heavily. "When
      obviously ... you haven't."

      "Randy, I just don't know yet. I mean, we just had a big
      fight."

      
      "The fight was about him. He's the only thing we have
      problems with."

      She didn't reply, and her expression became sorrowful. I waited,
      hoping for something to work with, something to show a crack in the
      door seemingly shut in my face.

      "So that's it then?" I asked eventually.

      She wasn't openly crying, but she dabbed a tissue at her
      eyes.

      "I haven't kept anything from you, Randy. Nothing's changed.
      Please, you don't have to break up with me."

      "I know you feel that way. But I don't believe there's a chance
      you'll choose me over Paul. You'll be with him as long as he
      doesn't break up with you. And if he comes to UT and you're
      still together ... we both know that'd be the end of the road for
      you and me."

      She sniffed several times, then blew her nose again. But she
      didn't respond.

      "Won't it?" I prodded her gently.

      She suddenly wrapped her arms around me and hugged me with what
      felt like all the strength she could muster, and sobbed into my
      shoulder.

      "Randy, I'm sorry ... I mean ... I think I may be falling in
      love with you."

      For a moment, my hopes rose. "So, does that mean..."

      "But ... I can't just give up on Paul."

      "I'm not asking you to," I said earnestly. "I just want an equal
      chance. But if you don't tell Paul about me ... to me that's the
      same as breaking up with me. If he comes to UT like you expect, how
      else could it possibly end for us?"

      She squeezed her eyes shut as she replied. "Maybe someday soon I
      can tell him," she said, as if she were trying to convince
      herself.

      I sat looking sightlessly over her shoulder, as I reflexively
      hugged her back. As the hug stretched on long enough to become
      rigid and uncomfortable, I let go first. We sat silently, at what
      now felt awkwardly close to one another.

      "I don't suppose you'd want to share me," she said with a brief
      smile, shaking her head as she spoke to show she knew what my
      answer would be. I wasn't sure if she was serious or not.

      "Uh, no, I couldn't do that. Besides, I know you don't want to
      do any more sharing."

      She blinked as if she hadn't thought of that before. I couldn't
      help rolling my eyes.

      "Come on, Kendall. I just heard how afraid you are of Gina."

      But by that point I'd spent about as much of myself emotionally
      as I cared to. I didn't see any point in further talk about her
      relationships with other people. I stood up before she could
      reply.

      Seeing her look up anxiously at me, l sighed and held out my
      hand. I pulled her to her feet when she grasped it, then tugged her
      in the direction of the path towards her dorm. We walked silently,
      and it shifted to be her grip that held our hands together, not
      mine.

      Eventually, we reached the point where our rooms were in
      different directions. I tried to smile ... I think with at least a
      little success.

      "You know I'm not going to give you any more old tests now."

      She mock-punched me in the chest. Then after a time... "You're
      really breaking up with me?"

      "Yes ... but if you were honest with yourself, you'd see it's
      really you that's breaking up with me."

      She locked her sad eyes on mine. "This isn't what I want."

      "Then ... if you decide to tell Paul about me..." I left the
      rest unsaid.

      She reached up to cup my shoulders and leaned in to give me a
      brief but tender kiss. With a sad smile, she turned to go.

      I stood watching her move farther and farther away from me. I
      had just concluded that she wasn't going to look back, when she
      stopped and turned to face me. I instinctively raised a hand to
      make a small wave to her. After standing motionless for what seemed
      a very long time, she waved back. Then we both turned away.
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      Despite my setbacks with Gerri and Kendall, I felt that both
      girls were basically good people that I had the misfortune to
      encounter in unusual circumstances. Some really weird
      circumstances, I thought wryly. So I wasn't automatically
      transferring any negative karma from them to the rest of the women
      in the world.

      Gerri had called that same Monday night. It was clear she knew
      Kendall and I had split up, though she didn't reveal how she knew.
      She offered a shoulder to cry on if I needed one, and said we
      should 'do lunch' sometime during the week.

      I suspected Wes had called her, since he and Gerri had conspired
      before to play doctor and nurse to my bruised psyche. I doubted
      Kendall would have called Gerri this time. Kendall seemed to
      instinctively try to keep her options open, whether or not she
      would admit it to herself. Pushing me at Gerri might permanently
      lock me out as an option for her.

      Okay, maybe I was a little soured on women.

      

      Kendall and I continued to sit with the group of Hayley, Wes,
      and Cynthia for Western Civ, though we didn't always sit
      immediately next to each other.

      Over the next few days, the post break-up tension and regret
      between me and Kendall largely dissipated. We didn't talk about
      staying friends, but it seemed to land that way between us. Knowing
      we'd be seeing each other in school for years probably was a big
      part of that.

      Maybe if we'd had an angry split, our reconciliation couldn't
      have happened. But we'd had a melancholy parting, and somehow that
      seemed to lend itself toward renewed friendship. I guess
      disappointment is faster to heal than vitriol.

      Another healing factor was having a front row seat to watch Wes
      pursuing Kendall.

      After a few days he'd cautiously asked me if I would have a
      problem with it, and I gave him the green light. If what Wes was
      offering was what Kendall was seeking, then more power to them.

      When he made his first pass at her (starting with, 'I've lost my
      phone number, can I borrow yours?') she turned to look at me in
      surprise. After I shrugged and grinned at her, the game was on.

      Wes pulled every trick in the book to charm her into going out
      with him, and Kendall clearly enjoyed the sport of being a
      temptress while staying just out of his reach.

      One downside to these developments was they took place right in
      front of Hayley Devlin. She smiled at the right times while Wes and
      Kendall toyed with each other. But when she thought no one was
      watching, she seemed to look at Kendall with an unusually focused
      gaze.

      Hayley derided non-Greeks on general principles, and I wondered
      if she thought Kendall had crossed a line. Kendall had taken
      Gerri's place with me, after Hayley had deftly paired us up. Then
      she broke up with me, another slight to a Greek. And now she was
      flirting with Wes, yet another Greek.

      In the fraternities, we didn't really know how aggressively the
      sororities discouraged their members from dating outside the Greek
      system. But it was clearly a serious matter to them. One of a
      sorority's pillars of power was controlling access to fraternity
      members. And Hayley played more power games than anyone I knew.

      I would guess that a beautiful and smart girl like Kendall, that
      could seemingly charm her way through one Greek's love life and
      into another, had the potential to threaten that balance of
      power.

      Kendall flirted on, blissfully oblivious. Since anything with
      Wes would only last a few weeks at most, I didn't see any reason to
      spoil her fun. After that, her only contact with Greeks would be
      with me in pre-med classes, and we certainly wouldn't encounter
      Hayley or any of her crew there.

      

      When Gerri called Friday night, it was ostensibly to do another
      check on how I was feeling, 'post-Kendall.' The fact that I was in
      my room to answer the phone on a Friday night must have told her
      something. But she was in the same boat, and we teased each other
      about our sorry state as lonely discarded lovers.

      She confirmed what Wes had warned me about, that Hayley would
      try to pair her up with Rod. She told me with some satisfaction
      that she had refused to have anything to do with him, despite
      Hayley's vigorous efforts to sell her on a trial date.

      I told her about Wes's pursuit of Kendall, and had her rolling
      in laughter as I described every cliché laden approach that Wes had
      tried so far.

      We wound up talking for over an hour. Her call cheered me up a
      lot, and when she suggested we get together for lunch the next day
      I agreed without hesitation. We got together a couple other times
      over the next few days.

      We were both avoiding giving signals about wanting to date
      again. We'd recently separated from each other, and then broken up
      with others on top of that. But that was okay; we were enjoying
      being friends. Feeling no pressure for anything beyond that was
      nice.
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      It was a few minutes into Friday, April 3rd,
      1981.

      College students are somewhat nocturnal (which was why getting
      up early for Western Civ was such a hardship). So it wasn't unusual
      at all for Wes and me to be up when our phone rang just past
      midnight. Wes was closest, and his eyes lit up when he answered
      it.

      "Well hello, gorgeous!"

      But his smile was short lived.

      "You alright?" he asked. Then his eyes swung over to me, a
      puzzled look on his face.

      "Yeah, he's here. Sure." He gave a shrug as he held the phone
      out to me. To my questioning look, he covered the mouthpiece and
      said softly, "Kendall."

      "Hi there."

      "Randy?"

      "Yeah, kiddo, what's going on? You've got Wes all worried
      here."

      "Oh ... tell him I'm sorry, I didn't mean to," she replied,
      sounding distracted. "So ... are you doing anything?"

      "Right now? No."

      "Me neither, and I'm feeling ... restless. Can I talk to
      you?"

      "Uh, sure," I said. When she didn't respond I realized she
      wasn't referring to a phone conversation.

      "Uh ... you mean... ?"

      "Can you come over?"

      I instinctively felt a need to be careful.

      "This is Randy, not Wes, you know. He'd be happy to come see
      you."

      "Tempting, but no," she replied, and I could picture her smile
      in my mind. "It's nothing like that."

      Whatever that means, I thought.

      "I don't know, Kendall. Is that ... is that a good idea?"

      She didn't reply, and I could picture her not smiling in
      my mind...

      "Okay, I'm on my way."

      "Thank you," she said and promptly hung up.

      Wes and I shared puzzled looks as I threw on a sweatshirt.

      "Let me know if you need help," he said with a hopeful grin. I
      nodded on my way out the door.

      

      The door opened at my knock, and Kendall was already retreating
      to sit on the edge of her bed as I stepped inside. The main
      overhead light was off. What light there was came from the small
      reading lamps on the two desks near the windows.

      When she saw me hesitating she patted the bed next to her, and I
      felt my guard instinctively going up. As I sat by her in the half
      light, I thought that her eyes might be a little puffy. She gave me
      a peck on the cheek with lips soft and warm, and interlaced one
      hand's fingers with mine in a soft joining.

      I gave her a bemused smile. "You said you're feeling...
      'restless'?"

      She smiled somewhat self-consciously. "Well, yes, in a way."

      "And what way is that?"

      "I'm finding that ... I miss spending time with you."

      "We see each other every day."

      "That's true. Would you like some hot chocolate?"

      "Pardon?"

      "Would you like some hot chocolate?" she replied, repeating her
      non sequitur. "I remember you saying once that you liked it."

      "Uh ... on ski trips, maybe."

      "Really? I guess I didn't remember that part. I'll have to pay
      closer attention."

      She got up and retrieved a coffee cup and a green steel Stanley
      thermos from the shelf over her desk. She handed me the cup before
      unscrewing the top of the thermos. She carefully poured steaming
      hot chocolate into the cup, looking up into my eyes a couple times
      as she poured. It was clear that she was trying to please me ...
      almost submissively so.

      The time it took to serve the hot chocolate gave me a moment to
      catch my breath. Her saying she didn't "spend time" with me ... I
      looked up to the bookshelf space where Paul's picture was placed
      ... it was missing.

      Then I noticed something about my beverage ... it had an aroma
      of...

      She smiled indulgently. "At least I remembered you like schnapps
      in your hot chocolate."

      This was too weird.

      "Kendall, what's going on?"

      "Always so serious..."

      "You know what I mean."

      "Yes, I do. But you still don't need to be so serious."

      I decided to not reply, simply raising an eyebrow at her
      instead. Her playful look faded a bit.

      "Okay ... I wanted to talk to see if you still felt the same way
      about us."

      "Umm ... all right."

      I left it at that, until I knew more about why she was asking. I
      could tell she was working herself up to go on.

      "I still feel the same way. I still want to be with you,
      Randy."

      I stared at her, trying to figure out what brought this
      on...

      "I suppose ... I still feel the same way." I gestured to her
      bookcase. "I see you've taken Paul's picture down again. Has
      something happened?"

      She looked away from me for a moment.

      "No ... not yet," she said softly. "But I wanted to know, if
      something did happen ... would you still want to be with
      me?"

      "And by 'something happening, ' you mean that you'll tell Paul
      about me?"

      "Yes."

      I looked at her searchingly. "Is Paul still coming to UT?"

      "Yes."

      
      "Have you thought more about what would happen with us when he
      gets here?"

      "Yes, but remember you said you wanted a fair shot with me, the
      same as I've given Paul. I'm willing to do that now."

      "What changed your mind about telling Paul?"

      "I just realized I missed you. And not just in class. I mean
      like we were before."

      Her eyes were wide and looking into mine with an unblinking
      stare. I hadn't seen the look before from her, and without any
      conscious assessment, something told me she was hiding something.
      Before, she'd been afraid to tell Paul she was seeing someone at
      UT, because...

      "What about Gina?"

      "What about her?" she asked neutrally. Kendall downplaying
      Gina's importance would mean...

      "Is she coming here too?" I could tell I was right when her calm
      façade slipped for a moment. "You didn't just wake up today and
      realize you wanted to be with me, now did you?"

      "I've been thinking about it for a while," she said. I looked at
      her skeptically. "I'll admit I hoped Gina would go somewhere else.
      But her coming here just made me think about what I really
      want."

      "And that's me?"

      She paused a moment and seemed to gather herself. When she next
      spoke her voice was more of a monotone — I was sure she was saying
      something she had been rehearsing in her mind.

      "I don't pretend to know all the answers, Randy. The more I
      thought about what you wanted ... it made a lot of sense. You
      didn't ask to marry me, or demand that I break up with Paul. You
      asked for us to be together and be open to wherever it leads. I
      realized I wanted to find out the same things."

      I wanted to believe her. "What will you tell Paul?"

      She fidgeted for a moment. "That I'm dating someone."

      "Is that it?"

      "I don't know ... I hadn't thought about it that much yet. I
      wanted to talk to you first."

      "I don't mean you have to tell them details about what we do in
      bed. But I want them to know you're in a serious relationship, not
      just amusing yourself until they get here."

      "I am not! Randy, you know it's not like that."

      Where were we going with this? Her overture seemed like an
      impulsive and defensive reaction ... not her acting on her feelings
      for me. But was she self-aware enough to realize it? I needed to
      probe into this some more.

      "Kendall? Are you thinking you'll be safe with me while ... I
      don't know, waiting to see if Paul and Gina stay together
      here?"

      "No! Randy, I do want to be with you. Yes, I will always
      have feelings for Paul, I don't deny it. But Gina coming here ...
      it makes me realize that sharing Paul with her isn't what I
      want."

      "But is it that you want me, or that you don't want to
      share Paul with Gina any more?"

      Her eyes began to shine with brimming tears.

      "Why won't you listen to me? You said you wanted an equal
      chance. Now I'm trying to give it to you, and you won't take
      it!"

      "It's just ... you're very emotional about Gina right now. I
      wonder if you really know what you're doing."

      She looked up sharply, an angry expression passing over her
      face. But it quickly dissolved into sorrow.

      "Just what do you want from me, Randy? Do you want me to
      beg you to go out with me? Do you want me to swear on a
      stack of Bibles that I want to go out with you for what you
      decide are the right reasons?"

      "Kendall ... I'm sorry. It's just ... I guess it's
      complicated."

      She brought up her hands to her face, wiping her tears as she
      sniffed softly. When she looked up again there was a defeated look
      in her eyes. She leaned forward, her face going into her hands,
      until her elbows rested on her knees.

      "I guess this was a bad idea," she said.

      "I'm sorry, Kendall ... I..."

      "It's okay, Randy." She sat up and drew in a shuddering breath,
      which she then let out with a long sigh. "It's okay."

      "Um, okay. I do ... I meant it ... if you still feel this way
      after you've calmed down..."

      "Randy," she interrupted, "I told you know how I feel ... so ...
      I don't want to talk about it any more."

      "I really think it would be best if we wait..."

      "I heard you."

      "I'm sorry," I repeated.

      I stood, and awkwardly patted her on the shoulder.

      "I'll uh, see you in the morning."

      She nodded, giving me a smile that didn't reach her sad
      eyes.

      I couldn't think of anything to say that she'd want to hear. I
      opened the door and paused, in case she said more. But she didn't,
      so I closed it softly behind me.

      As I walked passed a few girls on the way down the hall, I could
      feel their curious eyes on me. My conversation with Kendall must
      have changed how I looked somehow.

      I hoped I'd done the right thing. But I was already feeling
      regret; regret for something good that I might have just lost.
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      The next morning, technically later that same morning, I arrived
      early at Civ class.

      Even though I'd managed to get very little sleep, I wanted to be
      there in case Kendall also came early and wanted to talk before
      Hayley, Wes, and Cynthia got there.

      When I saw them approaching and Kendall still hadn't shown up, I
      put my jacket on an empty seat next to me to hold it for her in
      case the row filled up. I shrugged when Wes gave me an inquisitive
      look as he sat by me on the other side. We hadn't spoken since I'd
      left our room to see Kendall. Hayley and Cynthia sat directly
      behind us.

      A minute before class started, Kendall appeared. She gave us a
      brief smile as her eyes swept over our little group. I was in the
      process of picking up my coat from the chair beside me when she
      stopped short and sat down next to Wes instead.

      I stupidly held the coat in the air as she settled, before
      making a show of looking for something in one of its pockets. The
      only one that could have seen my face-saving act was Kendall, and
      she was making monosyllabic greetings to the rest of the group
      instead. To me she gave a curt nod.

      Just before the professor finished shuffling his papers in
      preparation for beginning his lecture, Hayley leaned down and put a
      hand on Kendall's shoulder.

      "Kendall, are you okay sweetie?"

      Kendall's face briefly crumpled, but she recovered quickly and
      nodded in response, a wan smile on her face.

      Cynthia leaned down over her other shoulder. "Let's chat after
      class, okay?"

      Kendall made the same transparent smile before turning her eyes
      forward.

      Before I turned away Cynthia caught my eye and glared at me, one
      eyebrow raised. It was obvious what her unspoken message was,
      'what did you do, you bastard?'

      I expected similar treatment from Hayley, but when I looked at
      her she was ignoring me. Instead, she was watching Kendall
      intently.

      

      We filed out at the end of class. Typically this would be where
      Kendall and I left the group to go on to our other classes
      together. Today the girls gathered around Kendall, with Wes and me
      standing just outside their ring of three.

      To my surprise, Hayley took Kendall into her arms for a hug,
      then stood close, holding her by the elbows.

      "What's the matter, sweetheart?" she crooned. "You look so
      unhappy." Wes and I looked uncomfortably at each other, while
      Cynthia stood close and rubbed Kendall's back with slow circles,
      glaring at me again over Kendall's shoulder.

      "It's nothing really, Hayley, thank you for asking, but I'm
      alright."

      "That's nonsense. You look like somebody's been mean to
      you."

      Kendall instinctively looked up at me, an act not lost on the
      two Chi O members. Hayley leveled her gaze at me, her face coldly
      expressionless.

      "Maybe you should go save Kendall a seat at her next class."

      I looked a question to Kendall, who looked back at me blankly.
      Receiving no signal otherwise I gritted my teeth and turned to go.
      I'd taken a full four steps away before Wes spoke up.

      "Get your ass back here, dumbass," he called. "Wait to walk her
      to class."

      He turned around to see Hayley look at him briefly with a weird
      lopsided smile. To me it looked insane, but it vanished before she
      turned back to Kendall.

      "You don't have to tell us why, but you look like you could use
      some serious cheering up," Hayley observed. She jerked her thumb at
      Wes hovering behind her.

      "Why don't you let this big dummy bring you to the Pike's
      Carnicus party tonight? It'll do you some good to get out and blow
      off a little steam."

      Kendall looked around at Wes, who gave her a thumbs up and a big
      goofy grin. Kendall smiled briefly in return, shaking her head.

      
      "I don't know. I won't know anyone there."

      "Nonsense! I'll be there; Cynthia and Wes will be there. And
      we'll introduce you to a lot of nice new people."

      Hayley had omitted the fact that I'd be there too, perhaps
      baiting me to object. I let it pass.

      Kendall turned to Wes. "You think I should go?" she asked. I did
      my best to keep my expression congenial, though the whole
      conversation was beginning to piss me off.

      "Sure!" Wes said reassuringly. "And don't worry, Randy and I
      will be there, so we'll make sure you're okay. It'll be fun."

      Wes including me as a 'good guy' might have annoyed Hayley, but
      she acted pleased instead. "Then it's settled," she said. "Wes will
      escort you to our little party. We'll see you there."

      "Okay. Thank you all for worrying about me," Kendall said.
      "Really, I'm fine, but a party does sound good."

      "Pick you up around 8:00?" Wes asked.

      "Okay."

      She turned to give me her first non-furtive look since we'd left
      class. "Can you give Wes..." At that point she noticed my flinty
      stare and abruptly stopped. "Uh, directions?" she finished
      quietly.

      "Sure," I said.

      "See you," she said to Wes, and after a couple goodbye finger
      curls to the girls, she fell into step alongside me as I stalked
      off in the direction of our next class.

      

      After we'd walked silently for a few minutes...

      "I still don't think Wes is boyfriend material," she said
      softly.

      "I remember."

      "Randy, you may not believe me, but I still plan to tell Paul
      about you."

      I nodded as my answer.

      "Are you upset about Wes taking me tonight? I mean, it's not
      exactly a date, but knowing Wes..." she said with a chuckle that
      died when I didn't smile in return.

      I tried to shrug nonchalantly. "It's okay."

      "If you don't want me to, you can tell Wes I asked for you to
      come get me instead."

      "It's up to you."

      "It's ... what's that supposed to mean?"

      "It's not just about him picking you up. Why won't you ever tell
      people you're with me?"

      She looked at me incredulously. "Oh so now we're together? Last
      night you said you might deign to be with me. How could I
      dare say you're with me before I've met your terms and conditions?
      How presumptuous that would be of me."

      Part of me saw her point, but mainly I was tired of dancing
      around and around and around about it all.

      "You won't tell Paul or Gina about me, and when Hayley says Wes
      should take you to a party, you don't say a word that you'd like
      anything different."

      "Oh come on, Randy! You're acting like if Wes brings me to the
      party it means I've already decided to sleep with him or
      something."

      "Well, I know Wes won't force you to do anything you don't
      already want to do."

      Way too late, I realized I'd gone too far. Her cheeks bloomed
      bright red. I thought she was about to burst into tears. Instead
      her arm swung around and one side of my face was suddenly stinging,
      the sound of the slap ringing in my ears.

      "Go to hell!" she yelled in my face.

      She spun on her heel and walked away as I stood blinking in the
      morning sun.

      As I watched her leave I was reminded of how she'd walked away
      when we first met, when she thought I was just a conniving frat
      rat. I'd pursued her then, managing to convince her that I was
      different, that I wasn't trying to take advantage of her, and that
      I wouldn't hurt her.

      As it turned out, I really was an idiot, after all.
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      I could feel Wes's eyes on me as he prepared to leave to pick up
      Kendall. I'd given him directions to her room, no doubt sounding
      like an usher seating guests at a funeral. I could tell he was
      debating whether to ask me about where things stood between her and
      me.

      "Well, I guess I better get going," he said. "Will we see you at
      the party?"

      I shrugged. "Yeah, I'll at least put in an appearance."

      "Good! I want Kendall to have a good time tonight." I looked up
      quickly, and he gave me a sincere smile.

      I snorted. "Then you should keep me away from her."

      "Come on, man. If you don't come, she's gonna be wondering all
      night if you'll come through the door. I don't know what's up with
      you two, but you should just say hi early and get it over with.
      Then she can let her hair down."

      His smile faded as I considered him seriously.

      "Wes ... be careful, okay? She's kinda messed up right now,
      thanks to me."

      He turned and squared his shoulders as he addressed me.

      "Look ... do you want her back? You need to make up your
      mind."

      In contrast, my shoulders sagged.

      "I think it's safe to say that we're not going to get back
      together."

      He waited to see if I would say anything more. "Okay."

      I swallowed a big lump that had just appeared in my throat as I
      struggled to keep my emotions in check.

      "Don't worry about me. I trust you, rooms," I said,

      "Okay," he repeated. "I'll see you in a little bit then."

      "Yeah. I'll see you later."

      

      I sat looking into space after Wes left. I didn't want to sit in
      my room and drown myself in self-pity. And I didn't want to go to
      the party and walk around by myself with a fake smile plastered on
      my face. I needed something positive and fun to take my mind off
      all my ... stuff. I picked up the phone.

      "Hello?

      "Hey, Gerri, it's me."

      There was a pause...

      "'Me' who?"

      "It's me, the idiot that used to be your boyfriend."

      Another pause. "Sorry, but there've been so many ... what do you
      look like?"

      I felt a smile trying to break through.

      "Most people say I look like Gilligan, you know, from
      'Gilligan's Island?'"

      "Ohhh. Then you're quite the hottie."

      "Perhaps, but I have honorable intentions."

      "Just my luck."

      "Yeah, well, your luck's been as good as mine lately."

      "Oh, I don't know. I'm not a complete emotional wreck like you
      are."

      "Ah-ha! So you do know who this is," I replied. I
      couldn't help chuckling.

      "I suppose so," she conceded. "So what's up? Its Carnicus time,
      shouldn't you be drunk by now? Most of the Chi O's are already
      headed for the party. I was gonna make an appearance later."

      "Yeah, that's kind of why I was calling. You wanna go get
      something to eat instead?"

      There was a pause. "Aren't you going to be at the party? As a
      member of the house you're expected to be there." She sounded half
      teasing and half serious.

      "I know. I just can't seem to get up for it tonight."

      "I see. Randy, you know you shouldn't..."

      She waited for me to say something further. Then...

      "Alright, sure, that sounds good. But how about if I go to the
      party with you and we hang out for a while, then maybe we can go
      get something."

      I sighed into the phone. I knew she was right; I'd piss off my
      frat brothers if I just disappeared during a significant social
      function. And I had enough problems already.

      "Okay."

      "Don't get so excited, you idiot ex-boyfriend you. Do you want
      me to come over or not?"

      I grinned into the phone. "Yeah, I'd like that a lot."

      

      Gerri did a good job of making sure I did enough host-duty,
      which meant bringing out fresh tubs of beer and munchies, cleaning
      up messes, and generally ensuring everyone was having a good
      time.

      The party was a couple blocks off campus in the home of a Pike
      member whose dad was a legacy. It was a great place to have a
      party, a big house with a pool and a sprawling backyard. The
      parents, Mr. and Mrs. Diller, greeted the early arrivals but after
      that disappeared upstairs to give us the run of the place.

      The Pikes took turns doing door duty to be sure things stayed
      under control. We welcomed Greeks and turned away party crashers,
      typically small groups of guys from the dorms or even the local
      high schools.

      On my watch Gerri stood by my side without being asked. A few
      times Greeks entering gave us speculative looks. I would shrug my
      shoulders, while Gerri just smiled enigmatically. I was certainly
      grateful for her company.

      Of course it turned out that Wes and Kendall arrived while we
      were at the door. I'd seen them coming soon enough to have time to
      compose myself. Kendall and Wes however were in animated
      conversation, and didn't see us until they were at the
      threshold.

      "Hi guys," I said, and both their heads popped up to see us. I
      almost laughed at their startled expressions, but managed to hide
      it behind a welcoming smile.

      "Welcome!" said Gerri, stepping forward spritely to hug Kendall
      who stood woodenly, expressionlessly watching me shake hands with
      Wes. "You must be Kendall," Gerri continued, "we've uh, spoken on
      the phone?"

      Kendall's eyebrows rose as she smiled genuinely, returning the
      hug enthusiastically.

      "Oh my gosh! Gerri? Yes, it is so nice to finally meet you!"

      Gerri's greeting pulled her out of her poker face, but looking
      up at me she still had guarded eyes.

      Wes stepped to hug Gerri, and I overcame the tightness in my
      chest to hug Kendall. I could feel her tension in my arms. I drew
      close enough to whisper in her ear ... something I'd been
      rehearsing in my mind.

      "Sorry for being such an ass. But I hope we can be friends again
      some day."

      I stepped back, and after a moment she gave me a curt nod before
      turning back to Wes, who gently nudged her forward. He gave me a
      nod of approval as they passed.

      When they were out of earshot, Gerri said quietly to me, "See,
      that wasn't so bad, was it?"

      I surprised her with a quick kiss on the cheek. "Thanks,
      Gerri."

      She just grinned and shook her head, as if to say that there
      might yet be hope for the fool at her side.

      

      It was past midnight and the party was still going strong.

      Gerri and I had become more familiar, almost intimate during the
      night, standing close together, casually touching each other. At
      one point she sat in my lap and I rubbed her back while she wrapped
      an arm around my shoulders.

      I caught occasional glimpses of Kendall and Wes in similar
      postures around the house. Once, Kendall and I even exchanged
      polite but brittle smiles when we passed coming and going from the
      bathrooms.

      Neither Gerri nor I had too much to drink, just enough for a
      pleasant buzz. So I was alert enough to notice her catch my eye and
      then look towards the stairs. I raised my eyebrows, silently asking
      if she was saying what I thought she was. She responded with a wide
      grin and a long suffering shake of her head. I realized her gesture
      meant she'd been signaling me for some time, patiently waiting for
      me to get a clue.

      So I asked our host if he minded our going upstairs in his
      parent's house for a while. He gave me directions to a bedroom we
      could use, warning us away from another one already occupied by
      another couple, and his parents' bedroom.

      Once the bedroom door closed Gerri melted against me, pulling me
      down for a soft wet kiss. She felt like heaven wherever our bodies
      touched, and we wrapped our arms around each other and just savored
      the sensations.

      As dense as I could be about women, all her signals told me that
      Gerri wasn't just fooling around with an old boyfriend. Her
      intuitive support and subtle attention to my psyche all night
      should have told me that, long before the door had closed behind
      us. Holding her felt great, and whether we had sex or not wouldn't
      change that.

      That thought made me giggle into her mouth. Maybe I'd had more
      to drink than I realized. Gerri pulled back and looked at me.

      "And just what is so funny?" she asked. I smiled self
      consciously, and under her scrutiny I morphed into a tongue tied
      dork.

      "I was just thinking that we're ... well, you know, maybe we're
      ... like, coming full circle? I really like being with you, no,
      sorry, I mean, you know, it's like before, and if you don't want to
      ... you know ... tonight, or whenever, that's okay with me. I ... I
      just like ... being ... with you. You know? You make me feel ...
      good." It felt like my cheeks were on fire from a full-on
      blush.

      She smiled warmly. "Aren't you sweet," she said while touching
      my cheek. Then she looked at me seriously, as if considering
      something carefully before she spoke again.

      "Randy? Would you like to start dating again? I promise, it
      would be for real this time. And you don't need to answer right now
      if you want to think about it." She finished with a rush, as if to
      avoid putting any pressure on me.

      I'm sure my wide grin was lopsided and goofy looking, but I
      didn't care. I just pulled her to me and began kissing her so
      enthusiastically that I could have kissed the lips right off her
      face. It was her turn to giggle.

      "Down boy!" she exclaimed as she pulled back. I gave her as
      pitiful a look as I could manage, and she laughed from deep in her
      throat.

      "There there. But I should tell you, I'm planning on keeping my
      panties right where they are tonight, thank you very much."

      I sighed theatrically. "Fine ... but maybe someday?"

      She looked at me like she was up to something. "You don't
      understand."

      "What?"

      "I told you, I'm keeping my panties right where they are."

      "Uh ... yeah?"

      "They're in the top drawer of my dresser back at the dorm."

      After looking at her in amazement for a moment, I hugged her
      fiercely. She hugged me back, then after a moment she leaned
      backwards to fall on to the bed and pull me on top of her. I
      grinned and she squealed as I quickly pulled back and shouldered
      her legs apart. I pushed her skirt up to her waist, and discovered
      she'd told the truth ... an inviting treasure was revealed.

      Before she had drawn a breath to cry out again, I leaned forward
      for a gentle kiss.

      "Oh God, Randy, you know just how to touch me," she gasped as
      she scrambled her legs around to gain her footing on the bedcovers.
      Once she had it, she began making gentle undulations as I began
      exploring her, inside and out.

      She'd just put her hands on my head to guide me when we heard a
      burst of laughter from the hallway, followed by what sounded like
      someone colliding solidly with the door.

      I grabbed the hem of Gerri's skirt and jerked it back down over
      her thighs. Then we scrambled around to wind up sitting on the edge
      of the bed. The doorknob rattled for a moment before it turned.

      As soon as the door opened we heard giggling, which was followed
      by Wes, Hayley, and Kendall stumbling into the room. Their laughter
      paused when they saw us on the bed, flushed and panting, trying to
      look innocent.

      Wes let out one loud guffaw and stopped, while Hayley appeared
      delighted with stumbling onto us. Kendall slapped a hand over her
      mouth as she stared wide-eyed.

      "My apologies," Wes said with exaggerated sobriety. "I should
      have knocked before barging in."

      "C'mon," Hayley said hurriedly, reaching out to grab Kendall's
      arm and tugging her towards the door. "I know a place we can
      go."

      Wes grinned and shrugged his shoulders at us as he turned to
      follow them out.

      When the door closed Gerri jumped at me, flattening me on the
      bed as she reached for my belt.

      "Now, where were we?" she said with a grin.

      

      As we lay comfortably together in post coital afterglow, I
      realized Gerri was being awfully quiet. When I looked to see if she
      was awake, I saw that she was looking pensively at the ceiling. I
      hoped she wasn't having second thoughts about us being together
      again. I took her hand in mine.

      
      "Are you alright?"

      "Hmm?" She turned her head and saw my concerned expression. "Oh!
      Yes I'm fine, sweetie, sorry."

      I looked a question at her.

      "Kendall," she said simply.

      "Gerri, you don't need to worry about us..."

      "No, not that. I was just thinking about how Hayley was a real
      buddy to me, right up until she blackmailed me and threatened my
      dad."

      "Kendall should be okay," I temporized. "I'd be more worried if
      Wes wasn't with them. I mean, he's a horn dog and all, and I won't
      be shocked if they sleep together tonight. But he won't let
      anything bad happen to her."

      "That's true," she said reluctantly. "But..."

      "What?"

      "They all looked pretty stoned to me."

      I looked at her a little puzzled. Everyone in the building had
      been drinking for hours, and the trio that had just left looked
      remarkably sober in comparison. Gerri saw my confusion.

      "Not drunk, Randy, stoned."

      I blinked in surprise.

      "Oh ... as in, like..."

      "Cocaine. All the Chi Os know that Hayley can always get some,
      even if that Rod guy's connection at my house got cut off. That's
      why Cynthia's wacked out so often. Yeah, Hayley's a real good buddy
      to have," she finished sarcastically.

      She looked like she made a decision, sat up abruptly, and began
      looking around for her clothes.

      "Come on, get dressed."

      "Why?"

      "I want to make sure Wes and Kendall are okay."

      "Don't you think Wes can take care of himself?"

      "No, I don't. He looked like he was the most stoned of the three
      of them. Now hurry up. Where do you think they went?"

      I blinked and began mentally walking through the house as I
      pulled on my clothes. I was checking off rooms we'd passed on the
      way, and all of them were either off limits or already taken up by
      someone else at the party.

      "I don't know ... maybe there's a basement?"

      "Let's go."

      

      We discovered there wasn't a basement, and any other rooms were
      already in use for having sex, snorting cocaine, or both. But the
      people we peeked in on weren't the ones we were looking for.

      We went outside and looked around the pool, but there were too
      many people there to afford any privacy. We were standing outside
      scratching our heads, when we heard a soft moan from around the
      corner of the house. Gerri immediately began walking quietly along
      the side of the house, and I followed cautiously.

      Reaching the corner we slowly peered around and over a bush.

      We discovered there was a patio on the side of the house, with a
      large brick barbeque constructed at the far end. It apparently had
      its own set of lights, which hadn't been turned on for the party.
      But the glow from the adjacent pool area, and the interior lights
      of the house, cast a faint glow on the scene.

      There were some lounge chairs pushed aside that were missing
      their cushions, and as our eyes adjusted to the darkness, we could
      make out Wes and Kendall.

      The cushions were serving as a make-shift mattress for them on
      the cement patio. My heart lurched when I saw them. They were naked
      and he was on top of her, moving sensuously between her long legs
      while her toes pointed up at the stars. I remembered thinking that
      I shouldn't let this happen, that I should protect Kendall from
      Wes, because all he wanted was sex. Yet here it was, happening
      right in front of me. I couldn't take my eyes off them.

      He was leaning over her on his elbows and they were kissing
      passionately. Just beneath Wes's muscled chest, Kendall's heavy
      breasts were gently swaying in time with his thrusts. I heard
      another moan, and realized it was Wes that was groaning in rapture
      almost continuously, occasionally loud enough to be overheard.

      I had known Kendall to make less and less sound the more she was
      enjoying herself in bed, and her mute and enthusiastic coupling now
      told me she must be enjoying herself a lot. As erotic as the scene
      was to watch, I finally managed to look away and whisper to
      Gerri.

      "C'mon, let's leave them alone."

      "Wait ... where's Hayley?" she replied.

      I turned and scanned the area again but couldn't see anyone
      else. It was about that time that Kendall began to speak.

      "Oh, Wes, please ... wait, Wes," she moaned.

      Wes didn't reply at first. Then...

      "I can't wait baby ... you're so tight!"

      "Please, Wes, please," she began crying out continuously, with
      rising volume. I began to worry that everyone around the pool could
      hear her. Wes was pounding into her as his orgasm approached.

      "Oh baby oh baby," he groaned.

      Her reply was a moment longer in coming, but her voice was
      markedly sharper.

      "What did you say?"

      "I can't ... uhhhggg!"

      Wes drove deep, pinning Kendall in place. Though her taut legs
      still twitched and jerked around him, they affected nothing where
      the lovers were joined, as his tightly clenched ass and thighs
      trembled through his orgasm.

      As his spasms slowed, he pulled back and began stroking into her
      again, faster now, trying to get her off in turn. She put her hands
      on his shoulders and pushed against him, and he responded by rising
      up until his arms were fully extended. Kendall began tossing her
      head from side to side. Unusual in my brief experience, she began
      making sharp incoherent sounds with each breath, as if she were
      trying to urge her lover on.

      Soon her body began to arch and lift her center higher off the
      cushions against Wes's accelerating pace. In another few moments
      she wrapped herself around him and silently gave in, as the orgasm
      that he had been seeking inside her took over and wracked her body
      with powerful spasms.

      As she froze, Wes's thrusts came slower as she clenched around
      him. After her peak and visible after-shocks had finally passed, he
      relaxed over her as she lay panting and motionless on the
      cushions.

      He lowered his head and kissed her soundly. It seemed to break
      the spell for her, and she pushed more firmly against his
      shoulders. "Get off," I heard her say clearly.

      It was as he was rolling to one side of her when, unbelievably,
      a burst of clapping and cheering erupted from above them. We leaned
      around the corner to look up into the darkness, and saw the dim
      shape of a large crowd standing at the railing of a balcony I
      hadn't known was there, hooting and hollering.

      Kendall jerked up to a sitting position and clutched her knees
      to her chest to cover her breasts, while Wes slowly got to his feet
      and stared up at them.

      As we stepped into the open, I thought I saw Hayley's face in
      the crowd, but it was too dark to be sure. I was getting ready to
      storm the wall to get to the bastards, when Gerri hissed into my
      ear, "Get Wes out of here; I'll get Kendall!"

      She moved cautiously towards Kendall as I approached Wes.

      The way Wes began grinning and chuckling as he looked from the
      crowd to Kendall and back again, told me he was completely wasted.
      I recognized some of the assholes up there, and I thought the top
      of my head was going to pop off in my anger. The clapping was only
      now beginning to slow down, presumably when they saw me and Gerri
      come onto the scene.

      "Knock it off you stupid fuckers!" I yelled at them, and the
      cheers sputtered to a halt.

      "Lighten up, man," someone laughed derisively, "you'll get your
      turn again."

      Then another voice spoke from the darkness. "Yeah,
      congratulations! Now you and your roommate have both nailed
      the princess."

      Wes glanced back at Kendall and laughed hysterically, and I
      heard her gasp behind us. A final collective burst of laughter came
      from above as the crowd began to disperse.

      I turned to see Kendall get to her feet with Gerri hovering
      beside her. She looked at me and Wes in confusion. Then her
      expression became incredulous, followed closely by furious.

      "'Oh baby oh baby?'" she shouted, and Wes and I both
      flinched. "You ... you bastards!"

      I moved towards her, opening my arms to enfold her. "Kendall,
      no, it's not like that..."

      She put her hands up to ward me off, and when she saw me still
      advancing she steeled herself and pushed on my chest. Then she
      jerked her hands back, recoiling from my touch.

      "You get away from me!" she said quickly.

      Gerri took a step back from her in alarm, and after a moment
      began to look around in the dim light for her clothes. Kendall, so
      beautiful in her nakedness, was trembling from head to toe as she
      glared pure hatred at Wes from her brilliant blue eyes, with a
      little left over for me on the side.

      I stood back from her, though I still felt protective. Wes then
      moved to hug her, but she pushed him away too, her eyes wild and
      becoming more frightened. I looked at Wes as if to say, now what
      the hell do we do? But I knew he'd be of little help in his
      condition. I told him to get dressed, and he began by dazedly
      picking up his shirt that lay at his feet, slowly pulling it
      on.

      Gerri had found all of Kendall's things and was just reaching
      her with them when our host Mrs. Diller came around the corner. She
      took in the scene and moved quickly to Kendall's side. She took her
      panties from Gerri.

      "Let's get you dressed, sweetheart," she said softly, bending
      down to hold the panties for her to step into. As Kendall leaned on
      her for balance, Mrs. Diller glanced up at the rest of us.

      "I'm afraid the party's over, kids. We've asked everyone to call
      it a night."

      Indeed, over the fence we could hear car doors opening and
      closing and engines starting up, and raucous voices that called out
      to each other before fading away towards campus.

      "Okay ... when they're ready we'll be out of here," I said,
      gesturing at Wes and Kendall, who'd managed to pull her panties
      on.

      Gerri held Kendall's shirt up for to put her arms into, but she
      recoiled away from Gerri as she had from me and Wes.

      Mrs. Diller intervened and took the shirt from Gerri to hold it
      up. Kendall willingly pulled it on and began fumbling for its
      buttons.

      "It looks like you'd better let me get her dressed," Mrs. Diller
      said quietly to the rest of us. "Does she live nearby?"

      I nodded, and Kendall allowed Mrs. Diller to lead her away,
      wearing just her shirt and panties. Gerri and I trailed alongside
      them, Wes in tow.

      I didn't know what to do. I didn't want to abandon her to be
      cared for by strangers, but she obviously didn't want any of us
      around her. We followed behind them into the house, where Mrs.
      Diller led her into a bathroom and closed the door behind them.
      Gerri turned to me.

      "I'll stay here until she's ready to go. If nothing else I can
      walk with her to be sure she gets back to her dorm okay."

      "Alright, I'll take care of Wes."

      Gerri nodded and hesitated a moment. "You should probably go
      now, before she comes out. Maybe she'll calm down if it's just me.
      At least I hope so."

      I looked at her doubtfully, but had no better ideas. Wes had
      managed to get dressed, though he was looking confused about how to
      tie his shoes. I knelt and tied them for him.

      "All right, buddy," I said as I clapped him on the shoulder to
      ensure I had his attention. "Let's get you home."

      He smiled briefly without speaking, and I pulled his arm across
      my shoulders to lead him out.

      "We'll wait up the block where we can still see you come out," I
      said to Gerri, who smiled tightly and nodded.

      And that was how the night played out. Kendall and Gerri emerged
      about ten minutes later, walking along slowly behind us. Eventually
      Kendall allowed Gerri to hover at her side, after she'd caught her
      from behind a couple times when she stumbled.

      When they'd disappeared into the dorm I guided Wes back to our
      room and dropped him down on his bed. As I sat and stared out the
      window, he immediately fell asleep.
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      I couldn't have fallen asleep that night if my life had depended
      on it, thinking how horribly wrong everything had gone.

      The next day I gathered up all my books and study materials, and
      camped outside Kendall's dorm to wait for her, hoping she would
      eventually come out. I hadn't thought to bring anything to eat or
      drink, and I didn't want to leave my post to get anything. I was
      relieved when she emerged before I had to start begging passersby
      for food.

      When she saw me hurriedly stuffing my books into my backpack, I
      could see her body tense up, her face briefly contemptuous. I
      hustled after her to fall in step beside her, though three or four
      feet away.

      "Kendall, I'm so sorry about what happened last night," I began
      cautiously. She walked on stonily. "I had no idea those assholes
      were going to spy on you guys like that."

      She looked at me briefly, her expression softening fractionally
      before she nodded.

      "I didn't think you did."

      "Oh thank God!" I exclaimed in relief.

      "And I haven't forgotten that you warned me about dating
      Wes."

      "Uh ... well ... I don't think Wes..."

      My voice tailed of as her face hardened.

      "I was his date, Randy. His date," she repeated
      pointedly. "He was responsible for me; for protecting me when he
      took me to that party. Was that too much for me to expect - that I
      would be safe from 'those assholes' as you call them, when I was
      with him?"

      "No..."

      "And he laughed at me. I was humiliated, and he was
      laughing at me!"

      I started to say something in his defense, that he was
      completely bombed. That he wouldn't have done it if he was anywhere
      near sober. But she cut me off.

      "And you," she said with a glare, but then she seemed to
      reconsider saying something. I probably should have let it go, but
      I had to ask.

      "What?"

      "Do you and Wes enjoy bragging to each other about who you
      screw?"

      She snorted at my startled expression.

      "That 'Oh baby oh baby' thing? You've said the exact same thing
      when you were with me, Randy. The ... exact ... same ...
      thing."

      "It's ... I mean ... it's something that Wes says all the time
      when he's talking about girls," I stammered. "He says it so much,
      and I felt so lucky to be with you while knowing how bad he wanted
      you ... I don't know. It just popped out. So ... I'm sorry. I've
      never talked to Wes about sex with you."

      She shrugged, and I was offended that whether I was telling the
      truth or not didn't seem to matter a lot to her.

      "It's all part of it," she said dismissively.

      "Part of what?"

      "Part of the Greek system."

      "What do you mean?"

      "The whole thing is set up so little rich boys can chase little
      rich girls, and they can screw over anyone else for fun along the
      way and get away with it."

      "I'm not a rich boy. You know that."

      She looked at me shrewdly. "But Hayley is, isn't she?"

      "Uhmm, I don't know..."

      "And Wes, and Gerri, and Cynthia?"

      "Yeah."

      "Randy, you're part of something I've known about since I came
      to UT. The first time I walked past Greek row, the frat boys yelled
      the vilest things you can imagine at me. And nothing happened to
      them. No consequences.

      "They can talk about my boobs in any lecture hall on campus, as
      much as they want. Even when you made them stop in that one class,
      you didn't think to do it until you talked to me. They'd been doing
      it for weeks before that."

      "I'm sorry, Kendall, I should have..."

      "I don't blame you Randy. And I don't want to talk about it, but
      I know it was Wes and Hayley that set me up, not you. But I learned
      a lesson yesterday. I will never... ever ... put myself in
      any position where I can be hurt by the Greeks again. Even you are
      dangerous to me."

      She could see that upset me, and spoke quickly to head me
      off.

      "You're dangerous because you're part of the Greek system,
      Randy. There are evil people there. And in the Greek system, there
      are no protections against those people. Because there are no
      consequences for anything they do. And the good people that
      are there can't protect someone like me from them."

      I didn't know what to say to all that. My shoulders sagged
      against the heavy backpack. With no sleep and absorbing all the
      damning things she'd said, I felt like crap. I was surprised when
      she reached out to touch my shoulder.

      "We can go to the same classes and maybe even study together,
      Randy — in the library. But that's it," she said with finality.
      Then her eyes blazed out at me. "And tell Wes to stay away from me.
      I never want to speak to him again. Make him know that.
      Understand?"

      I nodded dumbly. "Okay."

      And with that, she turned to walk her way, while I walked
      mine.

      

      I could never prove that Hayley had assembled the crowd on the
      balcony over Kendall and Wes. But the chance that a group that
      large could spontaneously gather over them in complete silence was
      pretty unbelievable.

      Eventually, I had to leave it to the Chi O's to decide, within
      the sorority, on what if anything to do about her involvement. Even
      Gerri wouldn't tell me what followed, saying it was sorority
      business.

      But even if I could have proven it, it would have come too late
      to matter for Kendall. As she'd said, she learned her lesson and
      moved on. I was frankly grateful that she allowed me to be her
      friend, even if it was within strict boundaries.

      And as much as I tried, I couldn't prevent the rumors about what
      happened that night from ultimately swirling around campus. I'm
      sure that only further cemented Kendall's hatred of all things to
      do with fraternities and sororities.

      

      Gerri and I became a couple again after all that, and were
      together until I moved to Seattle to attend medical school at the
      University of Washington. The separation after being together so
      long was one of the most painful things I have ever had to go
      through.

      But we knew there was no way a long distance relationship could
      have worked for years on end. She couldn't follow her career dreams
      anywhere else but in Nashville. I could have gone to UT med school,
      but UW is the best family practice school in the nation. Once
      accepted I eventually decided I simply couldn't turn it down.

      Rather than wait for things to happen along the way to break us
      apart, we let each other go.

      We stayed in touch, never 'losing track' of each other. We may
      have released our love, but our friendship was too deep to
      fade.

      I knew she must have had boyfriends, though I never asked about
      it in any of my letters or rare phone calls. Her letters never
      touched on that subject at all, though I didn't shy away from
      mentioning the several girlfriends I went through. Med school is
      tough on its students, and tough on their girlfriends and
      boyfriends, too.

      I subscribed to some entertainment industry magazines, so I
      could relate to her career and have stuff to write about. Not the
      tabloid kind, the kind about the business side of things. She knew
      I did that, and I think she enjoyed writing back about how things
      really worked.

      It was in my last year of school, while I was thumbing through
      one of those magazines, that I got an unwelcome surprise.

      A columnist had written a piece about an industry convention
      held in L.A., which was accompanied by a photo spread of the movers
      and shakers that attended. There wasn't exactly a red carpet, but
      there were still a lot of shots taken of people arriving.

      And there was one of Gerri, holding the arm of a tall dark and
      handsome guy, smiling at the camera. The caption said it was her
      and her long time companion, Dr. McNabb.

      Perhaps selfishly, I was upset. Gerri was always the rock that I
      could mentally cling to when another girlfriend broke up with me,
      tired of the boyfriend she never saw ... awake, anyway. Gerri was
      the girl I could always count on being there, somewhere in a
      fantasy future.

      So, I stopped writing. I didn't intend it to be permanent, but I
      felt foolish for expecting her to be parked at the curb waiting for
      me. She was a flesh and blood woman, not a character in a play. Of
      course she wouldn't be alone all that time.

      
      But the phrase 'long time companion' bugged me. And he was a
      doctor, no less. She had a long time doctor boyfriend that she'd
      never seen fit to mention? Listening to my inner child, I said
      screw it.

      I received several letters from her afterwards that I didn't
      reply to. In fact I didn't even open them. I just tossed them in
      the drawer where the massive pile of Gerri's letters that I'd
      accumulated over the years lived. It was time to really move
      on.

      

      I was bicycling back to the house that I rented with two other
      guys from school. It was a not very rare Seattle day of gentle
      rain, the kind you hardly felt but left you drenched to the bone
      given enough time.

      Across the street from our house one of those extended length
      limousines sat with its engine running. I only spared it a glance
      in my hurry to get to the warmth waiting for me inside. There was a
      tiled entryway to the house, where a wet bike could rest and not
      cause the floor to rot.

      I'd just finished peeling off my wet outer layer when the
      doorbell rang. I shook myself like a dog does to dry its fur, and
      opened the door.

      And stared, bug-eyed.

      "Hi," Gerri said with a warm, challenging smile.

      I stood motionless in my shock at seeing her there, standing on
      my front porch.

      "May I come in?" she asked eventually, breaking into my
      trance.

      "Oh ... sure! I'm sorry, I just ... you know..."

      I held the door with one hand and motioned somewhat formally for
      her to step inside. Once she was clear of the door I closed it, and
      turned to look at her.

      The smile was still in place, and as beautiful as ever. She was
      wearing a stylish double breasted raincoat that extended down past
      her knees, the kind that people wear in London, not Seattle. Coats
      like that are for tourists or cursed refugees from California.

      Before I could gather my wits about me, she took a step forward,
      wrapped her arms around my neck, and kissed me. And it wasn't just
      a friendly old flame kind of kiss either. It was hot, wet, and
      long, and I instinctively pulled her to me.

      When we finally pulled our lips away from each other, I managed
      to speak.

      "What are you doing here?" I knew I sounded completely
      incredulous; that's because I was. She shrugged, telling me she'd
      answer, but in her own time.

      Geez, I realized, I still know every gesture this
      woman makes. And every expression ... and every movement...

      "Can I stay for a while and talk about it?" she asked
      calmly.

      "Well, of course."

      "Good." She went to the door and opened it again. She waved at
      the limo, which pulled smoothly away from the curb and drove off
      down the street.

      I led her into the living room, glad that it was picked up
      fairly well at the moment. She sat down on the long couch and
      looked up at me. I stood uncertainly before her, until she grinned
      and patted the cushion next to her. I sat.

      "You stopped writing to me," she said without preamble. I
      blinked, still off balance from her sudden appearance and
      smoldering kiss.

      "Um ... yeah ... I don't know, somehow I just got out of the
      habit."

      She shook her head. "You are so full of it," she observed,
      offsetting her words with an affectionate smile.

      "What?"

      "I know why you stopped writing, Randy."

      "Uh ... I just ... you know..."

      "It wasn't hard to figure out. It was right after that issue of
      Variety Magazine came out. You know, the one that had my picture in
      it."

      I frowned. She was right, but I didn't feel the need to be
      defensive about it

      "Yeah ... I don't know, it just kind of made me wake up I
      suppose. I know we're always going to be friends, and I should have
      kept writing regardless. I mean ... we are still friends,
      right?"

      She nodded without hesitation.

      "Always," she said simply. "But you didn't just stop writing to
      me. You stopped reading my letters too. Didn't you?"

      "Yeah, I did. Kind of silly I suppose."

      "No, I understand."

      "You do?"

      "Sure. You saw that picture of me with another guy. And it was a
      guy that I'd never mentioned in any of my letters. Even if we're
      just friends, it must have hurt you to think I hadn't been as
      forthcoming about my life as you had been."

      I didn't know what to say, so I just nodded. I was feeling
      apologetic, whether that was appropriate or not I couldn't say.

      "Remember when we first met?" she asked.

      "Of course."

      "Well ... the guy in that picture was ... well he's what
      you were ... back when we met."

      My eyes went wide. She nodded as she saw comprehension
      dawning.

      "You mean he's just a beard for you?"

      She smiled. "He's not just a beard for me. I'm a beard for
      him too."

      "Wait ... what?"

      "He's gay, Randy."

      "But you're not ... are you?"

      "I'm not gay, Randy, but I am bi-sexual. You know that."

      I was struggling to catch up.

      "I've never told you about any of my lovers these last few
      years. I know you must have wondered why, but you never asked."

      "I didn't think it was any of my business."

      She shrugged. "I suppose not. But people still have to be
      cautious about 'coming out' in Nashville. And all of my
      relationships since you left have been with women."

      And I was stunned again. All this time?

      "Wow. Really?"

      She stared at me without answering, long enough that it began to
      feel uncomfortable. Then she laughed softly.

      "A woman does have needs you know."

      Then she stood up and took a step back from me. And she reached
      for the buttons of her raincoat.

      "I've just been with women because ... I've been waiting for
      you, Randy. I've been waiting for you to finish school and come
      back to me."

      I watched raptly as her coat parted, and every glimpse I had of
      her as she progressed was revealing bare skin.

      "Oh, Gerri," I moaned. And unexpectedly, tears began welling up
      from my eyes. When she shrugged the coat from her shoulders to
      stand before me in naked splendor, I looked at her through a film
      of tears, and a heart stopping flood of loving memories.

      She moved to stand between my legs and pulled my head against
      her flat stomach.

      "I know, baby," she crooned. "I know. I'm so sorry I hurt you
      again."

      I wrapped my arms around her, my forearms resting on the firm
      top shelf of her butt, and held her to me.

      "I knew when I saw that picture in the magazine, that you'd see
      it too. I didn't mean for it to happen, it just did. But after
      feeling like crap and not seeing any letters from you in my mail
      box, I think it was meant to happen."

      "What do you mean?"

      "It meant I had to tell you what I wanted. I couldn't pretend to
      be just a friend to you any more.

      "When you didn't answer my letters explaining things, I had a
      choice to make. I could accept that we just weren't meant to be. Or
      I could follow my heart, take a chance and come see you. To tell
      you how sorry I am; and tell you that when you're done with school,
      I'll be waiting for you."

      "You will?"

      "Yes. I promise."

      "Good."

      

      Gerri and I are married now, and living in Nashville. I have a
      growing family practice partnership with a couple other young
      doctors, and Gerri manages the family entertainment business. It
      wasn't an easy journey by any means, but in the end our love
      carried us through all the obstacles that were in our way.

      Sharon and Alan moved to Los Angeles to work in the
      entertainment industry there. We exchange Christmas cards with
      them, but not much more than that. Sharon never accepted Gerri's
      version of the events with Hayley and Cynthia at sorority rush, and
      Gerri couldn't forgive Sharon for not believing her.

      As for Kendall, we continued to see each other in pre-med
      classes at UT. We remained friends, but as fellow students, and
      nothing more.

      And how did her life play out, after we parted? Did Paul and
      Gina come to UT? Did she reach her goal and become a
      psychiatrist?

      Like Gerri's and mine, her story is still in progress. I'll have
      to leave that tale unfinished. It's a story waiting for someone
      else to tell.

      You'll have to read it, to find out.

      

      
      Thanks for reading the story! I've enjoyed the feedback I've
      received during its posting, but would really like to hear your
      impressions now that it's complete. I can also answer any questions
      you might have about the rationale for the storyline.

      You can also participate in discussions of this story and other
      topics loosely associated with the work of Nick Scipio at:
      http://groups.yahoo.com/adultconf?dest=%2Fgroup%2FScipio_Forum%2F

      Thanks again for reading, and take care.

      OS

      

      
      Your opinion is important:

      Share with others what you think about

      "5 One in the Hand Is Worth..."


      

      The End
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