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    Gee, I Wonder If We Eventually Sleep with Lara’s Roommate 

      

    All characters involved in sexual situations in this series are over eighteen. I don’t condone actual teacher/student relationships. This is strictly the realm of silly, fun fantasy. 

      

    Contains: MF, MFF, MFFF, teacher-student, anal, exhibitionism, new adult romance 

      

    Hudwell Academy. The promised land of postgraduate jobs worth a damn, parties and promiscuous professors. My dream college. 

    And after the craziest summer of my life, where I would be going to school with the woman I loved, Lara Denman. 

    * * * 

    With grains of sand still in our shoes from a walk on the beach, Lara and I grabbed her suitcases out of the back of my van. Lara’s dorm, Nautilus Hall, was a gorgeous three-story building with pillars painted faintly like coral. We found out later the building had been designed by one of the college’s own professors. Apparently the architecture department was one of the most well-regarded in America. 

    The gorgeous exterior opened into a sleek interior, with swirling sand-colored tile and a warm mix of ambient wall sconces and more modern recessed lighting in the tall ceilings. An L-shaped reception desk dominated the foyer, with a room on the right opened to a kitchenette and vending machines, while a room on the left looked into a community room with couches, chairs, a TV, and a couple game tables. 

    A short, severe young woman in a Hudwell rock crab mascot tee shirt stood behind the desk, helping another student and her family ahead of us. “I like the shirt,” I told Lara, and she grinned. The rock crab held a guitar, I suppose to drive across the point that it was the rockingest of rock crabs. But it really was a cool shirt. 

    The family received their keys, a welcoming swag bag, and directions to their dorm. The father hung back a moment while the rest hurried on. He waited until his youngest was out of earshot, then said, “This place is locked up at night, right? I… hear things about this school.” 

    The young woman’s harsh face broke into a winning smile. “Oh, yes sir. It’s locked at all hours of the day, and any guests have to check in here and be approved by the girls they’re trying to visit. There are also counselors on staff in case anyone wants to use their services or talk about any problems on campus in an anonymous, safe way. And of course there’s Student Life, the professors, and the administration too.” 

    “Okay. Good,” the father said. He didn’t exactly look relieved, but for the moment he was appeased. 

    When he left, we stepped up to the counter. Lara smiled brightly. “Lara Denman. My letter from Student Life said to check in here?” 

    “Yep!” the young woman said. Once Lara showed her the paperwork and an ID, she introduced herself as one of the resident advisors in the building and gave Lara a quick once-over on the building’s rules, which amounted to no smoking in the building, no drinking, and no guys spending the night. Lara introduced me and got me on her personal visitor list. The RA took my picture, we got Lara’s keys, and one of the welcoming bags before pressing on. 

    A big elevator took us up to the third floor, and Lara bumped shoulders with me inside. We were alone, so I murmured in her ear, “Can’t stay the night here, but I don’t think there are rules about you sleeping over in my dorm.” 

    “Thank God,” she said. “I’d go crazy.” 

    “Same here.” 

    The elevator opened on pleasant chaos. Orientation was the next day, with classes starting the day after. Everyone in the building scrambled to get settled in, and families were everywhere. Immediately a short, scrawny tweener nearly knocked us over as we stepped out into the hallway. He froze half in and out of the elevator, staring at Lara’s boobs. A woman down the hallway snapped his name, and he unfroze, darting inside and slapping at the buttons. 

    Laughing softly, Lara led the way to her dorm at the end of the hallway. The door was closed, but faint pop music played inside. Lara hesitated. “Do I knock?” she asked. 

    “Might not be a bad idea,” I said. “In case she’s getting dressed or something.” 

    “Oh, yeah, good thinking.” 

    But right at that moment, the door opened. The woman holding it made both of us pause like that tweener for the briefest of moments. Red hair so light it bordered on blonde fell across a sharp, angular, and stunning face and further still, across breasts the size of Lara’s. That was saying something. Gray leggings hugged her nice curvy hips. Her smile, much like the RA, lightened her naturally serious expression like the sun cutting away the clouds. 

    “Lara?” she asked. 

    “Rhiannon? Am I pronouncing that right?” Lara asked, and if I tell you how she pronounced it, you have to promise not to email me how it’s actually pronounced a different way in your dialectical region. If you have an issue with it, take it up with Rhiannon’s parents, not me. For the record, -nun, not -non. Don’t kill me. 

    Also, Lara’s name is pronounced Lahra, not Lowra. There go half the people reading this thing. Anyways, back to the sexy redhead. 

    “Perfectly,” Rhiannon said, her naked pink lips spreading wider to show off shining white teeth. 

    “This is Mike, my boyfriend.” 

    “Nice to meet you,” I said, unsure until I did it whether I would come in for a hug or a handshake. I opted for a quick, distanced hug I hoped came across as polite and not me wanting to get a feel of her boobs against my chest.  

    “He came with you all the way from Honeypot?” Rhiannon finally realized she was blocking the door and scooted backwards. “What am I doing? Come on in.” 

    “Thank you,” Lara said. We pushed past with her luggage into a surprisingly spacious dorm room. It was pretty normal apart from that – two beds across from each other, two desks, two padded wooden chairs. It looked like Rhiannon was all moved in. She added a modest TV on a glass stand to the middle of the room near one window, and made up her bed in a soft, luxurious comforter under another window, open to let the ocean breeze in. There were no photographs, but her desk held a white stuffed bear sitting atop a sleek computer.  

    “Mike’s going to school here, actually,” Lara said. 

    “Oh really? That’s great!” Rhiannon said. “Been dating long?” 

    “Most the summer,” Lara said, leaving off any mention of our two ex-girlfriends Kylie and Megan. Things were still painful there. We only saw Megan off the day before and Kylie… well… I couldn’t think about her, not then. 

    “Why don’t you start unpacking and get to know each other?” I asked Lara. “I’ll run down and get a start on the rest of it.” 

    “Are you sure?” Lara asked. I nodded and gave her a kiss. “Knew I kept you around for a good reason.” 

    “Yup, hauling boxes. My specialty.” 

    I closed the door on them and heard Rhiannon exclaim, “Oh, he’s handsome.” 

    I grinned, and hurried down to the van. 

    * * * 

    Like me, apart from clothes, Lara didn’t bring much aside from a couple boxes of mementos bedding, and her beat-up old laptop, a hand-me-down from her older sister Samantha. We got everything hooked up and arranged. One of the last things to go on Lara’s desk was a picture of Lara, Megan, and I taken in Lara’s backyard, me in the center, Megan and Lara caught forever laughing. I remembered that day with perfect clarity, making love to them, napping afterwards, nearly falling off the edge of her bed. That was a good day, one of the best of the summer in its lazy loveliness. I kissed my fingers, then brushed Megan’s face. We might be done, but I still loved her and missed her fiercely. That would be an ache that would last years. 

    Lara held one other framed photo facedown. She hesitated, then put it in a drawer. Catching my raised eyebrow, she said quietly, “It’s one of the four of us. Before she…” 

    I nodded. Rhiannon looked at us with a question in her eyes but said nothing. “If you want to put it out, I’d get it,” I said. “There were a lot of good times before the bad ones.” 

    “Someday, maybe. Or maybe I’ll drop it off a bridge. I don’t know. But I’m not making that decision today. Should we go get you set up?” 

    “Hang out here, if you want,” I said. “My stuff will only take a couple trips.” 

    “Exactly,” Lara said. “With the two of us, we’ll get it knocked out quick. Then I want to check out the college.” She turned to Rhiannon. “Want to come with? Might even get to see some of Mike’s boxers. The polka dots are super cute.” 

    “I like the ones with robots,” I said, and goosed her ass. She laughed and swatted me. 

    Rhiannon slid off her bed. “Sure, I’ve got nothing going on.” 

    We headed back downstairs and out into the muggy sunshine. Along the way, I found out Rhiannon was from Jacksonville originally. 

    “Did your family drive down with you?” Lara asked. 

    “My mom did, yes,” Rhiannon said. 

    “What do your parents do?” I asked as we neared the parking lot. 

    “Mom is a programmer. My dad works at the headquarters for a gas company.” Lara and I headed for the van, and Rhiannon eyed it carefully. “Am I about to be dragged out to the Everglades and left for dead?” 

    “I hate her already,” I said. 

    Lara patted the van. “It’s okay, baby. Once she gets to know you, she’ll love you too.” To Rhiannon, “It’s very delicate.” 

    “Oh, well… in that case, I’m sorry, giant death wagon,” she said. 

    My dorm was on the other side of the sprawling campus. My van got a lot of adoring stares and admiration along the way, or at least that’s what I told my wounded ego, anyways. My building was more ordinary than Lara’s, but still beautifully designed. It could have been an office building somewhere, with sleek stone walls inlaid with great big dark windows. 

    I only had my suitcase, an overnight bag, and a couple boxes, but at the last minute, Lara said, “The cooler!” 

    I groaned. “Good call.”  

    With Rhiannon’s help, we got almost everything in one go. I went through a similar check-in as Lara, this time with a tall, frizzy-haired RA named – and I shit you not – Dink. Or that’s what he called himself. You know, come to think of it, I have no idea what his real name was. 

    Nice guy, though, and he cheerfully told me there would be a campus tour starting in twenty minutes out on the quad nearby. Much as I wanted some alone time with Lara, that seemed like a good idea. Lara thought the same thing, but Rhiannon was familiar with the campus. 

    Dink said one other interesting thing. He glanced at my orientation paperwork and grinned. “Oh, you’ve got Dr. Lytton tomorrow. Have fun with that. She’s something else.” 

    “Um. Thanks,” I said. 

    My dorm room was on the second floor. My roommate, Archie Woodard, wasn’t around, but his stuff was all set up. I knew from some back-and-forth messaging over the last month he was a sports nerd, but I didn’t have any idea how much until I saw the jerseys hanging on the wall along with a couple pennants. Like Rhiannon, he brought a TV and had a couple game systems hooked up to it. He told me we could split the bill on a couple movie subscription services, something definitely up for. I played games with Benny from time to time but I was more of a TV and movie guy. 

    We dropped my stuff off on my bed, and I eyeballed the cooler. “We barely tapped that. Did you want any of it for your room?” I asked them. 

    “Some of the drinks, maybe,” Lara said. “But we can keep them here and grab them after the tour.” 

    “I’m not going, so why don’t I do it?” Rhiannon asked. “If I can steal one of those brownies, that is.” 

    “Have at them,” I said even if I felt a savage urge to snatch them away and eat all of them myself. They were from my best friend Benny’s mom, and if you read the last book in this series, you know her food is practically an unsung drug. But like a gentleman and a saint, I relented, and gave up the chocolaty, caramel-y goodness. We found some plastic bags under the one lining a garbage can in the corner of the room, and I filled two with drinks and stuffed in the rest of the brownies, along with some homemade cookies. 

    Rhiannon left not long after, and with a few minutes to kill, Lara sat on the edge of the bed with me. “Having something to do helps,” she said, leaning her head against my shoulder. 

    “It really does. You okay?” 

    “I don’t know. I need time to process everything. I feel good about being here with you and seeing the ocean and being at college. But I feel guilty about that, and I also know it won’t last, so… yeah. Big ball of emotions right now.” 

    “Don’t feel guilty,” I said. “I’m kind of in the same boat.” 

    “Mm.” She kissed me, and I twisted to get her on her back next to all my still-packed junk. She moaned breathily as I ran a hand under her blouse and up to one of her full breasts. But sadly, we didn’t have much time to fool around, not right then, and we kept it to some serious petting and whispered words before we reluctantly got up and headed for the tour. 

    “Mike?” Lara asked me as we walked hand in hand towards the gathering of students and families in the midst of a loose circle of benches in the quad. 

    “Hm?” 

    “I like this.” When I glanced at her, she raised our hands. I hadn’t even realized we were doing it. She smiled. “Would you say it again?” 

    “What?” 

    “That you love me?” 

    “I love you, Lara.” 

    “That’s why I feel so good,” she murmured. “Love you too.” 
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    However, We Do Not Get Involved with My Roommate 

      

    The tour was agonizingly slow, constantly derailed by a few pushy parents wanting to know every last detail about everywhere they visited. But in the end, I was glad we went. The campus wasn’t terribly complex. It was like a gated community, complete with low, beautifully ornate stone walls and… well… actual gates. I’ve mentioned before the school has a certain reputation as being free with its morals, and that attracted not just perverts, but reporters and those looking to dig up anything they could on Hudwell’s illicit activities. The school took the security of its students and teachers very seriously. 

    Despite its relatively simple layout – four main roads in a big square, with student buildings along the fringe and educational and staff buildings in the middle – it was good to know where all the classes would be so I wasn’t scrambling in a couple days to find the right buildings. I was also impressed with the cafeteria and the student union building, which housed even more food vendors and some small shops. Food in the cafeteria was free for students but we would have to pay for anything in the student union building. Considering the kinds of tantalizing smells coming from the cafeteria, I didn’t foresee using the student union building a lot, and I was definitely right about that. 

    I also saw my soon-to-be-advisor for the first time on that walk, Dr. Hitomi Apple. She was speaking to a pair of other older individuals I assumed were part of the staff, given the gorgeous blonde’s dress and the guy’s sport coat and slacks. Dr. Apple and I talked a few times, first during my interview process for the school over webcams, and a couple times throughout the summer over the phone and emails. 

    The tour was right in the middle of a lengthy walk between buildings, so I didn’t see much harm in speeding over with Lara and introducing myself. I didn’t expect Dr. Apple to recognize me – after all, I was just another student in a small sea of them – but as we jogged over, she turned to glance at us and beamed. 

    “Michael Maclin, correct?” she asked. 

    My God, Dr. Apple was something else. You’d think I’d have gone numb to beautiful women by that point in the day, but nope, she damn near made me skid to a stop so I could focus all my energy on staring. Her long, burnished brunette hair was held back in a messy ponytail with bangs caressing her full cheeks and narrow chin. Her eyes appeared all at once inquisitive and tentative, but they were exquisitely beautiful, like the rest of her. 

    And that body. Oh my God, that body. When we spoke, it was only ever her face I saw, so I had no idea she was that curvy. Her breasts, hips, and her ass were almost obscenely big, especially compared with her tiny waist. Sheathed in a black silky blouse and a dark charcoal skirt, she was the definition of elegance. 

    “That’s right. Nice to finally meet you, Dr. Apple.” 

    “You too! So glad you made it.” 

    I introduced Lara, and Dr. Apple did the same with her colleagues. The tall, graying man was Dr. Bowen, and the gorgeous blonde – God must have been passing out hourglass figures that day – was Dr. Kara Stone, one of the founding professors of the school. 

    “Lara Denman. I know that name,” Dr. Apple said. “Don’t I have you in my life skills math class along with Mr. Maclin?” 

    “You do!” Lara said brightly. “Good memory. And I’m in one of your English courses, Dr. Stone.” 

    “Terrific,” Dr. Stone said, smiling wide. “Looking forward to getting to know you better. But your tour group is about to disappear.” 

    I glanced back. They weren’t too close to the next building, but we’d have to hoof it. Returning my attention to the professors again, I said, “Really, thanks again for the opportunity for both of us to be here.” 

    “Yes!” Lara said. “It’s incredible. This is… you see pictures, but… wow.” 

    “We’re thrilled to have you,” Dr. Apple said. “Mr. Maclin, come by my office sometime this week. We’ll go over the usual advisory things and I’d like to make sure you’re settling in okay.” 

    “Will do.” 

    We hurried back towards the group, and Lara smirked at me. “Well… they’re pretty.” 

    “They are,” I admitted. “But they don’t have a thing on you.” 

    * * * 

    We took the tour, then Lara went back to her dorm for a nap before dinner. My roommate still wasn’t back, but all my things were set up for me aside from my clothes. I was not thrilled about my new roommate going through all my belongings, but at least he left me a note. 

      

    Don’t take it personally. I’m OCD about cleaning. 

      

    -Archie 

      

    “Well, we’re going to get along great,” I mumbled to myself as I threw away the note. I called my parents and filled them in on the campus and the drive, then texted my best friend Benny. I hesitated a minute before calling Megan, our ex-girlfriend. Everything was still so fresh and so raw, I didn’t know if I should get in touch with her or not. 

    In the end, I asked myself one question – what if the roles were reversed? I’d want to hear from her, wouldn’t I? And so I called, and we talked for a good twenty minutes or so, me resting on my bed, her doing some retail therapy.  

    “Lara said you dropped the L bomb in a pretty major way,” Megan said. 

    “Yeah,” I said, chuckling. “I guess it was a little different than our usual love yous.” 

    “She sounded happy, Mike. And that makes me happy.” 

    “Good,” I said, my throat working. “Hey…” 

    “Don’t,” Megan whispered. “It’s okay. I had the best time this summer, but I mean it when I say I want this to be about you two now. Just call from time to time.” 

    “I was worried you wouldn’t want to hear from me.” 

    “You were one of my best friends before all this. You’re always going to be one. That’s never going to change.” 

    “Same here.” 

    We said our goodbyes. There was still an hour or so before Lara and I planned to meet up. I decided to take a walk and check out the theater building and the athletic complex. The school’s theater program was brand new as of that year. I would be one of its first students. I was still undecided if that was really what I wanted to do, but I wasn’t locking myself into anything with my one theater class. The rest would be core classes, or what passed for core classes at Hudwell. That wasn’t to knock the college at all. The place might not have been accredited, but its postgraduate hiring rates were off the charts. If you kept your head above water at Hudwell, you were going to have a bright future ahead. 

    The athletic complex was a lot different than your usual megalithic shrines to the football and basketball gods. Hudwell had no official sports teams. There was an informal sports league with some of the other unaccredited colleges in the region, but it was strictly an afterthought to the school’s education. That didn’t mean the athletic complex wasn’t quality. Hudwell gutted the school’s old athletic complex and rebuilt on top of it a place where students of all athletic backgrounds were welcomed to pursue the kinds of activities they wanted. A swimming pool was open from six in the morning until nine at night. Treadmills at the windows overlooked the gorgeous track. Free and machine weights would definitely see some use from me, and were already occupied by a handful of people. Lara would love the Pilates and yoga rooms. I grabbed a copy of their schedule for her. 

    I headed back out again, feeling good. Lara called and joined me in checking out the theater building. I met my theater professor, a nice guy named Lucien Moore, and he guided me around the stage and the theater, obviously proud of the work that had gone into it. 

    “The shop students helped build this stage,” he said, stamping his foot for emphasis on the gorgeous dark flooring. “Have to admit, I was worried about how that would turn out, but they know their business.” 

    “It’s beautiful,” Lara said. “I can’t wait to see Mike up here bellowing showtunes.” 

    “You sing?” Dr. Moore asked. 

    “Uh, no, not a chance. No musicals for me,” I said. 

    “Hm. Should have it in the program that the students have to be in at least one.” 

    “Your horticulture department’s sounding better and better,” I said. 

    Dinner next. We walked through the cafeteria, taking a look at what was available. Everything was laid out in islands, with servers manning each. A pot roast station made me think of home, and a taco bar was going to become a favorite. Once Lara and I found out we could pick up a lunch box to go, we opted for two of those and headed again for the beach. 

    I loved that night. We sat on a pair of towels on the sands, not saying much, just taking in the beauty of the ocean. When our sandwich, wrap, chips, and fruit were done, I scooted in and we kissed like shy teenagers, aware of the families around us and trying to keep it as PG as we could manage. 

    “Want to go back to your place?” Lara eventually whispered. 

    “Oh yes,” I said, but we were about to get our first taste of just how much a pain in the ass dorm life was going to be. 

    * * * 

    My door was open as we approached, and I muttered to Lara, “I haven’t even met this guy and I already kind of hate him.” 

    “Be nice,” she murmured back. 

    “But I want to be inside you.” 

    We headed in. Archie was seated directly in front of the TV, a controller in hand. Digital football played out, the quarterback taking a snap. From pictures I’d seen of Archie Woodard online over the summer, I knew he was a wiry Black man, but pictures couldn’t do his height justice. He was a full three inches taller than me and I’m not short. His hair was different now, buzzed on the sides, twisted up top. 

    “Archie?” I said, about to tear into him for arranging my stuff. 

    He paused and twisted. “Oh. Hello. I really am sorry about arranging your things. I wasn’t kidding about being OCD.” 

    I blinked, my anger losing its edge. Lara pushed ahead. “Hi, I’m Lara, Mike’s girlfriend.” 

    “Hi!” he said, brighter. He picked up a bottle of hand sanitizer from his desk, poured some into his palm, and rubbed before shaking her hand. “I… have a lot of quirks.” 

    “No worries,” Lara said. “Better to be safe than sorry, right?” 

    He smiled, and it gave him a youthful look. But there was something else to that smile, something I couldn’t quite identify yet. I waited for him to apply more sanitizer, then shook his hand too. His were smooth, unblemished. 

    “Mike,” I said. 

    “Yes,” he said, completely serious. “I know.” 

    “Uh… good. Look, ah, about the stuff, if you feel that need, just give me a call first, okay? I’ll take care of it.” 

    “Okay,” he said. 

    I didn’t know what to say after that. All my social niceties flew out the window. Lara took over for me, asking me where he was from – New Bainbridge – and how his own drive down here with his family went. He eventually returned to his game console, shut it off, and settled on the edge of this bed, hands folded in his lap. We made small talk, me hoping he’d catch the hint Lara and I wanted some alone time, but no recognition came. 

    With both of us coming off the long drive, we were exhausted. It wasn’t too late into the night before Lara started cracking yawns, which infected me. 

    “Well, boys,” she said eventually. “I think I’m going to call it a night. Mind giving me a ride, cowboy?” 

    “No, stay,” I said. 

    “Orientation in the morning,” she said. “Besides, I should make an effort getting to know Rhiannon too. Have a good night, Archie. It was nice meeting you.” 

    “You too,” he said. 

    I drove Lara back to her dorm. It was late enough I could only walk her to the front desk, where we gave each other a hell of a goodnight kiss. I wished we were back in the crummy hotel room we stayed in on the way to Florida so I could wake next to her again. 

    “I’m going to have a talk to him about alone time,” I said, trying not to snarl. 

    “Don’t kill him,” she told me, her hands behind my neck and stroking the base of my freshly cut hair. 

    “No promises.” 

    “Mike. We get the rest of our lives,” she said, and there was such dreaminess to her words I couldn’t help a goofy smile. “This is temporary. Okay? I’m not going anywhere if you aren’t.” 

    “Never,” I said. “Maybe see you tomorrow night?” 

    “Definitely.” 

    * * * 

    I gassed up, not because I really needed to, but because I wanted a minute to compose my thoughts before I headed back to the dorm. Archie had some social issues, and I didn’t want to come at the guy like a snorting bull. That said, I was still pretty pissed about him going through my things and I had to set some ground rules or else this wasn’t going to work. 

    “We have to set some ground rules,” I said, ten minutes later, “or this isn’t going to work.” 

    Archie stopped his game again, shut off the console, and came over to sit on the edge of his bed. Instead of responding directly to me, he said, “I understand I will be a hard person to live with.” 

    Again, he cut me off at the knees and my frustrations cooled. “I’m getting that impression.” 

    Archie nodded. “Student Life knows about me. If things don’t work out by November, I can apply for a single room. But my parents wanted me to try to be more sociable. I am doing this because they asked me to. And because I think they’re right.” 

    I rubbed my jaw. “Look… I don’t know if it will or won’t work. I can’t tell that yet. But if we’re going to try, then…” 

    “I won’t touch your things again without calling you,” he said. “But I need cleanliness. I will mop and dust and everything, but… please.” 

    “All right,” I said. “And I need time with my girlfriend. Half an hour now and then.” 

    “What would be now and then?” he asked. 

    “Um… I don’t know, actually. Let me talk that over with her.” 

    “A schedule would be nice.” 

    “We don’t exactly get in the mood at exactly the same time every night,” I said, my exasperation creeping back in. 

    “I understand. People use signals, right? Socks on a door?” 

     “Yeah, they do. Tell you what, I saw some marker boards on some of the dorm doors today. Let me check with Dink and see if we can put one up, then I’ll leave like… a smiley face if Lara and I are going to be, ah, together.” 

    “And a time when you’ll be done.” 

    “I…” I rubbed my jaw harder. I was going to wear the skin down to the bone at this rate. “Again, that’s not really a set-in-stone thing for me. It might be a quickie, it might be more… intimate.” 

    “Okay,” he said, sounding as dubious as I felt. “We’ll try it. Do you mind if I play my game? I know you were sleepy.” 

    I was used to crashing on a couch while my friend Benny played games, and grinned. “Now that’s fine. I can sleep if you keep the volume at what you had it You ever play Gunstuff?” 

    He powered on his console, and for a long time, I didn’t think he was going to answer. I took off my shoes, stripped down to my boxers, and dropped all the clothes in an empty box in my closet. I had to make a trip to a store sometime and buy some essentials. For the moment, it would work. By the time I finished getting ready for bed, Archie had his console on its main menu, several game titles on display – namely the last three Gunstuffs. 

    “I play everything,” he said, sounding prouder than I’d heard from him yet. I chuckled, and hoped maybe it wouldn’t be completely awful living with Archie. 
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    Things Escalate Quickly 

      

    Orientation at Hudwell was one of the coolest experiences of the school. Each professor was assigned a group of students. These professors then had the freedom to take their students on a short trip around the area. A questionnaire in early July asked us students what our hobbies and interests were, and our groups were picked out with those in mind. It wasn’t a perfect system. Not every interest could feasibly be catered to, but both Lara and I got lucky – not that way, you delightful pervert, you. Lara would be going with a Dr. Legley to, of all things, an amusement park. I was going on a boat tour of the coast. I was pretty jealous of Lara, to be honest, but she was jealous of me. We planned on doing both together at some point.  

    Lara and I met up on the quad along with Rhiannon and Archie. Rhee would be going with the same group as Lara. Archie was going to see a baseball game with his group, and he was a bundle of low-key energy about it, rattling off facts and figures about as many players as he could remember. 

    A swath of vans and SUVs waited for us in the big central parking lot used for the educational buildings. Each group was marked off by chalk with the professor’s name. We found Archie’s group first. When we saw him off, Lara took my hand like the day before. I liked that. 

    We found their group. Dr. Legley was a handsome man in his late twenties or early thirties. Even in jeans and a casual camp shirt, he was easily one of the handsomest men on campus, and apparently already taken, judging by the gold band on his ring finger. 

    Lara introduced me to Dr. Legley, and he shook my hand with a warm smile. I liked the guy in the few minutes I talked to him. He seemed affable and easygoing. Lara walked with me to my group, and yet again, I was introduced to another beautiful professor. Dr. Octavia Lytton looked ready for a day in the sun, with a breezy tank and blouse combination and khaki shorts. She was curvy, though not on the level of Dr. Apple or Dr. Stone. Or my Lara, for that matter. 

    I introduced Lara, and Dr. Lytton told her she’d have me back in one piece. Lara gave me a kiss goodbye and I watched until she rejoined Rhiannon and Dr. Legley. Groups started to load up and take off, and Dr. Lytton called everyone to hop in. There would be three guys and two women going with our group. 

    I took the front passenger seat while the guys and girls squared off in the back two rows. Dr. Lytton drove us to the same road Lara and I took to visit the beach. “We had dinner here last night,” I said, pointing out our spot. “Took boxed lunches from the cafeteria. Both of us never saw the coast before we drove here, so we’re still kind of in awe of it.” 

    “I’ve lived here now, mm, five or six years, and I’m still getting used to it myself,” Dr. Lytton said. 

    We drove fifteen minutes to a marina, and when we got out of the van, Dr. Lytton had us stop for a minute to give us some instructions. It amounted to no horseplay, which we all readily agreed to. We headed down a dock to what I’d come to learn was a sizable houseboat converted for commercial coast tours. The captain helped us on board and I thought for sure I’d make an ass of myself walking up the gangway by falling in or something immensely stupid. But no, I made it just fine, and took it all in, the water, the boat, everything. 

    The main deck was pretty simple in design, with a small enclosed room up front for the captain and two rows of bench seating inside. Windows peered out at the world around us. The top deck wasn’t enclosed, and I wanted to check that out first, but the captain told us there would be a chill wind most the morning, so I held off for the moment. Most everyone got selfies of themselves on the boat, and when we were all done with our social media preening, the captain headed into the bridge and we set off on our day’s journey. 

    Dr. Lytton took a seat at the head of the boat and faced us. “I like to get the somber stuff out of the way first so we can spend the day enjoying ourselves. Let’s talk about what’s to be expected of you at Hudwell Academy.” 

    I waited, tensing. I still didn’t really know a lot about the school. The worst of the rumors called it a breeding ground for prostitution, where students would be groomed to sleep with executives or whoever was in charge of their career. That wasn’t true, not even remotely, but I didn’t know that yet. By that point, having seen the brand-new buildings and the sheer amount of money on display in the sports equipment and the theater annex, I was becoming more and more wary of what the school actually was. 

    “Doubtless by now you’ve heard countless rumors about the school’s relaxed definitions of its moral standards. Don’t get it twisted, people. We expect you to study hard and pull good grades. This is not your high school. We will not coddle you. You will not be given easy As to satisfy some kind of government quota for funding. Our school exists thanks to private backers who believe in our cause.” 

    “What is the cause?” one of the women asked, and I could have kissed her because the same question was on my lips. 

    “We believe in a new approach to education, one that is seeing astonishing results,” Dr. Lytton said. “At the start of Hudwell Academy, our founders wanted to put the power back into the educators’ hands. This means you can and will be taught by whatever means your teachers decide.” 

    One of the guys, a beefy gym bro with a slick high fade that would be out of style in about five minutes, leaned forward and grinned. “Like sex.” 

    Dr. Lytton’s good humor disappeared. “In some cases, yes. Your teachers may decide to use sexual gratification as a carrot to doing well.” 

    Everyone but me buzzed with that. I sat back, blinking. Jesus, it was true. Everything I heard was true. Fuuuuuuck. 

    Dr. Lytton made a slashing gesture, and everyone went quiet again. “Make no mistake. This is up to your teachers, not you. You are not entitled to sex. It is not to be instigated by you.” 

    “What does that mean?” another student asked. “Uh, instigated.” 

    Her smile reappeared. “Started. Sex will not be started by the students. It will not happen in every class. In fact, the vast majority of your professors will be just that. If this disappoints you, grow up. Part of this school’s aim is to create men and women of caliber and worth, and that means dropping any preconceived notions you might have about being owed sex.” 

    One of the two women nodded at that thoughtfully. 

    “And around campus, no will always mean no. We have a zero-tolerance policy for sexual assault. If your partner is uncomfortable, you back off. If you spot someone else trying to force themselves into a situation, you stand up and say something. We have amazing counselors on staff and they can be trusted with your anonymity. You can also bring any concerns to any member of the faculty or the administration, and we promise you, it will not be swept under the rug. We are not in the business of hiding our students’ bad behavior.” She looked at all of us, but held the guys’ eyes the longest. “Can I count on all of you giving us your best? More importantly, gentlemen, can all of us women on campus consider you to be men we can rely on? Can you help us continue to foster a community of trust and respect?” 

    “Yes, Dr. Lytton,” I said, and the rest of the guys joined in with variations on that. 

    She caught my eye and dipped her head. Then, standing up, she said, “Great. Now let’s take in some spectacular views and have some fun today, hm?” 

    * * * 

    We made it all the way to Miami, and while the city was beautiful, my favorite part of the morning trip was the dolphins. A pod of them cruised past the ship, coming so close it felt like we could reach out and touch them. I walked out onto the deck to watch them, laughing like a child. 

    “They’re beautiful, aren’t they?” Dr. Lytton asked, coming out on the narrow walkway with me. The rest of the students were talking inside and raiding a nonalcoholic drink cooler. Occasionally their laughter bubbled out. 

    “I’ve never seen anything like them,” I said. “Is there a lot of animal life out here?” 

    “Not so much near the city,” she said. “I’m surprised we’re seeing them. I’ve done this tour a few times now and I’ve never seen dolphins. Lots and lots of birds, but marine life here, it’s mostly under the water.” 

    I caught the eye of one of them as it crested, then slipped down into the water again. I wish Lara had been there to see it. All at once, I felt a strange mix of loneliness and good cheer. I wanted her with me, then and always, but looking out over the waters, I realized she was here. Maybe not right here with me, but we were a couple. We were together. Lara Denman, the girl I’d loved for years, would be there for me tomorrow. This time, when I laughed, it wasn’t for the dolphins, but for the feeling of finally having made it. 

    We walked a beach in Miami full of skimpily-clad women in bikinis and guys showing off more muscles in their arms than I had in my whole body. I took off my own shirt – by that point, the morning chill had given way to a pleasant, wet heat – and got plenty of looks of my own, or so my ego liked to believe. Most the other guys joined in, and Marta, one of my female classmates, opened up her blouse down to her last button, baring a rocking body and a baby blue bra. 

    We ate at a great taqueria, stopped at a couple shops, and headed back down the beach at a lazy clip. Marta joined me near the back of the pack and said, “So… Mike, right?” 

    “Right,” I said. “I like the name Marta.” 

    “Thanks,” she said, and gave her long dark hair a flick that didn’t escape me. “Some of us are going to go up on the top deck when we board. Want to join us?” 

    I smiled. “I’d like to. But you should know I’m dating someone and I’m not available. Don’t want to give you the wrong impression.” 

    “Oh poop,” she said, and sighed theatrically. “Well, I had to try. You’ve got a kickass body, Mike.” She pronounced my name with two syllables – My-Ike – and really made the Ike pop. Oh Lord, college was going to tempt me. 

    Back on board, I grabbed a bottled ice tea from a cooler on the main deck and joined my classmates on the top deck. Dr. Lytton stayed below to speak to the captain for a few minutes, then came up before we set off back for Hudwell. She carried a bottle of sunscreen with her, a good idea, I thought. It was clear in minutes what she intended.  

    “You’ve all been lovely today,” she said, uncapping the bottle. “Good skincare is so important, don’t you think?” 

    Not a one of us responded, but Brittany, the other female classmate, laughed nervously. We watched our professor rub her arms down. 

    “Keldon,” she said, singling in on the most nervous of the guys, a slightly overweight boy with glasses who had barely spoken a word the whole trip. “Why don’t you come on over here and I’ll get you covered, hm?” 

    “Um… um… y-yes, Ms. Lytton.” 

    “Dr. Lytton,” she corrected him gently, and patted the seat next to her. 

    “Y-yeah! Dr. Lytton. Sorry.” He stood and hurried over. 

    I could see what was coming – or who. This was one of my ultimate fantasies playing out in front of me, and all I could think about was Lara. Funny how quickly the heart takes over, but I wasn’t about to screw up the best thing in my life, not then, not ever. I slipped away, and headed back down to the main deck. Listening with half an ear, I texted some pictures I’d taken on the trip to my parents. In a few minutes, I heard Keldon exclaim, “Oh, oh shit… Dr. Lytton…” 

    I grinned to myself, imagining what she was doing. Dropping his shorts to stroke his cock? Or had she gone right for a blowjob? Imagining the blonde professor’s lips wrapped around my classmate’s cock got me hard in no time. 

    “Holy shit,” someone else said, “she’s really…” 

    “Fuck yeah, suck him,” another guy said. Well, I guess my imagination picked the right fantasy. 

    “Oh my God,” Marta said. 

    “I can’t be up there,” someone said close to me. I cracked an eye open and looked in Brittany’s direction. She slumped on the seat across from me, her eyes distant and vacant. 

    “A little crazy for you?” 

    “No, I have a… a… a…” 

    “Oh, oh God,” Keldon moaned above. 

    “Boyfriend!” Brittany belted out. 

    I leaned forward. “Hey. It’s okay. He here? In Hudwell?” 

    “No. Home. In Orlando.” 

    “Orlando, huh?” I asked. “What’s he do in Orlando?” 

    From above, Dr. Lytton moaned, “Two of you, come here. Give my hands something to do.”  

    “Jesus,” Brittany whispered, her thighs spreading wide. “He’s… um… he works for one of the amusement park’s headquarters. In the mail…” 

    “Oh fuck yeah, Professor,” a guy said. 

    “Mailroom. Why are you down here?” 

    “A girlfriend. She goes to Hudwell too.” 

    “You’re lucky,” Brittany whispered. “You get to see her. It’s like… two hours for me if I want to see my boyfriend.” 

    “She’s not the only one with a mouth and hands, boys,” Marta said up top. 

    “Fuuuuck,” someone groaned up there. 

    Brittany started to slide up and down, just short bobs, and I could tell how badly she needed it. I felt sorry for her. I was horny as hell too but not a thing was going to come between me and Lara.   

    “Hey. Orlando. Tell me about it.” 

    “It’s… big…” she whispered. “How is this not driving you crazy?” 

    “It is,” I said, “but my girlfriend’s worth it. Think about your boyfriend. Think about your good times together. Is he worth it?” 

    Brittany opened her eyes fully and studied me. Her lips parted, then she quietly said, “Yes.” 

    “Then you can endure anything.” 

    We listened to the moaning upstairs. Brittany got up and walked the length of the deck, hands clenched, not meeting my gaze. We heard a thump upstairs, then a more rhythmic moan, definitely feminine. Marta, I thought. I pulled out my phone and offered to play a game with Brittany but she was lost to her own thoughts, clearly fighting her most base instincts to rush back up there and join in. I pitied her boyfriend. If it was this hard for her right off the bat, what would she get into in a week? A month? When there was a party, what would she do? Lock herself up? 

    I knew her decision. I found out just days ago Lara, Megan, and I had been cheated on, and that wound still bled and would for months – years, really. Brittany was letting go of the last vestiges of the good girl before my eyes and it broke my heart. But I couldn’t make her decision for her. 

    Keldon grunted, “Dr. Lytton, I’m going to come…” 

    “On my face, make me drip you,” Dr. Lytton said, and Brittany shot for the back of the craft and the stairs. 

    “Brittany,” I said. “For his sake, please.” 

    She looked back at me, her eyes burning with shame and lust. “I’ll break up with him tonight,” she whispered, and climbed the stairs. 

    I thumped my head back against the window again, closed my eyes, and gritted my teeth. Bubbly laughter, and Marta welcoming back Brittany. Skin slapping on skin, Dr. Lytton begging someone to fuck her. 

    I wanted to call Lara and tell her what was happening. But I didn’t want her to think I was doing it out of some desperation move. I didn’t want her to become my life raft when something hot and dirty happened at Hudwell because I suspected it would happen a lot. I did text her to see how her trip was going, and she sent me back a selfie, her hair wild, a big grin on her face. She was standing in front of a rollercoaster. A minute later, she sent another text. 

      

    Lara: benny wld luv this place 

      

    Me: haha. He would! 

      

    Lara: Hows the ocean? Beautiful? 

      

    Me: Saw dolphins! Not great pics 

      

    Lara: awesome! 

      

    Me: Love u. have fun! 

      

    Lara: luv u 2! Headin back soon. Wnt to meet up? 

      

    Me: YES. I need u. 

      

    Lara: : ) need u 2. Let me talk to rhee 

      

    * * * 

    I endured the marathon session upstairs, and when everyone had their fill, the guys shuffled back downstairs, laughing and talking to each other excitedly. Dr. Lytton, Brittany, and Marta weren’t among them. 

    “Do they need water or anything upstairs?” I asked. 

    “What?” one of the guys asked. 

    “To clean up? Did you guys offer them some tissues, water, anything?” 

    They looked at each other as if I was the world’s dumbest person. I sighed and pushed myself upright. From the cooler, I pulled three bottles of water, and found a roll of paper towels in a pantry at the rear of the boat. I went to the base of the stairs, and called up, “Hey, it’s Mike. I have some water and some paper towels if you need them.” 

    “That would be great. Come on up. We’re mostly decent,” Dr. Lytton called. 

    When I came upstairs, Marta and Dr. Lytton were trying to help Brittany put herself back together again. They were tying a broken strap on her top. Brittany looked at me, then away again, her eyes glimmering. I didn’t say anything to her, but headed back downstairs to grab the jacket of one of the guys sitting down. 

    “Hey, that’s my fuckin’ jacket,” he said. 

    “You assholes left that girl up there with a torn-up shirt. She’ll get it back to you. or she won’t. Either way, she needs it.” 

    He glared at me. “I need my keys from it,” he muttered. I dug in the pockets, found them, and dropped them in his hand. 

    Upstairs again, Dr. Lytton fixed me with a curious look. I ignored her and wrapped the jacket around Brittany’s shoulders. “Zip that up, hon, and you won’t have to worry about the top,” I said. 

    “Thanks, Mike,” Dr. Lytton said. 

    “No problem. Can I get any of you anything else?” 

    “No, I think we’re okay.” 

    I left them to it. They cleaned themselves up as best as they could and rejoined us back downstairs. Dr. Lytton studied me for a few minutes before the captain announced we were twenty minutes out. It was clear I was now the odd man out of the group of students. Oh well. Not like I was aiming to make any of them my bestie anyways. 

    I came off the trip with a cock demanding attention and now, but it would have to wait. We arrived back at Hudwell Academy a full hour ahead of Lara and her group. I spent the time showering, shaving, and going through my class list and a map of the campus, doublechecking again where everything would be even if we did the tour the day before. 

    When my phone rang with Lara’s name on the caller ID, I nearly kicked my chair over in my haste to stand up. I answered, “Tell me you’ve got the room to yourself for a while.” 

    “Rhiannon can give us half an hour.” 

    “Thank God,” I breathed. “I’m on my way.” 

    She giggled. “Good. I need to shower, then I’ll be in the room. I’ll tell the girl at the desk to expect you to show up.” 

    “Thank ya, Jesus,” I shouted, and hustled out of there. 

    * * * 

    Rhiannon came off the elevator as I was heading for it. Again I was struck by just how beautiful she was. Her silky red hair draped down over one breast, done in a simply ponytail I wanted to free. She grinned when she saw me. 

    “Now what are you kids going to get up to? Studying for class?” 

    “I’ll be studying something,” I said. “Thanks for giving us a little while. Once I get, ah, used to my roommate, things will get easier.” 

    “No problem. I might need some time to myself now and then too so quid pro quo and all.” 

    “Sure,” I said. “Well, I’m going to get up there. Good seeing you.” 

    “You too. Door’s closed but not latched, so let yourself in. Ride her hard, put her away wet.” 

    “Ummm… I don’t know what that means,” I said. 

    “You get the gist of it,” Rhiannon said, brushing my shoulder with one hand as she passed. I couldn’t help looking at her butt in her tight athletic shorts, then shivered and rushed into the elevator. 

    I wanted to join Lara in the shower, but figured that was a good way to earn me a one-way ticket out of Hudwell. Instead, I headed into her room and hurried off my clothes. I tugged Lara’s soft pink comforter down, and was just digging out a condom from my shorts when there was a tap at the door. 

    “Hey, sorry, I forgot-” Rhiannon started. 

    “Naked!” I bellowed as the door swung open. I squawked – I mean, I made a very manly, non-squawking sound of deepness and testosterone – and dove for Lara’s bed, too late. 

    Rhiannon gasped and slammed the door shut. “Oh Jesus. Sorry. That’s… oh wow. Um. Could you…  hah… could you hand me my, ah, student ID? It’s, ah, on my dick. Desk!” 

    I tumbled out of bed and saw her ID. I grabbed it up and, with the door blocking my naked butt, I handed it to her. 

    “Sorry,” she muttered. “Um. So. Ah. Yep. Byeeee.” 

    A few more syllables like that, and we would have hit every note on the musical scale. I crept back to bed, my cock proudly and heroically unbothered by the unfortunate turn of events, and I waited for Lara. This time, when the door opened, it was her, wrapped in a large fluffy towel and her hair up in another. 

    “Hey baby,” she said. 

    I meant to tell her about Rhiannon seeing me naked, and I would, soon, to her laughter. But she dropped the towels, and I was off the bed in a flash, my blood hammering in my ears the need to take something soft and beautiful. I kissed Lara hard and grabbed her full, juicy ass in my hands. She moaned throatily as I pushed her back against the door, our lips crashing together over and over again. 

    Her foot came around behind mine. My length, standing tall, pressed against her stomach. She gripped it and guided me lower until I slid between her thighs, not quite fucking her but grinding her length. 

    “I’m already so wet for you,” she breathed as I sought out her neck with my lips, humping against her slit with hard, sharp thrusts. 

    I twisted her around and thrust her against the door as I guided my cock to her slit. She gasped as I shoved myself inside her. I’d never been rough with Lara before but I’d been on edge ever since I knew Lytton was going to fuck those students. Still, I paused. 

    “Too rough and I’ll stop.” 

    “Fuck me, cowboy, fuck me hard,” she begged, and I drove back into her, pounding her pussy as hard as I’d done since at least our hookup with a hot MILF that summer. I slid my hands around her waist and brought one down to her slit while the other went to one of her full breasts. Our fucking was animalistic. Not fast, but hard, every thrust of mine shoving her against that door.  

    “I love you bare inside me,” she gasped. “Your cock feels so good… mmm, God, Mike…” 

    “Fuck,” I groaned, hammering into her as I stroked her clit. 

    “Mmmm, unnngh, Mike, my pussy… n-needs you …” 

    I buried my face against her shoulder, kissing her as my thrusts shortened but went faster and faster. When I kissed her bared, warm neck again, she tensed up. 

    “Ungh! M-Mike! Fugh… fuck, fuck, fuuuck!” 

    She shot up as high as she could get on her toes, her pussy quivering around me. I pulled out of her and turned her around again, her eyes dreamy and her chest rising and falling. I grabbed her ass and lifted her up. I’d never fucked any woman like this before, drilling Lara’s ass back against the door, but it wasn’t like it was rocket science. Her legs came around my ass, entwined, and she thrust her head back so hard she thumped it on the door. 

    “Deep!” she cried out. “So… deep!” 

    Someone – a couple of them – giggled in the hallway. Neither of us cared. I hammered Lara against the door, my hands on her ass, my cock buried to the balls on each thrust. Her lips parted, her tongue slid out, and she bounced with her eyes half-lidded. She quivered again, not making a sound outside of a deep, faint whine. She was nearly boneless in my arms, her own resting on my shoulders as she flopped up and down on my cock. 

    I was close. She was on the pill, which was still pretty new for Lara, since she’d been a virgin until I slept with her for the first time a few months ago. I drove into her a few more times, and panted, “Lara.” 

    Her eyes regained some of their focus. “Come in me, baby, I want it, I want to feel you…” 

    I shoved hard into her one last time, my warmth erupting inside her. Lara laughed breathlessly. I didn’t let her down, but instead, walked with her to her bed, holding her by her ass.  

    “Very impressive, Mr. Maclin,” she murmured, and kissed my nose. 

    We ended up spooning, something she loved, and I pulled the comforter over me. “I think we gave your dorm a show,” I said. 

    “Good. They need to know who the number one stud is around here,” she said, wiggling her butt back at me. 

    “And who his sexy, unbelievably amazing girlfriend is,” I said, kissing her neck. “But there is something I need to tell you. A couple things, actually.” 

    She looked back at me. “Everything okay?” 

    “Great. But first, your roommate accidentally saw me naked. I passed by her in the hall…” I explained what happened to Lara’s mad fits of laughter. She twisted around and teased my chest with her fingers. 

    “Mm, she’ll have to get used to it,” she said. “I plan on having you naked in here a lot. What else happened?” 

    “Every rumor we heard about some of the professors here? Absolutely true.” 

    I told her about my experience on the boat, leaving nothing back. She went wide-eyed and didn’t say a word the entire story until I’d finished. Finally she breathed, “Wow. That’s what had you so worked up.” 

    “Yeah. Confined space. I wish I could say I had nothing but chaste thoughts about you, baby, but circumstances being what they were…” 

    “No, yeah, I get it. That’s been your fantasy forever.” She blew out a breath. “Wow. Wooow. Dr. Legley didn’t try anything with us. Perfect gentleman. He did give a version of that speech, though. He said some teachers here have unorthodox teaching methods, and should we ever feel uncomfortable with anything, we don’t have to participate or we can go to the counselors or the administration.” 

    “Yep, that’s it, pretty much word for word.” 

    She nodded. “And I heard from some of the older students here in the dorm he married one of his ex-students, so that kind of tracks too.” 

    I reached down and squeezed her ass. “I want you to know, I’m one hundred percent committed to this. I told you before, you’re what I want now.” 

    “I trust you,” she whispered, and kissed my pec. She snuggled in tight. “Are you hungry?” 

    “No, not really. You?” 

    “No. I was thinking maybe we’d take a nap?” 

    “Sounds perfect.” 

    And we did, short-lived as it was. Rhiannon came back not too long after we fell asleep together. This time she knocked, and we had the blanket up around us so Lara called her in. 

    “Whatever you two got up to,” Rhee said, “you had an audience waiting to hear if there would be more. Almost disappointed I missed out.” 
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    School is in Session 

      

    “Statistically speaking I wouldn’t have guessed he could have hit a single run. Three of them, a pitcher whose at bats stats are the worst in the league? Three was amazing,” Archie said. He was dressed like he should have been teaching at the school, in a precisely fitted pair of tan slacks and a button-down tucked in. He also spent more time in the bathroom styling his hair than anyone I’d ever known, and I had three girlfriends over the summer. That’s saying something. 

    I have to admit, though, he did have killer hair. 

    “I like your hair, Archie,” I said, throwing him a bone as we walked to our first classes. They were in the same building, and started at the same time. Lara’s would start a little later in the day. She set that up on purpose. Mornings and her didn’t exactly see eye-to-eye. 

    “Thank you,” he said. “Did you know the average person eats about seventy hot dogs a year? That’s in the United States, obviously.” 

    “Obviously,” I said, a mixture of exasperation and amusement in my tone. “Did you have some yesterday?” 

    He grinned. “Four.” 

    I raised an eyebrow, genuinely impressed. “Damn, dude. My best friend Benny and I tried to do a hot dog eating contest between the two of us. We boiled something like… I don’t know, thirty hot dogs.” 

    “How many did you eat?” 

    “Me, about ten. Him, twelve. The condiments were the mistake. We got so sick.” 

    He chuckled. “I wonder how many I could eat? Hm. Want to do that experiment again?” 

    “Oh no. Pass. Hard pass.” 

    Classes were fascinating, mostly because it seemed like I could learn things from them I could actually use or that interested me. That’s not to knock the teachers back at Honeypot, but they were locked into a rigid curriculum that had to apply to the lowest common denominator in order to make sure all the students were on the same page. 

    The best example I can think of from my courses at Hudwell was my natural science class, the first one of the day and my introduction to how education would go. The professor, a wild-haired, happy man with gray showing through a bad dye job, asked the small class – there were about a dozen students – what we hoped to learn that year. When it was my turn, I said that I was undecided about a major, but if I went with horticulture, my backup, I hoped I could learn more about plants. The rest of the class looked bored as piss at that – they did with every answer – but the professor clapped his meaty hands and said, “Yes! Good! When you see an opportunity, make your focus about that. Plants, soil, water, rocks, all the things we’ll be studying, look at it through your lens and find your answers.” 

    I liked that so much it was the first note I ever wrote down in college. 

    My theater class was great too. Dr. Moore was a nice guy, and Intro to Acting Theory promised to be fun. I didn’t know a thing about the difference between method or classical acting and felt overwhelmed when the other kids listed out their various plays and accolades in drama competitions. Dr. Moore sensed it and came to me after class. 

    “Don’t sweat the inexperience,” he said. “I didn’t set foot on a stage until I was, mm, maybe two years older than you.” 

    “Really?” I asked. 

    “No. Did it help though?” 

    “Well, now it doesn’t,” I said. 

    He clapped my shoulder. “Can you tell your Shakespeare from, say, a play about a traveling phone salesman?” 

    “I think I can manage that.” 

    “Then you’ll do just fine.” 

    My favorite class had to be with Dr. Apple, and not just because Lara was in it with me. First off, let’s get the obvious guy stuff out of the way. I know you’re shocked, but two days on from having met her, Dr. Apple was still ridiculously hot. That curvy body with her Asian good looks was a combo that left my heart practically punching from my chest and my dick painfully hard. She dressed to kill each and every day I had her for a teacher. That first day it was a tight blue skirt with a pink top with a high neck to it that drew an emphasis both to her breasts and her face. 

    Lara and I took a table up front in her class. There was no chance of us getting to horse around any in that class because the tables gave anything our hands were doing away, but when Dr. Apple turned away at one point to write out the basics of the semester’s syllabus, Lara leaned in and murmured into my ear, “I love that outfit, don’t you?” She knew I did, and squeezed my rock-hard prick before Dr. Apple turned around. Lara’s hands were back on the desk by that point, and she studied our teacher with her angelically sweet face. 

    Sometimes it was easy to forget there was a little bit of the devil in my girlfriend, and every time it came out to play, I always benefitted from it. Or as in this case, at least it was sweet, sweet torture. 

    As for Dr. Apple’s Math Life Skills class itself, it seemed like a great concept. She started things off by holding up a checkbook, asking all of us if we knew what it was. That parlayed into a talk about budgeting and accounting, as well as basic terminology for investing and saving, like 401ks, for example. There was a follow-up class entirely devoted to the basics of taxes that hooked my parents on this being an all-right school. 

     When class ended, I leaned in and whispered in Lara’s ear, “I’m going to need to either take five or you’re going to have to walk in front of me.” She got a laugh out of that, and we walked in a straight line towards the door. 

    “Mr. Maclin,” Dr. Apple called to me. “How’s about tomorrow for that meeting in my office?” 

    “Fine. That’d be fine, Dr. Apple,” I said. She must have seen. Her friendly, bland warmth blossomed into a devious smile. 

    When we were out in the hallway, I groaned, “Shit. I think she saw my hardon.” 

    “Yours and about every other guy in class,” Lara said. “I think she saw me squirming too.” 

    “This is going to be a good year.” 

    She smacked my hip. “Oh? Because of your hot teacher?” 

    “You might have something to do with it too.” 

    * * * 

    The next day, I arrived at Dr. Apple’s office early. The math and science department split two floors in one of the school’s office buildings. Each open office I passed by was nicely kept and individualized, from the rugs to the desks to the chairs. Dr. Apple’s office had a grease board outside with a math problem to solve. I was trying to puzzle it out when she called my name down the hallway. 

    “Mr. Maclin, if you solve it, you get a candy bar.” 

    “Is the answer three?” 

    “Um. No.” 

    “Four.” 

    “I’m going to give you a hint. Higher. Much, much higher.” 

    “Eight and a half.” She chuckled and dug out her keys. “Well, I had to try.” 

    “I take it I can’t sway you over to the math department then.” 

    “Not a chance, sorry,” I said. “I did well with algebra but you get into the more complex stuff and I’m lost.” 

    We headed into her office and she flicked the lights on. Her desk was a beautiful thing, darkly stained and lacquered with some fine etching along the rounded edges. Several pictures lined her walls along with her diplomas. On another wall hung a striking painting of a woman blowing kanji off the palm of her hand onto a blackboard. I liked Dr. Apple’s standing aquarium in the corner. Three brightly colored tiny fish swam between fake plants and a sunken temple. 

    “Danios?” I asked. 

    “That’s right,” Dr. Apple said, unslinging her messenger bag and resting it on a small table behind her desk. “Did you have some back home?” 

    “Not me, no. A friend of mine. My family had dogs and a cat off and on, but the last one passed a few years ago. My parents have a hard time with saying goodbye to them.” 

    “It can be rough,” Dr. Apple agreed. “I think the love we give and get is worth it.” 

    “Do you have a pet?” 

    “A cat.” She pulled out her phone and flicked through it for a moment before holding it out to me. “Carrot.” 

    I could see why the cat was named that. In the picture, it was nuzzling Dr. Apple’s hand. It was all a shade of reddish orange, save for a patch of white around the chest. 

    “Beautiful,” I said, handing the phone back. 

    “Oh, he’s a little stinker. But he’s cute so he gets a pass. Have a seat, unless you’d like something to drink. There’s a break room down the hall with pop, coffee or tea.” 

    “No, I’m good, thanks.” 

    I sat in one of a pair of comfortable armless office chairs, and Dr. Apple took a seat across from me behind her desk. “How are you settling into Hudwell Academy?” she asked, folding her hands and giving me a dazzling smile that warmed my heart and a few inches of another part of me. 

    “Great! It’s a beautiful school.” 

    “Finding your classes okay?” 

    “Yes. And all the professors are really enthusiastic.” 

    “Good!” she said. “I’m glad to hear that.” 

    We talked about my classes, and she made sure I didn’t want to swap any. It was a pleasant conversation, getting the formalities of her position as my advisor out of the way. We talked too about extracurriculars happening that fall. 

    “Dr. Moore isn’t planning any major plays this semester,” I said, “but he would like to put on a night of monologues and duologues to give him a test run on the lights and backstage setup. That sounds pretty fun to me.” 

    “I like it,” Dr. Apple said. 

    “There will be a Christmas show too if things go well. Other than that, I’m going to test the waters this semester, get used to things. When I was a kid, I always wanted to sign up for everything. My mom said I was inconsolable for a week when I couldn’t do tee-ball and the bowling league at the same time.” 

    “Aw, that’s sweet,” Dr. Apple said. “And a smart approach, I think. If you’d like to participate in any work programs, the school does pay pretty well and there are several jobs that can adapt to your schedule.” 

    “Might be a possibility,” I said. “I worked hard all summer so hopefully I wouldn’t have to, but I do plan on taking Lara out now and then and there’s a lot here in the state we’d like to do. Theme parks and all that. Would I have to sign on soon?” 

    “There are certain jobs that get snapped up fast at the beginning of the semester. The computer center, the library, things like that.” 

    “Not that I’m looking right now, but I’m curious. What about groundskeeping?” I asked. “Are students allowed to work for them?” 

    “Oh, I imagine so,” she said, and unfolded her hands. “You know, I don’t think I’ve had a student ask about that. I’ll have to check.” 

    “That’s what I did for work. Mowing yards, weeding, that sort of thing.” 

    “Well, let me ask around for you. How’s dorm life? Getting along with your roommate okay?” 

    “That’s a bit more complicated,” I said. “Archie is… uh. Hm. He’s not a bad guy. But, like, our first day, I left my stuff on my bed while Lara and I took the tour, and when I came back, because of his OCD, he arranged all my things.” 

    Dr. Apple took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “Putting you and Archie together, I was part of that decision.” 

    “You were?” 

    “Yes. We understood from Archie’s application and interview process he might be something of a difficult challenge for a roommate, but he’s led something of an isolated life. Not much social interaction, but we found him a charming, likable young man. His parents asked us that he be partnered with someone on a test basis, and we came up with a short list of about ten names, young men who all displayed the kind of qualities that might help… hm… guide Archie. Captains, class presidents, that sort of thing.” 

    “Why me?” I asked, baffled. “I liked track okay but I was never any of that.” 

    “But you were. The one thing each of your teachers emphasized in their recommendation letters is that you’re a natural leader. You are charismatic, kind, and you have a tendency to pull people in your wake.” 

    “That’s… that’s a lot of responsibility to put on my shoulders,” I said, irritated. 

    “I know. It’s unfair. But having spoken to you now in person a few times, I’m confident we made the best decision we could. If Archie truly becomes a problem, we’ll see what we can do about getting him in a single dorm room. I am asking you to try.” 

    I sighed. “I get it. It’s hard, having a girlfriend with him around, but… we’ll give it a shot.” 

    “That’s all we can ask. That’s about it on my end. The school likes for us to do these about once every month or two to make sure you’re doing okay. Let’s plan to do it again in, say, early October?” 

    “Sounds good. Hey, I was thinking about taking Lara out on our first date here in Hudwell this weekend but I don’t know any of the restaurants. Any suggestions?” 

    “Oh, there are quite a few good places,” she said, tapping her fingers on the desk. “Tell you what. I’ll come up with a list, but if it was me you were going out with, I think I’d say Stooge’s for the first one. It’s a fun atmosphere, kind of a family restaurant, and it’s the most affordable good seafood in town. Unless you’re looking for somewhere flashier, but honestly, the crab and grouper’s not going to be any better.” 

    “Then Stooge’s it is. Do I need reservations?” 

    “Not there. Some of the other places, yes.” 

    “Thanks, Dr. Apple.” 

    “You’re welcome. In all our student recruitment, we so very rarely pick two students from the same school. For us to pick the two of you, and then you wind up in a relationship when we didn’t even know you were friends… that has to mean something.” She smiled. “But I’m a romantic like that.” 

    I returned her smile. “I’d like to believe it too.” 
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    Working Undercover 

      

    Much like my arrangement with Archie about getting some alone time with Lara now and then, we made an arrangement with Rhiannon to do the same. She needed an hour every Monday, Wednesday, and Friday at the same exact time, which worked out well for the two of us. We could grab dinner and do something together. In turn we took an hour on the other nights, and usually hung out together when Rhee was around on the odd night out. 

    That Saturday, the day of our date at Stooge’s, Rhee asked for an additional hour of alone time in exchange for a future hour for us. We agreed, and grabbed some gym clothes to get in a workout. We started things off with a jog around the track. It was one of the highlights of the athletic complex. 

    “When I came here the other day,” I said, staring at the ocean in clear view in the distance, “I didn’t realize we had a view of the ocean.” 

    “I’m never leaving this college,” Lara breathed, her hand finding mine. 

    That wasn’t the only reason to like the track. It was double the size of our high school track, with – and I kid you not – a miniature golf course in the middle as well as a big playground for kids. Unlike much the rest of the college, the track was accessible by the townspeople, and they were out there in force along with a lot of college kids with the same idea as us. Lara, with her long legs, tight athletic shorts, and sports bra that couldn’t do much to hide her impressive bounce, drew a lot of eyes as we started jogging. 

    Elevation-wise, Hudwell wasn’t so different from our hometown, but the ocean made a world of difference in the humidity and air quality. We sweated harder but I felt amazing at the end of our two-mile run. Once we caught our breath, we grabbed our bags and headed into the athletic complex. Lara worked her glutes and her abs with a mix of machine work and stretches while I hit the free weights. A couple guys approached Lara but she turned them down with pointed looks at me and a smile. “Thanks, but I have a boyfriend.” 

    Poor suckers were heartbroken. I know I would be. 

    After Lara showered up, she changed into her date clothes, a low-cut top and long, tight shorts. We headed back to my dorm so I could do the same. Archie was at his desk, one eye on his laptop, the other on a ball game playing out on TV. He looked up and gaped for just a moment at Lara before quickly averting his eyes. 

    “Sorry, um, I don’t mean to stare,” he said. “You’re very pretty and it’s hard to ignore sometimes.” 

    “Aw, thanks, Archie,” she said, and came over to give him an overemphasized kiss on the cheek. “Mind keeping me company while my guy grabs a shower?” 

    “No, not at all. Do you like baseball?” 

    “Sure. I played softball three years in high school.” 

    Oh, you got him hooked now, I thought, smiling to myself. 

    “What positions?” he asked. 

    “First and third,” she said. “How about you? Did you play?” 

    “Yes, when I was young. But I liked keeping score and managing more.” 

    I left them talking shop like that, grabbed a shower down the hall, shaved, and came back to find Lara seated on my bed and Archie turned completely to face her, hands on his knees. Lara gave me a smile, then returned her attention to him. 

    “So. Girlfriend back home or anything?” 

    “Oh. No,” he said. “I had one my senior year.” 

    That surprised me. I guess I kind of figured Archie for a relationship virgin. That was mean of me, I supposed. 

    “Not bringing up bad memories, am I?” Lara asked. 

    “Oh, no, that’s okay,” Archie said. “It wasn’t anything too painful. We didn’t have dates to homecoming, so a friend got us together as part of a group. We had fun and ended up dating through prom. After that, we agreed we liked each other but I was going to college and she was going to stay in New Bainbridge and work.” He shrugged. “It hurt, but it’s okay now. How did you two first meet?” 

    I dressed silently as Lara spoke for us. “We’ve known each other for years, since we were kids. We crushed on each other for a long time but the timing was never right. Then, finally, this summer… well, things finally clicked.” 

    That left out a lot of details, but it wasn’t a lie either. I finished up and sat with Lara. “Ready?” I asked, and kissed the side of her head. 

    She looked at me and nodded, but there was sadness in her eyes. It didn’t take some relationship guru to figure out what was bothering her, either. We said our goodbyes to Archie and headed for the restaurant.  

    Stooge’s was much as advertised by Dr. Apple, with a warm, brightly colored interior, a friendly staff, and seafood that would have cost us nearly triple back home. Lara ordered the crab cake wrap and I got the grouper, Dr. Apple’s suggestions, along with a side order of grilled shrimp. When the waitress left, Lara looked at me, opened her mouth, and started sobbing. 

    I shot out of my chair and came around, taking the seat next to her and grabbing her in a fierce hug. I didn’t say anything, just holding her while she got it out. People around us stared, and our waitress hurried back to make sure everything was okay. I assured her it was fine, and Lara gave her a tiny nod before resting her head on my shoulder, still shaking from the force of her tears. 

    Eventually I grabbed up some napkins and set them in front of her. Lara picked one up, dabbed at her eyes, and murmured, “I didn’t mean to, not here.” 

    “Talk to me,” I said, rubbing her back. 

    “I’ve been putting off thinking about Kylie and Megan. This last week, it’s been amazing and I’m so happy to be with you, and this place is just… it’s… it’s incredible. But now that we’re settling in, it’s catching up to me. Why did she do that to us, Michael? Why did she hurt us like that?” 

    It was a rhetorical question and I knew it. I stayed with her until our food came, then she sniffed and finally told me it’d be weird to eat side by side. I laughed at that and finally the sun broke through on her end. The food was good, though I have to admit, that first time at Stooge’s, both of us were too in the dumps to really enjoy it. 

    Afterwards, in the van again, Lara asked me quietly, “Hey, Rhiannon’s going to be around tonight, but do you want to, I don’t know, go back to my room and just cuddle or something?” 

    “Absolutely,” I said. 

    We headed to her dorm. Lara’s pale cheeks grew more colorful and by the time we reached her room, she seemed more like her usual self. We knocked and Lara asked if Rhiannon was decent. She was, if you defined booty shorts and a super tight tank top with a visible bra underneath decent. 

    “Good dinner?” Rhee asked, picking up a swivel mount, the sort of thing a person might use for a monitor or a camera. If I had paid that moment more attention, one of the minor mysteries about Lara’s roommate might have been solved pretty early on. 

    “It was,” I said as Lara rearranged some pillows on her bed to make room for me. 

    “I kind of ruined the night,” Lara said. 

    I pinched her butt. “No. Never.” 

    “What happened?” Rhiannon asked, putting the swivel mount into her closet. 

    Lara looked at me and said, “I don’t know how much you’re okay with sharing.” 

    “All of it, if you want,” I said, and slid up onto her bed so my back was to the wall. Lara hopped up beside me and took my hand. 

    “The story’s kind of a long one,” Lara said. 

    “That’s fine by me. I’ve got nothing going on,” Rhiannon said. She sat on the edge of her own bed and listened as we started in on the story about how the Mike Maclin Fan Club came to be, about first Kylie’s friendship with me, then Lara and finally Megan’s. Then we dove into the guts of the thing, about my relationship with Kylie at the beginning of summer blossoming into a relationship with Megan and Lara once their own relationships ended with their boyfriends. We glossed over the juicy, sexy parts, the threesomes, the foursomes, the bugnuts insane Fourth of July spent fucking Megan and Lara and a hot MILF I used to work for. 

    When we reached the end of things, Kylie cheating on us with Megan’s ex, Lara fell silent and I took over. She wasn’t crying again, but she was hurt all over again. I guided her onto her side, resting on her pillows, and I spooned her, her favorite position both sexually and just to cuddle. I rested on one elbow, still talking. 

    By the end of it, Rhiannon sat back, her eyes wide. “Wow. That’s intense.” 

    “It was a pretty crazy summer,” I said, tracing Lara’s side with two fingers. 

    “Tell me off if this isn’t my business, but when you say the four of you were together, do you mean like each of you and Mike, or all of you… together together?” 

    Lara jutted her butt against me. “Together, together.” 

    “Oh. Oh wow. Well… I’m sorry tonight kind of sucked for you. Do you want me to slip out for an hour or two? Give you two some time?” 

    “We’re just going to cuddle tonight,” I said, wrapping my arm around Lara’s waist. “Maybe watch a movie. Want to join in?” 

    “On the movie, sure,” Rhiannon said. “I’ll leave the cuddling to you, big guy.” 

    We settled on a TV comedy Lara hadn’t watched yet. She and I drew a blanket over ourselves, up to our waists. I meant to keep that night strictly PG, but Lara’s ass pressed up against me was always going to cause a natural reaction, and it wasn’t long before I was hard. When Rhee left to microwave a bag of popcorn on the first floor, I mumbled to Lara, “Sorry.” 

    “Unzip yourself,” she murmured back. 

    I pushed myself up onto my elbow. “You’re serious?” 

    “Uh huh. I feel like acting a little bad.” 

    “I could talk to Archie, see if he could go for a walk or something for an hour.” 

    She giggled and pushed her butt back against me again. “No sex tonight. I’m not in that kind of mood. But you’re my man and I’m going to take care of you so I’m going to make this… fun.” 

    “But Rhiannon… I mean, she’s right there, baby.” 

    She shifted around, and this time, when her ass pressed against me, there was less fabric between us. I reached down to feel her out. She was wearing a thong, and it disappeared between her cheeks. Lara looked over her shoulder at me with reddened cheeks. 

    “Okay. So. A little sex. When you’re about to come, move my thong and put it in me. Maybe she won’t smell it that way.” 

    “That’s not how… she’s going to… I…” 

    “Mike.” 

    “What?” 

    She turned over and reached down to stroke my cock through my boxers before tugging those down too. “I don’t care if she knows.” She studied me, a slow, wild grin spreading across her face. 

    Imagine the sexiest woman you’ve ever known telling you she’s going to get you off under the covers while her roommate is literally feet away. Her smoking hot, redheaded roommate.  

    Yeah, I didn’t argue after that. 

    Rhiannon came back a few minutes later with a bag of heavenly scented buttery popcorn. From the closet she pulled a plastic bowl and poured us half. Lara shifted up onto her elbow to take it. 

    “Thanks, Rhee. You’re the best.” 

    Glancing at the blanket, Rhiannon asked, “You got a chill, hon? I can turn down the AC.” 

    “No, it’s perfect. Cozy.” 

    She rubbed her butt against my slowly softening prick and soon enough, I was back at full strength. My hand slipped under the covers and slid up into Lara’s top. I cupped one of her big tits, making her squirm. 

    “Boyfriend back home, Rhee?” I asked, emulating Lara’s earlier conversation with Archie. Lara ground back at me with tiny, imperceptible movements, pinning my cock against the cleft of her ass. 

    “Mm, no. Had a boyfriend in Jacksonville for a year or so, but it fizzled out.” 

    “What brought you to Hudwell?” I asked, my hand under Lara’s bra now, my fingers tweaking her nipple. 

    “I was aiming for an Ivy League school,” Rhiannon said, looking aside at us. Both of us froze like we were playing Red Light, Green Light. “I had some things happen my senior year and that wasn’t a possibility any longer. I took a couple years after high school to work and try to figure out what I wanted, and that was still college, but no one would take me. I applied here on a whim because I heard they sometimes consider unusual circumstances, and… well, they accepted me.” 

    “Unusual circumstances?” I asked. 

    “Mike…” Lara said. 

    Rhiannon chuckled. “I’m not trying to play coy, but it’s something personal.” 

    “I understand,” I said. 

    “Thanks.” Her attention drifted back to the TV, and I dragged my aching cock through Lara’s cleft, loving the feel of her panty-clad skin against me. Rhiannon asked if we wanted more popcorn. I nearly groaned with frustration when Lara accepted and leaned over away from me, but when she came back with a bowl, she scooted back against me again, reaching under the covers to slide me between her thighs. 

    Now I could dry hump her pussy, not her ass. Silently I blessed my girlfriend’s deviant mind and started rocking as gently against her as I could manage. Now, if you’ve been keeping up with this story, you know I spent a good chunk of the latter half of my summer fucking one of my girlfriends (or more) in front of the others. That was hot, no question, but the others knew. This wasn’t exactly dangerous but it turned me the hell on trying not to get caught. Throw in the eternal truth that Lara was always going to turn my crank and we had a recipe for fun torture. 

    I say very specifically “we” because I wasn’t the only one getting turned on. I slipped the hand on Lara’s breast down to her thong, reaching into her panties and making her draw a slow, deep breath. Need slickened Lara’s pussy and she jumped in my arms when I slid a finger into her. Lara looked over her shoulder at me, her lips parted, cheeks flushed. I kissed her shoulder and slowly started flexing the finger in and out of her.  

    “Good popcorn,” I said mildly. “Buttery.” 

    “Mm hm,” Rhiannon said. She was curled up with what remained of the bag, her eyes on the TV but slipping closed now and then. I used those moments to thrust with more force against Lara’s pussy as I finger-fucked her slow and easy. She rocked gently up and down, and Rhiannon looked over again. We didn’t freeze, not exactly, but Lara shuffled the blanket like we were getting more comfortable. I moved my other hand to her hip. 

    I’m not sure why I did what I did. I was feeling playful, dirty, and more than a little turned on, so I thought it would be kind of hot to push a button I’d never pushed with any woman before Lara. Still slowly fingering her pussy, I reached down with my other hand, squeezed Lara’s curvy cheek, and kept moving until my fingers were right over her asshole. She nearly sent the bowl flying when my thumb circled her through the fabric of her panties. Lara looked at me over her shoulder again, and I expected anger. Instead, I saw a woman on the brink. Her lips were parted, cheeks flushed, and I knew if I kept this up, I was going to make her come. I pressed the finger against her bud in, almost to the first knuckle. Not far, but far, far further than I’d ever taken ass-play with anyone.  

    She grabbed my hand, held it with trembling fingers. Then she pulled it away, and I grimaced. Shit. Sorry, Lara, I thought mentally. Her hand went to my cock and she started stroking me. The covers moved with us but I was at least twenty percent certain Rhiannon was sleeping and that was good enough for me. I was close, and I reached down to move Lara’s panties to the side, like she told me. She gripped me, guided me to her entrance, and I slid into her, just an inch or two, enough I could pump in and out.  

    Rhiannon woke with a start and I froze, my tip buried in the entrance of my girlfriend’s cunt, my hands on her mound and her clit. “I don’t mean to be boring,” she said, yawning, “but I think I’m going to run down the hall, get a shower, and throw on some PJs.” 

    “A-all right,” Lara said. 

    Rhiannon hopped up and used her wardrobe door much like I did when I was changing near Archie, for a privacy screen. When she emerged, she was wrapped in a towel, gave us an enigmatic smile, and left. 

    “Fuck me,” Lara gasped and I was on her, wrapping my arms around her in the spoon position and fucking into her as hard as I could that way. She gripped a corner of the blanket and stuffed it into her mouth, her pleasure only barely muffled by the cloth.  Good thing the popcorn dish was empty because we sent that thing flying. 

    Lara exploded on my cock, biting down hard on the blanket as my hips slapped against her ass. She twisted, trying to go facedown and nearly falling off the bed. I gripped her tight and then we were rolling the other way, Lara on top of me now, bucking up and down with her ass to me. 

    “Fuck me fuck me fuck me,” she whimpered as she bounced. “Finger on my ass again, finger on my ass…” I licked my thumb and pressed it to her exposed bud, the panties twisted too far to the side to do it again through the fabric. She tensed and bounced harder, making her big tits audibly slap against her skin. “Fuck. Fuck. FUCK!” 

    She came like a top about to fall over, wobbling and reaching out for anything to steady her. I grabbed her around the waist with both hands, reluctant to move the one pressed against her ass but not wanting her to fall. I pulled her back so she was basically resting on me, her knees bent as I hammered up into her. 

    “Lara…” I growled. 

    “Do do do it,” she panted, “before she comes back…” 

    My hips slammed into her one last time and I spilled deep inside her, gripping her so tight I worried I’d hurt her when I could think again. She rolled off me, panting, and quickly flipped around, kissing me hard, jacking my slick, softening cock. 

    “Oh my fucking God, on God, that was good,” she gasped. “Jesus. Her being right there, the asshole thing…” She kissed me again. “Get up, get dressed. I need to clean and spray this room down or she’s going to smell it.” 

    “If you’re talking about the sex,” Rhiannon said outside the door, “Don’t worry about it. Always kinda liked the smell.” 

    * * * 

    “Oh my God, Rhee, I’m so sorry,” Lara said, cheeks flaming red as we sat together on her bed, clothed again. Her sheets were in a clump beside us. Lara was going to start a load soon but after that fast session, we both needed a minute to sit. 

    “Don’t be,” her roommate said. I was uncomfortably aware of high the towel rode on the redhead’s hips, and fought not to look. “You’re a couple. It’s going to happen. All the showers were being used, so I came back. I would have gone to Nikki’s room or something but seeing as how I was dressed in a towel…” 

    “It won’t happen again,” I said. 

    “Why not?” Rhiannon said. “I knew you two were fooling around under the covers. It doesn’t bother me. I would have said something if it did.” 

    “You really are the best roommate,” Lara said.  

    “I know, right?” Rhiannon said. Someone knocked on the door and called that the shower stall was empty. “Thanks!” Rhiannon called back. She stood and adjusted the towel. “Look, I don’t want you two to change a thing because of me. You want to make out in bed, you want to sleep together, whatever. If you’re okay with it, I am too.” She patted Lara’s knee, winked at me, and headed for the shower. 

    When she was gone, Lara turned to me, and said with awe, “We are so going to fuck in front of her one day, aren’t we?” 

    “Oh yeah,” I said. 
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    Outside Class 

      

    You might think we broke into some crazed three-way sometime soon after that, but here’s the thing about college – it eats at your time in ways you don’t really realize until it’s gone. Classes were obviously the biggest factor there. We still had homework, reading to do, that sort of thing. And despite all the sex and fun times I’ve been talking about, Hudwell really did demand the best out of its students. The stringent admission process tended to boost their graduation percentages but not by as much as you might think, thanks in part to their no-nonsense policies. If you were in danger of failing, you were brought in, talked to by your advisor and the professor (or professors) whose classes in which you were screwing up, and that was your one and only warning. If you showed signs of improving, great, they would work with you. If you continued to screw up, the college wasn’t going to waste its time. They wanted effort and hustle, and they got it. 

    I am happy to say I did well in my classes, but it took effort, same as it did for Lara. Both of us joined study groups for our classwork, which also sucked up a lot of our time because study groups invariably do that. Homework was light, but in-class quizzes more than made up for it.  

    Then too came a few extracurriculars. Heaven, ladies and gentlemen, is a place where you have time to learn and do everything you want to, not to mention the actual energy it takes. 

    When I went to Hudwell, I promised myself I’d take it easy on my extracurriculars and not spread myself too thin. That’s not to say I didn’t have fun. Dr. Moore’s plans for a talent showcase in late October and a holiday show in December hooked me in. Most the other students in the drama program, who like I said earlier did this for quite a bit longer than me, had monologues in mind and scripts in hand while I was still trying to figure out if I wanted to do a scene from a movie or a play. They didn’t need until October. They would have all been good to go in September, and said as much when we were all seated on the stage one Friday night bullshitting. 

    The conversation turned to me thanks to Joanne, one of my classmates. She was breathlessly beautiful, short, honey-blonde, lots of freckles and a sort of cherubic face I think of as being country. Not really chubby, not exactly, but… full. She also had something of an obvious crush on me, something I needed to address with her. She knew I had a girlfriend but still liked to flirt.  

    “How about you, Mike?” she asked, giving me a full and pleasant blast of her sun-faded blue eyes. “What are you thinking for your monologue?” 

    “I don’t have the first clue,” I admitted. “I wasn’t actually in a lot of plays. Just a couple when I was younger.” 

    “I’ve got a book of monologues and two-person scripts,” a classmate named Trevor said. He was a big guy, a former football stud in his freshman and sophomore years who suffered a horrific leg injury and now walked with a limp. “If you want to borrow it.” 

    “Hey, that’d be great,” I said. 

    I got some offers to be my acting partner for the showcase. Trevor didn’t have one yet so that made the choice easy. We could talk duologues when he brought over the book. 

    I wasn’t the only one getting involved outside the classroom. Lara really took to her English class with Dr. Kara Stone. One afternoon, we were seated on the lip of a fountain on the north end of the campus. It was too nice of a day for me to do my homework inside, so that’s what I was working on while Lara read a paperback from the library.  

    “What are you reading?” a silky voice asked. We both glanced up and smiled. Dr. Stone had that effect on us. 

    “Oh, umm…” Lara laughed softly and held out the book, cover up. “Just, ah, romance.” 

    “Oh, Carmen Moss! I like her,” Dr. Stone said. “Trying to think of the name of the one I read, one’s a big beautiful woman, the other is a chess player…” 

    “Licorice and Ivory,” Lara said. 

    Dr. Stone lifted a finger up and tapped with it, like she was striking a piano key. “That’s it. Lovely sex scenes. I seem to recall not liking the dialogue, but I don’t remember the specifics.” 

    “Her early books, it was like her characters were robots when they talked,” Lara said. 

    Dr. Stone laughed, delighted. “Yes, that puts it aptly. Listen, I need to get to class, but I run a book club. If you like, come by sometime.” 

    She rattled off a time and day, and Lara said, “Sure. What book are you reading? I’ll pick up a copy from the bookstore.” 

    “Aldo Bacall’s ‘Elevator Paradox.’” Catching Lara’s hesitation, Dr. Stone reached out and squeezed her shoulder. “It sounds denser than what it is. It’s a romance about two people working in the same office building. There’s more to it than that, but that’s the thirty-second, ah, elevator pitch.” She stroked Lara’s arm a moment, then turned to me. “Care to join us too?” 

    “I wish I could say I’d keep up with the reading, but I’d be lying to you.” 

    “Ahhh, a filthy nonreader,” Dr. Stone said, and tsked. “Such a shame.” Turning her attention back to Lara, she said, “See you there, then?” 

    “Definitely,” Lara said, and I noticed with some amusement the red in her cheeks. 

    “Oh, before I forget, mention that it’s for my book club, and the bookstore will give you a big discount. See you there!” 

    “Bye, Dr. Stone!” Lara said, and I chimed in too. When the professor walked away with a  certain overemphasized swish to her skirt, I nudged my girlfriend. “What?” 

    “Oh, you like her.” 

    “Shut up!” she said, and giggled. “I mean, how could you not? And don’t tell me you weren’t staring at her ass.” 

    “It’s a pretty great ass,” I admitted. “But you know I’m just looking.” 

    “Oh, same,” she said. 

    We resumed our homework and reading for a minute, then I looked up and said, “But she was giving you a pretty big fuck-me vibe.” 

    “The hand on the arm, right?” Lara asked, and sighed breathily. 

    “Look, Lara…” 

    “I’m yours, Mike. You know that.” 

    I reached over and cupped her cheek with one hand before kissing her, a long, swelling thing that was more my heart spilling into hers than hot. I pulled back an inch, still stroking her cheek, and murmured, “I will always believe that.” 

    “What does that mean?” 

    “It means…” I drew a breath. “If you wanted to, with her, or Rhiannon, I’d be okay with that.” 

    She pulled back, heat in her cheeks and her eyes. “Of course you’d think that.” 

    “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said anything.” 

    “Are you looking for a hall pass too?” 

    “No,” I said, feeling like I’d been slapped. 

    “Because I’d give you one.” 

    I started to defend myself, thinking this was a fight, then what she just said hit me, and I blinked at her. “Wait. What?” 

    “I don’t want to sleep with anyone else if you’re not around. Maybe someday we’ll feel as close to someone as we did Kylie and Megan, and that’ll change. But right now, what I’m saying is… if there’s someone one of us wants and we’re both there… I don’t know, I don’t see the harm in fooling around.” She grabbed my hand and put it against her breast over her heart. “This is yours. Always and forever. What we’d do with someone else, it would never change that.” 

    I leaned in and kissed her again, thinking.  When I sat back again, I rubbed my jaw and thought about it. “I like that rule. Us together, or no one.” 

    “I don’t think it always needs to be a three-way. I mean, you know I like to watch. That’s been a thing for a while.” 

    “Right,” I said, thinking of the many times I’d take Megan or Kylie and Lara would watch in a chair or beside us in bed. It got her off as fast as our lovemaking. 

    “So, say for example, Rhiannon came onto you and I was there, but didn’t feel like joining in for whatever reason. I’d be totally fine with you two sleeping together as long as I was there.” 

    “Okay. Okay, yeah.” I paused, thinking about something and grimacing. “Are there, uh, other guys you want to be with?” 

    She laughed softly. “Ah, there it is.” 

    “Hey, I’d be jealous, but you know I wouldn’t shut the door on it if that’s what you wanted.” 

    “Mm. Dr. Legley…” She moaned and shivered, then poked me in the chest. “I’m not comfortable bringing in another guy because I want someone we’d both be attracted to. It’s about our connection as much as it is about having fun with the other person. Besides, guys are trouble.” Her smile faded, and I knew she was thinking about Roano, the guy Kylie slept with to cheat on us. 

    “Yeah,” I said. “Lara, I love you. And if you ever said it’s just the two of us, I’d be one hundred percent okay with that. One thousand.” 

    “Me too. I think it’s important whoever we hook up with, they know that we’re at the center of this. Maybe we love someone like we did Kylie and Megan, but I don’t want us to go and break someone’s heart as badly as we did.” 

    “As I did,” I said gently. She didn’t try to deny that, and took my hand. “I agree. We be up front. That might make things complicated with Rhee, since you have to live with her.” 

    “Hm. Yeah.” She sighed. “Guess we’ll figure that out then. But oh my God, I want to see you taking her from behind.” 

    “Yeah?” 

    “Oh yeah.” Lara glanced at me. “I don’t know if it’s something I’ve been eating, or maybe it’s the ocean, or what. But I have been so freaking, mm…” She lowered her voice, even if we’d just been talking about sleeping with Rhiannon. “…horny lately.” 

    “Hm,” I said, eyeballing my homework. It really needed to get done. Later. Much later. 

    * * * 

    And finally, there was Archie, who became something of an extracurricular himself, in a way. 

    Lara didn’t sleep over often, maybe once a week or so. The bed just wasn’t big enough for both of us to fit comfortably, leaving one of us close to dangling off the edge or with our back to the wall. It sucked, but we always found time to be together each evening. Anyways, all that’s to say, early one morning I woke alone, startled by a voice blaring in the room. 

    “Sorry,” Archie said. “Thought my headphones were plugged in.” 

    “Ugh.” 

    On his laptop, a woman said, “-experts are saying tropical storm Dennis has been upgraded to a Category One hurricane, and is expected to make landfall around the Jacksonville area.” 

    “Shit,” I muttered. “Jacksonville’s where Rhiannon is from.” 

    “Oh no,” Archie said. 

    “Is it going to hit us?” 

    “Doesn’t look like it.” He looked at me, and I could tell he was frightened. “I’ve never been in a hurricane.” 

    “I’ve seen some tornados and some bad snowstorms, but nothing like a tropical storm.” I sat up and ran a fist across my eyes. “Don’t worry. School’s got a good evacuation plan and storm bunkers.” 

    “Shelters.” 

    I flapped a hand in his general direction. “I’m not going to fall back asleep now. Think I’ll go work out.” 

    “Hey. Mike.” 

    “Hm?” 

    “Are people patient at the gym?” 

    As exhausted as I was, I couldn’t figure out the question. I glanced at him, and asked, “What?” 

    “The gym. Do people act like assholes?” 

    “Um. No. I mean, there are a few gym bro guys but they usually keep to themselves. Why do you ask?” 

    He twisted in his chair to look at me. “I lied to Lara. I stopped playing baseball because I wasn’t any good at sports. I was in okay shape but I’m not coordinated. Sometimes the coaches got frustrated. Other kids made fun of me for other reasons. I always wanted to learn how to use the school gym but I was nervous about it.” 

    I worked my hand across my eyes again and said, “You want to come with me?” 

    “You wouldn’t get mad if I ask questions?” 

    “Do I ever?” 

    “Yes. Sometimes. Well. You don’t get mad, but you do get impatient.” He shrugged. “I’m trying.” 

    Taken aback, I said, “Ah, jeez. Sorry, Archie. I don’t mean to. Yeah, of course you can come with. Got gym clothes?” 

    “Yes.” 

    He looked like a damn stork in long basketball shorts and a tank top, all legs, no torso. I was too tired to keep up much of a conversation as we walked, but he did plenty for me, filling me in on storm statistics for the area. 

    “The only really safe place in Florida is inland, up north,” he said. “Even they get some strong storms. Here, the same year as Katrina, Wilma leveled over a hundred homes, and that’s just in Hudwell.” 

    “Jesus,” I said weakly. 

    He nodded. “On average the last ten years, Hudwell has seen about one point five hurricanes each year. That’s up from the previous century’s one per year. Way up. But in terms of deaths, the numbers are pretty good, about twenty three percent less than the statewide average. And Wilma was an outlier when it comes to local destruction. So the chances of this being something to fear are pretty slim.” 

    “Well, that’s reassuring,” I said. 

    It sure didn’t seem like storm weather. The blue skies were only sparsely dotted with white, and there wasn’t much of a breeze. We passed by a group of girls walking the opposite direction, and one of them, a toned, athletic type in tight leggings, led to me looking at her over my shoulder. She looked back and grinned. 

    “Women here seem to like you,” Archie said. 

    I chuckled and rubbed my neck, returning my attention to the sidewalk I nearly walked off. “Yeah, I suppose.” 

    “You had three girlfriends back home, right?” 

    “Yes.” 

    “Hm,” he said. “Must have been exhausting.” 

    Try as he might, even Archie couldn’t keep a serious face with that one, and neither could I. “Dehydration was a bitch. You got your eye on anyone?” 

    Surprising me, he nodded. “Mattie. Her real name is Matilda. You don’t come across many Matildas.” 

    “No, I don’t think I ever have. Where do you know her from?” 

    “My Spanish class. We are in a study group together. I don’t need the extra help but I like being around her.” 

    “You going to ask her out?” 

    He shrugged. “I don’t know. Maybe.” 

    “My advice, do it sooner rather than later. Rip that band-aid off before you go and think you’re in love with her and make it super creepy.” 

    “That’s good advice,” he said. 

    “We could double date, you, her, me, Lara.” 

    That surprised him and he looked at me. “You would do that?” 

    “Sure. Why not?” 

    “I have the impression you don’t like me sometimes.” 

    Well, shit, now I felt terrible. I slapped his back, trying to sound jovial. “You frustrate me sometimes, but you’re a good guy.” 

    “Thanks, I think.” He looked at me and grinned. “You frustrate me too. Don’t think I didn’t notice your unmade bed.” 

    “Guilty. I’ll get it when we get back.” 

    “Okay.” 

    We worked out in the gym for a good half hour. I didn’t get much done myself, but it was for a good reason. Archie was, beyond a doubt, the smartest person I’d ever known, bar none. Still is. He is a walking trivia machine, but that’s just a part of it. He comprehends languages, mathematics, and science in an analytical way that is awe-inspiring. If there’s a problem and he works at it long enough, he can solve anything. 

    That said? He wasn’t kidding when he said he had no coordination. I sometimes wonder if there wasn’t something undiagnosed there, something similar to a balance issue. Then other times I wonder if maybe no one back home took him outside to play a game of catch. I don’t really know. What I do know is for a guy as big into sports as he was, he didn’t really know how to do anything but walk on a treadmill. Even then he wasn’t sure about the specifics of what he should do. 

    “Is it better to use one of those settings?” Archie asked, nodding towards another student building up a hell of a sweat doing a preset course that raised and lowered his treadmill every few minutes. “Or should I just walk? Or jog?” 

    “Start small, I think. Let’s just get you walking and find a comfortable pace for yourself, okay?” 

    “That sounds smart. You’re saying a lot of smart things today.” 

    “I know. I’m a smart guy.” He gave me a look, and I grumbled, “Shut up.” 

    We did some light cardio, keeping Archie to an easy jog once he got the hang of the machine. He was worried about how fast it would shut off until I showed him how mine worked and that he could slow his down. 

    “I know in my head there are things I shouldn’t worry about,” he said. 

    “Hey, I was afraid of the toilet when I was a kid because I didn’t know how it worked.” 

    He eyed me. “How old were you?” 

    “Uh. Two or three.” 

    “I’m a little older than two or three.” 

    “Right, right.” 

    I showed him where the free weights were, and then we moved on to the machines. These, I discovered, he felt safer around because he could see the machinery at work. He understood levers and pulleys and that’s essentially what the machine weights were. However, he wasn’t really sure which ones he should work with, or what muscles. I didn’t want to give him bad advice, but I told him my weekly routine, which was by no means scientific. 

    “Wow. You do a lot of cardio,” he said when I wrote it out in a text for him. 

    “I like it,” I said. “The music, the rhythm of the run or the swim. That’s my chill time.” 

    “Huh.” 

    “Don’t push yourself too hard at first. Just work on good habits for a while. The rest of it will come.” 

    When we were done with the workout, I showed him the rest of the athletic complex as well as the track. About that time I got a call from Lara. She and Rhee were up early and wanted to know if we had breakfast yet. 

    “You mind your men being all hot and sweaty?” 

    “Mm, maybe I’ll just have you for breakfast,” Lara said. 

    As we walked to the cafeteria, we spotted a pair of women in the distance. I couldn’t make out the details but apparently watching balls and strikes left Archie with some superhuman vision because he said, “Oh hey, that’s Mattie right there. Think I should ask her to breakfast?” 

    “Go for it.” 

    “Lara and Rhiannon wouldn’t mind?” 

    “Nah, man, you’re good.” 

    I watched, amused, as he jogged towards his would-be love interest. They talked for a minute, and I thought she might have laughed at something he said. “Oh, if you’re making fun of him…” I growled. But a minute later, she dug out her phone and tapped something into it. He pulled out his own, nodded, and shocking me, leaned down to peck her cheek.  

    “Wow. Way to go, Archie,” I said. He jogged back, and I called to him, “How did it go?” 

    “That’s her sister come to visit. She can’t go to breakfast but wanted to get dinner tonight together.” He grinned. “She said if I didn’t ask her soon, she was going to ask me.” 

    In the cafeteria, I grabbed a breakfast burrito and a bowl of fruit, and sat with Lara and Rhee. Archie wanted to wait for fresh waffles and bacon, which were up there for the best things my college made. 

    “Don’t tell him I said it, but he just pulled one of the smoothest date proposals I’ve ever seen,” I said as I sat down. Lara pointed at her cheek and I kissed it. 

    “Tell us,” she said. She had a plateful, eggs, biscuits and gravy, hashbrowns. My stomach groaned and I knew I wasn’t getting out of there without some biscuits and gravy too. 

    I told her about Archie and Mattie, and Lara said, “Aw.” 

    “He is handsome,” Rhiannon said. “And a smart one like that with no fear… yeah, he’s going to break some hearts.” 

    “I forgot coffee,” Lara said. “Be right back.” 

    “Want me to run and get it?” I asked. 

    “No, it’s a secret ploy to go get you biscuits and gravy because I can see you’re already eyeballing mine.” She stuck out her tongue at me and hopped up. 

    I reached over and forked up a bite of her biscuit when she was gone. “She knows me so well,” I said, and chewed on greasy heaven. 

    “Hey, is she all right?” 

    “Lara? I think so. Why?” 

    “Last night we were watching reality TV and she really started crying when one of the contestants got eliminated.” 

    “Huh,” I said. “That doesn’t sound like her. But… I don’t know. We went through a lot this summer. That and being away from home…” 

    “Yeah, yeah, that’s probably it,” Rhiannon said. She glanced at my girlfriend halfway across the room, then leaned over the table and grabbed a forkful of biscuits and gravy herself. “We are evil.” 

    “That we are,” I said cheerfully, already letting Rhiannon’s comment about Lara crying slip from my mind. 
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    Clouds on the Horizon 

      

    Hurricane Dennis wasn’t going to come close to Hudwell, but we still saw a lot of rain in the buildup. The whole day it was supposed to make landfall in Jacksonville, a steady drizzle cast the whole of Hudwell in dark and angry grays. 

    One of the very few times Dr. Apple had to admonish Lara and I in class happened that day. Both of us kept looking out the window when the wind kicked up. It wasn’t any gustier than a rainstorm back home, but there was such a powerful pregnancy to the air, as though at any moment Dennis might shift south and shout, “Gotcha.” 

    “Mr. Maclin, Ms. Denman, I understand this is one of your first tropical storms, but I assure you, if there was anything to fear, we would have notified you by now. Please try to remain focused.” 

    We both tore our eyes away from the window and Lara murmured, “Sorry, Dr. Apple.” I echoed her, and our professor softened the blow with a warm smile. 

    After class, she asked us to stay back a minute, and we did, waiting for everyone else to file out. Dr. Apple looked incredible that day in a black sweater with mesh arms and a skintight pair of black jeans. Her height was amplified several inches by open-toed suede heels. The rain left her hair somewhat frazzled, a look I liked with her beautiful features. 

    When everyone else was gone she leaned against her desk and Lara and I came to her. “We really are sorry about that,” I said. 

    “Oh, don’t be,” Dr. Apple said. “The storms are intimidating. Sometimes I have to play the bad guy but I definitely get it in this case. But I was thinking it’s been a while since our last chat. Thought I’d check and see how you were doing, storm apprehension aside.” 

    “Should I leave you two alone?” Lara asked. 

    Dr. Apple brushed her shoulder and smiled. “Not unless Mike has some need for privacy. I’d like to get to know you too.” 

    “Always up for some alone time,” I said, winking at Dr. Apple. Lara smacked me. 

    “Ooh, don’t tempt me,” Dr. Apple said. “Walk me to my office, if you’ve got the time.” 

    We did, and out in the hall, she asked us how we ended up liking Stooge’s. Lara said, “The food was great. Mike’s companion that night, not so much.” 

    “Lara…” I said, taking her hand. To Dr. Apple, “We were, ah… dealing with some relationship stuff.” 

    “It’s all right to tell her,” Lara said. Hesitantly, we gave our professor the basic outline of our four-way relationship with Megan and Kylie and how things ended. By that point we were out in the rain, each of us walking slow under umbrellas. 

    When we finished, Dr. Apple’s eyebrows shot sky high. “That sounds… complicated. But intriguing. A group dynamic like that would require a great deal of honesty and communication.” 

    “I think that’s where Lara and I went right and I went wrong with Kylie and Megan,” I said. 

    “But it was a lot of fun, and we still love Megan a whole bunch,” Lara said. “It was nice to have a few people for a date night in case one of us was busy.” 

    “That’s true,” I said. “As painful as it was, I don’t regret it.” 

    “Me either,” Lara said, reaching over and taking my hand. “But how about you, Dr. Apple? Anyone special in your life?” 

    “No, not lately,” Dr. Apple said. 

    “That’s hard to believe,” I said. 

    “You are so hardcore flirting with her,” Lara said. 

    I chuckled. “Sorry.” 

    “Don’t be,” Dr. Apple said, smiling at the pair of us. “I enjoy a little harmless back and forth. But as to your comment, it’s hard for me to find someone… genuine. I tick a lot of fetish boxes. Malaysian-Japanese, a Southern drawl, a young professor, my body being what it is.” 

    “Rocking,” Lara suggested. 

    Dr. Apple blushed. “In any case, you must know that feeling too, Lara, being the attractive woman you are.” 

    “Oh, I’m definitely using her for her body,” I said. 

    “Then again, I’m using him for his,” Lara said. “But I understand completely. That was the advantage of knowing Mike for years and years before we dated. I knew his heart, the best of him and the worst. In a way, we’ve been dating a long time. We just got to the fun parts this summer.” 

    “That’s a beautiful thing,” Dr. Apple said. “Oh, before I forget, I’ve written you up a list of restaurants and date places around the area. I’ll email it to you tonight.” 

    “Thanks,” I said. 

    “And how are things going with Archie?” 

    “Warm and cold,” I said. “We just started working out together which is going to take some patience but I’m enjoying it. And then there are nights like last night where he got it in his head to polish the furniture at eleven. But I think he’s genuinely a good guy, and he’s trying. He might have even landed a girlfriend.” 

    “I don’t think there’s a ‘might’ about that,” Lara said. “I saw them coming out of the cafeteria this morning together.” 

    “That’s fantastic,” Dr. Apple said. We arrived at her building and she turned to us one more time. “Well… you two don’t be strangers. I want to hear the continued romance of Mike Maclin and Lara Denman. It gives me all the feels.” 

    “We will definitely have to talk more,” Lara said, and came in to give Dr. Apple a hug. Our professor looked surprised then pleased at that, and hugged her back. Then she offered me one too, and I thought about her words as my cock surged at the feel of her breasts against me. I check so many fetish boxes. And here I was, lusting after her for a lot of those reasons.  

    But because of that conversation, a new reason to like Dr. Apple was born – she was, plain and simple, a good person, one I was beginning to realize I definitely wanted to know more about. 

    * * * 

    That night, Lara and I ate dinner at the cafeteria and went back to her dorm to finish watching a cartoon superhero show she was on the fence about but which Rhiannon and I both liked.  

    “I’m just saying,” Lara said as we entered her building and stowed away our umbrellas, “if you’re going to have a message about sexual equality on the superhero team, maybe also don’t use every opportunity to show off her ass in a bikini.” 

    “I think that’s kind of the point. The irony of it, or something,” I said. “Besides, don’t tell me you don’t appreciate that donk.” 

    “It’s a cartoon,” she said. 

    “Still hot!” 

    When I signed in, we headed for the elevator and Lara’s mood darkened. “I guess Dennis hit Jacksonville half an hour ago.” 

    “Rhee must be going crazy.” 

    “Not really. No. She keeps checking the news but I haven’t heard her call home.” We were the only ones on the elevator, but Lara said quietly, “Mike, I don’t think she has a good home life.” 

    “Ah jeez.” 

    “Yeah. She nudged my arm. “Speaking of, Dad sent down some money he said you wouldn’t take for the drive down here. I think you won some serious points there.” 

    “Good. He was ready to murder me in June.” 

    We stepped off the elevator and headed for her dorm. Lara said, “Not now. He wants me to use it on a nice weekend in Miami. Rhiannon says she has friends down there and if she can come with us, she says we can stay at their place.” 

    “Yeah?” I said, as we stopped outside her door. “That’d be cool.” 

    She knocked, and Rhiannon said, muffled, “Come on in.” 

    We came in, and immediately I could tell she’d been crying. Her cheeks were dry but her eyes were still red and puffy. She was wearing a lengthy sweater that covered her thighs and had her hair done back in a simple ponytail. 

    “Hey,” she said, trying for chipper and coming across as hoarse. 

    I didn’t think. I just moved. Rhiannon looked like she desperately needed a hug. I went to her first to grip her shoulder, then to come on in for a hug. She smelled good. Her soap was like a fruity cereal. When I pulled back, tears slid slowly down her cheeks and Lara replaced me, sitting on the bed with her roommate and holding her close. 

    “The storm? Your family?” Lara asked. 

    “It’s complicated. It’s really complicated,” Rhee said. “I haven’t heard from them but I bet they stayed. They’re the kind of idiotic stubborn that if you said, ‘Move, there’s a brick about to fall on your head,’ they’d stay right where they were just to spite you.” 

    “You want to talk about it?” I asked. “Or I can give you two some alone time.” 

    “No, stay,” Rhiannon said. For the first time, I was uncomfortably aware that her sweater was riding up and she was only wearing panties underneath. Now was not the time. “Lock the door, would you?” 

    “Sure,” I said, and did just that. I went to Lara’s bed and sat across from the pair, far enough up that I wasn’t getting an accidental eyeful. 

    “He’s such a gentleman,” Rhiannon told Lara. 

    “Huh?” she asked. 

    “I’m wearing panties and he’s put himself where he can’t see,” Rhee said. “Sorry, I meant to throw on shorts but I’m so distracted.” 

    “It’s okay,” Lara said. “You’re comfortable with us, we’re comfortable with you.” She gave me a smile. “But yes, he is. Until he isn’t.” 

    Rhiannon fiddled with the long arms of her sweater, staring across at the wall beside me. Then she seemed to decide something and hopped up. “Let’s finish that show, huh?” 

    Lara and I looked at each other. It seemed like Rhiannon was about to talk to us about something, then cut it off. I didn’t know what to say and I’m grateful Lara did. “Mike thinks the blonde in the bikini is hot.” 

    “Oh, for sure. Those animators sure do love drawing butts,” Rhee said, starting up the TV. 

    Still looking at Lara, I said, “And they do it so well.” She gave me a quick, tight smile and I nodded just a tiny bit. 

    Yeah. She was right. There was definitely something the matter with Rhiannon’s home life. 

    I lounged on Lara’s bed while she stayed with Rhee for a few more minutes, then slipped over to join me. She had to get some reading done for Kara Stone’s book club so she watched with only half an eye, her attention mostly on her book. I sat back against the wall, her feet on my lap as she leaned against the pillows at the head. While she read, I took every advantage to distract her, pinching her butt, stroking her hip, tickling her toes. That last one earned me a kick to the hip.  

     The cartoon blared on. As much as I liked the show, I was distracted by my girlfriend – and Rhiannon too. That sweater kept riding awfully high, despite the fact that she wasn’t moving much. It didn’t take a genius to figure out that she was showing off for me, and I liked it. Rhiannon had terrific hips, toned and slim that fed an athletic bubble butt. I’d seen her in the gym often enough to know she was a monster at glute bridges and squats, and when she did donkey kicks, hooooly fuck, it made a man believe in God. 

    Growing hornier and hornier but wanting to play nice, I grabbed Lara’s favorite lotion from her desk and slipped off her shoes and socks. She wiggled closer to me and purred, “Been a while since you gave me a foot rub. Since before we started dating, I think.” 

    “I need to amend that,” I said, lifting her foot and kissing the top. I settled her feet on my lap and slathered some lotion on my hands. From experience, I knew Lara had delicate, sensitive feet so I took my time warming the lotion before starting with the tops and ankles first, letting her get used to my hands so she wasn’t so ticklish. 

    “Me next, me next,” Rhiannon said. 

    “Why not two at once?” I asked. “Grab a chair and put your foot up here on my knee.” 

    “Careful,” Lara said. “He just wants a better peek at your panties.” 

    “I mean, yeah, but also… foot rubs,” I said. 

    “Worth it,” Rhiannon said. She looked at Lara. “I could really throw on some shorts.” 

    “Don’t. Maybe I want a peek too.” 

    Rhiannon blushed at that, but didn’t put on those shorts. Instead she stood up, tugged the sweater down into place, and dragged over one of the room’s padded chairs. She did keep a hand on the sweater and pulled it down across her thighs as she sat and lifted a foot to the bed beside me. 

    I lifted it onto my hip and noted the pink and yellow swirls on her toenails. “I like the nails.” 

    “Thanks. Nail art is kind of my Zen. Sometimes I think I’d like to become a manicurist. Not a lot of money in it, though.” She wiggled her foot as I added more lotion to that hand. “You might be the first guy to ever compliment me on my toenails.” 

    “Hah. They’re cute feet.” 

    I’d given plenty of foot rubs before, but never two at once. I massaged Rhee much the same way as I started with Lara, starting with a less sensitive part of her foot so she wasn’t as ticklish when I worked the pad. Lara peeked more and more over the edge of her book, her attention split between the two of us. I massaged her ankle under the cuff of her jeans and gave her a smile when she glanced at me again. 

    “If I’m distracting you…” 

    “Keep going,” she murmured, and put aside the book. 

    I worked Rhiannon’s ankle now, glancing in her direction. She bore a serious look of contemplation, and like Lara, she watched the two of us in equal measure. Her hand stayed in place, keeping the sweater’s hem down and over her pussy, but I had something new to stare at. Her nipples clearly dotted the fabric, big and begging to be licked and sucked. 

    I moved to the ball of Lara’s foot. My cock stirred and I wouldn’t be able to disguise it, not that I really wanted to. I had a feeling this was going to happen tonight, and my heart quickened to it. 

    Lara wiggled as I neared the most sensitive part of her foot, already tensing. I brought the foot up and kissed her cute toes before settling it back down and working those first. She relaxed again, and when she did, I moved to her arches and the pad. When my attention returned to Rhiannon, I worked her ankle too. My eyes flicked to her hips again. When she saw me looking, Rhiannon let go of the hem of her sweater. The view still wasn’t much, but she slid further down as I rubbed the ball of her foot. That, dear friends, did wonders for sliding the sweater up. 

    Her bikini briefs framed her pussy lips, calling attention to them while still covering their lips. I groaned under my breath and Rhiannon smiled. Her eyes flicked to Lara, as did mine, and Lara nodded slightly. I stroked her foot faster, unable to help my excitement. 

    When I finished with that foot, Lara dipped a hand down to her jeans. “Just going to get, mm, more comfortable,” she murmured, and wiggled the jeans down. Rhiannon and I stared as she kicked them off. Her thong made Rhiannon draw a breath. Lara brought her other foot to my lap and nudged my cock. 

    “Looks like you should get comfier too,” she said breathily. 

    I brought Rhiannon’s foot up to my lips and kissed her toes, same as I had Lara. Her breathing, already sharp, came faster. I settled her foot beside me and unzipped to drop my own jeans. Rhiannon focused her attention on my cock in my boxers. Lara nudged it with her foot and slowly rubbed it through the fabric. Rhiannon went to join her but I caught her and added more lotion to her skin. 

    “I wasn’t quite finished with you yet,” I said, rubbing the balls of her foot. 

    Lara stroked my cock with her foot as I finished up with Rhiannon’s massage. The sexy redhead squirmed, her thighs spreading wide for both Lara and myself. 

    “She’s wet for us,” Lara cooed. 

    For an answer to that, Rhiannon licked three of her fingers and slowly dropped them into her panties, watching me as I stroked her foot and Lara stroked my cock. I absently grabbed Lara’s foot and began massaging it as I stared at Rhiannon playing with herself. She did it slow, her fingers gently swaying up and down, the hem of her sweater sometimes obscuring the view. That was almost as sexy in a weird way, seeing the hint of what she was doing as opposed to a full blast of the wanton act itself. I was maddeningly hard by that point, but I still wanted to finish their massages. 

    Rhiannon withdrew her foot as she let the sweater go and shifted her chair to keep giving us a view at the base of the bed while she rested her other foot on my lap. More lotion, and then I was stroking both women’s feet again, trying to hold to the same pattern as before, getting them used to me before working their soles. 

    It was difficult. Maybe you could even say… hard. 

    Rhiannon’s fingers teased her pussy with more urgency now, her glittering eyes fixated on Lara. I couldn’t blame her. Lara had her blouse up above one of her tits, her book falling to the ground as she cupped her breast and brought the nipple to her mouth. 

    “Fuck,” Rhiannon whimpered. “I want to watch you two together.” 

    “Mm,” Lara moaned around her own nipple. “I love that idea.” 

    I snorted breath through my nose like a bull. When I was finished with this massage I was definitely up for that. 

    Rhee’s foot trembled in my hand. I still couldn’t see much of her pussy aside from the outline of her fingers and her lips, but occasionally above her panty line I caught glimpses of a thatch of red hair, trimmed into a thin line. As I watched her and rubbed their feet, the stunning redhead pulled her fingers free and lifted her sweater up and over her head. Her perky tits were capped by cute nipples jutting upward a few degrees and I badly wanted them in my mouth. Lara moaned and let her breast go to drop her other hand to her clit. Rhiannon mirrored her, her foot escaping my grasp now and rubbing my cock. 

    “Fuck her,” she breathed, her words barely audible. “I need to see it.” 

    I knocked the lotion off the bed, uncaring where it went and lifted Rhiannon’s foot one more time to kiss it. When I let her go she scooted her chair so she could watch us in profile, her chest rising and falling as she drove her fingers back into her panties. 

    I twisted and crawled over Lara, pinning her in place as I kissed her. We’d given performances before, and both of us fell back into exaggerated flicks of our tongues and plenty of sidelong glances. I drew down my boxers, nudged aside Lara’s panties, and instead of fucking her, I shot down her body, grabbing her legs and throwing them over my shoulders. 

    “You want a show, I’ll give you a show,” I growled, and grabbed Lara’s panties to rip them off her. I knew I’d be buying her some new ones over the weekend for that. Totally worth it. She and Rhee gasped as one. I tossed Rhee the cloth and she brought it to her face, not to smell it, but to lick it for our show too. That made me grunt with need, and I shifted my focus back to Lara and her fingers at her folds, spreading herself wide for me.  

    I brought her ass up high off the bed, and dove down to feast on my favorite treat in the entire world. She was already so wet and ready for me. My sweet devil loved to be watched nearly as much as she loved watching. Her legs crisscrossed around my shoulders, her ankles interlocking. I was a happy man any time I got to make my girlfriend come, and loving her with my tongue was one of my favorite ways of going about it. 

    I slid my tongue through her depths, going deep the first few licks before I teased her outer lips. “Ahh,” she mewled for me, resting on her shoulders. Rhiannon whispered something underneath her breath, but the moment I had my lips against Lara’s cunt, I was hers and hers alone for a while. I lapped her wetness up. Lara rocked her hips up at me as best as she could, her attention divided between me and her roommate. 

    “This is wild,” Rhiannon breathed. Her phone buzzed and she glanced in its direction before returning her attention to us. “Fuck it, I’m too close.” 

    Slowly I guided Lara down until she rested fully on her back again, her ass in my hands.  Certain she had to be close, I zeroed in on her clit, taking it, teasing it. I slid three fingers into her. 

    “Oh fuck, that’s the spot, right there,” Lara said, her hands going to her hair to grip and tug at it. Her body rocked. “Nnn, suck my clit harder, baby…” 

    I did as I tapped and rubbed her spot, keeping the motions erratic the way she liked. Lara bucked upwards, her feet kicking against my back. 

    “Mike, that th-thing you did with your… your thumb that one time, against my ass…” 

    I understood, and slid my other hand around her bottom. My thumb went to her asshole and probed inside, just barely. That was all she needed. She started writhing and like that, her orgasm crashed through her. 

    “Fuck, fuck fuck, mmmnnnngh… mmngh… like that, like that, oh!” 

    She came, twisting, her hair still in her hands as her eyes fluttered. She quivered around my fingers. Rhiannon splayed her legs out wider, panting as she fingered herself faster and faster, pumping hard. 

    “Oh fuck, oh shit,” she whispered, “Mmm, mm, Lara, M-Mike… mm hm, mmm hmmm…” 

    Her head rolled back, her mouth opening wide. She nearly slid off her chair as her toes curled, her hips jerking apart and coming back together. A gasp whooshed out of her. “Oh, ohhh, oh wow, that was big, that was so good…” Her phone buzzed again and she groaned. “Shit, that’s gotta be my mom.” 

    As she stood on shaky legs, I let Lara down. My girlfriend griped my hair and tugged gently upwards. I obliged, grinning, and she kissed me hard, looping her hands around my neck. Into my ear, she whispered, “Why don’t we-?” 

    Whatever she was about to say was interrupted by Rhiannon. She sniffed, and said quietly, “They’re all right. They’ve been upstate.” She sighed. “I… should call them. I’m sorry.” 

    “No, no, don’t be,” I said, twisting over onto my side as Lara made room for me. “We’ll give you the room.” 

    Lara looked down at my slowly softening prick and hesitated. Rhiannon caught it and said, “No, you two have fun. I’ll be back in a while. I just… need to do this.” 

    “Sure,” Lara said. 

    Rhiannon dressed, a trickle of tears sliding down her face. Lara and I cuddled together, but the mood had evaporated and I knew what we were going to do, just as I’m sure Lara did too. When Rhiannon grabbed up her keys and her purse and left, Lara twisted towards me. 

    “I think I should be with her,” she said. 

    “I agree,” I said. 

    “I’m sorry. I know you’ll hurt.” 

    “Not like I can’t take care of myself.” I grinned and kissed her nose. “Hurry.” 

    She dressed in a hurry, blew me a kiss, and ran after her roommate. I dropped back into bed, an arm behind my head, and stared up at the ceiling as I started to stroke myself with the other, grinning despite the tension that the ending brought. 

    Well… so much for giving the whole monogamous thing a go. 
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    Home Comes to Us 

      

    The morning of homecoming saw me balls deep in Joanne from my drama class. Oh, don’t worry, I wasn’t cheating on Lara – in case the last chapter somehow escaped you, she knew, and was, in fact, shoving the tip of a rabbit vibe in and out of her pussy on her bed, perpendicular to us as I slammed my cock into my hot scene partner. 

    Ostensibly we were supposed to be studying for class on Monday, a short bit of back-and-forth dialogue. Instead, well… Lara got horny and suggested Joanne might be more comfortable sitting on my lap. Naked. Joanne thought she was kidding until I started taking off my shirt. 

    And now? Now I was enjoying one hell of a tight pussy from behind, with Joanne bent over the bed and laughing breathlessly. Her small tits made for perfect handfuls as I bent her over and jerked her body back and forth with every hard thrust. I didn’t know how many orgasms she had by that point – I thought four, Lara told me later she thought it was closer to six. I was so used to the women of my life screaming obscenities when they came that it was downright unnerving how quietly Joanne came. The only real tell with the first couple had been a hard shiver. After that, she was too boneless to really tell. Hell, maybe it was just the two. Maybe I’m just being vain. 

    Nahhhh. 

    Rhiannon was gone. I don’t mean that to sound melodramatic – she was just visiting friends across campus. I still wasn’t sure what exactly the deal was with her and her parents, but she hadn’t talked about it since and I didn’t pry. Lara knew, but she was sworn to secrecy and told me it was something interesting. She also said Rhiannon wanted to trust me, but there were reasons she wanted to be certain. I let Rhee know if I could do anything or if she ever needed an ear, I was there. She thanked me, and ever since had been bright and happy. Not because of me, just in general. Or maybe it was because of me. I’m a great guy. 

    Ahem. Back to my one-and-done session with Joanne. 

    “I… I think…” she gasped, grinning over her shoulder at me. “I think I’m… about at the end of… my rope.” 

    I pulled out and patted her ass as I stripped off my condom. Then I was on my girlfriend, grabbing her vibrator and flicking it off. “No need for Little Cowboy anymore,” I growled, and buried my face between her tits. I motorboated her as Joanne giggled again. She was a giggler. Cuter than hell, but… a giggler. 

    “No more Little Cowboy?” Lara asked. “Then you’d better give me my vibrator back “ 

    I pulled back long enough to cry out, “My ego! You’ve killed it!” 

    She reached down and grabbed my cock. “I bet I can make it better.” 

    Lara guided me into her and gave a deep, satisfied sigh as I slid home to her depths. Joanne gaped at the two of us. “Wow, you can take so much of him.” 

    Lara had the decency to blush, even as she was reaching down to play with her clit. She looked up into my eyes, her smile peaceful and as beautiful as ever. “Like he was made for me.” 

    I had been in the mood to be playful, but that switched to loving in a heartbeat, and I took my girlfriend slow and easy, cupping her cheek and kissing her often. She already came a couple times herself but rolled her hips up against me to an easy third, her breathy moans spurring me on. Joanne dressed and watched from Rhiannon’s bed, looking like a tornado hit her, her hair unkempt and matted to her head from sweat, her plentiful makeup running just enough to give her a sexy well-fucked look. All that I noticed but didn’t really pay attention to. Lara was my main event, then and always. 

    “I’m close,” I murmured to her. 

    “Joanne, want a taste of him?” 

    Joanne nodded, thankfully without a giggle. I pulled out of Lara, stroking my cock as I slid off the bed and walked to Joanne. She wasn’t as experienced with a big dick in her mouth as Lara, but that was okay. Her hand and mine did the bulk of the work, and soon I told her I was there. She pulled away and opened her mouth. I came across her chin, her tongue, deeper still. When I was finally finished, she swallowed and wiped up what was left with a finger. 

    “God, just one shot of you is more than my ex-boyfriend ever came,” she said, and popped the finger in her mouth to suck me down. 

    She dressed soon after that, and I grabbed up a pair of boxers off the floor. After I gave her a kiss on the cheek and another squeeze of her ass, I asked, “Want me to walk you out?” 

    “Stay with your girlfriend. She looks like she’s ready to cuddle her man.” Joanne winked at me. “See you in class… cowboy.” 

    I chuckled and watched her walk away with an overemphasized sashay. A couple other women were in the hallway. I grinned at them as they whispered to each other and stared. When Joanne hit the stairwell, I started to shut the door. 

    But before I did, I heard Joanne say “Oh hello! Here for homecoming?” 

    “We are,” a man said, his voice pleasant and soft – and very, very familiar. 

    “Mr. Denman?” I hissed at the exact same moment as Lara nearly fell out of bed scrambling to stand up. 

    “Dad?” 

    “Do you know Lara Denman?” Zack asked. 

    “Oh yes,” Joanne said. “She and her boyfriend are up there watching a movie. Go right in!” 

    “Oh, I’m going to kill her,” I said, laughing helplessly as Lara scrambled for her clothes. 

    “Shut it and spray some Febreze! They’ll smell the sex.” 

    A knock on the door. Mr. Denman said in a deep, faked baritone, “Pizza delivery.” 

    I shot for the Febreze on the windowsill and spurted Lara’s bed a couple times. She had her shirt half on, a pair of shorts mostly up, and wild, murderous look in her eye when the doorknob twisted. 

    “Dad, no!” Lara shouted. 

    “SurpriohmyGod,” Mr. Denman said, and slammed the door shut again. 

    Outside, I heard my mom of all people say, “Oh no. Not a movie?” 

    “Not one we want to see. Let’s give them a minute. Or ten.” 

    * * * 

    We took fifteen. 

    After a pair of hurried showers and the fastest toothbrushing I think I’ve done since I was maybe five or six, we finally made our way down to the common room in the dorm where both sets of our parents played foosball while they waited. My dad started clapping, joined quickly by my mom and Mrs. Denman. Mr. Denman – Zack – laughed too hard to join in. 

    And Lara… Lara started sobbing. 

    It took us all a minute to realize it was more than just tears of happiness and surprise. Tears shot forth from her like gunfire, and she wrapped her arms around herself, shaking like a leaf. I took her in my arms, kissing her forehead, trying to comfort her. Zack and Kathryn hurried to her too, and I gave up my position so they could hug her tight, whispering comforting words to her. 

    “I’m sorry. I’m sorry,” she finally choked out. “I’m, I’m so happy, it’s just… overwhelming.” 

    I thought back to something Rhiannon said, about Lara crying at an odd moment. Had something happened? Was she depressed? Questions I had to shelve until later. My parents came to me and hugged me, but our attention was on Lara as she finally started to come down.  

    “I’m sorry,” she finally said, dabbing at her eyes with a tissue from her mom. “I’ve been so emotional lately. Seeing you… I just broke down.” 

    “Are you okay, sweetheart?” Kathryn asked her, guiding her to a seat on one of the common room’s couches. 

    “Yes, yeah, everything’s… amazing. I mean, really amazing. I’m so happy with Mike and I love it here.” 

    “You two certainly seem to be, ah, still happy together,” Zack said. 

    Lara winced. “Let’s never, ever, ever, ever, ever-” 

    “Ever,” I chimed in. 

    “-talk about that.” 

    “You walked in a time or two on us,” Dad said cheerfully to me. “About time we returned the favor.” 

    “Oh God,” I said, slumping into another chair. “By the way, hi, how are you, what the heck are you doing here?” 

    “Homecoming!” Dad said. 

    “We’ve been planning this practically since the day you kids got your acceptance letters,” Kathryn said, giving her daughter one last squeeze. “We’re staying through the weekend, then going up through Orlando for a couple days.” 

    “Aw, that’s great,” Lara said. “Why don’t you all go with Mike to check out his dorm and I’ll clean up here? Meet up for breakfast at the cafeteria in a few?” 

    “Mr. and Mrs. Denman?” I asked. 

    “Sounds good. Sure you don’t want any help?” Zack asked his daughter. 

    Lara went beet-red. So did I.  “Um. Nope. I think I can, uh, handle it.” 

    My mom asked, “Hey, who was the young lady we ran into? Blonde, looked like she’d been getting a real workout. Seemed to know what you two were up to.” 

    “Yeah, time to go check out my dorm,” I said. 

    They wanted to look at the dorm’s kitchenette first and headed there while I grabbed Lara’s hand and held her back to talk alone a minute. Kathryn gave us a serious look but Zack spoke her name quietly. They let us be. 

    “You okay?” I asked. 

    “I don’t know,” she said. “I’ve been so emotionally up and down lately.” 

    “Kylie?” 

    “She’s a part of it but that doesn’t hurt as much anymore.” 

    I nodded and kissed her. “I love you, baby.” 

    “I love you. So much.” 

    * * * 

    Archie and Mattie sat outside our dorm, playing a game on their phones. Archie glanced up and grinned. “Those look like parents to me,” he said. 

    “Archie, this is my mom and dad, and these two wonderful, amazing, best in the world people are Lara’s parents, the Denmans. This is my roommate Archie and his… are you calling yourselves boyfriend and girlfriend?” 

    “We are,” Mattie said. 

    “We are?” Archie asked, looking pleased and startled all at once. 

    “We are,” she confirmed, drawing a chuckle from the old folks surrounding us.  

    I liked Mattie quite a bit. She was a stout, muscular girl with a face that tended towards naturally sour, but she reminded me a lot of my ex Megan in that there was a streak of devilish playfulness to her. A former wrestler in high school until a nasty chronic ear infection left her with a bad sense of balance, she came to Hudwell trying to figure out what was next in life. By the way, fun fact? Her affliction was called labyrinthitis. That’s not at all important but it’s the coolest sounding disease I’ve ever heard of. Not cool as in “I wish I had it,” but come on, if you have to say you have an illness, saying you have something called “labyrinthitis” is pretty badass. 

    Archie and Mattie stood up and got a round of hugs. Mattie’s own parents would be there soon, but they had a few minutes so they came up to the dorm room with us. 

    “Are your parents thinking of coming down sometime, Archie?” my mom asked. 

    “Over Thanksgiving break,” he said. “We’re going to stay in Key Largo for the week.” 

    “Oh, very nice,” my mom said. “Maybe we’ll come join you!” 

    I knew Archie was going to think she was serious so I cut in fast. “She’s joking.” 

    “Okay, good,” Archie said. “There are only two bedrooms. I could sleep on the couch if you really did want to come.” 

    “No, no, it really was a joke,” my mom said hastily. “But it does sound lovely.” 

    My dad and Zack gave each other a look like “can you believe this guy,” and I felt weirdly paternal in my irritation with them for it. Archie was Archie. He meant well, but he didn’t really have our social graces. 

    Come to think of it, that was probably the moment I stopped thinking about asking for a room transfer when the semester was done. Archie might have been odd but our problems living together could have been so much worse. He liked a clean room and he sometimes became socially clingy. That’s not so bad, in the grand scheme of things. He could have been into drugs or stole from me or acted sleazy towards Lara. Any of that would have been far worse and more likely with a different roommate. 

    The parents crowded the room and oohed and aahed like it was something other than a couple of beds, desks, and a TV stand. I mean, don’t get me wrong, it was a great dorm room as far as those go, but they’re all pretty much the same basic package. One thing did give Kathryn pause, and that was my plant in the window. 

    “Oh my God,” she said, and walked to it to pick it up. “Is that…?” 

    “Heart grass,” I said. She turned to look at me, and I smiled. “From Grandma Margo’s place. I pulled some when Lara and I went on our first date there. Well… our first real date.” Grandma Margo wasn’t my grandmother, but Lara’s. She might as well have been, though. We didn’t have a bigger cheerleader for our relationship than her, and it warmed my heart that I first made love to Lara out there at her grandmother’s farm while Margo was on a date of her own.  

    “Michael, that’s… that means a lot.” 

    I didn’t know what else to say, so I added lamely, “I need to repot some of it soon. It really does grow fast.” 

    “It does,” she said, on the brink of tears. I came to her and hugged her, and she hugged me back. “It’s so wonderful you two are still together.” 

    “Always, if she’ll have me.” 

    She pulled away, sniffing. “Now that I don’t think you need to worry about.” 

    * * * 

    Homecoming was a weird occasion at Hudwell, not the least because we didn’t actually have any formal sports teams. Instead, the school organized a series of events for the day, like a big track meet any of the students could sign up for. A lot of it was informally athletic in nature – swimming, running, even a town-wide marathon. Some of it was more intellectually based, like the semifinals and finals of a big chess tournament. Archie entered into the earliest rounds of that but lost out. I think he was happier that way, seeing as how Mattie was in two athletic events and he wanted to watch a lot of the rest. 

    And then some of the events were just… well… crazy. Water balloon tossing was open to everyone visiting the school that weekend. Everyone who competed used a water balloon slingshot to launch a balloon as far as they could, with the furthest winning some small prizes. My dad did really well in that one and netted the family a four-pack of bottled coffee and a fifteen-dollar gift certificate to a local pizza place. 

    Our parents, Lara and I entered a book-stack-and-race, something I’d never heard of and I suspected was made up by the track kids running it. It was pretty simple and fun. Extra books donated to the school library had to be grabbed from one table and brought to another. Speed was important, but seconds were shaved off for every book you brought with, so it was a balancing act. And don’t worry, book lovers. There was no chance of the books crashing open on the ground and having a page folded. The track team and the librarians wrapped each book in a T of twine, making sure the covers stayed closed. I did well with that event, winning a signed copy of a book by a famous local writer I later pawned off on my mom.  

    Like I’ve said, Hudwell Academy was a weird college. But at the end of the day, the heart of the place always shone through and unless you were dead-set against its morally loose aspects, it always won you over. 

    Lara’s parents and mine weren’t immune. Kathryn dunked our chancellor Samuel Morales with a softball toss. Lara paid the Pie Police five dollars (it was for a charitable cause, I think to the local food bank) to stop and fill a pie pan with whipped cream and chocolate sauce to smash it in my face. Another few minutes later I saw them chasing Mattie as she hollered at my roommate. Zack invited Kathryn to be his partner for the early afternoon dance contest, where I found out she was as graceful as a bird, while Zack… tried his best.  

    It was there we bumped into Dr. Apple, laughing and clapping among the onlookers as a student DJed from the campus bandshell. She spotted us and made her way through the crowd, eyes sparkling. Her coral dress was tasteful and flattering, emphasizing her figure without seeming too lewd. 

    “Mr. Maclin, are these your parents?” she asked. 

    “They are, and Lara’s are out there dancing.” I made introductions for the dozenth time that day, and without thinking about it, pressed a hand to Dr. Apple’s back when I spoke her name and gave her credentials as my advisor and our professor. Lara and Dr. Apple both gave me curious looks. Both of them seemed… pleased. 

    Dr. Apple broke away from me to shake hands. “It’s so very nice to meet you. Lara and Michael are exemplary students and wonderful individuals. I’m enjoying becoming their friend as well as their educator.” 

    “A woman as lovely as you without a partner for the dance?” my mom asked. 

    Dr. Apple chuckled. “Oh, I’m all left feet. Probably for the best.” 

    Lara nudged me. I held out a hand. “Come on, Professor. One dance?” 

    Dr. Apple grinned, took my hand, and I led her where there wasn’t so many people. Contrary to her statement, she was anything but uncoordinated, and shimmied – at arm’s length, if you were expecting a make-out session here – like a professional dancer. I was dumbstruck, but kept my dancing to the safest move a guy like me can do – swaying my hips and that’s about it.  

    “You’re great at this,” I shouted above the music. 

    “Love to dance!” she shouted back. She knew I was pretty blatantly staring at her hips and her smile showed it, dark and mischievous. Oddly, I didn’t feel like apologizing. Dr. Apple by that point had to know I found her attractive. Outside of that one encounter with Lara, I flirted with her every now and then, brief nothing comments about how great she looked or teasing her about little things. Never once had she stopped me or given me any indication she minded. She didn’t exactly return it, but I don’t think for a second she wanted me to stop looking. 

    The song ended and we returned to my family, now joined by Lara’s parents. Lara made introductions now, and stole me away for a dance of our own, much closer than the one with Dr. Apple. When we finished, both of us were flushed and I was having a hard time not dragging Lara back to her dorm. 

    Zack, who at the beginning of the summer warned me along with his wife not to hurt Lara, studied us both with a grin and said, “Maybe we should go explore the town, give you two time to, ah, clean up Lara’s room again?” 

    “We caught them by surprise this morning,” my dad said to Dr. Apple. “At the very worst time.” 

    “Ahhhh,” Dr. Apple said while I felt like melting into the ground and disappearing. “Young love.” 

    “Young lust,” Kathryn said. 

    “Mom!” Lara said. 

    Dr. Apple chuckled. “Will we see you all at the beachside barbeque tonight?’ 

    Lara and I glanced at our respective parents. We hadn’t discussed the plans for that evening. My dad took the initiative and said, “Sounds great! Can we bring anything?” 

    “Just yourselves. And a blanket or some towels to sit on.” 

    * * * 

    The barbeque was a big community thing, done annually ever since the school in its current incarnation was founded. Three barbeques churned out burgers and dogs as fast as they could be cooked to long lines of townspeople, college students, and family members. More tables under canopy tents were manned by staff and teachers. 

    Dr. Stone called Lara’s name from one of the dessert stations. We headed there first, and Lara made introductions. Dr. Stone, in turn, introduced us to her husband, Troy. I knew him from around campus as the head of security. He was a polite, intensely handsome guy in his mid-twenties, with a shaved head and a couple of tattoos on his arms. 

    While Lara and Dr. Stone talked about their book club, Troy got me aside and said, “Kara’s said good things about you both.” 

    That took me by surprise. “I’m sure she meant Lara.” 

    He chuckled and nodded to someone who said hello. To me, “Nope. You too. We had Dr. Apple over and she and Kara mentioned you by name.” He leaned in closer and said quietly so only I could hear, “And I think Kara might have some plans on the pair of you.”  I couldn’t stammer out a protest I’d never sleep with another guy’s wife – well, okay, technically I had that summer, but they were separated and getting a divorce – before Troy walked away. He palmed his wife’s butt discreetly and manned the table next to her. He looked at me and gave me a solemn nod. I nodded back, still trying to work up any sort of coherent response. 

    “Everything okay?” Lara asked me when I rejoined them. I was sure my eyes were about to pop out of my head. Across the table, Kara gave me a knowing grin, though Troy out of the corner of my eye looked completely serene. 

    “Uh. Yeah. Talk… talk later.” 

    We grabbed plates of food and headed for our blanket on the sand. I saw Mattie and Archie in the distance sitting with her parents. He gave me a thumbs-up and I gave him one in return. Lara saw where I was looking and waved as I sat down. 

    “Looks like things are going well for him,” I said. 

    “I thought you were going to murder him at the beginning of the semester,” Lara said. She patted my knee. 

    “It’s so nice of you to take him under your wing and help him out,” my mom said. 

    I frowned. “I’m not sure I like it phrased like that. He’s my friend. He would be just fine without me. Besides, you saw the room, how clean it was. I’m the lucky one.” 

    “Benny will be jealous,” my dad said and my mood lightened. 

    “He would be,” I agreed. 

    We talked how everyone was doing at home. Megan came to visit my parents before she left town for college at the state university back there. My mom said she looked sad, but seemed excited about college, which sounded like her. Benny and Julie were still together after they first hooked up right after graduation, with Benny living off campus and working at a ranching store. 

    By the time we were all caught up, Mom was helping my dad with some sunblock while Lara finished up her plate. She put it aside and said, “I want some of that apple pie.” 

    “Want me to run and get you some?” I asked. 

    “No, no, I better not,” she said reluctantly. She poked at her stomach. It was a little softer since we started school. “I weighed myself the other day. I’ve already shot past the freshman five and I need to watch it.” 

    “You look great,” I said at the same time as her mom said, “You look so good though, baby.” 

    “Thanks,” Lara said, but she still sounded dejected. “I just can’t stop eating sometimes. Or I wake up and I feel blah and I don’t want to eat until I’m so hungry I feel like just shoveling down food.” 

    I finished another bite of my burger. “We’ll figure out a better rhythm.” 

    “Moody. Hungry a lot,” her dad said ponderously, and Kathryn gave him a sharp glance that I completely missed as I stared blissfully out at the water, feeling good and mellow. 

    “Morning sickness,” Kathryn breathed. I took another bite. God, what a beautiful day. Good food, too.  

    My dad dropped his hot dog onto his plate and set it aside. My mom glanced between Lara and me. She asked quietly, “You two are being careful, right?” 

    “You know, now that you say it, I think I want a piece of pie. Did they have chocolate?” I asked, then looked around. Every eye was on me. Shocked. Stunned. “What?” 

    “Oh no,” Lara whispered. “Oh no no no.” 

    “What?” I asked again, thinking back through what they said. Lara was hungry. Then her parents mentioned her mood swings and her… 

    Morning sickness. 

    “Oh fuck!” I said, staring at Lara, forgetting my manners in front of our parents. “But you’re on…” 

    “The pill,” she agreed, her breath coming fast and sharp. 

    “Pharmacy. Kit,” I sputtered. 

    “Run. I’ll drink. Water. Meet you. My dorm?” Lara said, her words disjointed as she still stared at me. I bolted to my feet. 

    “I think I’ll go with you,” Kathryn said, her voice faint. I remembered the time she threatened me, before Lara and I went on our first date. She promised to do some grisly things to my favorite part of my anatomy if I hurt her. I said a silent prayer in my mind that she didn’t start now. 

    * * * 

    She didn’t. 

    I white-knuckled the steering wheel before we were even out of the parking lot. Before she could speak, I said, “Look, I know every threat you’re going to give me right now. All I can tell you is that if she is… preg…” I had a hard time finishing the word. “…pregnant, I will stand by her, whatever she wants to do.” 

    “I believe you,” Kathryn said. 

    “I…” I realized what she said and glanced aside at her. “You do?” 

    “Michael, I do not understand your lifestyle. Yours and Lara’s, I mean. There is only one man for me and I know I’m the only woman for him. But you and Lara have found your path. My parents didn’t understand why I loved Zack. And they didn’t understand when we decided to have Samantha before they thought we were ready financially. But you don’t have to understand someone to support them. I believe wholeheartedly you love our Lara completely.” 

    “I do,” I said. 

    “That’s all I need to hear.” She eyed me. “It wouldn’t be easy for either of you two.” 

    I nodded. “No. I… I don’t think it would be.” 

    “And that’s what I wanted to talk to you about. You’re both so bright, with such amazing futures ahead of you. This college, I know what it can do for your careers if you both stick with it and graduate. Lara deserves that, Michael. The best chance at the life she wants to make for herself.” 

    “And you don’t think that would be with me and a baby?” 

    “That’s not what I mean. She’s eighteen. You both are. You’ll come face-to-face with decisions that boil down to a choice between your hearts and your minds. I’m asking you to please, for both your sakes, choose carefully.” 

    We rode in silence the rest of the way. I ran in and Kathryn joined me. She was quiet and reassuring, helping me pick out a pregnancy kit from a reputable brand. I took a deep breath as I paid for it, and the clerk gave us a commiserative smile. 

    “Good luck, however you two want it to go.” 

    “Uh, us?” 

    “Thank you,” Kathryn said, and in the van again, laughed so hard she nearly cried. 
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    Oh Thank God 

      

    Lara wasn’t pregnant. 

    She whooped in her floor’s bathroom and came out dancing, holding her stick up high. For a moment, I had this really happy thought that it meant she was pregnant and I was going to be a father, but then she beamed at me and said, “Nope. Not pregnant.” 

    I came to her and kissed her. “I’m glad.” 

    She gave me a curious look. “You sure? You seem kind of disappointed.” 

    “I… guess I kinda was, there for a moment. I mean this is great news too. But… having a kid with you, that would be amazing, I guess.” 

    Her smile transformed, went beautiful and soft all at once, like a hazy picture of a good day. “You guess?” 

    “I guess.” 

    “I guess it wouldn’t be so bad having a kid with you either. Someday.” 

    “Someday,” I agreed, and kissed her again. Her mom poked her head out the door and Lara whooped again. I laughed and pinched her ass before following her into her dorm room. 

    Rhiannon sat on her bed, the rest of the gang on Lara’s and the chairs. Lara’s roommate gave us a lopsided grin. “So? Do I plan a shower or not?” 

    “Nope,” Lara said. “Not pregnant.” We got a round of congratulations, but then Lara’s expression changed. “But that means it really is the freshman five and I need to figure out how not to eat every single calorie I come across.” 

    “Actually…” Kathryn said. “I might have buried the lede here, but there’s a pretty good chance that you have the same hormone imbalances I had at your age.” 

    Lara gaped at her and swatted her arm. “Mom!” 

    “I know, I know, I should have told you at first, but… hey, I like the idea of being a grandmother. You’re on the pill, right?” 

    “I am,” Lara said. 

    “That used to really mess with my hormones. It could just be that. Try going off it for a while and see how it goes. And set something up with a gynecologist. They’ll do a FSH test.” 

    “Will that hurt?” Lara asked. 

    “Only a little. It’s just a blood draw,” Kathryn said, taking her daughter’s hand and squeezing it.  

    We saw our parents to their hotel, stole their extra shampoos and soaps – hey, we might have had some money from our summer jobs, but we were still college kids – and made plans to meet up in the morning. On the way to the dorms in my van, Lara started browsing for gynecologists in the area and frowned. 

    “There are a bunch of them around here and Miami,” she said. “I bet I could ask Dr. Stone or Dr. Apple.” 

    “Couldn’t hurt.” 

    She emailed them and put her phone away as we cruised down the street. “Mike, what you said earlier about us having kids someday…” 

    “Yeah?” 

    Her hand fell to my hip and squeezed. “I really want that too. It’d be crazy to try and do that in college, though. Us. A baby.” 

    “Yeah,” I said. 

    “I don’t know how that would work.” 

    “Yeah,” I said, and realized she was right. “Trying to take them with us to class….” 

    “Or daycare on what we make from summer jobs. I don’t think we could live in the dorms, either. Fun to imagine, though,” she said. “Ever thought about how many kids you want?” 

    “Huh. I guess I haven’t. I like having two older siblings,” I said. “Probably three like that. You?” 

    “Hm. I like how close Sam and I are, but… I don’t know, I like the idea of a big crazy family, too. Is that weird?” 

    “No, not at all.” 

    “I guess there’s one other big question we have to talk about.” 

    “What’s that?” I asked. 

    “Do we both want to get married someday? We like having other people involved with this, but I’d like to think at the center of it all it would be you and me.” 

    “I agree,” I said softly. “And yes. Someday I want to marry you.” 

    “Oh thank God,” she breathed. “We’ve never really talked about that before. I just… whooo.” 

    “Yeah. Wow. This… this got big in a hurry.” 

    “No kidding. I’m so scared but really happy right now.” 

    “Are you going to try going off the pill like your mom suggested?” 

    “I think so. Are you okay with condoms?” 

    “I don’t like them as much as skin-to-skin,” I admitted. “But yeah, if it’s going to help you balance things out, absolutely I’m fine with them.” 

    “God, I love having you come inside me. This is going to suck.” 

    “But it’s not forever,” I said, and took her hand. “Just a few years.” 

    “Yeah,” she said gloomily. “Totally going to suck.” 

    * * * 

    Did you think I named this chapter “Oh Thank God” because I was relieved Lara wasn’t pregnant? Nope. I meant, oh thank God our families left without too much more drama. 

    My parents bought some of those cool mascot shirts I mentioned way back at the beginning of this story – don’t worry if you barely remember that – and Lara’s parents some headbands and hats. They looked like lovable dorks decked out in their new clothes and Lara and I laughed our way through some family photos. We ate breakfast together at the cafeteria and went with them to a grocery store, where they stocked Lara and I up on drinks and snacks for the dorm rooms. 

    Like that, it was time to see them off to their trip to Orlando. We went through a last round of tearful hugs. Kathryn was the last to hug me, and started cackling madly as she pulled away. “Us! Having a baby!” she said, the joke still so funny to her she gasped out the words. 

    “Hey now,” I said, “you want to run away with me, I’m just a phone call away.” 

    “Oh Lord,” Lara said, sniffling. 

    Zack held my gaze, and I remembered something he said to me when Lara and I started dating, that if I hurt Lara, I wasn’t just letting her down but all the people who expected better of me, including him. I hoped I was doing okay in his eyes but honestly I wasn’t too worried about that. I was doing the best I could by Lara and no one could ever take that away from me. 

    “Be good to her,” he said softly. 

    “Always.” 

    We saw them off, and Lara buried her head against my chest, waving without looking until they were out of sight. Then she looked up into my eyes and whispered. “You want to marry me someday.” 

    “Well… if your mom doesn’t call me first.” 

    “Ass.” 

    * * * 

    If you’ve ever had a medical test done, and if you’re old enough to be reading this I’m assuming you have, you know the way storytellers condense time so characters get appointments within seemingly hours and find out the news right away. The truth is, reality’s not like that but it’s done for a really good reason – sometimes you want to get to the point without dragging on the mundanities of real life. Everything that I’m about to describe actually took place over a stretch of a month, nearly all the way to Halloween, but because I’ve got that magic pen, let’s get one of the more tense periods of Lara’s life out of the way in one swoop. 

    She spoke to both Dr. Apple and Dr. Stone. They recommended separate gynecologists from the same clinic, but agreed either way Lara was going to be in good hands. She went with the one available the soonest, Dr. Whailey. There would be two appointments, the first to get a blood draw done for the FSH test, and the second to speak to Dr. Whailey herself. The first appointment could be done at the local hospital, so we went up there one day after classes. I sat in the waiting room gritting my teeth and trying to read a car magazine while Lara was jabbed with a needle. Several times, in fact. Her veins apparently loved playing hide-and-go-seek, and in a few hours, she had some nasty bruising. 

    We ditched the roommates that night and walked through the surf hand-in-hand, not saying much. I wanted to make love to her there in the sands, to reassure her with my body in a way my words couldn’t. This wasn’t a life-or-death situation – her hormone imbalance had probably been chemically caused by the pill and hopefully getting off it would help her balance things out. But she was still scared in an indefinable way. Sometimes all a person can do is endure that, and she did. 

    I guess I was scared too. No, there’s no guessing about it. I was. Not about her tests, but about her getting pregnant. I did want to have kids with Lara and I still felt that strange pang of disappointment her test came back negative, but in those days I thought a lot about Kathryn’s words to me. I knew the subtext of that conversation, that having a baby with me at eighteen would be a disastrous move for Lara’s career. I realized she was right. Lara deserved the best chance in life she could have. 

    In the time between her blood draw and her appointment with Dr. Whailey, Lara and I stopped being moony-eyed kids and started to become partners. 

    * * * 

    Lara scheduled the appointment on a Friday, and we took our afternoon classes off to drive halfway to Miami. We planned to make a weekend of it, finally going to the city together for the first time. Rhiannon was going to join us that evening, introduce us to a friend with whom we’d be staying, and the four of us would dance the weekend away.  

    Being off the pill helped Lara feel more herself. She’d already lost a couple of the pounds she gained since starting school, and looked rosier by the day. Neither of us liked having to use a condom, but it wasn’t the end of the world. I did spend a damn fortune on the things, though. Then again, I would have spent quite a bit more not using them, so it was a price I was willing to pay. 

    The hospital housing Dr. Whailey and a team of her fellow gynecologists was a sleek white and black  sprawl. We arrived half an hour early and found a coffee shop just beyond the gorgeous faux-marble (or maybe it was real marble – they sure charged enough that it was a possibility) foyer. As we sipped coffee, Lara reached across the table and took my hand. 

    “It’ll be okay,” she said, smiling beatifically. 

    “Isn’t that my line?” 

    “You’ve been tapping your foot ever since we sat down. I know you’re scared. But I’m already feeling better.” 

    “Lara… something your mom said to me has been on my mind a lot lately.” She raised an eyebrow but said nothing, so I kept going. “She wanted me to know she’d support us, no matter what happened. But also she wanted for you to have the best foot forward, career-wise and in life.” 

    Lara pulled her hand away. “And if I know you, you’re wondering if that’s without you.” 

    “Yeah,” I said, pulling at my collar. “I guess I am.” 

    “So do you want to break up with me then?” 

    She asked the question calmly as she studied me and brought her coffee to her lips again.  

    “If it’s what you-” 

    “No,” she said, and didn’t quite slam the cup down, but it was pretty damn close. “This isn’t about me. I made up my mind about loving you a long time ago, so don’t you dare make this like it’s my decision. You don’t know what’s best for me and it’s pretty fu…” She looked around and realized she was close to shouting. “It’s pretty assholish of you to think you do. Things got serious, Mike, and it spooked you. It scared me too but guess what? We’d figure it out. So what do you want? You want to rip my heart out of my chest because you’re scared of something we both want? How in the hell do you think that would make my life better than us trying to make it together?” 

    “Tell him, honey,” our barista said from behind the counter. 

    I grimaced. “I guess I didn’t… I just… goddamn it, of course I don’t want to break up with you.” 

    Lara sniffed and stood up. “It’s time for my appointment. Unless you think you understand my body better than my doctor, the same way you do with my heart.” 

    It was such a ludicrous thing to say, so overly dramatic that I froze. She stared at me, I stared at her, and I couldn’t help it. I cracked up. She should have thrown the coffee on me. She should have stormed away. 

    Instead, her anger passed, and Lara cracked up too. 

    * * * 

    Lara went in to see Dr. Whailey alone. I tried not to feel like a kaiju stomping all around the waiting room, but when the planned fifteen minutes turned to twenty and then thirty, my fear took over and I started pacing the room slowly. When I got looks from the patients and the receptionist, I went out into the hall and tried not to drive myself crazy. 

    Another five minutes after that the door leading back to the clinic opened and Lara stepped out, her purse under her arm. She looked at me and walked right past out into the hallway. 

    “Lara, come on, you can be pissed at me but at least tell me what’s going on. I’m freaking out here.” 

    “Jerk.” 

    “I know.” 

    She scrunched up her lips and her hand stabbed at mine. We stopped by the bathrooms and before she went in, she said, “Mom was right. It seems like the pill was screwing with my hormones. Dr. Whailey wants me to come back in a few months when I’ve been off it longer, and see how we’re doing then.” 

    “Okay,” I said, my relief a trickle at first until it became a flood. “So… no surgery, nothing like that?” 

    “No medication either, at least for now,” she said. 

    I let go of her hand to hug her tight. She was tense in my arms and didn’t loosen up. That was okay. She didn’t pull back either. “I’m glad you’re okay.” 

    The storm in her eyes parted for the moment. “Me too. You’re making it up to me this weekend.” 

    “However you want me to.” 

    There was a hint of the lunatic to her grin, and I wondered what I’d just signed up for. 
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    Making Amends 

      

    We had time to kill and Lara had an idea about how I would be apologizing. She wouldn’t tell me what it was as she brought up directions on her phone. 

    We drove into Miami for the first time together. It’s a strange city, breezy and beautiful, especially Coral Gables and South Beach. But there’s an edge to it too, a hustle I’ve never really gotten used to. In no other city in the United States apart from maybe New York or Vineport is the divide between the haves and the have-nots so stunningly sharp. You’re either living it up in one of the most gorgeous areas of the world or you’re racing to and from endless tract housing to service those brilliant, colorful parts of the city. 

    All that and you might think I dislike Miami. In reality, I like it quite a bit, but I’ve never actually had to live there. Hudwell you could consider to be one of its furthest suburbs, but that’s not quite right. They are different worlds. Hudwell is its own community, has its own style. It is, at its core, a sleepy, good-natured place. Miami is about succeeding. It’s about flash and a certain lifestyle. That’s not a bad thing. But I wasn’t that kind of a shark. Neither was Lara. 

    That’s why it surprised me so much when we found the shop she was looking for, a boutique clothing store in a trendy part of the city. It took us twenty minutes to find parking, and we ended up having to walk three blocks in the muggiest heat I’ve ever experienced.  

    The interior of the store was all white, save for two thin strips of black on the ceiling housing track lighting. I don’t mean it was mostly white. I mean there wasn’t a surface in that store that wasn’t gleaming ivory. There were only maybe eight racks of clothes in the entire store. No mannequins in sight, either. This was not a place for mannequins. Nothing was displayed in the windows. You either knew you wanted to come to this place or you didn’t walk in the door. 

    A stunningly gorgeous Latina in a frilled black miniskirt and a lemon-colored top approached us. Her long legs were emphasized by high heels and a sheen of lotion. “Hello, welcome!” she said. 

    “Hi!” Lara said brightly. “My boyfriend… well, maybe he’s my ex-boyfriend since he seems to know what I need and what I don’t-” 

    “Her boyfriend,” I said, smiling tightly. 

    “-has really, really pissed me off today and he’s going to pay for it. I was going to ask what you have in powder blue or paisley, but I like that sequined tunic on display up there. What do you have that would go with that?” 

    The clerk, not a bit fazed by our obvious tiff, showed Lara to the skirts while I snuck a peek at the sequined top. Jesus. If the skirt cost half as much as that top, I’d be saying goodbye to over three hundred dollars. I made a good chunk over the summer but gas money was eating that up. 

    Lara had never been the type to use money as a weapon. Not once. Was this an aspect of herself she’d never shown me? It made me sweat thinking about it. If we were going to go on shopping sprees like this every time we fought, I’d be broke by next semester. 

    I watched in dawning horror as Lara picked out a short, ruffled skirt I knew she’d look amazing in, but which I also knew I couldn’t afford. Our fight, which had been running more towards a Cold War confrontation, was about to go full nuclear, I feared. I stepped forward and said, “Lara.” 

    “Yes. This is the one, I think. Do you have a dressing room where I can try it on?” 

    “Oh yes, right back this way,” the clerk said, smirking. 

    “Lara,” I said, louder. She looked in my direction. “I’m sorry. I’ll tell you it time and time again, but this… I can’t afford this. Someday I hope I can.” 

    The fire in her eyes softened, and finally she grinned. “Good. Glad to see you actually thinking this time and communicating with me. Mike, this is Rosario.” 

    “I was wondering how far you’d take that,” the clerk – Rosario – said. 

    “What?” I asked, then caught on. The name of Rhiannon’s friend, the one we’d been staying with, I heard Rhee call her Rosa. Short for… “Ohhh.” 

    Lara laughed and hugged Rosario. “Thanks for playing along. He was being a doofus earlier. Tried to break up with me.” 

    “What? With you?” 

    “That’s not how it went.” I sighed. “Doesn’t matter. Yeah. I was an idiot.” 

    I shook hands with her and Lara explained that she and Rosario had been texting about their plans for the weekend. While she was waiting for her doctor, she texted Rosa and filled her in on the plan to poke some fun at me. 

    Rosario glanced at a clock. “I’m off work in another half hour. There are a bunch of great shops and restaurants on this street if you want to take a walk until then. I’ll text you when I’m off and show you the way home.” 

    “Sounds great,” I said. She and Lara hugged, and we set off, sans a new blouse and a skirt. 

    Outside, Lara took my hand and squeezed it. “Through thick and thin,” she said. “Promise me, Michael.” 

    I brought her hand to my lips and kissed it. “I promise.” 

    “Good.” She pulled away and walked backwards, grinning. “And you’re still making it up to me later.” 

    Well. Color me intrigued. 

    * * * 

    We killed half an hour window shopping and stopped for a couple small citrusy smoothies from a restaurant with a lovely veranda. As we finished up our treats, Rosario texted us to let us know she’d be done in five. We walked back just in time to see her come out the front door, shouldering a sleek tan purse Lara loved. 

    “Oh honey, you’re not walking away this weekend without it on your shoulder,” Rosario said. 

    “I’m not taking that!” Lara exclaimed. 

    “I’ve got so many purses it’s ridiculous. You’d be the one doing me the favor.” Rosario eyed me. “You want one too?” 

    “Got a closet full myself,” I said. 

    Rosario grinned. “I like him.” 

    “He’s all right when he’s not being a butthead.” 

    We hopped in Rosario’s convertible, which gave me my first pause of the night. That store must have paid damn good money, I thought, or maybe she had a rich relative, or a playboy on her arm. Or maybe it was none of my business, I also thought, mentally kicking myself. 

    She knew the garage attendant and he let her in to drop us off at the van, even talking him down a few bucks on the price. We followed her to a modern high-rise near Biscayne Beach. When we rejoined her, I stared up at the building, stunned. “This is cool as hell.” 

    “Thanks! My roommate and I sacrificed some space to be closer to the beach, but we like it. You’ll have her bedroom this weekend. She’s off on a photoshoot.” 

    “Oh, she’s a model?” Lara asked as we followed Rosario into the building. 

    “Yeah. She just got a huge break with an energy bar company. Overnight, like fifty thousand subscribers on Bottlegenie for her.” 

    “Wow, that’s amazing,” Lara said. “You’re pretty enough you could be a model too.” 

    “I do that on the side,” Rosario said as we approached an elevator. “It’s how I really pay the bills but it’s not what I want to do forever. What about you though?” She eyed Lara up and down appreciatively and reached out to brush her arm. “You’re definitely sexy enough.” 

    Lara blushed. “No, never. But thank you.” 

    The elevator doors opened and we waited for a trio of older folks to step off. On board and rising up, I said, “How do you know Rhiannon?” 

    “Same modeling circles,” Rosario said. 

    “Oh, I didn’t know she modeled,” I said. “That makes sense though.” 

    I was intrigued by that. Rhiannon, a model? I had her as a friend on Bottlegenie but I’d never seen any mention of her modeling in her posts. Then again, given she was in college, she probably didn’t want to draw that kind of attention to herself. On that end, I was completely right. 

    Rosario’s condo was fronted by a narrow living room with a slim couch. Instead of a TV, a pair of desks were topped by expensive-looking computers and video recording gear. Off to one side was a small kitchen, and further in were two bedrooms and a luxurious bathroom. Both the bedrooms had sliding French doors that led out onto a pair of slim balconies. 

    “This one will be yours,” Rosario said, gesturing at the bedroom with a frond-pattern blanket on the bed. 

    “This is beautiful,” Lara said. “Thank you so much for letting us stay here.” 

    “It’s nothing! Any friend of Rhiannon’s.” 

    We didn’t have long to wait for Lara’s roommate. When I went down to grab our suitcase and overnight bag from the van, Rhiannon pulled into an empty guest spot. When she got out, she was grinning. 

    “Hey Mike! Heard Lara made you do some retail apologizing earlier.” 

    I chuckled. “Almost. Guess I was being sort of an idiot.” 

    When she pulled out a small rolling suitcase of her own, she puffed out her considerable chest and imitated Lara, “Mike. I know what’s best for you so I’ve decided we should break up.” 

    “All right, all right, I was definitely being an idiot. No guessing about it.” 

    She laughed. “Hey, I’m glad I caught you alone. I wanted to talk to you about this weekend.” 

    “What’s up?” 

    “I don’t want to come across as condescending, and if this is going to cause a fight, forget I said anything.” 

    “All right, now I’m kind of worried.” 

    “Don’t be.” We started walking towards the condo, rolling our luggage behind us. “Miami can be expensive. The kinds of places I plan on dragging you two this weekend, it’s going to be kind of crazy. I have done all right for myself, so unless it’s going to be a problem, I’d like for this weekend to be my treat.” 

    “You know I made good money mowing lawns this summer,” I said, my pride pierced but not mortally wounded. This was the second time in a day I felt financially inadequate. Bleh. 

    “We’re talking upwards of twenty-five bucks a cocktail.” 

    “Jesus!” I blurted, then looked around. I hadn’t scalded anyone’s ears, so I continued with a quieter tone. “You sure?”  

    “Absolutely.” 

    “Then I appreciate that, Rhiannon. Let me know how I can make it up to you.” 

    She eyed me. “I can think of one way,” she said softly. “If Lara’s into the idea too.” 

    “I’m thinking she will be,” I said, just as softly. “But I don’t want to give you any wrong ideas right up front. Lara’s the love of my life. We have fun on the side but you know our story, what happened with our cheating friend back home.” 

    We stepped on the elevator and Rhiannon let go of her suitcase to squeeze my arm. “I know. I don’t want to come between the two of you. I’ll admit, I care a lot about Lara, but I know she loves you as much as you love her. I’m not Kylie. I know whatever fun we have is going to be temporary and I’m okay with that.” 

    When we rejoined Lara and Rosario, they had their purses upended on the two-person kitchen table and were scooping up Lara’s things into her new purse. Rosario squealed Rhiannon’s name and came to her for a long hug and a very, very friendly and exploratory kiss with some serious tongue. Lara caught my eye and grinned. I mouthed, “Wow,” at her and she nodded frantically. 

    With time to kill until dinner and dancing, we changed into beach gear and walked down the street to the sands. It was crowded, and when we snagged a spot, immediately two ripped guys walked over, shirtless and swaggering. 

    Before they could even speak, Rhiannon pressed a hand to my back. “We’re taken,” she said. 

    “And where are your boyfriends then?” one of the guys asked Lara and Rosario. 

    “Like she said…” Lara said, dropping a hand to my hip. “Taken.” 

    Rosario stunned me by getting up on her knees and scooting over onto my lap. “Aren’t we, Daddy?” she asked. 

    “Whoa, holy shit, dude. You’re cleaning up,” one of the guys said, and held out a fist. I kissed Rosario’s shoulder and fist-bumped the guy. They rooster-walked it up the beach, already set on new targets. 

    “Daddy?” Rhiannon asked her. 

    “I thought it was funny,” Rosario said. wrapped an arm around my shoulders and kissed my cheek. “Going to be a lot of that here. You’ll have to let everyone know we’re yours this weekend.” 

    I looked at Lara. She grinned, and said, “Well, Daddy? Think you can handle the three of us?” 

    “Happy to try,” I said, and flexed my cock against Rosario’s taut ass. 

    * * * 

    Dinner was mofongo, which Lara and I had never tried before. For you yokels like me, it’s fried and mashed plantains topped or stuffed with meats, vegetables and sauce. I liked her shrimp-stuffed one, she liked my pork-topped one, and we ended up swapping. That night began my great love affair with Puerto Rican food. My sincerest apologies to my dad and Benny’s father, the self-proclaimed kings of barbeque, but Puerto Rican slow roasted pork is next to divine and no one does it better than they do in Miami. I’ve tried making it a hundred times, and mine is good – but if you want great Puerto Rican or Cubano food, you have to go to Miami.  

    We headed back to Rosario’s briefly to shower up and change into our dancing clothes. I wore a pair of black khakis, a matching tee, and a charcoal gray button down open over all of it. I was the first one changed and sat on the bed, watching Lara slip into a slinky, tiny red dress. 

    “Ohhh,” I said, practically drooling. “That’s new.” 

    “You like?” she asked, tossing her hair back to look at me and wink as she thrust her bottom out. 

    “Very much so. The dress is okay too.” 

    For that she came over and straddled my lap, I gripped her ass as she kissed me. She smelled like wildflowers and something else, something like dew in spring. 

    “You’re going to be the sexiest woman out there,” I said, thrusting my hardening cock up as if to prove the point. 

    “Mm. And you are going to turn every woman’s head.” She pushed my chest until I was sprawled out on my back, grinning lazily up at her. She ground on me and cupped her magnificent tits through the flimsy fabric. “You were really going to walk away from this?” 

    “I’d do anything for you, Lara. Next time though I won’t be such an idiot about it. Hey. You should know Rhiannon came onto me on the way up, but she didn’t want to do anything without you knowing or being there. She knows our rules and how crazy we are for each other.” 

    “Mm hm. She told me too.” Lara slid off me and held out a hand. I took it and sat up. “I want us to have fun this weekend. And beyond, if Rhee wants that.” 

    I nodded. “If you’re okay with it, I’m certainly not going to say no.” 

    * * * 

    I saw the line for the club and thought there was no way we were getting in before midnight. As it turns out, though, being on the arm of three of the most gorgeous women in Miami has some perks. We waited only about two minutes before one of the bouncers walked to us and gave us a nod. 

    “What’s up, Rosa?” he asked, his voice as thick as he was. 

    “Oh hey, didn’t know you were working here.” 

    “Yup. Last month. Come on through.” 

    “These three are with me,” Rosario said. 

    He eyed me. “ID?” 

    I noticed he didn’t card the women. I dug out my ID and passed it over. He’d been tagging underage people in line with yellow wristbands, but when he handed my ID back, he didn’t pull one off his slab of an arm. “All right. Go on ahead.” He turned and bellowed, “Tom, four coming.” 

    Rosario leaned up and kissed his cheek. He made a “yow,” sound and grinned, but didn’t get handsy with her. I nodded to him and we followed Rosario down the line of grumbling, irritated would-be dancers. 

    The club was split into three parts, all of which we’d visit that night. The first, and most massive, was an electric blue-themed dance floor, with spirals of digital lights hanging from the ceiling and pulsing with the music being DJed. The second was outdoors, with a view of a canal system. It would have been pretty without all the people but if you were there, the landscape wasn’t the view you were looking at. The third was an upstairs lounge, surrounded on all sides by digital projections of the DJ, the people on the first floor, computer-generated figures dancing and moving together, and a wall of lyrics. It was garish but incredibly cool.  

    Rosario guided us through swarms of dancers like a surgeon wielding a scalpel, and soon we wound up in one of the few parts of unoccupied real estate on the first floor. We drew close together, all four of us, and it was like a switch flicked on. I was still looking around, totally wowed, when all three of my companions started dancing. 

    After that, I didn’t give much of a fuck about the club. 

    I was a terrible dancer, but I knew enough to pretty much just shimmy my hips and try to look affably comfortable there without getting too into it. Lara was good, though compared to the other two, she was as awkward as I was. Rhiannon and Rosario, well… this was their story. They moved like silk, sliding, dipping, weaving. Their every movement drew my eyes, and I wasn’t alone. Lara watched too, lips parted, heat rising in her cheeks and not just from the temperature of the room. 

    Rhiannon turned to Rosario, and the Latina beauty turned in the same direction, pressing her ass back against Rhee’s groin and grinning over her shoulder. Rhiannon kissed her neck and wrapped her arms around her, swaying tight. Their gazes flicked to us, and Rosario curled a finger at Lara. My girlfriend came to them and Rosario pulled her in, Lara’s ass to her as hers was to Rhiannon. I pulled out my camera – I was on picture duty that night – and snapped one of the three of them, Lara laughing, Rosario grinning, and Rhiannon looking sultry as ever. 

    Ten minutes later, Rhiannon broke away, shouting something and pantomiming drinking. She disappeared into the crowd and we kept on dancing, this time Rosario grinding up on my left hip while Lara took my right, watching Rosario to see how she was doing it. I brought my hands to their backs, sliding across Rosario’s bared skin and the sleek fabric of Lara’s dress. Rosario turned further until she was looking up at me, one hand going to my pecs, the other my ass. She moaned, though I couldn’t hear her over the music. Lara guided her in front of me and pushed until her butt ground on me like she’d been doing to Rhiannon. I was already hardening and Rosario had to feel it against her mesh skirt-clad ass. I wrapped my arms around her and swayed with her as she moved to the beat. She smelled good, like cinnamon, and as I watched Lara for a reaction, I kissed and nibbled on her neck. Rosario shivered against me, that fantastic ass grinding harder against my stiff cock. 

    She pulled away, going to Lara, looping her arms around her neck and dancing practically forehead to forehead. Their eyes were serious now, and Lara shocked me by straight up kissing the other woman. Rosario’s eyes widened for a fraction of a moment, and then she was kissing Lara back, hands sliding down along Lara’s sides. 

    We might not have made it off the dance floor without fucking if Rhiannon hadn’t come back when she did. A guy chased her, some sleek-looking dude staring right at her ass. I pulled her in with an arm around her waist and kissed her as Lara had been with Rosario. Just like at the beach, the guy zeroed in on the other two women and they came to me, each of them getting a kiss from me too. Only then did the guy back off. Rhiannon doled out martinis to the other two women and a cocktail to me that turned out to be whiskey and soda. She led us off the dance floor and outside to the much-needed cooler air. 

    It was still loud out there, but we could at least hear each other shout. We talked a few minutes and drank, trying not to get pushed around by clubgoers vying to get closer to the balustrades. When we finished our drinks, we headed back inside and Rosario led us to trio of security guys standing in front of an elevator bank. She pulled her ID from her purse and one of the guys checked her against a clipboard. He nodded and gestured at the elevators. We headed up into a much less crowded second-floor. 

    All around me was beauty and handsomeness on such a level it felt surreal. We’re talking magazine cover levels of attractiveness. And here I was, a nobody in an outfit that maybe cost a hundred and twenty bucks, sneakers included. I realized with some amusement I was the hanger-on, the guy along for a ride he’d never forget but who would, ultimately, be forgotten. Not by Lara and probably not by Rhiannon, but to Rosario, I was almost certainly a blip on her radar. 

    When they danced together again, I knew I was right. Rhiannon and Rosario didn’t dance for my attention. Oh, sure, they had their fun teasing me and used me when guys drew near, and I had a feeling I was definitely going to get mine. But their focus was almost entirely on Lara. Who could blame them? Even in a field of gorgeous women, she stood out. She was down-home beautiful, built to look like sex and sweetness. I don’t think she ever realized how she drew every eye. I don’t think she knew how bright she burned in the world, how she pulled people to her. 

    And for some reason, Lara Denman loved me. 

    Why the hell did I ever try and break up with her? 

    In one of the rare moments of quiet as the drop was about to hit in the music, I shouted that question to her. She grinned, looped her arms around my neck, and kissed me.  
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    Hey, Remember that First Chapter’s Title? 

      

    Everyone needed a shower after the sweaty night spent dancing. I would go last, I was told, and I settled on the couch to wait. Rosario came out of her room with a decorative wooden box and asked me, “Do you smoke?” 

    “Weed? Yeah, on occasion.” 

    “Know how to roll a joint?” 

    “Sure.” 

    “Roll us up a couple. If you want to smoke one, do it out on the balcony.” 

    I rolled while I waited, left one in the box, and took the other one with a black Zippo and a glass of ice water out to the balcony. I lit up, took a deep drag, held the smoke, and tried to think of the last time I smoked a joint. Probably… the music festival that summer with Megan and some friends. I blew out the smoke in a long stream. Good memories. Good weed, too. 

    I heard a hair dryer, and a few minutes later, Lara came out onto the balcony in a slinky silk camisole of hers, one of my favorite outfits on her. I offered her the joint and she took it. 

    “God, it’s been a long time since I smoked,” she said as she breathed out a lungful. 

    “I was just thinking the same thing.” 

    “You think Archie’s ever been high?” 

    I thought about that. “I don’t know. I don’t think it’s ever come up. He takes medication now and then to calm down about things so… maybe. I’ll have to ask.” She passed the joint back to me and I said, “I got really irritated with my parents when they said I was doing well with him, like I was his minder.” 

    “I know, I saw.” 

    I took two long puffs and let them out around my words. “He’s a good guy.” 

    Lara looked back at the inside of the condo. “We both got lucky with our roommates.” 

    “Yeah. The school sure can pick them.” I held the joint out to her and she took it again. We finished most of it off. Both of us were feeling good, mellow. I’d never gotten high and slept with someone before, but I liked how carefree it made me. When Lara turned to look at the view, I raised the hem of her camisole, staring at her butt and stroking it. My hand dipped lower, and murmured, “You’re wet already.” 

    “I’ve been on edge since the nightclub.” She looked up at me, an eyebrow raised. “Want to do something about that?” 

    I stubbed out the joint and dropped my khakis. She turned her head back towards the view as I stepped behind her, palming her ass again and bringing my cock to her slit. She moaned oh so softly as I slid into her. My love, always so eager for me. I fucked her as slow as a wave crashing inland, but deep, every inch of me filling her. 

    “Come inside me as much as you can this weekend,” she said. “I want to feel it while I can.” 

    I thrust into her again, making her tits bounce. She leaned over the rail, arms crossed. “You really love that, don’t you?” 

    “It’s more than a sex thing,” she said dreamily. “I want a baby with you. Maybe more than I’ve ever wanted anything else. When you finish inside me, it’s like… mm… a promise. Someday it’s going to be for real, and… and I’ll have us growing in me, and we’ll make something beautiful and ours.” 

     “I love the sound of that,” I murmured. 

    I pulled down her shoulder straps and palmed her tits, stroking them as I backed in and out of her, our breaths even, our bodies relaxed. Then Lara wanted to see me, so I pulled out of her and she guided me inside, pushing me onto the bed and sitting on my lap, kissing me long and slow as she eased down onto my cock with a pleased whimper. Her auburn hair fell across her eyes and I swept it aside to kiss her again and again. Our bodies rocked together and our minds floated on the breeze. 

    I heard Rosario and Rhiannon talking by the door to the bedroom but I didn’t care what they said. My entire focus, stoned as I was, was on Lara, and hers was on me. Two women settled in beside us, just watching at first, but soon I felt warm lips on my shoulder, my neck. Finally I broke my gaze away from Lara and looked to see Rosa staring at me. I reached up and gripped her chin to kiss her too. 

    On the other side of us, Rhiannon stroked Lara’s back. Her eyes asked Lara an unspoken question – the question. They were about to stop being just roommates and move into something more. Lara, like me with Rosario, reached for Rhiannon and brought her in for a soft, gentle kiss.  

     Our bodies took back over. Lara rolled her hips on me, her breasts brushing my chest. Rosario kissed me with a deepening need, her hand scraping along my back down to the top swells of my ass. I had my hands firmly on Lara, aware in a distant sort of way we were both high as hell and not wanting her to fall backwards. Also, I just really loved her ass in my hands when she was riding me, stoned or not. 

    Lara pulled back from Rhiannon long enough to draw a breath. “Mike. Put me on my back so I can taste Rhee.” 

    Both our companions pulled away and I held Lara tight as I stood, my head swimming pleasantly with the weed. I twisted Lara and laid her out on the bed. Her hair spilled across the comforter and she stretched like a lazy cat before curling a finger at her hot roommate. Rosario stood beside me and watched, her hand still on me, stroking my back, my ass. I pulled her in closer and said to her, “Lay down beside Lara. I can finger you while I’m fucking her.” 

    “Mm, that sounds like a plan,” Rosario said, and did just that. 

    When she crawled on all fours beside Lara, I stared at her terrific taut ass and growled, “I’m going to take you just like that, from behind, your face in my girlfriend’s cunt.” 

    Her lips parted and she gave me a look of delicious lust before flipping over onto her back. The two of them shared a kiss for the first time as Rhiannon knelt on the bed beside Lara’s head. When Rosario pulled back, Lara turned towards her roommate and said, “Let me take care of you, baby.” 

    Rhiannon scooted closer and lifted one leg over Lara’s head. She settled her shaved pussy onto Lara’s lips, and cupped her breasts as if offering them to me. I leaned forward and ran a hand over them, then up to her jaw. She gripped my hand and sucked my thumb into her mouth, her sultry eyes staring at me as she mocked sucking my cock. 

    When she let my finger slide free, Rhiannon said, “That’s what I’ve wanted to do to you since we met, Mike,” she breathed. Then she looked down at Lara stretched out underneath her, licking her pussy. “And you, Lara… I’ve wanted you every moment we’ve lived together.” 

    “Mm, you too, Rhee,” Lara said. 

    Not wanting to leave Rosario out of it, I slipped a hand down to her tight little pussy lips and slid my thumb across them. “And you… I’ve wanted you for about… uh… six hours now.” 

    Rosario snickered. “They said you were a charmer.” 

    “But you really are stunning, Rosa.” 

    I rocked into Lara again, going for the same speed and deep thrusts as we went for outside. At the same time, I slid my fingers up and down Rosario’s pussy. I was mesmerized by a tattoo on her waist, a nude woman taking a bite of an apple. I wanted to come there at least once that weekend. 

    Her attention was on Lara and Rhiannon as the redhead ground her pussy against my lover’s lips. Rhiannon’s hands roamed Lara’s body before settling on her own hips. Her eyes closed with her pleasure, her head tilting to one side. 

    I drove a finger into Rosario, then two more, pumping them in time to my thrusts. One of her hands joined mine, playing with her thick clit while the other went to Rhiannon’s ass. She spanked her friend and Rhiannon moaned with it, tossing back her red hair and rocking faster. Lara’s wet slurps spurred me on, but the weed made me feel like I could go forever. I wanted to take all three of them before I got mine, the way I used to with Lara, Megan, and Kylie. 

    “…nnngh, Mike, Mike, fuck me harder, baby” Lara panted underneath Rhiannon. I intensified my pace, and she responded immediately, one of her knees rising and her butt lifting up off the bed before dropping back down. Her fingers flew up in the air, clawed at nothing, and came to Rhiannon’s waist. She pulled the other woman down tighter against her even as she was reaching her crest. 

    Rosario moved her hand from her clit to Lara’s hip, playing with her mound. She rocked hard against my fingers, bobbing up and down on the bed, her knees thrust wide apart. The extra stimulation made Lara freeze up, her licking stopping completely. 

    “Ah, ah, ah, God, I feel so good, I feel so… good!” she cried out. Her orgasm rushed through her, her feet splaying to the sides, her hips quivering. I kept fucking into her as she licked Rhiannon with more and more frantic need. Lara reached a hand out towards me palm flat. I understood, stopped, and pulled back. Lara pushed her roommate over onto her back and told Rosario, “Now she eats you and I lick her while Mike fucks her.” 

    “Love it,” Rosario panted. I eased my fingers out of her and she sprang up to her knees, kissing me hard as I squeezed her tight ass. 

    When Rhiannon wound up in the same position Lara had been, I grabbed a condom from a box on the nightstand and rolled it on. Rosario settled on her friend’s face, sighing with pleasure as Rhiannon ate her out. Lara, with her face towards Rhiannon’s pussy, rested on her elbow and knees. She leaned in to kiss Rhiannon’s lips first, then buried her lips to the other woman’s cunt, catching my eyes in the process. She spread Rhiannon wide for me. 

    “Make her ours, baby,” Lara said. 

    I dropped low to kiss her, my wicked-minded angel, and pulled back up to line my cock with Rhiannon’s entrance. When I slid into her, Rhiannon’s hands clenched at Rosario’s ass and she moaned, “Oh shit, oh shit, you’re big…” 

    She didn’t tell me to slow down, and judging from the way her knees rose and fell, the sexy redhead didn’t mind one bit that I kept going. I slid deeper and deeper, and with a surprised grunt, hilted myself to my balls inside her, just like Lara could take me. Lara kissed and rubbed her mound, her thighs. 

    “Lara… Mike…” Rhiannon said. 

    I took her faster than I had Lara. I couldn’t help myself. The charge between us had been building so long and now the sexy redhead was mine and Lara’s. That didn’t mean I turned into some mindless beast. I was deadly focused on Lara’s words – make her ours. I intended on it. I wanted Rhiannon to become our cock-and-pussy worshipper. I wanted her on her knees every night tending to my girlfriend’s needs when I couldn’t be around. I wanted her in every possible position I could have her. 

    I didn’t realize it until I was actually fucking her, but I was more than a little drunk on Rhiannon. Some new tendril worked itself into my mind, prying open cracks I thought had been sealed away when Kylie betrayed us. Sure, we had our fun with Joanne but there hadn’t been an attachment there. Not like this. She was still so much a mystery to me, the enigmatic one who wasn’t much older than we were but so very worldly. I discovered I very much wanted to peel away Rhiannon’s layers and not just for Lara’s sake. 

    Rhiannon could barely control her tongue. I was bouncing her up and down that bed, hammering into her with hard, sure strokes. Our skin smacked together in a devilish rhythm, and even Lara couldn’t help out much. Both she and Rosario watched me. 

    “Jesus, he really is a stud,” Rosario said. 

    “Told y-you,” Rhiannon said against her friend’s pussy. “I… I’ve never seen anything as… as hot as them… t-together.” 

    “This is pretty hot too, Rhee,” Lara said against her mound and licked it harder. 

    “Uh huh,” Rhee said. Her hands squeezed into fists and she didn’t know what to do with them, waving them uselessly as I plowed her back and forth, my chest rising and falling now with the effort. We all shone with sweat, the combined smell of our sex almost enough to beat out the ocean air. 

    Lara moved, sliding her lips and her tongue up Rhee’s body until she reached those perky big tits. She sucked one of Rhiannon’s nipples into her mouth, her hand between her own thighs. Rosario stroked Lara’s back, barely hanging on herself as her dark hair matted to her cheeks. She watched me with a dull glaze to her eyes, her head lolling to one side. So close to coming. Rhiannon too, I thought as I lifted the redhead’s legs and crisscrossed them over one shoulder, driving even deeper into her sweet, tight cunt. 

    That did it for her, and fast. “Deep, ahhhh, M-Mike…” 

    The slurping sounds Lara was making sucking on Rhiannon’s tit drove me into a frenzy. I had been chill up to that point but the good vibe was wearing off. I would hold out, I silently snarled at myself. Rhiannon would get off, and then Rosario. And then I’d come in my girlfriend, just the way she wanted it that weekend. 

    Rhiannon’s fists shook open as I fucked her harder and faster. Lara tweaked her other nipple between two fingers hard, almost mean. Rhiannon jumped, her back trying to rise up but the two women on top of her not quite letting her. She cried out, “Ahh, ahhhh, like that, liiiike thaaaa-ahhhh-at!” 

    She came, and while I wanted to pull out and fuck Rosario, the sexy Latina shimmied her hips back and forth so fast I knew she wasn’t far either. I’d let her come on her friend’s lips and then take her. “Lara, Rosario’s cunt needs some love,” I said.  

    Rosa’s lips parted at my use of the word, her breathing sharp and whistle-like. She was quiet, her eyes dropping to Lara as my girlfriend started rubbing her mound and her clit while she kissed and licked along Rosa’s shoulder, her neck, her ear. Meanwhile, Rhiannon’s feet slipped off my shoulder and she kicked at the mattress, humping up at me with frenetic need. 

    “Oh, oh God, Mike, coming again, coming again!” she cried out against Rosario’s pussy. 

     That last did it for our host. A minute later, her breath went even higher-pitched as her eyes squeezed shut and she bounced. Once, twice, three times her hips rose and fell and she fell backwards, gasping. “I need that cock inside me.” 

    I pulled out of a quivering Rhiannon and came to Rosario. With Rhiannon nearly boneless, I didn’t want to waste time directing everyone on how to move. Instead, I rolled off my condom, tossed it in a garbage can, and rolled on another one while I patted the edge of the bed. Rosario could have interpreted that a few ways, but she knew how I wanted it the most and got on her hands and knees, feet dangling off the bed and her ass thrust high. I put one foot up on the bed and wedged my cock into her, surprised that she was so tight. She could only take a few inches of me and wailed with it, so loud and piercing I thought I’d hurt her. 

    “Shit, you okay?” 

    “Don’t stop!” she cried out, and took a deep, shuddering breath. 

    Maybe Rosario could have taken more but I already felt on the verge of dangerous territory so I kept it to just those couple of inches, seesawing in and out of her in a controlled, fast pace. The need to concentrate on her pleasure versus her pain brought me back down from my roaring need. I did take advantage of the situation to admire one of the finest asses I’d ever seen. Maybe as good as my Megan’s was. Fuck, what I wouldn’t have given to line the two up to compare. 

    Rosario’s tits bounced back and forth with every hard, short thrust. The sight drew my love in, and she continued her oral exploration of Rosario’s body. She kissed and licked along her back, her shoulders, the nape of her neck. She came back down, a hand sliding under Rosario and tweaking her nipple as Lara licked her lower back… 

    …and then further still.  

    Lara’s exploration of butt play was still new and tentative, but something got into her that night. Maybe it was the weed – okay, yeah, it was probably the weed – but I think too she felt like I did, that we were on a mini-vacation and we could be freer than our usual selves. Whatever it was, I did not expect her to explore the crack of Rosario’s ass with her tongue. 

    And I sure as hell didn’t expect her to slide that tongue into Rosario’s bud. 

    “Oh. Oh, fuck,” Rosario whispered. “Oh my God, Rhee, she’s licking my ass. She’s l-licking my…” 

    She came like a train flying off the rails. There was hardly no buildup – she shivered on my cock and then she was flying forward, off me and falling nearly across Rhiannon. Her legs spread wide and she panted, her hand between her thighs, fingering herself hard. I joined her, punching my fingers in and out with hers, her wet, sloppy cunt shuddering around me as her orgasm rolled on and on and on. 

    My girlfriend looked up at me, a wild grin on her face. We spoke no words in the end. I had her on her back in seconds, pounding her pussy, her knees brushing her breasts as she screamed my name. Someone pounded on a wall and I never heard. The blood roared in my ears too loud for it. My Lara. My need. My sexpot. My love. 

    She came again, words escaping her, her eyes rolling up, mouth wide open. I fucked her until she was only resting on her upper shoulders and her neck, me straight above her, pounding down like a jackhammer. The other two women stared. Maybe they said something, maybe they didn’t. I didn’t know and I didn’t care. My love was coming again, and soon I was too. 
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    Truths 

      

    I woke with an arm draped possessively over two women and for a hazy moment, I thought it was Megan and Lara I was holding. One of those was right, but the other was Rhiannon, on her back as opposed to my spooning with Lara. I kissed Lara’s shoulder and gently pulled free of her. 

    I lifted my suitcase into the bathroom and changed there. Rosario’s door was still closed, making me the first to wake after last night’s crazy orgy. I’d gone twice more after coming in Lara. The second time I finished on Rosario’s sexy tattoo like I wanted, the third I finished in Rhiannon’s mouth. I couldn’t get the image of Lara licking Rosario’s ass out of my mind as I headed out the door to go for a jog. She was expanding her horizons, and the thought excited me. I had a feeling we were building towards anal, but I was enjoying the ride and slow buildup so much I didn’t want to push. 

    There were more people than I was expecting on the beach that early, but not so much that I couldn’t get in a jog along the sidewalk adjoining it. The view was spectacular, but I found myself amused by comparing it to the track at Hudwell Academy. My college town was becoming more and more like home to me. 

    I was sore and exhausted from the night before, so I kept it to a mile and a half before turning around. I didn’t think anybody was going to be up, let alone jogging towards me, but there was Rhiannon, hair tied back, rocking a sports bra and athletic shorts hugging her curvy frame. She looked as exhausted as I felt, but greeted me with a warm smile. We stopped and I came to her, kissing her unabashedly. 

    “Is Lara okay with that, us kissing?” she asked. 

    “Yeah. We have a basic ‘nothing sexual without the other one’ rule. Kissing doesn’t really fall into that.” 

    “Good,” she said. 

    “What are you up to? I thought you and Lara would get in some more cuddling now that we’re all sleeping together.” 

    “I wanted to talk,” she said. “Alone. Lara knows all this but it’s time I told you. I knew I was falling hard for her, and… well, now that’s true with you too. I don’t want to spend any more time hiding who I really am.” 

    “You do some kind of sex work, don’t you?” I asked softly. 

    She drew a deep breath, exhaled slowly, and gestured at the beach. “Let’s sit and talk.” 

    * * * 

    She scooted beside me in the sand and I wrapped an arm around her waist. My Rhiannon, I thought for the first time. 

    “So look. I’m a camgirl. A pretty popular one.” 

    I thought of the times I’d seen her stow away the folding black camera arms and groaned. “Oh, man, I should have got that. The camera arms. The hour or two on a schedule.” 

    “But you knew it was sex work?” 

    “Rosario told us you modeled with her but it’s not on your Bottlegenie, as far as I know. That meant you wanted to keep it private.” I glanced at her. “And you should know, Lara and I, we can keep a secret.” 

    “Thank you,” she said, relieved. “I get recognized here and there in Jacksonville but no one in Hudwell’s figured it out yet. I’d like that to remain secret as long as possible.” 

    “I’ll bet. If you don’t mind me asking, what do you do, specifically?” 

    “Depends on the night’s tips. I dress up in different clothes and lingerie. I have a bunch of tiers of payments, so if, say, I hit two hundred, I’ll take off my top. Then it’s bottoms, and from there, the underwear. That’s pretty much the bare minimum I’ll make, so I’m usually down to nothing by the end of the sessions.” 

    “And if they pay more?” I asked, getting a little turned on by the prospect of my girlfriend’s roommate being a camgirl. 

    “That’s where things start to get different. There’s a general tier for the night, but sometimes there are whales who want an individualized experience. There are a lot of things I won’t do that they want, but I do pretty damn well with what I will.” 

    “I’ll bet,” I said. “You’re stunning.” 

    “Not scared off? Not grossed out?” 

    “No. Turned on, maybe. It’s hot thinking of you doing that in the bed across from Lara.” 

    “You are always turned on,” she said, nudging me. 

    “Very true. Does all this have anything to do with you and your family?” 

    Her eyes studied the horizon. “Yeah. I did some traditional modeling when I was fifteen or sixteen for some small stores in Jacksonville, teen clothing and family ads, that sort of thing. I made some friends in the business, and they introduced me to more models. One of them, Haruka, was a camgirl. She was… mm… twenty, maybe, and drove a BMW and had her own house already. We texted and talked a lot my last couple years in high school, and I learned she made amazing money. 

    “I started to think more and more about it, and for my eighteenth, I asked her to help me do my first show. We did it through her avenues, kind of a guest feature thing. She shot me from the neck down, stripping and playing with myself.” She looked at me, her cheeks blooming. “I made more money in half an hour than I made in a month at my shitty job. I quit the next day and Haruka and I lined up four more shows like that, two a week through her channels until I could get on my feet. 

    “When I could afford my own place, camera, and computer, I moved out of my parents’ house. Up until that point, I trusted my parents to respect my privacy and even gave them a key to my new place in case they needed to get in. My dad is very much a fair-weather Christian. He’ll say a prayer before a meal and then talk a lot of shit about someone on the street begging for money or laugh about single moms applying for welfare, that they shouldn’t have spread their legs. Anything that doesn’t fall into his worldview is okay to judge in his mind. I told him I was making my money modeling, but I didn’t talk the specifics with him. He got suspicious and snooped around. He broke into my house, got onto my computer, and saw what I’d been doing.” 

    “Oh shit,” I breathed. 

    Rhiannon wrapped her arms around her knees and rocked. Tears slid down her face but her tone was steady. “When I came back, he slapped me and told me I was a whore. He went into my bedroom and started tossing all my clothes on the bed, ripping up whatever he thought wasn’t decent. I grabbed what I could and ran here to Miami. I won’t talk to him. Not ever again. My mom, that’s more complicated. She still cares about me, even if she won’t leave the asshole.” 

    I thought about her story and something she said when we first met jumped out at me. “You said your mom drove with you to Hudwell?” 

    “Yeah. I moved back to Jacksonville a couple years ago to be with a guy who turned out to be a douchebag. Mom and I mended some fences, started having lunch pretty regularly. I wanted to go to college so I had something to fall back on if the camgirl thing falls apart, and also to make her happy. I didn’t have a shot at a good scholarship, so my choices were pay a fortune in student debt out of my own pocket or apply to Hudwell.” 

    “And Hudwell brought you in,” I said. 

    “Mm hm. A couple friends go here, and one of them spoke to one of the professors about my history. This school’s crazy. Anywhere else and I’m sure if they found out something like that, I’d have been off the acceptance list. Hudwell, though, threw their doors open, and my advisor helped line me up with some finance and investing courses that’ll hopefully help me diversify so I don’t have to rely on my butt and my boobs to make me money.” 

    “I love the place for that,” I said. 

    “Right? Anyways, that’s the whole story. I hope I can trust you to keep it to yourself. You and Lara.” 

    “Absolutely.” 

    * * * 

    The rest of the weekend went by with far less drama. Rhiannon told Lara that I knew everything now, and the two had a good cry together. There was more sex, but after the revelations from Rhiannon, it lost the crazed intensity of the first night. We danced more Saturday night, got ridiculously drunk on screwdrivers afterwards, and woke up in a pile on Sunday, all of us hung over and ready to call an end to the weekend. 

    Rosario had one surprise for Lara besides the purse. They ducked away ostensibly for breakfast for all of us and came back with Lara dressed in the stunning outfit she picked out that first night in the clothing boutique Rosario worked for. 

    “It’s too much,” Lara protested later as I loaded up the van.  

    Rosario kissed the corner of her lips. “No, Lara. I’ve had a wonderful weekend and I want you to have something to remember it by.” She turned to me and pinched my butt. “And you… you have been spectacular. My God, I haven’t ever been laid like that. You’ll get a surprise too, but it’ll have to wait a while.” 

    “You don’t have to get me a thing,” I said. “This weekend was more than enough.” I took her by the waist and laid one hell of a kiss on her. 

    Rhiannon kissed Rosario too, and we all said our goodbyes to one of the greatest weekends of my life. 
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    A Knavish Lad 

      

    Ah. The Night of Personalities. I’m chuckling just thinking about it. 

    * * * 

    This part of the story really got its start around homecoming. I was still having trouble coming up with a monologue for the theater department’s Night of Personalities, where we would all deliver a monologue as well as perform a scene with a partner. My friend Trevor and I had our scene picked out but I was still struggling with what I’d do solo. As he promised, he brought over a book of monologues for me to borrow. 

    One night, Lara picked up the book of monologues and started browsing through it. Each one was fronted by a synopsis of the play and the role of the character in the scene. I was doing other homework when she started cackling and thrust the book towards me, open to a page. 

    “This one,” she said. 

    “For the monologue?” 

    “Read it.” 

    I took the book from her and did just that. I immediately got why she wanted me to choose that one. The monologue came from an early 1900s play about a man stuck with two wooers, neither of whom he intended on making fall for him. The monologue itself had the lead character, Leonard, spouting all the virtues and the perceived character flaws of each woman, the former dwindling while the flaws reaching absurd levels of nitpicking. It was good. It was really good.  

    Fast forward to the days after our vacation in Miami. When I wasn’t in class and Lara and Rhiannon weren’t trying to kill me via dehydration, I was out in the quad or in my dorm, reading the monologue over and over and over again. I was fairly certain I could do the scene with Trevor. He was experienced at this and could improvise like no one else in the class in case I forgot a line. But if I screwed up my own monologue, there would be no safety net. I would flounder out there on stage by myself – in front of an auditorium full of people. 

    Yeah. No pressure. Why was I thinking of this as my major again? 

    * * * 

    Dr. Moore gathered all of us on stage for dress rehearsal. The “dress” part of that was us in our best clothes instead of costumes. We were still a little light in the costume department and would be until the winter show in another month and a half. 

    Not long now until fall and winter break. The thought surprised me. Time flew by so fast in Hudwell. 

    Dr. Moore cleared his throat. “I want to tell all of you from the bottom of my heart, you’re all rock stars. You’ve taken a chance on a fledgling drama program and I couldn’t be happier or prouder of the results. Tonight and tomorrow, let’s have some fun showing all of Hudwell what you can do and how bright you’re going to shine on this stage and elsewhere. Form a circle.” We did, like we were football players huddling up. He stuck his hand in the middle. We topped his hands with ours, mine trembling somewhere near the top just under Joanne’s. She caught my eye and smiled, and I smiled back. Dr. Moore said, “All right, veni, vedi, vici on three. One, two, three!” 

    I chanted along with everyone else, “Veni, vedi, vici!” and threw my hand up. If I wasn’t careful that wasn’t all I was going to throw up. Good God, and this was just the dress rehearsal. 

    We interspersed the dialogues with the monologues, no actor going twice in a row. Trevor and I would go on third, and my monologue would be last. The final take from the show would be my mug on stage. I felt sick about that and up until that day tried to convince Dr. Moore to put me on square in the middle of the show, to his amusement. It didn’t work. 

    I tried to talk Lara into coming for the dress rehearsal, since things would be marginally less formal. If I messed up my monologue, it wouldn’t matter too much. She refused on the grounds she wanted the real enchilada, and even suggested to the communications department that they should record the show and upload it for folks at home to watch. Great. Just fantastic. We would even be getting our pictures taken for some small news sites around the area. 

    I say all this like I was upset, but the truth was, once Trevor and I stepped on stage for that dress rehearsal, all my fears slipped away for the moment. The lines poured out of me easier than I expected, maybe even too fast. Trevor caught me with his measured pace, and nodded slightly to me when I calmed down, getting the cadence right. And before I knew it, we were done, turning and walking off the stage. An enormous grin split my face. I could do this. It was like I was thirteen or fourteen again and acting on a stage for the first time. I felt great. This was going to be awesome. 

    I watched my costars – my friends – get out there. Some of them went for funny, others dramatic, all of them were amazing and fearless and… beautiful. I don’t know if you can parlay what that means exactly to someone who isn’t backstage watching someone you’ve come to know on a personal level pouring their guts into a play, but that’s what it is. That effort, that shine, is beautiful. There is nothing else like it in the world. 

    Before I knew it, it was my turn again. By that point, all the other students streamed to the front rows if they were done, and since I was the last, that meant all of them studied me while I was up there. Gone was my earlier confidence. Gone was every word in my head. I stared at them, my mouth opening and closing, and for a full half a minute, I could do nothing. 

    “I… I don’t know if I can do this,” I said. 

    “Hey. Hey. Focus on me,” Trevor said. “Like we’re back on stage together, man. It’s just you and me running lines.” 

    “You got this, Mike,” Joanne said. The others echoed her, and I gaped at her a few seconds longer before I stumbled into the worst rendition of my monologue to date. 

    I was going to crash and burn and I knew it. My acting career was going to be over before it even began. 

    * * * 

    “I’m going to fall on my face,” I said to Archie and Mattie. They were eating good greasy Chinese food on Archie’s bed. I was too worried about stomach trouble on stage the next day to eyeball anything spicier than a peanut butter and jelly. 

    “He’s been like this for a month,” Archie told Mattie and she snickered as I flipped him off. 

    “How did it go after your friend told you to concentrate on him?” she asked. 

    “Well, I got the words out, I guess.” 

    “That’s something!” Mattie said. 

    “Just sprayed them everywhere,” I muttered. “All over the place. Like a drunk after St. Patrick’s.” 

    “Eating,” Mattie said around a mouthful of Mongolian beef. 

    “Sorry,” I said, feeling anything but. 

    “Hey. Mike,” Archie said. “Can I talk to you outside for a minute?” 

    “Like, outside, outside? We going somewhere?” 

    “In the hall,” he amended. Mattie gave him a pat on the knee. 

    We went out there and he shut the door behind us. Archie played with his pockets, clearly trying to work out how to say something. Finally he said quietly, “Monday is the opening day for room requests. If you wanted a single room, you’ll want to jump on it.” 

    I blinked at him. “You done with the partnership, partner?” 

    “What?” 

    “I’m not about to move out. Who the hell else is going to keep me in line about cleaning and play Gunstuff with me?” 

    He grinned slowly, and for a moment, it was easy to see the boy he’d been just a few years prior. “I know I’m not the easiest person to live with.” 

    “You like to be neat and sometimes I can’t shut you up about sports. If those are the worst negatives I can find, I think the school did pretty all right by me. So if you want a single room, go for it. Otherwise, I’m staying right where I am.” 

    He surprised me by coming in for a hug. Archie was not a hugging type, not even with Mattie or Lara, his two favorite people there on campus. I hugged him back, chuckling, and we headed inside. 

    “He doesn’t want to move,” Archie said. 

    Mattie waved her plastic fork at him. “Told you.” 

    So I didn’t drive them crazy with my worrying about the Night of Personalities, I went for a walk. Lara had a big project due the following week and was cooped up in the library. I thought I’d swing by, give her a kiss on the cheek, and see if I couldn’t sneak her away for some good-luck sex. Though well past dark, the hour was early yet and the campus felt alive. Music thumped from a dozen dorm rooms. A group of students played a collectible card game under the cheery lights of one of the sidewalk lamps. A couple in shorts and tanks jogged around the quad. The normalcy of it all calmed me, and I thought about Lara’s wish when we first saw the track, that she never had to leave here. In that moment, in the sweltering night air, I didn’t want to either. 

    The librarian – I was pretty sure her name was Julie, like Benny’s girlfriend – perked up when she saw me. She pointed me towards the third study room and let me know the library would be closing soon. I assured her I would be in and out. Lara was seated around a table with several students, phones and books on the table. She looked bored and grumpy, and when she saw me peeking in the window, she jumped to her feet and hurried out. 

    “Quick, tell me my dorm is burning down so I can escape,” she told me after a kiss.  

    “No such luck. Trying to wind down after dress rehearsal. I thought I’d see if you want a soda or something.” 

    “No, I’d better not. I’ve had two cups of coffee since five. I’m going to be up all night as it is. Thanks though. See you tomorrow morning for breakfast?” 

    “Sounds good.” 

    Well, that was no help. I thought I could work off some anxiety inside her. Damn. I headed out, feeling sadistically happier. At least I wasn’t alone in my torture that night. 

    Outside, I checked my phone. Twenty-five minutes until the student union building closed. Maybe an ice cream was in order. I headed that direction, but saw someone coming down the sidewalk I wasn’t expecting to see. 

    “Dr. Apple, what are you doing here so late?” I asked. 

    “Oh, hello, Mike,” she said. This was the first time I’d seen her in anything approaching what us mortals might wear, and I liked it. Gray and white sweats, a light tank under an open blouse. Dr. Apple still looked amazing, don’t get me wrong. She could wear clothes made from aluminum foil and pull it off. But it was always fun to peek at the people behind the professor masks and she was no different. “Do you know the librarian? Julie?” 

    “I do,” I said, glad someone said her name. I was starting to wonder if it wasn’t Junie instead.  

    “Her car’s in the shop. I’m her ride this week.” 

    “I was just in there and got the half-hour warning.” 

    Dr. Apple smiled. “Studying late?” 

    “Me? Study? Pffft. No, Lara’s in there with a group from one of her classes working on a project.” I glanced back at the library. “If they don’t murder each other first, that is. I’m trying to work off some nervous energy so I thought I’d come by and see how it was going.” 

    “Nervous energy? Everything okay?” 

    “Oh yeah, it will be. Stage fright. Tomorrow’s the theater department’s first show.” 

    “That’s right. Dr. Moore sounds very excited about it.” Dr. Apple gestured at a bench near the library, lit in the soft glow of a pair of lamps. We sat, and I was uncomfortably aware of how good she smelled, like lavender and cherries, both fruity and lightly flowery. It was intoxicating. She was intoxicating. 

    “Come on by and watch if you want to have a good laugh from some of the others. And then feel incredibly awkward when I stand up there and freeze again like in dress rehearsals today.” 

    She squeezed my knee. “You’re too hard on yourself.” 

    “Nope, nope, genuinely did freeze, and then practically shouted my entire monologue in one block without breathing. It was a disaster.” 

    She chuckled. “When I had to deliver my thesis as an undergraduate, I had to walk away from the podium, take some deep breaths and get a drink of water. I did almost the same thing for my doctorate as well.” 

    “Does it ever make you nervous to stand up in front of a new class each semester?” 

    “Every one of them.” 

    “How do you deal with it?” 

    She clicked her tongue and cocked her head. “Time, I suppose, and experience. But mostly just the realization that the show must go on. There has to be someone at the front of that class. If I give up before I’ve even started, it doesn’t benefit the students or myself. It only slaps a bandage on my fear and creates so many other wounds instead.” 

    “So if I freeze up and walk offstage, I’m just creating more problems I have to deal with later.” 

    “Exactly.” 

    “Still might be worth it,” I muttered, and she chuckled.  

    “Well, you are the sole judge of that. Unfortunately I can’t teach you confidence. Though you seem to have plenty of that.” 

    “Usually. I never used to see the harm in putting myself out there. If a girl said no to me when I asked her out, so what? I’d be out a fun night and we’d move on. But this is different. This is like asking fifty or sixty people on a date all at once and having to deliver steak and lobster right away.” 

    The look she gave me was both amused and appraising. “I’ve seen you and Lara with your redheaded friend. Somehow, I think if there’s anyone out there who could handle asking out a room full of people, it’s you.” 

    “Thanks,” I said, unsure how to take that. “If it was a room full of fifty or sixty of you, I’d be out there singing Shakespeare in a heartbeat.” 

    “Ahhh, such a flatterer.” 

    “Going to come to the show?” 

    “I wish that I could. I have a date.” 

    Why did my hackles rise at that? Dr. Apple was my professor, and I’d like to think my friend. I had no reason to be jealous and yet I was. “Oh yeah? Someone special?” 

    For just the briefest of moments Dr. Apple frowned, and I thought it was because of my question, that I’d been too personal “Brian is sweet, though perhaps…” She sighed. “I shouldn’t talk about this in front of a student.” 

    “I’d like to think we’re becoming friends, Dr. Apple, if we aren’t already.” 

    Her stormy expression turned bright and she favored me with a smile warmer than the night. “I’d like to think so too, Michael.” We held each other’s gazes for a moment long enough to become enjoyably uncomfortable, and then she looked away, a dark strand of hair falling across one eye. “I like an adventurous man. I want to be loved and cared for, but I have a wild streak too. Brian… Brian does not. He is sweet and charming, but there’s not a lot of fire there. If he tried to say the things you say to me, I think he’d faint.” 

    “Not put off by a student flirting with you?” 

    She looked at me again and smiled faintly. “No.” 

    The doors to the library opened, and Lara’s study group stumbled out like battle-weary veterans, slumped over, walking stiffly, grumbling to themselves. I rose when I saw Lara. A guy held the door open for her and gave her a sleazy grin. The look of utter contempt she gave him made Dr. Apple chuckle. 

    “That one loves you, I think,” she said. 

    “I’m pretty fond of her too.” I held out a hand for Dr. Apple and she took it, rising up. On impulse, I leaned down to kiss her cheek. “Well… if your guy can’t work up a little adventure for you, at least you’ve got that.” 

    Dr. Apple pressed a hand to her cheek and grinned. “And if the date’s terrible, the memory will get me through it.” 

    Lara saw the whole exchange and headed our way, smiling. “Hello, Dr. Apple.” 

    “Hello yourself, Lara. I think your man here was trying to sneak me away for the evening.” 

    “It’s true,” I said. “She has a date tomorrow so I had to make my move tonight.” 

    “Coming to the show, I hope?” Lara asked. “We’re going to throw peanuts at Mike when he’s on stage.” I pinched her butt for that and kept my hand right where it was, pulling her into me.  

    Dr. Apple watched, and maybe it was my imagination, but I thought she blushed. “Unfortunately, I think we’re doing dinner and drinks.” 

    “Well, if you change your mind, come sit by us.” 

    “Save me a bag of peanuts just in case,” Dr. Apple said. “Mike, it was nice talking to you. Break a leg tomorrow night.” 

    “With my luck, I will. Good talking to you too.” 

    We watched her head to the library, and maybe, just maybe, she put a little swish to her ass as she walked. When she was inside, Lara turned to me and said quietly, “If you were single, I think she’d be inviting you to take her over her desk the minute we got out of class.” 

    “Ah, it’s just some flirting.” 

    “Mike, she doesn’t do that with anyone else. I’ve paid attention. There’s no one in class or on this campus that woman looks at like she looks at you.” 

    I chuckled uncomfortably, but deep in my heart, I was strangely desperate to believe Lara was right. 

    * * * 

    Three different professors called on me to pay better attention the day of the show. That was a personal record, even including high school and junior high, when a pair of breasts could distract me in a heartbeat. Well… still can, I suppose. 

    Despite the reassurances of all my friends, Lara, and Rhiannon, I was still close to freaking out about the performance that night. Never had I confronted stage fright on this level. Not helping much were my parents, who texted me and Lara both to make sure everything would be recorded, then just to make sure, called Dr. Moore and left a voicemail. When I showed up to the theater that evening, the good professor got me aside and asked if I would kindly call my parents back and reassure them that there would be two people recording the whole thing. That got some laughs from everyone and finally lightened my own mood – at least for the moment. 

    Each of us had some small duties to help with before the show. I was on set design with Trevor, which amounted to some basic plywood backdrops painted in fall colors. Like I’ve said, we weren’t going too extravagant with this show, but the pieces were designed by one of the actors with an artistic bent, and I thought the orange and yellow hues were gorgeous.  

    “You ready for this?” Trevor asked once we finished moving everything into place. 

    “Not one bit. You?” 

    “Don’t worry. I’ll make you look good out there.” 

    I laughed and clapped his back. “I’m sure you will.” 

    We did some vocal warmups. Dr. Moore didn’t have any speeches for us that day, but he gave each of us a friendly pat on the back and a few words of encouragement. To me, he said simply and serenely, “You have this. Don’t overthink it.” 

    People started to file in about fifteen minutes before the show. I thought since it was our first performance and everything, we’d maybe get half a theater’s worth. But at one point, Joanne peeked out and said to all of us, “Whoa. Looks like a full house.” 

    Greeeeaaaaat. 

    “All right, positions,” our stage manager called. Dr. Moore glanced at his watch and nodded. He gave all of us a thumbs up and slipped through the curtains to thunderous applause and whistles. It was a good three minutes before the house would let him speak, and it left all of us, me included, grinning like lunatics. 

    “Thank you, thank you.” Dr. Moore had such an unassuming way about him it was always surprising when his voice carried so well across the theater. He owned the stage whenever he took it. That was an unfortunately rare occasion. He belonged in movies. “It has been a long journey, both for Hudwell Academy and our theater.” 

    “You deserve it,” someone called, and another half minute of clapping and cheers erupted.  

    When it died down, Dr. Moore continued on. “It’s my firm belief the fine actors and actresses you’ll see on stage today will prove the value inherent to our school’s newest program. I couldn’t have asked for a better group of students, and it’s my distinct honor to present to you their college debut. Welcome to the Night of Personalities, and enjoy!” 

    He came backstage, and our manager opened the curtains. As the lights changed, the first students stepped out, and we were off to the races. 

    I was mesmerized by their performances. They rattled off Shakespeare like you or I would have a normal conversation. So easy, no hesitation. They stumbled over one line but it was so smoothly recovered I would have thought it was part of the show if I didn’t sit in rehearsals with them for a few weeks. 

    They came off the stage in a blink, the crowd clapping and cheering. The student with the first monologue of the night came on, stepping out like she owned the stage, and for a few minutes she did just that, captivating the audience with an LGBT monologue about a young woman whose friend has asked her to come out with her to their parents together. The whole thing was a one-two punch of fear and building hope, and it was, hands-down, the performance of the night. The crowd roared when she finished and bowed gracefully. 

    She stepped off the stage, and I saw Trevor walking forward. Too soon, I wanted to shout, but no, it was time, and there I was, joining him. I could only glance at the audience a moment, but I knew where Lara and Rhiannon were going to try to sit, the back row in the middle. There they were, Rhiannon on her left, clapping and whistling, and on Lara’s right, a stunning surprise. 

    Dr. Hitomi Apple. 

    Lara blew me a kiss and I wanted to catch it, but instead I was turning, catching Trevor’s sleazy insinuation that I needed help with my upcoming election. I put on my soft senatorial voice and argued with him that I was carrying most my counties just fine. The scene played out much like the snake convincing Eve to take a bite, with me crumbling bit by bit until I finally acquiesced to Trevor’s ploy and we agreed to tarnish the reputation of the woman I was running against – and with whom I’d fall into uncomfortable love, if we were doing the whole play. 

    We didn’t really stumble on any lines, but at the end of it, neither one of us could help a grin and we kind of fucked it up there. The audience seemed to like it, clapping pretty hard as we bowed and hurried off stage. 

    Dr. Moore found me and murmured, “Told you. You did fantastic.” 

    “We couldn’t keep straight faces at the end.” 

    He grinned. “That’s part of the fun.” 

    Minutes ticked down. More actors came on, delivered killer duologues and monologues, and received roaring responses, all of them. Joanne killed it with her monologue from Shakespeare’s Titus Andronicus and Trevor boomed his John Webster monologue like he’d been born to the stage. The last duologue came up, and hands pressed me forward into my spot. I sweated freely, my stage makeup utterly ruined and my hair stuck to my forehead. If I had eaten anything since breakfast it surely would have come up right then and there.  

    Holy shit, did the last two actors up there have to deliver their lines so blisteringly fast? I couldn’t do this. I couldn’t do this. I… 

    …had to do this. 

    They walked off the stage, and I stepped forward, hands trembling and balled into fists at my side. I walked out on stage and stared out at a sea of clapping people. There were so many of them, and the lights were so bright, and the theater so damned stuffy. The clapping faded. I opened my mouth.  

     “That… is a lot of people,” I blurted.  

    Laughter, then Rhiannon called out, “We love you, Mike!” and the room erupted. They cheered and laughed and clapped so long I couldn’t help grinning. I ran a hand through my damp hair, and as the applause started to die, I finally belted out my name, the monologue I was doing, and… well, wouldn’t you know it? The monologue itself went fine. 

    Like that, my first college show and my first stage presence in five or six years was over. I bowed to more clapping and cheering, and stepped back to join the others as they came out on the stage for one last round of applause. And it was there, in that moment, I finally found my home on the stage. I was never going to be comfortable doing solo work, but together with them, my costars and friends, I found a family, a brief one, but no less loved for it. We linked arms and we bowed before I roared out, “And Dr. Moore!” 

    Our professor peeked around the curtains. This wasn’t planned but he played it to perfection, shaking his head frantically, then stepping out when the crowd chanted his name. He bowed too, and we made room for him in the middle, taking one last bow before the curtains closed. 
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    Wrap Party 

      

    A wall of people waited for us outside the theater’s side entrance when we came out. I heard the cheers but didn’t see the crowd yet, as I was one of the last out the door, Dr. Moore behind me. We’d take the set down the next day, but that night was the cast party at Dr. Kara Stone’s. 

    Handfuls of people I knew shook my hand or patted me on the back, literally or verbally, but I was on a singular mission to get to my girlfriend, Rhiannon, and Dr. Apple. Was Rhiannon our girlfriend too? I didn’t know. That was a conversation we’d have to have at some point, but not that night. I did stop for a moment with my roommate and his girlfriend, who I felt guilty about not noticing in the audience. Not much I could do, though. The only way I could pick Lara out was knowing where she was going to be. 

    To give us the maximum amount of space, Lara and the others waited beyond the herd. I finally broke free and Dr. Apple cheered, “Hey, the actor!” 

    I grinned and took Lara in my arms. She kissed me with a wild fierceness, and openly cupped my butt. She pulled back and right in front of our professor said, “I need you to get the keys for that place, because someday you’re going to take me backstage and we’re going to break it in.” 

    Dr. Apple fanned her face. I laughed and kissed Lara again. “I’m so sweaty. Sorry.” 

    “Don’t be. Those lights looked hot,” Rhiannon offered from the side. 

    I turned my attention to her and kissed her long and deep, my tongue sliding between her lips. When I pulled back I ran a hand over her cheek. “Yeah. It was definitely the lights and not my nerves.” 

    I turned to Dr. Apple, whose cheeks were definitely flushed. She looked between my girlfriends – fuck it, I’m calling Rhiannon that for grammatical brevity’s sake, even if it spoils the fact that yes, all three of us were definitely okay with making it official – and then back up at me. 

    “I had to come support one of my favorite students,” she said, cocking her head to the side and smiling faintly. 

    “Thank you,” I said simply. “Seeing you here… that was the best surprise of the night.” 

    “Michael,” she said softly, “I don’t mind if you kiss me too, but perhaps we should keep the PDA away from other students.” 

    My heart went about a million miles a minute at that. We headed towards the parking lot, and by her car, I stopped her and turned her towards me. Dr. Apple stared up at me as my hands came around her back, sliding up and down the sleek fabric of her dress. I kissed her slowly, putting my heart into it without making it too insistent, too needy. Her lips parted against mine, and she whispered my name so softly only the two of us could hear. 

    Into her ear, I whispered, “You would never be just an object to me, Hitomi.” 

    “You’re trouble, Michael Maclin,” she said, and caressed my face. 

    “You have no idea,” Lara said. 

    Hitomi grinned and reached for her door handle. I took the door and opened it for her. “You all have fun at your party,” she said. 

    “Thanks for coming tonight,” I told her. 

    “It was my pleasure. See you in class Monday.” 

    We watched her pull out, and Rhiannon said in awe, “Dude.” 

    “Dude,” I agreed, feeling faint and no longer from the Night of Personalities. 

    Lara, Rhiannon, and I headed back for my dorm. Archie and Mattie were just ahead of us and we caught up to them. Archie voiced his sentiment that he thought the first monologue was the best of the show, and I agreed whole-heartedly. I turned my phone back on and called my parents to let them know everything went well, and Rhiannon snatched the phone from my hand to tell them I kicked all sorts of ass. 

    I intended on a quick shower, but when I stepped into the spray, a whispered conversation broke out beyond the stall from two decidedly feminine voices. A moment later, Rhiannon joined me, wrapped only in a towel. “I can’t make the party but I wanted to celebrate with you anyways,” she said, undoing the towel and tossing it over mine. “Don’t hold back.” 

    “First this,” I said, and came forward to cup her chin and turn her head up towards me. She accepted my kiss with a devilish grin, her hand sliding down to my cock. 

    “Lara’s on lookout-”  

    “Heyo,” Lara said outside the shower stalls. 

    “-but we probably only have a few minutes.” 

    I gave her one more kiss and she knelt. The tile floor couldn’t have been kind to her knees, but Rhiannon didn’t look like she gave a damn. It was the first time ‘d ever seen her wet like this – yes, I know, phrasing. She was stunning, the sheen of water on her tan skin. Her damp red hair fell to her shoulders and back. Rhee must have seen something in my eyes she liked because she grinned. She lashed my tip with her tongue, teasing me into full hardness. Her gorgeous eyes stayed on me as she said quietly, “You can fuck my face. I like a man using me.” 

    I nodded, my throat dry, and she swallowed me down, sucking on my first few inches hard and fast. Her eyes darkened as she stared up at me. I laid a hand on the back of her head and pushed her down further on my cock. She took a whistling breath through her nose as I neared the back of her mouth – then hit her throat. 

    From behind me, “That’s hot.” 

    Lara. I grinned, not looking away from Rhiannon. “Aren’t you supposed to be on guard duty?” 

    “Mm hm. What? Yeah. I guess.” 

    I eased back and Rhiannon exhaled, again through her nose. I gripped her head with both hands and pumped my dick in and out of her mouth, her lips making lewd popping noises each time I came free. I was getting her used to my tempo. This wasn’t the first time I’d used one of my girlfriends like this but no one took me with this kind of skill straightaway. 

    Someone laughed out in the dorm’s hallway, and a moment later, I heard a guy say, “Oh, whoa, hey, Lara.” 

    “Hey, got a friend who got some, uh, soup spilled on her. Needed to shower up. Use that stall down there, okay?” 

    “Uh. Yeah. Sure. Don’t suppose you want to join me?” 

    “Not a chance, but let me have a peek at what you’re working with.” 

    That got my blood up and I drove my cock deep into Rhiannon’s throat. She grabbed at my ass, her jaw wide, eyes watering. I was relentless, keeping my cock deep and pumping against her throat with short, hard thrusts. 

    “Hey, not bad, Paul. Trim up, though. It looks like a bird might nest in there.” 

    “Oh ha ha,” Paul said, and a moment later another shower started up.  

    Rhiannon gripped my ass and I started to pull back. Instead, she slammed her head forward, my cock hitting the back of her throat and sliding further still.  

    She took every single inch. 

    Every. Single. One. 

    Her lips spread wide around me, her jaw worked hard to hold me for the seconds she could. Then she was tapping my ass and we pulled apart, her with a huge gasp. 

    “Hey, you okay down there?” 

    “Uh huh,” Rhiannon said, her voice hoarse. 

    “You sure?” 

    “Yesss,” Rhiannon hissed, and this time, pinned my cock against my stomach so she could suck on one of my balls. I grabbed the back of her head and couldn’t help a grunt. 

    “Um. That wasn’t a woman I just heard.” 

    “Don’t worry about it,” Lara said indifferently.  

    “Oh yeah? And where’s Mike?” 

    “Cramming…” Lara said, and Rhiannon let go of my ball to suck on my tip again, working her head back and forth. Her slurps were loud even over the shower blast. “…for a test.” 

    “Cramming something,” Rhiannon muttered. 

    “What was that?” Paul asked. 

    Rhiannon sucked me down nearly to my root again but didn’t hold me long. She was going for broke now, rushing to make me come. I gripped her head and helped her, fucking her face with hard, short strokes, kind of pistoning down at an angle into the edge of her throat.  

    “Nothing,” Lara said crossly. “You’re very inquisitive. Very chatty. Concentrate on cleaning those buns.” 

    “Gwork gwork gwork,” Rhiannon said. 

    “That’s definitely normal shower sounds,” Paul muttered. 

    From behind me again, Lara said, “Holy shit.” At that moment I had all but an inch of my cock inside Rhiannon. “Uh. I mean, holy shit, babe, you are squeaky clean.” 

    “Mike’s getting a blowjob from someone, isn’t he?” Paul asked. 

    “No?” Lara said. 

    “Uh huh,” Paul said. 

    Rhiannon, watching Lara, slid down the last inch of my cock, and Lara sucked in a hard breath. I was close, so damn close, and I tapped Rhiannon on the back of the head. She pulled back to my tip, working the first inch. Her hands wrapped around my base and jacked me off right against her tongue. I tapped her head again and she grinned up at me, not moving away. I came so hard my knees nearly buckled. For balance, I snatched at the top of the shower and grunted, “Ah, fuck, Rhee!” 

    “Go get her, man!” Paul crowed, and shut off his shower. 

     Rhiannon took every drop she could, but there was enough of me that some of it trailed out of the corner of her mouth. She took my last blast across her cheek, letting it drip all the way down to her chin. I reached behind me to shut off the shower and helped her up. Lara stepped in and they shared a creamy kiss together, moaning for my benefit.  

    “Luckiest bastard alive,” Paul said from his stall. 

    “No kidding,” I said. 

    * * * 

    Lara grinned the whole way to Dr. Stone’s house. I glanced at her at a red light. She was wearing the outfit Rosario bought for her in Miami. The sequined top showed off a great deal of her breasts, and the short skirt was equal parts elegant and sexy with a damn high slit. She left her hair the way she had it for the show, in an elegant chignon with a long braid in the back. 

    “You’re very proud of yourself, aren’t you?” I asked. 

    “Uh huh.” 

    “Evil woman. Was Paul bigger than me?” 

    Her grin widened. “Wouldn’t you like to know?” 

    “On second thought, probably not.” 

    Dr. Stone owned a comfortable sprawl of a single-story home that reminded me a great deal of a library, for some reason. It was very boxy, with an attached garage on either side of the courtyard. The whole of the living room was fronted by tall windows, lit by enormous globe lights that must have been a royal bitch to change out. I said as much to Lara and she got a fit of the giggles, leaning against me halfway up the driveway and burying her head against my chest. I held her and chuckled too. 

    Against me, she murmured, “I always feel so safe like this.” 

    “Yeah?” 

    “Mm hm. He wasn’t, by the way.” 

    “Who wasn’t what?” 

    “Paul.” She pulled back and looked up at me. “There are redwoods smaller than you.” 

    “This is a great night for having my ego stroked.” 

    “I think if Dr. Apple were here, that wouldn’t be the only thing getting stroked.” 

    Whatever I was going to say to that was lost when Dr. Stone opened her front door and peeked out. “Hey, I thought I saw another car pull in. Good to see you, Lara. Michael. Come on in.” 

    Dr. Kara Stone looked ridiculously beautiful that night in a low-cut deep blue dress and a sash that emphasized her slim waist and absurd curves. As Lara came towards her, Dr. Stone opened the door wider and stepped out.  

    “You look incredible, Dr. Stone,” Lara said. 

    “Oh, please, if you’re at my house, Kara. And thank you so much. You’re looking delicious too, Lara.” That made my girlfriend blush probably all the way to her toes.  

    “I’d echo Lara’s statement with something intelligent and charming but my brain’s too busy trying to process how beautiful you two look,” I said. 

    “Ooh, ten points for effort, minus five for shmaltz,” Dr. Stone said. 

    We gave her a pair of hugs, me wildly interested in the kiss at the corner of her mouth Lara gave the professor. That was a bold move straight out of my playbook and Dr. Stone definitely didn’t seem to mind. I followed it up with a kiss to the professor’s cheek, a milder gesture. 

    The home was reminiscent of an upscale country cabin on the inside, with thick lacquered beams across the otherwise-white ceilings and a rich use of wood throughout as a theme. The air was too warm for an actual fire, but candles within a fireplace gave a merry glow and a soft apple scent. The foyer and communal room were one long affair, split only by the layout, which had more formal seating near the big glass windows and a homier, informal setup near the back. Something good wafted from the kitchen, rich and spicy all at once. On the wall were pictures, most of Troy and Kara, a lot with a young boy who could have been his double, save that the kid still had hair. Lara looked at those pictures too and turned to the professor. 

    “Do you have a son?” Lara asked. 

    Kara smiled. “No, that’s Troy’s nephew. It’s quite a story and it’s not mine to tell, but Troy… Troy was very crucial to his upbringing. His name’s Mike too.” 

    “I like him already. They look so happy together,” I said. 

    “Oh yes. We’re going to start trying for our own this spring. Now that the school is on firm footing, I think it’s time.” 

    We gave her our congratulations and joined the party in the living room and spilling out into the spacious backyard. The living room was an ode to comfort, with deep, tall furniture covered in cozy throws and end pillows – as well as my castmates. Out back in the spacious backyard, Kara and Troy’s pool was remarkably neat, lit not by the vertical lights I was used to but by sharp horizontal ones that cut under the water like flashlights, giving it a gray-white mysterious murk. At one end of the pool on a risen platform was a hot tub, where at least six of my castmates were sitting around, legs in the water. 

    Dr. Moore was out there talking animatedly with a woman I knew from the college, Cadence Carlson. She ran some of the athletic programs and tried to get me to join the blossoming track team. I was tempted but my plate was so full already. 

    “Hey, there they are,” Dr. Moore said, rising. “I think you’re the last to show up.” 

    “I badly needed a shower,” I said, coming to him to give him a handshake. “Thanks again for everything, Dr. Moore. Nerves aside, that was a great time.” 

    “No, thank you, Mike. I’m happy you gave the program a shot. Do you know Ms. Carlson?” 

    “I do,” I said, then glanced at Lara. She shook her head. 

    “Cadence Carlson,” the busty woman said. “I run the athletic department on campus.” 

    “Ohhh, yes, Mike’s talked about you,” Lara said. 

    “Yes, we tried to poach him from Dr. Moore. Sadly, my charm wasn’t enough.” 

    I laughed. “It’s a great program.” 

    “We had a blast on homecoming,” Lara added. “That was you that organized that, right?” 

    “It’s a group effort,” Kara cut in, and Cadence stuck out her tongue. “Lara, why don’t I show you the rest of the house?” 

    “Sounds good to me. Nice meeting you!” Lara said to Cadence. 

    We watched them go, and Cadence grinned slyly at me. “You know Kara’s painted a bullseye on your girlfriend’s cute bubbly bottom, don’t you?” 

    “I think the feeling’s mutual,” I said as Dr. Moore went tomato red. “They’re going to eat each other alive.” 

    “Probably literally,” Cadence agreed. “Well, I am kidnapping Dr. Moore for the evening. My girlfriends and I want to give him a proper congratulations.” 

    Dr. Moore grinned sheepishly, and I clapped his back. “He deserves it. For God’s sakes, don’t kill him. He’s old and fragile.” 

    “I’m only thirty something!” he protested. I gave him a one-armed hug, and he headed towards the ring of students around the hot tub to congratulate them again and start saying his goodbyes. 

    To Cadence, I said, “Correct me if I’m wrong, but you two, you and Kara, you were at the start of all this, right? Hudwell Academy?” 

    “Oh yes,” Cadence said, grinning. “We taught here when it was a community college about to close. Troy was one of our students. Good times.” 

    “It’s incredible what you’ve done here.” 

    “Thank you. We’re very proud of it.” She winked at me. “And it’s a lot of fun for us too. If you ever change your mind about the track team, let’s just say running isn’t the only kind of marathon you’ll be doing.” 

    I choked on a response to that, and just in time, Dr. Moore came back in our direction. Cadence took his arm and they said their goodbyes. I stared after them long after they were gone until Lara and Kara came out the back doors, each of them carrying a small plate of food. 

    Lara gave me a curious look. “You okay?” 

    “Yeaaaah?” I said, making it more of a question. “Ah. Cadence just invited me to run a train on her if I sign up for track.” 

    Lara burst out laughing, and Kara glanced back in the direction of the house. “Wow,” she said. “That’s fast work even for her.” 

    * * * 

    The party was fun, but with no alcohol allowed between students and teachers, my castmates didn’t hang around long. There was another teacher-free party happening the next night and that was where most of them would let loose. Things eventually boiled down to Trevor, Joanne, Lara, and me. And our host, of course. 

    We sat outside, nibbling on leftover food. I couldn’t get enough of the brisket. It had a blast of sweet heat I couldn’t identify, but I sure did like it. Everyone was nursing a soda or an iced tea, 

    “You have such a beautiful house,” Joanne said. 

    “Thanks,” Kara said. She looked around and frowned. “I need to put up Halloween decorations this weekend. Usually I do it at the beginning of October but time got away from me.” 

    “We’re almost into November,” Lara said. 

    “Turkey time,” Trevor said. 

    “I can’t believe you could think about food right now,” Joanne said. Trevor put away at least three plates. 

    He chuckled. “I’m always hungry.” 

    Kara took all of us in. “What are you all up to for Thanksgiving?” 

    “Going home,” Joanne said. Trevor echoed her. 

    Lara reached out and squeezed my knee. She said, “I’m not sure what we’re doing. We still have to figure that out.” 

    “I’d say you should come home with me,” Trevor said, “but my family’s crazy and our house is really small. Sorry.” 

    “You could come with me,” Joanne said. Her voice was bright but there was a trepidation to it, and it was obviously just a token gesture. “But my family has three or four big gatherings. It’s kind of crazy too.” 

    “Don’t worry, we’ll figure something out. Either we road trip it back home or we get to have our first Thanksgiving together as a couple. Not too bad any way it happens,” I said, taking Lara’s hand and squeezing it. 

    She gave me a warm smile and murmured, “No, not too bad at all.” 

    We made pleasant conversation for a while. I thought Lara was going to angle for a hookup with Dr. Stone, but she seemed to be playing a long game with the sultry blonde professor. They would brush each other’s skin just often enough to be noticeable but not so often that it appeared overtly sexual. Both of them seemed to think they were the cat chasing the mouse, and it amused me to no end. 

    Finally, though, the night had to come to a close. Joanne cracked a yawn and looked up at Trevor. “Hey. You going to invite me to your room or am I going to have to invite myself?” 

    To my knowledge, Joanne hadn’t so much hinted that she wanted Trevor until that moment. I don’t think Trevor knew she was interested either, but he recovered admirably. His eyebrows shot up. “Well… my place, then?” 

    “We should probably get going too,” Lara said to me. 

    Dr. Stone almost said something, caught herself before she lost their game, and stood. “Well, it’s been a real pleasure. Congratulations to all of you on a terrific night. I can’t wait for the Christmas show.” 

    We gave her a round of hugs and thank yous for the party. On the way down the sidewalk, I murmured to Lara, “That woman would have said yes in a heartbeat if you wanted to sleep with her.” 

    “Oh, I know, but I’m going to make her beg for it,” Lara said, and the wolf’s grin she gave me both excited me and made me very nervous about letting her near any sharp objects. “The only question is, does she crack this semester or next?” 
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    Falling Leaves 

      

    Lara came with a whimper, and if I wasn’t so close myself, thrusting into her on her back with my head beside hers, I might have seen the tears faster. I woke that morning with a monstrous need for her. She and Rhiannon were still asleep when I called, but Lara invited me over with a sleepy mumble. Soon my need was sated inside her, Lara’s legs twined lazily around mine as we made love. 

    A few minutes after she came, I drove deep into her one last time and spilled into my condom. Pleasantly exhausted, I dropped my lips to her warm neck and kissed her, panting hard. “Thanks, baby,” I murmured, not wanting to disturb Rhiannon, who was asleep again after mumbling good morning to me when I came in. I lifted my head. “I really…” Tears rolled down her cheeks and Lara wouldn’t meet my eyes. I thought I hurt her somehow and pulled out of her in a hurry. “Are you okay?” 

    She nodded and sniffed. “I hate those things. I want to feel you inside me. I want to have a place and a bed big enough we can cuddle. I hate this. I hate it.” 

    “Oh, hey…” I whispered, and kissed her softly.  

    Rhiannon stirred in her bed and eyed us sleepily. She rose up as Lara cried. Her nakedness would have drawn my eye any other time, but I was full focused on my Lara. She stroked Lara’s arm and sat on the edge of the bed with us. 

    “Almost halfway through the year now,” she said. 

    “Yeah,” Lara said, sniffing. “I’m sorry. I know I can’t go on the pill again. Those swerves hit me so hard.” 

    “What about an IUD or the shot?” Rhiannon said, but Lara shook her head. “Damn.” 

    I slid off the offending device and tossed it into their garbage can. Rhiannon crawled into place beside Lara and they cuddled together. I kissed them both on the shoulders and Lara pointed to her lips. I kissed her there too. 

    “I know it’s not forever,” she said. “I love you.” 

    “I love you too,” I said. I dressed slowly, watching them slide slowly back towards sleep for a while. 

    * * * 

    Lara’s tears troubled me all that morning. I could barely focus on my acting exercises in Dr. Moore’s class and was a complete mental no-show throughout Hitomi’s. That was now how I thought about our professor – Hitomi. I wouldn’t call her that in class. I had too much respect for her. But in my mind, she was now firmly Hitomi. Not just my professor, but my friend. Maybe someday something more. 

    It was not her I thought about that day but Lara and how I could make the world as right as it could be for her. A typical guy thing to do – she didn’t need solutions, she needed time. Regardless, that was what I did, trying to think about ways that my girlfriend and I could make love skin to skin without a condom or cuddle comfortably. I had an idea for the former. I’d make love to Lara until I was close, then pull out and slip on the condom. That was risky. I didn’t know if precoma carried sperm or not. Something I’d have to look up. 

    I at least had the good grace to not be so distracted I couldn’t answer a question from Hitomi clearly trying to catch me off guard. After class, Lara and I gathered up our things and stopped to chat with her, as was becoming custom. 

    We watched the last student file out, and then I took Hitomi’s chin in hand and kissed her.  She sighed, pleased, and poked me in the chest. 

    “You were distracted again today.” 

    I pulled back, but kept my hand in place a moment longer. So warm and soft. Fuck, she did things to me only Lara could. “Sorry. A lot on my mind.” 

    “It’s my fault,” Lara said. 

    “No, it’s not,” I said. 

    “Don’t get irritated,” Lara said. 

    “I’m not,” I said, just that. 

    “Talk to me,” Hitomi said, sitting on the edge of her desk. 

    “Some of it might be too personal,” Lara said. 

    “I’d think that once we reached the point of Michael feeling free enough to kiss me the moment no other students are around, we could call ourselves friends,” Hitomi said. “If you don’t want to talk to me as your professor, then talk to me as someone who cares about you. Both of you.” 

    Lara blushed but stepped forward. Like me, she reached up to kiss Hitomi. They held it longer than I had, their lips making a soft music that set me hard. 

    When she pulled away, Lara said quietly, “Friends, but I hope someday something more.” 

    We filled her in, both about the condoms and the uncomfortable reality of not being able to stay the night together in the dorms. Hitomi listened, clicked her tongue when Lara came to the part about that morning, and soon rubbed our shoulders. 

    “That’s tough,” Hitomi sympathized. “I wish I could…” She trailed off and got a distant look in her eyes. “I wish we could allow you two to live together off campus, but the freshman year dorm thing is a good rule.” 

    “I know,” Lara said glumly. “Oh damn, I need to go. Thanks for listening, Hitomi.” 

    She came in again for another kiss, this one briefer but no less heat-filled. I did the same, sliding my hand down her back to her big ass, and despite its size, found it surprisingly fit. She moaned against my lips and pushed me away, smiling in Lara’s direction. Lara smiled back, and we headed out into the sunshine. 

    “I thought she might have had an idea there,” Lara said. 

    “I did too,” I said. 

    * * * 

    Hitomi did, though we didn’t know it for a few days. I got an email from her a couple days later asking Lara and I to come by her office that afternoon for a meeting with Dr. Stone. At first I thought we might be in some kind of trouble, but neither of us could figure out why that would be the case, unless one of the two professors thought we were terrible kissers or something. 

    That wasn’t the case. When Lara and I showed up at Hitomi’s office, Kara and Hitomi sat together behind her desk, watching something on the monitor. They looked up at us and Hitomi smiled. “Just a minute. Sleepy dog videos.” 

    “Awww!” Lara said, bounding behind the desk to watch with them. I walked to the fish tank and pulled a pinch of food from the container on top. The fish inside stormed their treat like they were off to battle, and I settled into a chair across from the desk, waiting for cuteness overload to release my girlfriend and our professors. 

    Finally they finished up and Lara came to sit next to me, smiling quizzically at the pair. Dr. Stone nodded at Hitomi. “This was your idea. Go ahead.” 

    Hitomi folded her hands in front of her. “Kara let me know after the cast party that you two were weighing your options about Thanksgiving. It wasn’t gossip so much as us trying to account for our students’ well-beings over the break.” We nodded at that and she continued. “What you came to me with the other day, your concerns about the state of your relationship without being able to act on your needs to be, mm, intimate at night, that gave me an idea.” 

    “We thought so,” I said, and Lara nudged me. I shut up. 

    Hitomi smiled. “I needed to check with Kara on this first, but she thinks it’s a good idea too. I’d like to extend to you an invitation to stay with me over the fall break.” 

    “I’m here largely to make sure you don’t feel pressured into saying yes to this,” Kara said. “The school will be closed down over the break but we are allowing students who need to stay in the dorms to do so. However, I can vouch for Hitomi being a kind, wonderful woman and unless you’ve already made plans to go home, I don’t think there’s going to be a better offer this Thanksgiving.” 

    “It’s not a permanent solution to your intimacy troubles,” Hitomi said. “But as a reprieve…” 

    I looked at Lara. We had been talking about staying on campus. “Yes,” she said quietly. She smiled, a trembling thing like a leaf in the breeze, and it grew more solid as she repeated the word again. “Yes. Please. That would mean so much.” 

    “Can we pay you, or…?” I asked. 

    “Not on your life,” Hitomi said. “I’d ask that you help around the house, but that’s about the most I’ll accept.” 

    “Absolutely,” I said. “Anything you need, we’re there for you.” 

    “Of that I have no doubt,” Kara said. “Well, this makes me happy. I’d offer up my own home to you but Troy’s family is hosting this year and we’re going to be away half the week. Perhaps we could all get together at some point.” 

    “That would be great,” Lara said, rising to her feet. We hugged Hitomi and Kara, and then Lara rushed me, crushing me tight against her and pressing her head to my chest. Over the top of her head, I mouthed to Hitomi, “Thank you.” 
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    Thanks 

      

    The day classes let out for fall break, Archie’s parents showed up at our door first thing in the morning. I knew Archie was nervous because he made me make my bed seven times before he was satisfied it was without fault, even if he was the one with OCD and not his parents. Even Mattie, who usually soothed his neat freak tendencies, couldn’t get him to stop fiddling with every perceived imperfection in the room. Finally she gave up and played a game until we heard a knock at the door. 

    I’d seen Archie’s parents in pictures and videos on his Bottlegenie account, but words couldn’t do justice the air of dignity they carried. His father was a dental surgeon and his mother came from modest wealth, her father owning the same surgical clinic her husband worked for. Mr. Woodard was as tall as his son, though the father kept his hair short. She wore hers with a cream-colored headband, a touch of youth I liked immensely. I knew from Archie they were nearing fifty.  

    Dignified though they might be, Mrs. Woodard was still a mother and melted when she saw her son, wrapping him in her arms and leaking tears. Mattie and I rose to shake Mr. Woodard’s hand as he inspected the place, smiling. Then Mrs. Woodard turned her warmth on me and Mattie, hugging Archie’s girlfriend first, then me. They took us all out to breakfast, where I was prodded with a dozen light questions about living with Archie. When my roommate slipped away to use the bathroom, I said quietly to his parents, “I couldn’t have landed a better friend for a roommate.” 

    Mr. and Mrs. Woodard were pretty fond of me after that. 

    Back at the dorms, I said my goodbyes to them and headed for class. It was a light day – half the kids were already gone, sneaking an extra day for travel or just to extend the break that much longer. The professors weren’t exactly in a serious mood either. Dr. Moore, for example, had us bring in scripts for some of our favorite movie scenes and we acted them out, doing awful impersonations of actors. In Hitomi’s class, we spent twenty minutes finishing up the week’s lecture and then the rest of the class was devoted to our favorite pies – and let me tell you, there were some contentious thoughts about that. Whose favorite pie is cherry? I mean, honestly? Sickos, that’s who. We all know chocolate is the best. No need to tell me I’m right. I know I am. 

    After class, Hitomi held Lara and I back for just a minute this time. As there were still students talking in the back of the class, we didn’t show any outward signs of affection. Hitomi leaned in and murmured, “That was really just a sneaky ploy to find out what kinds of pie you two like. I’m very much looking forward to this week.” 

    So were we. I was a bundle of nerves the rest of the day throughout classes, wondering what was going to happen on break, what this might or might not do for our budding relationship with Hitomi. Maybe we would discover we were terrible together. Maybe we’d come out of it closer. Maybe we’d just spend the week fucking like rabbits and that would be the end of it. I didn’t know, but I was excited to find out. 

    But first came a goodbye to the other special woman in our life. Before Lara made it back to the dorm, Rhee and I sat on her bed together. She was heading to Miami for the week, this time staying with another set of friends. She planned on filming some girl-on-girl coverage, something I was greatly looking forward to hearing about – and seeing. 

    “It’ll pay my rent for a year, what we’ll make off that,” she said.  

    “Send us a link and you’ll definitely have a customer out of us,” I said. 

    “Oh you two will be getting a free copy. Call it… peer review,” she said. Then surprising me, she hugged me tight. “Take care of our girl the way she needs it this week,” she said. 

    “I will. Rhiannon.” 

    “Yeah?” 

    “You do have someone to be with on Thanksgiving, right?” 

    She looked up at me and smiled. “Yeah. I do.” 

    To this day, I’m not a hundred percent sure if she was telling me the truth or if she loved Lara and I enough to know we needed this time together. I hope it was the former, but I think it was the latter. I’m so profoundly grateful to her for it, even as it breaks my heart someone so special to us was facing down the holiday alone. 

    * * * 

    I rolled our suitcases up the sidewalk to Dr. Hitomi’s two-story home. I liked the classic friendliness of the place. It was simply built, squarish with a soft yellow paintjob trimmed in white and plenty of windows. Like most homes in the area with a porch, hers was screened in and made into more of a sun room with a comfortable outdoor couch and chair. We knocked and let ourselves in as Hitomi told us to do. 

    The interior was just as comfortable as the exterior, though there was an elegance to all of it that reflected Hitomi’s own beauty. The couch and chair looked slim and unforgiving until you actually sat in them and realized how plush they were. Lacquered wood engravings depicted scenes of dance and play, and against another wall was an actual record player, lined with two shelves loaded with vinyl. A woman with the range of a soul musician sang in a foreign language over an upbeat, pop background. It was an odd combination, but the music was gorgeous. 

    Hitomi’s orange cat Carrot strolled by, giving us a look that said if we weren’t carrying steak or chicken, we weren’t worth its time. I knelt and tried to call it with a tch-tch-tch, but like every cat in the known universe, its attention wasn’t so easily won. 

    “Hitomi?” Lara called. 

    From upstairs – we didn’t see the hallway, as it was towards the back of the house – our professor called, “Just getting changed. Make yourselves at home.” 

    We left the luggage and took off our shoes before wandering through the first floor. The kitchen was exquisite, with an enormous double-doored fridge and a sleek range stove, along with just about every kitchen contraption you could think of lined in open fronted cabinets. I had to smile at the stepstool. There was one thing I could help Hitomi out with that week. Off the side of the kitchen, near the back door, was the laundry room. The washer and dryer faced the door leading into the kitchen. Remember that. It’s important. 

    The rest of the floor was just as neat and beautiful as those rooms. A mudroom led to a spacious backyard where four flags noted where a swimming pool would be going in someday. A spare bedroom down there had the most tempting bed I’d ever seen, and Lara wasn’t immune. She tugged me to it, and flopped down onto her back as I leaned over her, grinning. 

    “One whole week together,” she said. “I’m not leaving the bed with you unless I have to.” 

    I brushed the hair from her eyes and kissed her. “Someday we’re going to own a house like this. With a bunch of kids and a pool and a basement so Benny and Archie have somewhere to stay.” 

    She giggled at that, and from behind us, Hitomi said, “Probably no basements here in Hudwell. The groundwater’s too high.” 

    I pulled away from Lara and we faced her. Hitomi was adorable in high-waisted jeans and a loose blouse. She smiled tentatively, and I came to her. 

    “Thank you,” I said, and instead of kissing her, I gave her a hug I hoped conveyed the truth to those two simple words. I didn’t know it until I saw Lara on that bed, but we both needed this so badly. It wasn’t about the sex. It was about the connection of two souls within the same space. About reaching out in the middle of the night and knowing the person you love was there, warm, comfortable, safe beside you. There was a beauty to that unlike anything else in my life. I didn’t realize my craving for that was as bad as Lara’s until that moment. 

    That wasn’t the bedroom we picked for ours, and I’m sure you have probably guessed why we’d want to be on the second floor near Hitomi’s room. The destination of this train isn’t exactly a secret. It’s the how-we-get-there I’m interested in telling, and we’re so very close now, reader. It might have been a day or two yet in the story, but the fourth person we were missing to become complete was about to become a fixture, and our lives would forever be changed. 

    * * * 

    Hitomi showed me to her gardening shed, a small barn-styled building I liked almost as much as the house. Her father built that, she told me, and it was clear the man was a master craftsman, a lot like my own father. 

    “Really, Mike, take tonight and relax,” she said. 

    “It’s a cool night,” I said. “Might as well take advantage of it.” 

    She unlocked the shed and opened the double doors. Inside was a push mower, and against the far wall, several plastic totes I discovered were full of unorganized tools. I pulled the mower out, checked the gas, and nodded. It was a good mower, though on the small side, and I’d probably need to gas it up at least once before I finished. 

    While I started on the lawn, Lara and Hitomi went grocery shopping. I didn’t mow straight away. Someone, Hitomi or someone she hired, kept the lawn trimmed, but let some invasive weeds spread, particularly around her fruit trees and the shrubs at the side of her privacy fence. I dug through the tools and found a crusty trowel and a pair of work gloves. No heavy bags, though. I texted Lara and asked her to pick me up some. In the meantime, I used two garbage bags I found inside in a pantry. It would work for most weeds, but anything thorny and I’d shred them. 

    It made for pleasantly dull work. Carrot joined me for some of it. Well… he supervised, anyways, stretching out in the grass and sunning himself lazily just far enough from me that if I approached to pet him, he could dart away. I was still pulling the weeds when Lara and Hitomi came back Once they hauled everything into the house, they brought me a big glass of ice water. Hitomi eyed me up and down and said to Lara, “He’s not bad like that. A little hot and sweaty.” 

    Lara grinned, and I had little doubt she was thinking of our insane hookup with one of the women whose lawn I used to take care of. “He is that.” 

    “You two are talking about Carrot, right?” I asked. 

    “Of course,” Lara said. 

    I took a break, and that ended up turning into two lazy hours spent outside on Hitomi’s lawn chairs, idly chatting about our crazy summer and our lives in general. The cat finally graced us with his company, rubbing against our legs and purring so hard he could have given my van’s engine a run for its money.  

    “How did you wind up in Hudwell?” I asked Hitomi. 

    “Well,” she said, “when I first obtained my doctorate, I was naïve and undersold myself to a college in Oregon. The dean of my department made me a lot of promises. He was very charming and made me think I was going to be kept around longer than the time it took for him to get in my pants.” 

    “Oh no,” Lara said. 

    Hitomi smiled tightly. “We live and learn. I tried to go public with his lies, but he was well regarded at the college and loved around the community. Some of my colleagues I thought would step forward with me chose not to. I don’t blame them. Their careers were on the line too. The school tried to convince me to give up until finally they started threatening legal action. I couldn’t afford that. They could.” Her tight smile disappeared. “I wanted out of academia. I felt defeated and… and violated.” 

    “I can imagine,” Lara murmured.  

    “Kara called me up out of the blue,” Hitomi said. “Everybody in the academic world has heard of this place. It’s not kindly regarded, as I’m sure you can imagine, but the stats didn’t lie. The turnover rate was staggeringly low for professors, the wages were great, and most importantly to me, the students graduating had doors opened to them. Real careers. This place could mean something. Of course, it took more than one conversation. Six months’ worth and she very nearly lost me at the beginning until she flew out to take me to lunch and give me the sales pitch in person. Well… about four months in, I was teaching at a high school. What I wasn’t spending on rent and utilities, I was dumping into my job to try and make sure my students knew I actually cared, unlike the administration, the school board, or the voters who kept denying us pay increases.” She shrugged. “By that point I was so tired of saying no. I agreed to come out for a year, and here I am, still here.” 

    “And we’re all better for it,” I said. 

    “Agreed,” Lara said. 

    Later that night, after we found out Hitomi wasn’t just a good cook but an amazing one, we helped clean up supper and headed for the living room. I lounged with Lara tucked in against me. She was almost already asleep, and I wasn’t far behind. We talked our plans for Thanksgiving. One of the other professors, someone I didn’t know, hosted something for the staff each year. Hitomi liked to go, then come back and make her own meal in the evening because she liked leftovers. That got a chuckle out of me and we said we’d attend too.  

    That settled, she rose to her feet. “And with that, I think I’m going to let you two get some rest.” 

    “Thank you again,” I told her. We stood, and Lara came to Hitomi for a hug. The taller of the two, she leaned in and kissed our professor with an air of playfulness. 

    “Thank you, Hitomi,” she murmured.  

    Then it was my turn, and Hitomi’s hands traveled my chest as she brought her lips to mine. Our kiss was cool fire, and were I not so tired, it might have developed into something more. “To be continued sometime, I hope?” I asked her. 

    “Oh yes,” she murmured back, and gave my butt a squeeze. 

    * * * 

    We barely undressed and slide between the covers together before Lara nestled her butt against me. She pulled my arm around her and curled up. She whispered that she loved me, and I swear to you, by the time I murmured it back and kissed her neck, she was out. I wasn’t long behind her, and in that house, in that magical place out of time and worry, I filled my sleeping mnd with her scent and her magic. I dreamed only of her, of our first time together in the heart grass. Of driving together in the van to Florida, or our easy lovemaking, of her breath against my ear.  

    I don’t know what happened when we woke. We didn’t say anything. I felt Lara slide back into bed sometime in the early hours, the light just pink enough to see her smile. I was hard, and ready, and I was on her, lips pressing to hers, needing her, I didn’t think. I just acted. I rolled her onto her back and she whispered my name as I pinned her, keeping her right where she was at. I reached down, cupped her sex, made her moan it this time. My fingers slid along her slit, coaxing the breaths out of her, and all the while, our lips kept chasing each other. 

    Very few moments in life actually make what came before seem trivial, but in that house, in that bed, all our weariness, our hurt at having to be separated every night in the dorms, that ended, at least for a week. 

    I slid into her. I’m guessing you noticed what I forgot. 

    Protection. 

    Or maybe I didn’t forget. Maybe there was just young, loving need and lust and it was all so hypnotic and so goddamn beautiful I didn’t care about the tomorrows to come. I wanted Lara, and my girlfriend wanted this, my cock inside her, my warmth, my love made physical. 

    I had her legs in my hands, not quite lifting them but marveling at the feel of her, at the beauty of this woman who held my heart and my soul as long as she wanted them. I cupped her breasts, sucked at the nipples, teased them, teased between them, trailing my tongue, leaving a path of coolness between them that made her arch her back. 

    Her fingernails dug into me, and she cried out with the first of her orgasms, a slow, countless drum beat of them, her hips flexing against mine, making music we couldn’t or didn’t stop. I inhaled her lips, played with her tongue, and our bodies rocked, rocked, rocked as she came again, her words gone, given over only to syllables of realized fulfillment.  

    Only at the last did I gain some clarity. My eyes widened, and Lara’s fluttered as she spoke one last intelligible word. 

    “Please.” 

    I would have given her anything. 

    Anything.  

    So I did. I stayed. And I came into Lara Denman, no protection, nothing to stop what our hearts wanted so desperately it made her cry at night.  

    I held her afterwards, and I kissed her, and when I was ready again, this time she was on top, whispering my name. This time, there was no love-muddled haze between us. This time, when she held me inside her as the morning light charged across our bodies, Lara and I both had no excuses. We knew the risk and we took it anyways. 

    I love you, Lara. Of all our times together, only our first matched that one. 

    * * * 

    Hitomi was up cooking turkey bacon, biscuits, and eggs when I made it downstairs, freshly showered and more energized than I felt in weeks. She smiled over her shoulder at me, and I came in to give her bottom a squeeze through her plush pink robe and a kiss. 

    “Ooh, is that against your rules?” she asked. 

    I chuckled. “No. Basically no sex, however you want to interpret that. Butt pinches and kisses? Perfectly okay.” 

    She turned to me then and reached down to give my ass a good squeeze too. “Good,” she murmured. “Breakfast?” 

    “Thank you, that’d be great. Lara’s still asleep. She really needs it. Be patient with her, please.” 

    “Oh, I totally get it,” Hitomi said, turning back to the frying pan. “My senior year as an undergraduate, I came home for Thanksgiving and I’m not kidding you, I must have slept sixteen hours straight. Don’t worry about schedules. I know you two. I know your character.” She smiled shyly at me. “Otherwise I wouldn’t let a handsome student like you kiss me and make me feel…” 

    “Make you feel what, Hitomi?” I asked softly. 

    “Like maybe I’d better focus on these eggs,” she murmured, blushing and returning her attention to the pan. I let it go. I liked our slow dance together and I think she did too. Our lovemaking was inevitable at that point. It was all a matter of how we got there, and I was having so much fun with that. 

     I topped off her coffee and poured myself a mug before we sat and ate. Hitomi slathered her biscuit in real honey butter. “I try to avoid carbs most the year,” she said, “but Thanksgiving and Christmas week, I treat myself.” 

    “Whatever your diet and exercise plan is,” I said, trying hard not to stare at the parting of her robe revealing the top swells of her big breasts, “it’s working.” 

    It was so easy to make her blush. I loved it. “Thank you.” She took a bite, chewed, and swallowed. I couldn’t help staring at her lips, wishing I was kissing them again. “I need to speak to you frankly.” 

    “Sure.” 

    “What is it you’re expecting out of this thing with me?” 

    I folded a piece of bacon into my biscuit and used the time to think how to word things. “I can’t speak for Lara, and I wouldn’t want to do anything she isn’t comfortable with. But I don’t see this as a simple fling. What the right definition is, I don’t know yet. But I like you, and I don’t just mean that on a physical level. You’re smart, and you don’t lord it over your students. You’re charming and every time I come by your office or talk to you after class, I look forward to the next time. So if you and Lara are comfortable with it, I don’t plan on this ending this week, unless we discover we’re really not compatible.”  

    “And Rhiannon?” she asked, her voice soft. Pleased, I thought, but that might have been me projecting. 

    “We just started calling her our girlfriend. Honestly, I’m not sure yet how all the pieces are going to fit together. She gave us her blessing for this week. Beyond that, I’m not sure what she’d be comfortable with. So at some point we’d need to sit down and talk about what we all want.” 

    “Good,” she said. “You’re thinking this through logically. I was worried you’d come out of the gate with a hundred roses and a declaration of love.” 

    “You’d deserve them,” I said. “But no. You know our story. We’re open to more than the two of us but it will take time to figure out what the shape of that is.” 

    “I hope it’s something we can figure out together,” she said. 

    “Me too.” 

    I ate, and washed up the dishes when we were done. When I was finished with that, Hitomi headed upstairs to collect her laundry. I guess professors had to live regular lives and do regular things like us. The thought amused me as I headed out into the backyard to finish the previous night’s lawn work, Carrot meandering after me. I think that was probably more the residual smell of the bacon rather than any fondness for me. 

    The yard was a good-sized sprawl, lined by both a mammoth privacy fence and fruit trees. Those would need to be trimmed soon, unless Hitomi wanted to share her fruit with her neighbors. A lone flowerbed needed to be weeded, and the sight of it gave me pause. I looked at the opposite side of the yard. Nothing to match the flowerbed. It gave me an idea – the heart grass I kept back in my dorm. It needed to be replanted, and soon, if it wasn’t too late already. Maybe I could talk Hitomi into letting me build another flowerbed. It wasn’t something I’d ever done as part of my job, but I helped my parents do theirs and I thought I could reenact it reasonably well.  

    But there was a significance to that heart grass, something very special to me. It was a reminder not just of home, but of where my friendship with Lara became something greater. Something amazing. I needed to talk to Lara about it first. I headed inside, lost to thought. In the laundry room, Hitomi started humming. I walked by, glanced in, and froze. 

    Her robe was gone. All she wore was a pink thong, disappearing into the swells of her curvy ass. It was just as big and bubbly as I fantasized about and her thick hips cried out to me. She didn’t look back as she dropped clothes from a basket into the washer. Had she heard me? Almost definitely. This was a show for my benefit and I knew it in my core. 

    Fuck. Me. 

    I moved without a word, not towards Hitomi, but the stairs, rushing up them as silently as I could. Lara sat up in bed, still nude herself as she tapped out a message on her phone. She looked up at me, sleepy-eyed. “Hey, baby,” she murmured. 

    I came to her for a kiss, and breathed against her ear, “Did you help her set this up?” 

    “Um. I have no idea what you’re talking about.” 

    I pulled back and reached for her phone. She jerked it away, hiding it behind her back as her grin widened. “Are you sure about this, Lara?” 

    She lost her smile and stared up at me. “It feels right, doesn’t it?” 

    “Yeah,” I said, swallowing. “Her and Rhiannon.” Lara nodded emphatically. “Are we ready to try that again?” 

    “I want to. Do you?” 

    “Yeah. I love you.” 

    “I love you too. Be with her. This first time should be the two of you.” She took my hand. “This morning… what we did…” 

    “I don’t regret it.” 

    “Neither do I.” 

    I squeezed her hand, kissed her again, and I grabbed my condoms from the nightstand. Lara dropped back into bed. I tucked her in, kissed her cheek, and headed downstairs to one of the three women in this world I loved so much. 

    * * * 

    She was just starting up the machine as I crept in. I was dressed in everything but my shoes. Hitomi wasn’t. It was cute the way she steadily ignored me, still humming even when I was so close she had to feel my presence. I roped my hands around her slim waist and she melted against me, her ass to my hardness. Her humming continued softer as I linked my hands, holding her for a moment, breathing deep the clean tea tree shampoo she used. 

    I brought my hands down lower as I kissed the side of my professor’s neck. Her humming finally stopped as my calloused fingers slid into her thong, finding her bare along the way. I kept kissing her neck, my warm breath making her shiver, and when my fingers slid along her lips and into her, she stiffened. 

    “Michael,” she breathed. 

    “Remember how you didn’t want an admission of love?” I whispered back. 

    “Mm hm.” 

    “I lied. I think I’m falling in love with you. You. Lara. Rhiannon. Can you be okay with that?” 

    She twisted her head and looked at me, her soft eyes twinkling. “Yes.” 

    I squeezed her to me, my fingers pushing deeper. Her warm wetness greeted me, gripped at me, never wanting to let me go. She took my other hand and brought it to her lips, sucking at two of my digits to the same tempo as I stroked inside her pussy. Six months ago this was my fantasy, fucking a professor. Now it was something more than that. That taboo attraction was still there, of course. But I meant it when I said it. This was no longer about fulfilling a fantasy. This was about showing a woman my budding feelings for her. This was about joining my soul to hers. 

    This was about love. 

    I found Hitomi’s spot with ease. She dropped her head against her chest as I rubbed it gently, the heel of my palm against her mound as my fingers did the work. Her need was so liquid it coated her thighs. We hardly moved for minutes, my lips against her neck, her shoulder, her ear. My fingers moved within her and she sucked the others like a treat, her breathing sharpening around me. 

    “Michael…” she whimpered, letting my fingers slip out of her mouth. 

    “I’ve got you.” 

    I brought those wet fingers down to her clit, and she drove back at me, her breath catching in her throat. I circled her clit, teasing the little bud but not for long. She was right there, and I was too driven to taste Hitomi to take my time. My thumb rubbed her, and she thrust forward and back, her ass bouncing against my groin. 

    “Ahhh, ahhhh, y-yes, like that…” 

    Her hands shot for the washer to steady herself. Her walls quivered around my fingers and her fists balled up. Hitomi cried out with her orgasm, a soft, needing sound that drove me wild. 

    I pulled my fingers out of her, and she turned around, her eyes blazing. She kissed me hard, her hands around my back. “Take me,” she moaned. 

    “I have another idea.” 

    I slammed the door shut on the washer and glanced over Hitomi’s shoulder at the controls. I thumbed the start button. My hands fell to her ass. I tugged down her thong and lifted her up and onto the edge of the washer. I peeled off my shirt and dropped down until her pussy was at eye level. Her slickness made little pools on the washer’s surface. I barely noticed. She spread her legs, eyeing me shyly, her thumb pressed against her lips. I kissed her hips and dove into my professor’s pussy, and she was so sweet, like salt and honey.  

    My head swam. Jesus, this was happening. I was eating out Hitomi Apple, the woman who invited me to this amazing school, to this whole new life. More than that. She was my mentor, my friend… 

    …and she was mine. 

    I showed Hitomi everything I knew that we could do in that limited space. As she leaned back, I curled my tongue through her depths, relishing her taste. Her breaths came with half-whimpered words, pleading that could barely be called syllables. I sucked and played with her clit, now taking the time to tease her since the washer would take a few minutes to get to the good vibrations. 

    My hands rose up for their first feel of her big tits. I ran my thumbs across them until I came to the nipples, then gently tweaked them. 

    “Harder,” she begged, and I listened, pinching them more firmly as I sucked and nibbled on her clit. Her feet twisted and kicked against the washer, the bang eliciting a laugh from somewhere above us. Hitomi laughed too, but it was cut off when I tweaked her nipples again, and she gasped out, “Oh, Michael… ohhh, p-please don’t stop…” 

    I had no intention of it. The machine under her revved. Hitomi’s eyes rolled up and her mouth fell open as the vibrations under her joined in with the sensations of my tongue and hands.  

    “Mmm, mmm, Mike… oh!” 

    She came again, her arms trembling as still I kept going, dropping my hands, spreading her even wider so I could push three fingers back inside Hitomi’s cunt. I finger-fucked her as best I could with the bad angle and attacked her clit with my tongue and lips. The machine rattled, thrummed, and Hitomi’s head fell back as she rocked her hips up and at me. Her pussy convulsed around my fingers. She came again, and the words she spoke when she came down would become a cornerstone of my dreams. 

    “Please, Michael, fuck me, take me now…” 

    I pulled back, licking my wet lips. “Upstairs,” I said hoarsely. “I want to make love to you.” 

    I helped her off. Her legs were almost too wobbly to walk. She kissed me hard and hungrily, and her hand fell to my cock through my jeans. Her eyes widened. 

    “Lara told me you were big…” 

    “Oh she did, did she?” I kissed her again, then chased her slowly back towards the stairwell and up to the second floor. “And hey, isn’t it weird timing you just happened to be getting naked the moment I passed you by?” 

    “So strange,” Hitomi said, grinning. 

    “So very strange.” 

    I followed her down the upstairs hall, but as we neared the guest bedroom, my eyes flicked in that direction. Hitomi saw, and said, “Lara, come join us.” 

    “Huzzawha?” Lara said from our bed. “So sleepy. Yawn.” No kidding. She actually said the word yawn. 

    “She wants our first time to be together.” 

    “Well, tough,” Hitomi said. “This is my house and I’m a very greedy lover who is falling for both of you. So get that pretty butt in my room right now.” 

    “Not that sleepy,” Lara said, throwing aside the blanket. “Was he good to you downstairs?” 

    “Uh huh,” Hitomi said. Her butt bumped against her closed door and I reached for it at the same time as her. We spilled through the doorway, her falling on a soft plush rug. 

    “Jeez, you okay?” I asked, but she was already giggling. I offered her a hand up but my professor instead went for my jeans. At some point they’d come unbuttoned, or maybe that was Lara behind me, a bona fide expert in skinning me out of my clothes. My mind was too fogged by the sight of Hitomi on her knees in front of me to think straight. She eagerly pulled my cock out of my boxers when my jeans dropped. 

    “Mm, look at what my student has for me,” she said, and my cock bobbed as if to say howdy. 

    She curled a finger at Lara and my girlfriend slipped around me. She knelt beside Hitomi, and they looked at each other warmly before coming together for a sweet, easy kiss before turning their attention on me. Lara gripped the base of my dick and held it towards Hitomi, who leaned in and sucked the slick head. No wasted time teasing me. She went straight for it. 

    “Oh damn, I had a good oral exam joke for this,” Lara muttered, and both Hitomi and I froze. We looked at her, Hitomi with a mouthful of my dick. 

    “Boo!” I said. 

    “Ze-oh oins!” Hitomi said. Zero points. 

    “Everyone’s a critic,” Lara said, sighing theatrically. She leaned in while Hitomi started working her small lips back and forth on my head. My girlfriend took one of my balls into her mouth, sucking and staring up at me, a devilish twinkle in her eyes. 

    The dual sensations drove me crazy. I stroked their heads as they sucked my cock and my ball. Dizzy with lust, I wanted to slam my cock as deep as I could into Hitomi’s mouth. I wanted to fire another load or fifty into Lara. I wanted to paint their gorgeous faces until they drizzled my come. 

    Lara pulled away with one last lick to my ball, and asked Hitomi, “Want to know how to drive him really wild like this?” 

    “Ow?” How? 

    “Do the same as me, but on the other side. 

    Hitomi pulled away with an audible pop, and licked her glistening lips. Lara lifted my cock up just enough they could attack my underside. I knew what was coming and braced myself, or I really would be painting their faces. Lara licked my sensitive base, sliding her tongue halfway down my length. Hitomi did the same on the other side of me, the two of them at different paces. Lara steady and slow, Hitomi faster, more impatient. 

    “Fuck,” I grunted, then looked at Hitomi. “We get a little vocal.” 

    She pulled away and stared up at me while Lara jacked my tip and kept licking. “Treat me like a lady outside of this house and you can do or say whatever you want to me in it. I’m yours, Michael. If that isn’t abundantly clear.” She placed a hand on Lara’s ass. “And yours too, I hope.” 

    “Uh huh!” Lara agreed, waggling her head up and down. 

    “Then get up on the bed, and let me make love to you the way I want to,” I said. 

    I guided them to their feet and my – I couldn’t believe I was thinking the word yet again – girlfriends hurried to the bed. They dropped together on their backs and twisted their heads to share a few more kisses while I stroked my cock and rolled on my condom. Lara reached up and turned Hitomi’s chin towards me. 

    “He’s had a crush on you since the first day we met you,” she murmured. 

    “I felt the same way,” Hitomi said, blushing furiously as she loved to do. “You can have me however you want me.” 

    “This first time,” I said, crawling up her body and giving her pussy one more loving kiss before I traveled northward, “I want it easy and slow. Let me show you what I’m feeling because I don’t think I have the words.” 

    Hitomi looked at Lara, and my girlfriend smiled widely, honestly. “We want you to be a part of this. If you like.” 

    Hitomi bit her lip and nodded. She looked back up at me, and there was trepidation there, but it melted to warmth as my tip pressed to her sex. I slid into her, going slow but steady, taking her to my depths, just like… 

    “Just like Rhee and me,” Lara breathed, staring at how perfectly we fit together. 

    “Oh my God, that feels good,” Hitomi gasped. Her head crashed backwards and she stuttered out a giggle as I pulled back to her entrance. “M-my students…” 

    “Our professor,” Lara whispered, and Hitomi turned her head so they could kiss again.  

    Every cell inside my body roared at me to own this woman, to drive into her until I came and came and came, but I held myself in check. My mind and my heart won out over my body that time, and I rocked into Hitomi with long, slow thrusts, filling her completely. She kept her attention divided between the two of us, and that comforted me. She seemed to want Lara as much as myself. That was important. This couldn’t be a repeat of that summer, when jealousy and pain corrupted what we had. 

    The truth is, you can’t have a relationship with more than two people in it without some degree of unevenness in the passion and love you feel for each other. It’s almost cyclical in nature – some days you might connect on a more fundamental level with one partner, or your physical cravings lean in a different direction. You have to learn to deal with that, to communicate and be okay with flare-ups of passion and intimacy that don’t always involve you.  

    I think both Lara and Hitomi understood that. I was Lara’s, and Hitomi understood that. Hitomi was mine, and Lara understood that too. That didn’t mean they didn’t care for each other – my girlfriend sliding down our professor’s body to cup and suck on Hitomi’s big breasts certainly wasn’t solely for my pleasure – but it meant we knew the score.  

    All these thoughts played in my head as I studied Hitomi. Don’t hurt us, I pleaded with her mentally. Love her too. 

    As if Lara heard me, she looked up from Hitomi’s breast and came to me, kissing me softly and quickly. She pointed at Hitomi’s lips, and I smiled as I leaned down to kiss my professor, obeying my girlfriend’s wordless command. Lara was next, kissing Hitomi too and dropping down to play with her breasts again. 

    My need grew, but it was a lazy cloud in the distance, riding on a slow breeze. My brain finally signed off for a while, leaving me to fuck Hitomi with an easy pace, stroking her hips, her thighs. I lifted one of her legs and kissed along her ankle, then did the same with the other. She kept her feet high and I took a firmer grip on them. I went faster, not much, but enough to make Hitomi’s lips part as her cheeks bloomed. We said little that first time together, content to let our eyes and our bodies hold the conversation. I thought I read what she was saying right then. 

    I’m close. 

    Her breath began to come faster and faster. Her eyes fluttered, rolled back towards the ceiling. She blinked and forced them to focus on me and Lara, then at the end, just me. She held out a hand and I let one of her legs go to take it.  

    “Lara,” she breathed, and my girlfriend looked up to our hands. Hitomi raised them, and Lara smiled, adding hers to the pile. Hitomi’s eyes squeezed shut and she came with a soft keen, about as much noise as she could make after our session downstairs. 

    My pace hastened. I wasn’t going to be long now. Lara saw, and pulled away, playing with her pussy as she watched me lean in to kiss Hitomi. I stayed like that, my pecs brushing her breasts as I began thrusting harder into my professor. Hitomi gripped my ass and let out a throaty giggle before clamping her lips to my neck, kissing me, sucking at my sweat-salty skin. 

    “I want to feel it on me,” Hitomi whispered against me, and I pulled out. Lara reached down to roll my condom off me and jerk me while I kissed Hitomi over and over again. I shivered and thrust against Lara’s grip, streaking Hitomi’s stomach, the base of her breasts. I stayed like that a long minute afterwards, catching my breath while my professor’s hands roamed me. 

    When I had my wits again, I went to Lara, pushing her onto her back and bringing my hand to her soaked cunt. She stared at me with a gaze like warm sunlight, pleased and fulfilled. I kissed her, her lip catching between mine before I pulled back. Then Hitomi was there, running her hand between us across Lara’s stomach, her breasts. She pushed me away playfully. I sat back on my knees, grinning as my professor devoured every inch of Lara, from her lips to her delicate neck to the peaks of her nipples. What her tongue and lips didn’t touch, her hands did, roaming freely, touching Lara’s pussy, her thighs, her stomach, her legs. 

    Then she was moving down, perpendicular to Lara’s body, brushing Lara’s belly button, her mound, her clit. Lara reached out and pulled Hitomi’s ass towards her face, and our professor got it. She shifted so she could lift one knee up and over Lara’s head, then settled her pussy down on my lover’s eager mouth. Hitomi let out a pleased moan, then dropped her mouth to Lara’s pussy.  

    The sweet seriousness of our earlier lovemaking evolved into something lighter and playful. “Oh my God, she tastes so good!” Lara said to me, and buried her mouth against Hitomi. “Nom nom nom nom.” 

    That sent our professor into mad fits of giggles that took her nearly a minute to recover from. I mostly stayed quiet and watched. The view of Hitomi licking Lara and the way her breasts squashed out against Lara’s stomach was hypnotic. I would need a few minutes to be ready for round two, so I finally got into the game by knee-walking to them and occupying my hands and mouth with Hitomi’s body. I wanted to kiss and touch every inch of her, and strove to do just that with what I could reach. I stroked her delicate feet. I lifted up a calf to kiss it, admiring the stretch of her ass. That was my next target, and I spent long, loving minutes there, running my hands over her curves and kissing where I touched. Feeling bold and playful, I even ran my tongue up the crack of her ass, teasing her hole with my tongue and not quite penetrating it. She shivered at that and wiggled her butt at me, so I certainly don’t think she minded. Leaving a hand on her ass, I kissed up her back, admiring the work she must have put in to have such a slim waist and such enormous assets elsewhere. 

    She looked up and back at me as I trailed my tongue up her spine. “I didn’t know I liked that,” she murmured, and dove back again for Lara’s pussy. I teased that part of Hitomi for a while then, my hand still stroking her ass as I licked the ridges of her back. 

    By that point, Lara was squirming so hard under our professor I knew she had to be close. I leaned in and whispered into Hitomi’s ear, “Tease her asshole with your finger. That drives her wild.” 

    Hitomi grinned and her hand slid under Lara. A moment later, Lara wailed, “Oh, fuck! She’s fingering my ass, Mike!” 

    The words made me good and hard. I stroked myself as Hitomi brought Lara to a gasping orgasm, my girlfriend’s feet driving into the bed as she thrust her hips up. Hitomi looked up at me, her lips wet, and I kissed her, tasting Lara on her and loving it.  

    She gestured at Lara’s pussy, and I came around to pull Lara’s legs wide. My girlfriend clasped a hand over her pussy and gasped, “Wait, wait wait wait. There’s somewhere else I want you.” 

    Hitomi pulled back. “Ohhh,” she said, and smiled wide. She started to dismount Lara, but my girlfriend pulled her right back into place but not all the way to her face. Instead, she glanced at me. 

    “Mike, in my suitcase, there’s a travel bag. It’s black. Go grab it and look inside. You’ll understand.” 

    Wondering what else they had planned, I hurried off the bed to do as she told me. The bag was right on top of her things in her suitcase, and I pulled it out. When I unzipped it, inside I saw something I didn’t quite understand, not at first. I’d never had anal sex with anyone before. Teased Lara and some of the other women I’d been with, sure, but nothing like slipping my cock inside their asses. So when I saw four bowling pin-like plugs with rings on the end, I didn’t quite know what the heck I was looking at. 

    But the lube, that I recognized. With that, my mental machinery cranked up and I said, “Oh, shit.” 

     I stumbled back into Hitomi’s master bedroom, gaping at Lara on her hands and knees, feet kicking playfully against her butt as she continued licking Hitomi. Our professor sprawled against the pillows, legs wide, and grinned at me as I entered. 

    “He looks shellshocked,” she said. 

    Lara gave me a quick glance over her shoulder and giggled. “Remember when Rosario gave me that beautiful top and skirt, and told you you’d be getting a present from her later? Well… she bought me those plugs and explained how to use them. I’ve been building up to the biggest one for weeks and I’ve been using that one the last few days. I think I’m ready.” 

    “Holy shit,” I repeated.  

    Lara looked up at Hitomi. “I hope you don’t mind me taking some of the attention away from you.” 

    “Not at all, honey. Thank you for sharing this moment with me.” 

    “You knew?” I asked. 

    “We had a nice chat on the way to the grocery store yesterday,” Hitomi said. 

    Lara came up her body to give Hitomi a kiss, then shimmied her way back down and gave her a lick too before looking over her shoulder at me. “Okay. Um. Rosario walked me through it. God, I’m nervous.” 

    “I can help,” Hitomi said. 

    “No,” Lara whimpered, “I want to take care of you.” 

    “I promise you, this isn’t going to be our only time together.” Hitomi pulled away to come to me, stroking Lara’s back. “First, I’m going to go get some towels. It’s going to help not make a mess.” 

    I kept myself occupied by sliding my cock into Lara’s pussy while Hitomi went to her bathroom. She came back with a stack of towels and stared at the two of us, shivering at the sight. “Mm. We aren’t leaving this bed all week.” 

    She had us lift our knees up one by one so she could slide the towels underneath us. I pulled out of Lara when she asked me to. 

    “Now, because of infections, you should probably wear a condom.” She pulled one from a stack I left on the end table and rolled it onto me. Then she took the bottle of lube from the travel case. “Give me your fingers.” I gave them to her, and she swirled them through the lube. “Tease around her edge with this, then when she’s relaxed, slide one finger into her first, about to your knuckle. Then slowly dip further inside her and spread the lube around. 

    I did as Hitomi told me to, trying not to smile at the thought of my professor, even in bed with us, teaching me something new. She stroked my cock through the condom as I teased Lara’s bud, and slowly eased a finger into her. I was surprised at the ease of it. She really had been preparing for this. 

    “Good, good, just like that,” Hitomi said, and kissed my shoulder. “Now add that second finger, just as slowly. If she’s tight around just those two, she’s not going to be ready for you. “ 

    “I can handle it,” Lara said. 

    Hitomi came to her and kissed her shoulder too. “I believe you.” 

    Lara wasn’t too tight around my fingers, so I pulled them out. “I think she’s okay,” I said. 

    “Good,” Hitomi said. “Now add more lube to your cock. Wait, I think I need to demonstrate to you how to do that.” 

    I chuckled, and Hitomi came back to me to lube me up. She stroked me and kissed me playfully before guiding me to Lara’s virgin bud. 

    “Gentle now…” she murmured, and I nodded. I eased forward, pressing my tip against Lara. Slowly, carefully, I slid into her. 

    And I fit.  

    “Oh… oh wow…” Lara breathed. “That makes me feel so full…” 

    “Tell him how deep is good for you,” Hitomi said, massaging both my ass and Lara’s. 

    “Oh-kay.” 

    She gloved me well, but she wasn’t so tight I was going to hurt her with the friction or my size. “How does it feel?” I asked. 

    “Full,” Lara said. “I like it. Could you play with my clit too?” 

    “Sure,” I said, dizzy with the sensation of Lara sheathed around me in a new way. 

    “Now ease into her,” Hitomi murmured, rubbing my back and my ass. 

    I sunk deeper and deeper into Lara until I was about an inch in. “There, that’s about… about what feels good…” she whimpered. 

    “I got you,” I said. I pulled back just as gentle and slow, and Hitomi reached for the lube again. 

    “Pull out and add more the first few strokes,” she murmured. “You don’t want her messy with it, but slick.” 

    She lubed my tip again, and kissed me as she brought my cock back to Lara’s entrance again. 

    Like that, I took her slow, my attention now almost solely focused on my girlfriend’s reactions. She jumped when I brushed her clit, and for a second, I thought she might have been about to call this off. Instead, she whimpered, “Oh shit. Hitomi, come back here. I want to eat you again.” 

    “Anything else I should know?” I asked Hitomi as she crawled to the head of the bed and twisted back around to offer up her pussy to Lara. 

    “That’s pretty much it. Congratulations. You passed your exam.” 

    “We went at this long without a teacher joke,” I groaned. 

    She giggled and spread herself wide as Lara bent her head to lick her pussy. For a while, none of us said anything. The only sounds in the room were the wet pulls of Lara’s ass around my well-lubed cock and the faint licking and sucking of Lara eating out our professor along with an occasional panted direction. 

    “Little harder.” 

    “Like that, baby.” 

    “Try a little deeper… nope, nope, back…” 

    I had fun. I felt Lara building towards an orgasm, her body rocking and quivering back against me. Though physically exhausted, Hitomi got into it too, watching me, directing Lara, and occupying herself by playing with her massive tits. At one point she lifted a breast up and sucked on her own nipple, almost making me drive deeper into Lara as I stared.  

    She let the nipple slip free and cooed, “Do you like this, Lara?” 

    “Uh huh,” Lara said, her mouth against Hitomi’s slit. “His… big… cock in my… ass…” 

    “Next time I’m going to lick your pussy while he takes it,” Hitomi said. The word “pussy” falling so easily from her lips spurred me on. 

    “Yessss,” Lara agreed feverishly, “lick my pussy, lick my cunt…” She looked up. “And… someday… he’ll fuck your ass and I’ll… lick you.” 

    Hitomi’s lips parted and she dropped a hand to her own pussy. “Mmm, that’s a deal…” 

    Lara looked over her shoulder at me. “I’m close, baby, take me harder.” 

    I fought to control myself, to not slam in and out of her any deeper than I was already going. It was difficult. Instead of her ass dropping lower, Lara kept thrusting it up higher and higher until we were almost standing. I stroked her clit as she dropped her mouth back again to Hitomi’s, and the two women raced towards their orgasms, moving together like they were one. I’d fuck into Lara, bouncing her forward, and she would lick Hitomi’s sensitive pussy. Hitomi pushed towards Lara’s mouth as Lara would buck back against my cock.  

    “Mm, Lara, making m-me come again…” Hitomi moaned. “Fuuuuck!” 

    “Me too,” Lara babbled incoherently. “Coming… coming… going t-to…” 

    It was Lara who came first. Her ass shot up and I feathered her clit before giving it the hard pinch that sent her flying over the edge. She jerked and gasped, and dropped back down, collapsing with her face on Hitomi’s clit. My cock popped free and I dropped too, coming around and staring down at Lara mewling and licking Hitomi’s clit. She could barely muster the energy to look at me and whisper, “Help me with her, Mike…” 

    “I got it,” I told my girlfriend, and she pulled her head just far enough aside we could both lick Hitomi at the end. Our teacher’s trembling fingers grasped our hair, jerking back and forth with every connection of our tongue to her folds.  

    “Oh oh oh, ohhh, uhhhmmm, I’m… I’m…” Hitomi’s head twisted and she shot a hand to her mouth, sucking on her fingers as her back went rigid. She froze like that, then gasped out in pleasure. She was a while coming down and in the meantime I pulled off my condom and knelt over them, jacking myself. I reached for a box of tissues but two soft hands grasped my arm and my cock. My two lovely companions stopped me and shook their heads, grinning. 

    “How about on our asses?” Hitomi asked Lara. 

    “Oooh, I like that.” 

    They got up on their hands and knees, trembling hands linked, asses high. I jacked my cock above them, so close, and then I was releasing, spilling an insane amount across them considering I’d just come… well, an hour or so ago. Then Lara did something I’ll never forget, something I still often jerk off to. She spanked Hitomi, then leaned in and gave her a long, loving lick along her asshole. 

    “To be continued someday,” she murmured, and kissed Hitomi’s butt one more time. 

    * * * 

    Magic exists. It was contained within that week and we let it fly often. I didn’t actually take Hitomi’s ass then. She was going to need to do the same thing as Lara, preparing herself with plugs. She’d done it before, but never with a guy as big as me.  

    But we did plenty of other things. Hitomi loved oral, both giving and receiving, and almost every morning I woke up to her slurping on my cock and giving me the full blast of her sweet dark eyes. I fucked her and Lara in every room in that house. I fucked her on the kitchen table while Lara licked honey off her tits. I fucked her up against the back door in the mudroom, her ass thumping against the wood with every thrust. She fucked me on the couch when we got bored with a movie and I couldn’t keep my hands off her and Lara. 

    Then there was Lara. 

    We tried me going bareback and pulling out at the last minute. That usually worked. I say “usually” because… well, sometimes we just didn’t stop. I say “didn’t” instead of “couldn’t” because “couldn’t” implies we made a mistake. We knew what we were doing. We weren’t drunk. We weren’t high. We were two people crazy in love with each other, 

    Besides, Hitomi eating a cream pie right out of Lara’s pussy is one of the hottest fucking sights in the world. It’s right up there with Rhiannon doing it too. 

    Thanksgiving was a fun time. The party with the professors and staff was low-key and cheerful. I ate too much, groaned my way back to Hitomi’s, then ate too much again six hours later when we had dinner together. Totally worth it. The two of them went Black Friday shopping while I worked on the heart grass flower bed from dawn to dusk. I wouldn’t let them see it when I was done for the day, covering it with a tarp pinned with extra decorative bricks. It wouldn’t be finished nearly until Sunday, but finally I drove back to the school and picked up the heart grass.  

    Replanting the grass felt right. It felt like it belonged. I stared at the work I’d done, the decorative brick walls, the dark soil that left me with a sore back from hauling the bags around, the garden statues I added of a pair of children waving wands at each other, the two ferns I bought and planted too. It was the best thing I ever built with my own hands. 

    When I called inside to have them come out and see, Lara took a few steps, and started crying when she saw it. Hitomi knelt by the edge of the stones and looked up at us as I cradled Lara to me. 

    “You are home now.” 
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    Finales 

      

    Listen here, grumpy pedantic master of the English language, I know when it comes to school it’s “finals” and not “finales.” It’s the last chapter of this book. Let me have my wordplay, damn it. 

    The last month of school wasn’t a nonstop sex marathon. Lara, Rhiannon, and I had to study and get ready for finals, which were, by all accounts, pretty grueling at Hudwell. Already you could see holes in the freshmen lines, the zombie-faced kids who realized the party was over for the semester and they needed to pull through on grades that were probably already doomed.  

    Hitomi told us one night over dinner at her place that there was another contingent of failing students who thought they could come in that month for extra credit and pull an F into a D range. They had always managed to coast so why shouldn’t college be any different? Except Hudwell was different. Reality was about to hit them, hard, and she warned us the dorms would seem almost like a ghost town compared to that first semester. 

    That wasn’t for us to worry about. Lara and I were pulling good grades but we didn’t want to get overly confident in our last few weeks. A lot of our evenings were spent in study groups or with our noses buried in homework, and I had the Christmas showcase to worry about. We found time to have sex but it had to take a backseat to the reality of school.  

    We firmed up our plans to drive home for Christmas. My van wasn’t the best on snow – I’m sorry, my metal baby, but you know it’s true – but so far we were looking at pretty mild weather right up until Christmas itself. Hopefully that held. Rhiannon would be staying with extended family for Christmas, and this time, I didn’t think she was lying for our benefits. She seemed genuinely excited about it, and the nine-or-ten-year-old cousins she chatted with each week hounded her, wanting to know when she was going to be there. Hitomi was headed to Georgia a few days before Christmas to spend the holiday with her parents, then was planning to spend New Year’s with friends. We didn’t know what we were yet to each other, at least in a formal way, so Lara and I didn’t push any rules about hookups outside of our relationship. It was a conversation we would need to have at some point but not yet. For the moment, we were happy exploring whatever we were. 

    My showcase came and went. I played Bob Cratchit having a conversation with his oldest son Peter after a particularly hard day working for Ebenezer Scrooge. The son – played masterfully by our most youthful-looking actor, Lyle – spat out a venomous comment about Scrooge to which my character lectures him patiently that there’s good in every man. We just have to hope to find it. It was an original piece, written by one of the students in the English department, and quite an emotional one. Still, I was surprised when we brought the roof down with that one, the audience standing and clapping for us. It was a shocking moment, especially when I found Lara, Hitomi, and Rhee afterwards, all of whom bore some marred makeup from tears. 

    Plans for a fuckfest and a way to truly get Rhee and Hitomi together for the first time in style were canceled when the Saturday of finals week half the damn school, including us, came down with a stomach bug. At least we were miserable together. That was… uh… well, not romantic at all, but we sure did get used to hearing the most unsexy intimate noises coming from one another, and hey, if you can’t bond over that, what can you? 

    It was looking grim there for a while, and we took Monday off as a precaution, but by the time finals started on Wednesday, we were back, minus a pound or two. I felt good about most my tests, save for some usual jitters when I looked at some of the material and thought I hadn’t studied enough. Lara, definitely the smarter of the two of us, flew through her tests and nearly aced each of them, coming out of her first semester with a straight A average. I was a little below that, with an A average in everything but a B+ in one of my prerequisites. Not bad, and considering I wouldn’t have to take an advanced version of that class, pretty harmless. 

    The night before we left Hudwell for home, I had a date, and it’s not with who you were expecting. Okay, it wasn’t really a date, but it was my Christmas present to Archie, and it left Lara and Rhiannon in stitches. All semester, I thought about my roommate’s desire to do a hot dog eating contest with me like I had with Benny. I wasn’t about to relive that nightmare, but I knew Archie’s favorite food was Chinese, so I told Archie we were going to have a quintessential college freshmen bonding experience for Christmas. He didn’t know what I had planned, only that he should skip lunch that day. I made him wear a blindfold while Rhiannon and Lara drove the two of us and Mattie to the restaurant. 

    “You two can join in if you want,” I offered as Lara pulled into the parking lot of the Chinese buffet. She and Rhee were going to get mani-pedis and massages, Rhee’s Christmas present to her. Mine from the luscious redhead had been a luxuriously slow blowjob that morning that ended with me coming all over her face and Lara licking it up. I think I got the better present, all told. 

    “Thanks,” Rhiannon said, “but I’m not at the stage of our relationship yet where I want you to see me eat so much Chinese food I might have to unbutton my pants.” 

    “Really? That’s what we’re doing?” Archie asked, yanking off his blindfold, which was really just one of his ties. “This is going to be awesome.” 

    You know what? It was. I’m not going to relate to you the damage we did to that buffet, or the food regrets we had later. But sitting around, bullshitting with Archie as he told me useless trivia facts and video game war stories, that was a great way to say goodbye to Hudwell for a while, and I was glad I stuck with him. 

    “I’m glad we stuck it out with each other,” I said as he finished off a bowl of ice cream. 

    “Me too,” he said. 

    “You two are crazy and I kind of love it,” Mattie said, looking like she regretted the day she ever met us. 

    * * * 

    “Call every day,” Rhiannon said, sniffing. 

    “We will,” Lara said. 

    Rhiannon poked me in my gut. I was still miserable after the food tsunami from the night before. “You too.” 

    “I will, Rhee.” I took her in my arms and kissed her below her ear. Into it, I murmured, “Are you going to be okay this Christmas?” 

    She pulled back and nodded, smiling. “My dad might be an asshole, but my aunt and uncle are awesome.” 

    “Next Christmas,” Lara said, “we figure out how to spend it together.” 

    “Agreed,” I said and Rhiannon nodded 

    We exchanged one more round of hugs and kisses, and we were off, leaving her by her car to wave after us. Lara cried, and I couldn’t say much for a few minutes. We drove to Hitomi’s house, and there, I took a deep breath before we got out of the van. 

    “This sucks,” Lara croaked. 

    “It really does,” I said. 

    I grabbed Hitomi’s present from us out of the back. It wasn’t really anything big, just a framed photo of the three of us from Thanksgiving break. A similar one of our trip to Miami now sat on Rhiannon’s desk. 

    We trudged up the sidewalk to Hitomi’s house, and let ourselves in. A movie score played on her record player, a lovely, Christmassy tune. Hitomi was in the kitchen, grilling ham and cheeses. She was already crying before we joined her, and I hugged her to me. 

    “I’m making sandwiches for you to take with,” she mumbled. “I don’t care if you throw them away a block from here, I just want to feel like I’m looking out for you.” 

    That made me smile. I don’t think I’ve mentioned it yet but Hitomi was only a decade or so older than us and already she was becoming the momma hen of the group. 

    “We could eat here, together,” Lara said. “Another fifteen or twenty minutes isn’t going to hurt.” 

    So that’s what we did, sitting around the kitchen table, nibbling on sandwiches and sipping on piping tomato soup. Hitomi’s tears finally eased, and she pulled an envelope from her purse. She slid it across the table to Lara, and said quietly, “I meant for you to be on the road when you opened that.” 

    Lara picked it up. “Hitomi, you really didn’t have to.” 

    “This is just as much for me as it is you.” 

    Lara opened up the envelope. Inside was a handwritten note and two keys. I have that note memorized, word for word, even today. 

      

    Michael and Lara, 

      

    My house was not a home until you two stayed with me. I want you to have these, so that on the weekends you can come and find the comfort in each other you need, and warm me with your presence too. 

      

    Merry Christmas, my loves. 

      

    Hitomi 

      

    It was one of the greatest gifts I’ve ever received, and I’m not talking about the keys. Those two words. Those two simple words. 

    My loves. 

    * * * 

    The drive home was painful, but unlike our goodbye to Honeypot when we drove to Hudwell, this one came with a knowledge that when we came back, we would again be with Hitomi and Rhee. We stopped to Christmas shop at a few places along the way, and for food and gas, but apart from that, it was a beeline home. 

    We got in just past midnight. When we pulled to a stop in front of Lara’s house, I chuckled and she looked at me. “It’s like we’ve been gone for ten years, or we never left, and I can’t decide which.” 

    I helped her in with her stuff. We tried to be as quiet as possible but her parents were up and greeted us at the door with a round of hugs and questions about the trip. Samantha, Lara’s sister, was home too and padded out to… well, pass out on the couch again. We spent about ten minutes bullshitting before I cracked a yawn so hard I’m pretty sure I could have swallowed my fist.  

    “If you want, you’re more than welcome to stay the night here,” Zack said. 

    “You two are adults now, and so long as we’re not all bumping into each other naked, well… we’re okay with it,” Kathryn added. 

    “Thanks,” I said, looking at Lara. She nodded. “Let me just run and say hi to my parents.” 

    “You look exhausted,” Kathryn said. “Let me drive you. Please.” 

    Lara came with too, and we crashed through my parents’ front door. At that point I felt like a zombie, but it was good to see my mom, dad, and siblings again. Kathryn, patient saint that she was, sat with us and listened to the same questions we just faced from her and Zack. Finally, I begged my mom and dad to let us go, and we drove back to the Denman’s… Denmen’s… Denmans’s’s’s’s… Lara’s house. 

    When Lara and I cuddled up together, my fingers making lazy circles on her hip, I said, “I’ve taken a thousand naps on this bed, but this is the first time with you.” 

    She didn’t respond. She was already asleep. 

    * * * 

    We made plans the next night to meet up with our ex-girlfriend Megan, Benny, and his girlfriend Julie at one of our favorite places, the Sunken City Bar. Named after a local ghost town under the reservoir, it had an odd aesthetic of friendly ghostly decor and Western stylings in the wood paneling and faux-copper trimming. It was a great place to get food and meet up. 

    Lara and I were the first to arrive. We meant to grab a table, but like returning heroes, we were stopped by a half dozen people on our way to talk about college and where some of our friends from high school were now. One of the women, a mom of one of that year’s seniors, ahead of us, asked us casually if Kylie was going to be joining us, and her daughter kicked her none too subtly under the table. We smiled and said we didn’t think so. 

    Just before we sat down, a voice said behind me, “My God. Look at that butt. How you doin’, cutie?” 

    I turned and said to my best friend, “Just fine now that you showed up, sugar lips.” 

    “Kill me now,” Julie groaned. 

    Benny looked amazing. He started dropping some serious weight when he and Julie became a thing, and that had apparently continued in the fall. Gone were the chubby cheeks and gut, and in their place were muscles and a goatee that looked… well, godawful. 

    “Oh holy shit, I hate that goatee,” I said. 

    “Aw come on,” Benny protested. “It makes me look distinguished.” 

    “It makes you look like I should warn the bar not to let their underaged children come near you.” 

    “Julie likes it,” he said. 

    Julie said, “I’ll hold him down if you’ll shave him.” 

    “Well, I for one love it,” Lara said, coming to Benny for a hug. “It’s good to see you.” 

    “At least one of you knows what’s up. Want to run away with me?” Benny said brightly. 

    “Oh definitely,” Lara said. “Get me away from Mike. He’s insufferable.” 

    “By insufferable she means hung like a horse,” I said. 

    When we sat down, a waitress came by to take our drink and appetizer orders. Lara and I knew what Megan would want intimately, and ordered nachos for when she showed up. We didn’t have to wait long. As the waitress scurried away to put in our order and grab refills for another table, there she was, the woman we had to leave behind. 

    Beautiful Megan, once one of the lights that guided me through life.  

    And she wasn’t alone. 

    At her side was a tall, statuesque Black woman in a red sweater and a long skirt that emphasized her terrific legs. She leaned more towards striking than beautiful, with strong, angular facial features and an athletic, ropy build. She followed Megan with an amused look to her. At first I thought she might be a roommate until someone nearly sloshed Megan with a drink. The woman with her stopped Megan, and this time when they walked together, she did it with a hand at the small of Megan’s back, a gesture of protectiveness and possessiveness I was all too familiar with. I did the same thing with Lara. Once upon a time, I did it with Megan too, for that matter. 

    I stood, a lump in my throat the size of a boulder, and Lara joined me, followed shortly by Benny and Julie. Megan rushed to Lara first, and they hugged for a long minute, not saying anything. I held out a hand to the newcomer. 

    “I’m Michael.” 

    “Melody.” 

    “Beautiful name,” I said, remembering that Megan’s roommate was named that. “You’re Megan’s roommate, right?” 

    “Actually… ah…” 

    “Mike, Lara, this is my girlfriend,” Megan said.  

    “Well, then, screw the handshake,” I said. “Come here for a hug.” 

    Melody laughed like her name, and obliged, giving me a warm, friendly hug. Lara was next, and then the others, leaving me to hug Megan tight. Her eyes glistened, and mine might have too. Damn allergies. I thought about kissing her, either on the cheek or something more, but then I thought about Rhiannon and Hitomi back home, and the moment passed.  

    I let her go. In more ways than one, that was true of that night. 

    Melody was a delight. She was a basketballer both in high school and college, and was angling for a degree in biology. “I’m not sure if I want to become a teacher or a scientist yet,” she said, “but that’s where I’m angling right now.” 

    So then, smart and athletic. Throughout the night, we discovered she was funny too, laying out the first time she and Megan flirted like it was one of her wrestling matches and she was on the defensive. 

    “You know this! She comes at you with that butt, there’s no stopping her. It’s a deadly weapon. A deadly, sexy weapon.” 

    “Damn straight,” Megan said, and stood up to spank the part of herself in question. 

    There were a couple of potential guys in the picture for them too, but they were keeping it casual on that front until they found someone to change their mind. I silently hoped whoever that wound up being was the best. Megan and Melody deserved it. 

    The night was going so well, but I knew what was coming the moment we heard that woman ask if Kylie was going to come around. It felt like an inevitability, a weight hanging over the table. 

    Of course she showed up. Either someone told her where we were at or she prowled the town looking for my van at our favorite spots. It didn’t matter.  Kylie walked in with a tall, lean guy with bleached hair and a ratty bomber jacket. She looked… well, she looked like our Kylie. Her hair was shorter, her makeup maybe more severe, but it was her. I don’t know what else I expected. 

    Megan sucked in a shuddering breath, and Melody took her hand, squeezing it. “That the bitch?” she asked quietly, and Lara, Megan, and I all said at once, “Yeah.” 

    “Don’t come over. Please,” Megan whispered as we watched Kylie scan the bar. She saw us and didn’t acknowledge it, just kept looking around. She pointed at an empty table, and they headed in that direction. 

    I hated my heart in that moment. Clearly Kylie was there to poison our well yet again, but once upon a time, this wouldn’t have been our friend. She was once the center that grounded us, an amazing friend whose heart turned vile and ugly when she realized I loved Lara more than her. I don’t know which aspect of Kylie I wanted to hold to. I would never be able to reconcile the two, and I don’t know that Kylie ever could either. I hope there is some part of her that went on to become the friend again to someone new, someone amazing. I hope she shed her anger and the vicious streak that led her to break our hearts in the most painful way possible.  

    Maybe that makes me foolish and stupid, but I’d rather have that hope than abandon the image of the girl on a set of bleachers, grinning at me when I turned to look up at her.  

    All the pain she caused us, and I still loved her. 

    We left not long after she came in, Megan despondent, the one hurt most by Kylie’s betrayal. We formed a ring around her and got her to the door, but there, I hesitated, and told Lara, “I’ll be back in a minute.” 

    She looked back at Kylie and her boyfriend, and then at me. “I can’t.” 

    “I know.” 

    She nodded, and headed out into the cold night with the others. I walked back through the crowds and came to her, my Kylie. She looked up at me, eyes cool, unreadable.  

    “Merry Christmas, Kylie,” I said. 

    She said nothing, still watching me. I turned, and walked away. 

    * * * 

    Since Lara and I lived so close to each other, it was easy to visit both households on Christmas Eve. She and I spent a good couple of hours early that evening playing video games with my siblings, then we walked back to her place in the fresh snow, hand in hand. She seemed distracted, a million miles away, and I attributed it to the Kylie drama. 

    At her place, Samantha cornered us and wanted all the details on our relationship drama. It was like a soap opera to her, complete with cheddar popcorn she shoved down her throat as she listened to our stories about Rhiannon and Hitomi. 

    “You’re sleeping with a professor,” Samantha said. “I mean, I knew you were, but holy crapping crap, that’s hot.” 

    That got a chuckle out of Lara, but she still seemed out of it. At one point, she excused herself and went to speak to her mom. Kathryn disappeared for a while after that, and Lara rejoined us. When I took her hand, there was a tremble to it. In a quiet moment, when none of their distant relatives were shouting, I leaned in and murmured, “You okay?” 

    “I… yes. Yeah.” She studied me. “I love you, Michael.” 

    “I love you,” I said. A seed of worry in my heart blossomed to life, and I spent the rest of their party watching her when I could. Something was wrong, I thought. 

    I couldn’t have been further from the truth. 

    * * * 

    Since my family liked to wake up much earlier than Lara’s, I headed back there first thing in the morning while Lara was still sleeping. My family opened presents and I stuck around for another hour to have biscuits and gravy with them before heading over to Lara’s and giving them their gifts. I bought Lara a pluggable air purifier for her room, which sounds like the least romantic gift in the world until you know that I also bought her a sex journal she most definitely would not be opening in front of her parents. Besides, she hinted pretty subtly about the air purifier, like leaving my laptop open on a page for one with a sticky note at the top of the screen saying, “Christmas Present Ideas for L.” 

    She’s pretty great, have I mentioned that? 

    Lara texted me, asking when I’d be over. I texted her back and told her then was good for me, feeling that seed of dread again and not sure why. I loaded up the dishwasher, gave my mom and dad a hug, banged a drawer next to my sleeping brother and sister on the couch and armchair, and headed out the door.  

    Oh shit. Was Lara about to break up with me? 

    I chewed on that as I walked to her house. If she was going to, I didn’t know why she would, but it probably stemmed from that night when we saw Kylie. Maybe the pain and memories were too much. 

    Or maybe she was sick. What if her hormones were out of whack again? Or God forbid, what if it was something worse? 

    It was nonsensical mental babbling, the kind of thing I know not to overthink, but which went on endlessly anyways. When I got to her house, I stopped, took a deep breath, and told myself I was acting crazy. I almost believed it too, right up to the point when I knocked and no one answered. 

    The Denman house should have been alive with noise. Samantha and Lara were too old for much craziness, but this was Christmas and I knew Kathryn would have some music going, at least. 

    I knocked again, then tried the handle. Open. I let myself in, that feeling of dread growing, growing. “Lara? Anybody home?” 

    “In here,” Lara called to me from the kitchen. Her voice was hoarse. I came around the corner. She sat at the kitchen table, hair wild, clad in a pair of pajamas I would have thought were cute if I wasn’t staring at the tears rolling down her face. 

    “Baby,” I whispered, and rushed to her, dropping to my knees. “What is it? Are you okay?” 

    “My family… gave me a while to talk to you. I… I’m scared of what you’ll say,” she whispered. 

    “Tell me. Whatever you need, always, Lara, God, I love you so much.” 

    She drew something from her pocket. A long, thin white thing, something I recognized, because I bought one not all that long ago. 

    During homecoming.  

    Oh. Oh holy shit. 

    “I’m pregnant,” she whispered. 

    My eyes shot from the stick to my Lara. Oh, I’d be terrified soon enough when the enormity of the thing hit me. But in that moment, my dread fled from me, and I stuttered out, “Pregnant. You.” 

    “Me,” she said, trying to smile but the tears falling even harder. 

    “You’re pregnant. You’re… you’re… you’re…” I pointed at myself, utterly gobsmacked. “I’m going to be a dad?” 

    She nodded, and chuckled through the tears. “Yuh huh.” 

    “And and and, you’re going to be a mom. I mean, if you want to have the kid with me, if you want to, to… whatever you want to do, of course I’d…” I shot to my feet and pulled her up with me. “You’re pregnant!” I shouted gleefully. 

    “I’m pregnant!” Lara said, this time with force and joy cracking through her fear. I clasped her to me and kissed her, laughing against her lips. She pulled away, eyes gleaming. “We are so going to make love like crazy right now, aren’t we?” 

    “If I don’t break your bed, I’m going to be seriously disappointed in myself,” I said, helping her yank the pajama top up and off her. 

    “We’re going to have to talk about this seriously soon,” she gasped. 

    “Oh yeah, definitely, serious talk. But holy shit, you’re pregnant!” 

    “I’m pregnant!” she bellowed, and we chased each other through the house, laughing, shedding our clothes, kissing, loving. 

    We were seriously screwed. Eighteen, in college, no safety net, and we were going to have a baby. But all that was for tomorrow. Lara was pregnant, and I never felt such pure joy in my entire life. 

      

    * * * * * 

      

    Almost finished! Join Mike and Lara one last time in the third Hudwell Heat novel, Spring Escape! 

      

    Find me on Twitter at Twitter.com/IanSnowWriter 
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