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A while back, I wrote a book called The Blonde in 3C, which jumped between a time when the two protagonists were friends, and when they were a couple exploring the hotwife fantasy. I love writing origin stories—not just of the couple and how they got into wife sharing, but also how the husband and the wife arrived at that point. It got me thinking about what would happen if I lingered on those important moments in a couple's lives just a little longer.
As many of you know, I like to think of the couple as the third protagonist, when it comes to writing in this genre. The couple follows the same growth arcs that individuals do, with highs and lows, with moments where you want to scream at them, and others when you want to embrace. 
While We Were Apart is a series that I wrote just before the launch of this Patreon. Each part is about as long as each individual part of Never Too Late to Play. There are currently five written, and each focuses on a pivotal moment in the lives of Nathan and Morgan. My plan is to go from their college years (first story) all the way to their later-in-life adventures, but right now, what's written gets them into their late 20s. I'm going to post the first part over the next few weeks, then take a break to put out something more timely. Then we'll get back to them.
Chapter 1
“Hey, stranger.”
They say that absence makes the heart grow fonder.
“Morgan!”
Those same people say nothing about the effect it has on jealousy or insecurity or doubt.
“You’re here,” I said.
And they definitely didn’t say anything about how awkward the absence makes things.
“Hey, Nathan. You going to invite me in?” Morgan asked. She looked the same as ever—same lean body, same flowing, chocolate brown hair, same radiant smile. ”Or do you have a new girlfriend in there?”
“New girlfriend?” But my brain couldn’t reconcile what was happening. I hadn’t seen Morgan in person in over a year. “No new girlfriend.”
She stared at me, shifting a little. This wasn’t how I’d imagined this reunion. In my head, there were fewer words, more kissing, and definitely clothes being torn off. She thrust a thumb over her shoulder. “This a bad time? Seriously, you have someone back there? I… won’t be upset.”
I heard the hesitation. “No, there’s no one else. I’m just… it feels like it’s been forever.”
“Too long.” Morgan seemed over the awkwardness and the waiting. Like the first time we kissed, she seized the initiative, stepping up to me, pulling me close, and pressing her lips to mine.
The kiss was clumsy for only a moment. It wobbled like a baby bird falling from the nest, and then it soared. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pressed her tongue into my mouth. I ran my hands down her back, and could feel the heat of her skin beneath her tank top. I grabbed her ass, encased in a pair of skintight jeans.
It was all so familiar, yet also, weirdly, excitingly, so new.
“Now that’s a better greeting,” Morgan said, breaking the kiss, but keeping her arms around me.
I nuzzled her nose. “Missed you,” I whispered.
“I missed you so much.” She pressed her hips against mine. “And it feels like someone else missed me. Which way to your bedroom?”
“Uh, it’s that one.” I pointed to the left door. Funny to think that I’d been living here a year and yet Morgan had never seen it. “Want a tour?”
“After.” She dragged me into my room. “I see you’re as tidy as ever.”
She was looking at my unmade bed, at the clothing strewn all over the floor and the empty water glasses beside my bed. “If you’d called to tell me that you were coming…”
“Oh, I hope I’ll be coming soon.” She laughed, pulling her tank top off and tossing it onto my unkempt bed. Her lacy black bra almost distracted me away from her belly piercing.
“That’s new.” I stared at the silver bar, studded on either end with white, glittering stones. 
She ran her hand down her flat tummy and fingered the jewelry. “Thought I’d try it. You like it?”
“It’s very sexy.” I ran my eyes over her whole body. “Everything about you is sexy. Did England make you sexier?”
She laughed again—light as a caress. Familiar, too. “You’re so silly.”
“You still love me for it?” I pulled her close and kissed her.
“Always,” she said. “I’ll always love you.”
Finally, the last bits of that awkwardness were gone. We made it to the bed, kissing and exploring one another. I popped open her jeans, helping her wiggle out. My breath caught when our combined efforts revealed a black thong that matched her bra. 
“I hope this isn’t reunion lingerie. I’m liking the new you.”
“Well, it is reunion lingerie,” she said. “But I’ve had a change of heart with things riding up my butt.”
I had a brief, but vivid image of some muscled stud driving his cock into Morgan’s ass. It came out of nowhere, driven by her unintentional innuendo. I couldn’t let it pass. “Is that so? Now this is going to be a homecoming.”
“What?” And then she got it, her face turning red. “Oh, I didn’t mean…” She demurred, but only slightly. “I didn’t know you wanted to try that.”
“I don’t,” I blurted, although it was only partially true. I’d just never considered it a real possibility.
“Okay,” she said. The awkwardness was creeping back.
I pulled her close and kissed her again. I ran my hands over her ass, confirming that her panties did plunge between her cheeks. “But I think it’s hot as hell seeing you in a thong.”
We made out some more, falling onto my bed, our urgency rising together. I pulled off my shirt, and she touched my chest as if trying to remember if I was this muscled before. I wasn’t. “Dan gave me a few pointers at the gym,” I said.
Those eyes lingered on my pecs before she glanced up at me with a bright smile. “I’ll have to thank him next time I see him.” She kissed my chest. “Very nice, Nathan.” Another kiss. “Very nice,” she purred.
Down she went, unzipping my jeans and fishing out my cock. Wrapping her fingers around the base, she studied my erection, like she was reminding herself what my dick looked like. Like she had to compare it with all the other dicks she’d seen while studying abroad.
The jealousy set in like claws along the insides of my gut, tearing my insides to pieces. I felt sick. I felt pathetic. And yet, when Morgan looked up at me, her dark eyes locking onto mine, and took me into her mouth, I felt so fucking good.
“Oh, fuck,” I groaned. I wasn’t going to last. It had been too long with only my hand to give me pleasure, and her wet mouth felt too good. I had to shut my eyes and try to will myself not to come as she bobbed along my dick.
But after about a minute I couldn’t take any more. “Morgan…” I croaked. “I need you.”
She popped off me, smiling. “Not going to argue with that.” She worked my jeans off, but even the image of my dick bouncing obscenely before her was too hot. 
I flipped her onto her back, pants around my knees, and pulled her thong to the side just enough to thrust home. I missed, naturally, drawing a giggle from Morgan. “Here, let me help.”
She whipped off her panties in one fluid motion and took me into her hand, guiding me to her gash… which was shaved bare. Like, totally bare. Like, slippery-smooth-along-my-cock bare.
And then I was sinking into all that gloriously soft skin.
“Uh, God,” she groaned. “Oh, Nathan… fuck me… fuck me…” She held me, raking her fingers through my hair, gasping with each thrust.
“Morgan, you’re so sexy,” I whispered. “I’m not… gonna… last…”
“Come, Baby. Don’t hold back.” Her hand tightened in my hair. I kissed her neck and breathed in her familiar scent. She was home. She was back. “Give me your come, Baby. I want to feel it.”
I couldn’t have denied her even if I’d tried. Her order seared through me. I slammed my cock to the root, my balls tight, my breath held. Time stood still—a microcosm of our year apart. It lost meaning. It was limbo.
And then she was back, and I was coming and everything felt whole again.
***
I basked in the glow of my orgasm, staring at the ceiling, Morgan’s warm, lean body at my side. It had been six months of nothing but self-pleasure, a drought that I was beginning to think would last forever. And yet here she was, Morgan, my college girlfriend, back like nothing had changed.
When she got into the study abroad program in London for her junior year, we kind of decided to break up. Or maybe I had mostly pushed it, because I was a dumb college kid who didn’t know how good I had it until it was gone.
It was a friendly breakup. She told me that she’d be back in a year and asked if I’d have her when she came home. That was the type of person she was, and I only realized how deeply I’d fallen in love with her when we were separated by eight time zones.
We mostly emailed. The time difference was brutal, but it wasn’t just that. At first, I was busy trying to be the single guy I thought I wanted to be around campus. When that got old and I got to missing her, phone calls were just so awkward.
I figured there were other guys. I worried about calling her some afternoon and another dude picking up. It was hypocritical, for sure, since I wasn’t exactly celebate, but whatever.
But the reality was much harder to deal with than hypotheticals. Lying there next to a mostly naked Morgan, I realized that she’d definitely been sexually active over there. She didn’t shave her bush or start wearing thongs to give her an edge when writing papers. It was all going to take time to wrap my head around.
Or I should have given it time, anyway. My dumb self decided to dive right in at the time.
Rolling onto my side—after finally kicking off my boxers and jeans—I ran my hand along her body. Had her skin always been this soft and unblemished? I traced the small cluster of moles just beneath her ribcage. That was familiar. Lower, the navel piercing wasn’t.
“So who do I have to thank for this?” I pinched the piercing, the metal warm and inviting.
Glancing up at Morgan, I found her staring at me, studying me with those dark eyes. “You can thank me, of course.”
“You did it for yourself?”
“Who else would I have done it for?”
Somewhere in the back of my head, an alarm bell began to bleat. “Some good looking Englishman with a fondness for piercings?”
Morgan’s laugh was pure and genuine. “You’re right. I did take out all my other piercings before flying back. I didn’t think you’d like my triple brow rings.”
“Probably not my taste.” I laughed along with her, but it didn’t feel great. I moved my hand lower. “And how about this?” I asked, running the back of my hand over her bald mound. Like the rest of it, it was so amazingly soft. “I definitely want to thank the guy responsible for this change of style.”
“We really doing this, Nathan?” She wasn’t being defensive. I didn’t feel her body stiffen, and she definitely wasn’t pulling away. It was a real question, asked by someone who knew me better than I did. I took her point—I didn’t really want to know. 
But I also heard her answer—there was definitely a guy who got her to shave her box.
“I like it.” I fingered her clit. She shivered with pleasure. “I think you should keep it like this.”
Morgan smirked. “Of course you do.”
“You know, just in case you go back to visit and see…whoever. Wouldn’t want to disappoint.”
She was already shaking her head before I finished the sentence. “I’m not going back.” She scooched up to me until her breasts touched my chest. “I came home because I missed the fuck out of you, you idiot.”
“Sounds like you really missed me—”
She shut me up with a hard kiss. Because I was a dumbass, I almost kept on arguing, but Morgan and her kisses were a compelling reason to shut up. So I did.
When she went back down on me, though, even after I’d fucked her, the insecurities were back. She’d definitely never taken me back in her mouth after sex, and I’d never asked. She’d never tasted herself that way. Now, there was no hesitation.
She even brushed her hair out of her face so she could watch me as she bobbed up and down my length. I wondered if she’d been with guys bigger than me. The speculation hit me with a rush of adrenaline, jealousy so real it tasted like battery acid. My head spun. My cock swelled right along with it.
It was hard to watch Morgan swallow more and more of my dick and not think about her doing that with some Englishman issuing instructions in a boarding school accent.
‘That’s it. Keep your eyes on me and relax your throat. Take me deeper. You can do it, Morgan. That’s just perfect.”
And she did take me deeper than ever before. I felt my dick enter the back of her throat. She swallowed until her lips touched my pubes, then pulled back, gasping for breath.
“You have a nice dick, Nathan.”
“Thanks?” I did my best to not think she’d said it the way a wine connoisseur, who’d sampled many different wines, would talk about a surprisingly good table red. I didn’t do well at the “not thinking” part, though.
She straddled me, holding my dick steady as she impaled herself on it, and sighed, her eyes closed, basking in the feeling of me inside of her. I reached up, cupping her tits and thumbing her hard nipples.
“Yes,” she gasped. Languidly, she opened her eyes and looked down at me, seeing me. And that’s when it really hit me. There may have been other guys, but she’d come back to me.
Hands braced on my shoulders, she began to fuck me. Had it been like this before? Was this the thrill of a year of absence, or had she learned a few new tricks while we were apart?
She took my right hand from her tit and guided it down between her legs. I took the cue, happy to play with her shaved snatch. She moaned as I thumbed her clit, rising high over me and cupping her own tits together.
Her eyes were closed again, lost in the thoughts of other men? I didn’t wilt. I only thickened. I only rubbed her faster, thrusting up to meet her undulating hips.
“Oh… oh, yes… there… there!”
She folded forward as she came, her long, dark hair spilling around us. Her forehead was clammy and hot as she rested it against mine, her breath a high-pitched staccato. “Oh, fuck, Baby,” she groaned. “Come. Give me your… uhhh!”
I didn’t need to be asked twice. Grabbing her ass, I pulled her body down into me as I erupted for the second time. She shuddered, quaking each time I pulsed inside of her, even after I had nothing left to give.
She collapsed in my arms, sweaty and satisfied.
I wanted to ask her about the guys again, about her experiences. I wanted to know where she’d learned to fuck like that.
It just didn’t seem like the right time.
Next part comes out Friday, January 10.
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Chapter 2
Two weeks later, Morgan gave me a lingering kiss before sauntering away across the grassy quad, her ponytail bouncing, heading for the gym. I couldn’t take my eyes off her body, encased in a skin tight pair of gym leggings and a racer back top that showed off her midriff.
“You are so fucking lucky, man.” Beside me, my buddy Dan was just as mesmerized. “Love the belly ring.”
“Since when were you keeping tabs on Morgan’s piercings?”
“Oooh, she have more?”
“No, just… fuck you.”
Dan chuckled. “Your girl’s hot. I notice things about hot chicks. Like, for example, that ass. In fact, how have I never noticed how incredible it looked before?”
I said, “You were too busy looking at all the other sluts you’re banging?”
Dan shrugged. We’d been friends since Freshman year, when we lived on the same hall.
Morgan disappeared around a building, and he glanced back at me, grinning. “It’s college, man. Just making the most of it. So you two are back together, just like that?”
“Just like that,” I said.
“Like I said, you’re so fucking lucky. She could have met some guy over there in that program with a bigger dick, and then it would have been all over.”
“Morgan’s not like that.”
Dan shook his head. “All chicks are like that, man. Trust me, as a guy with an abnormally large dick, I know.”
“Go fuck yourself, Dan.”
He chuckled at me. “I’d rather fuck your girlfriend.”
This was our way. The banter was normally harmless, but I’d already been struggling with jealousy and emotional insecurity. This shit wasn’t helping.
“I assume you didn’t tell her about Molly?” he asked.
“We were never serious. And I haven’t seen her in, like, months.” I heard the defensiveness even as it emerged from my mouth.
Dan seemed to get a kick out of that. “I take it that’s a ‘no’. Eh, she probably wasn’t totally innocent over there, either.”
It was one thing to speculate in my head. To hear it uttered aloud, however, made me feel ill. “You’re not helping.”
“Oh, come on, Nate. Don’t be a fuckin’ hypocrite. If you can sleep around while Morgan’s a million miles away and you two are on ‘pause’, or whatever, she can, too. No judgment on either of you, and frankly, it’s a good thing. You two work great for each other, so maybe the year apart got all your craziness out.”
“Thanks?” I rose and stretched, checking my watch like I had some place to be. “You’re a really special friend, you know that, Dan?”
He grinned. “I do, in fact, know I’m very special.”
***
I should have talked to Morgan about all of this. In hindsight, that’s the healthiest thing to have done. But I was a 20-year-old college idiot surrounded by other 20-year-old college idiots. So instead, I bottled up all of my insecurities and let them fester inside of me.
After my chat with Dan, I should have gone to class. It’s what Morgan, a hard-working student, would have done. On my walk across campus, though, all I could think about was my girlfriend in all her spandex being ogled by guys at the gym, so instead of my plan to head to class, I swung by my place, grabbed my gym bag, and decided to do some recon.
The campus gym was a state-of-the-art affair, built recently on funds generated by our sports program. I spent a lot of hours here, lifting and running and keeping in shape, and knew the place pretty well. 
Morgan would be up in the cardio area, where she spent most of the time running and biking, but I still made my careful way through the gym. She knew my schedule and would definitely wonder why I wasn’t in class.
I nodded at a few of the guys that I knew there, but didn’t stop to chit chat. Walking with determination, I hit the locker rooms to change and then made my careful way up to the cardio machines. I’m not sure what I was expecting to find—I trusted her, of course, and yet here I was, on a spy mission.
Morgan wasn’t on any of the treadmills or ellipticals. She wasn’t on any of the bikes. She wasn’t anywhere in the cardio room. I went from furtively scouting along the edges of the room to boldly walking through. Got a few looks as I did, but Morgan was definitely not there.
I checked the weight machines, where she also did some reps. She wasn’t there, either. “Hey, you seen Morgan?” I asked a buddy of mine at last, trying my hardest not to sound like a paranoid boyfriend.
“She’s back? Nice! I’ll let her know you’re looking for her if I see her—”
“No, it’s cool. I just wanted to, um, say hi.” I winced. “Not a big deal. See ya around.”
I turned away, my face burning, my guts twisting into knots. It was like someone had taken a baseball bat to my head. Everything rang and swam and I just couldn’t deal with it. I walked out of there without changing or grabbing my stuff from the locker room, and only realized I’d left it all behind when I got back to my apartment building and realized I didn’t have my keys or phone or anything.
“Fuck,” I groaned. My walk back to the gym was less clouded. I let myself cool off. I probably just missed her. She definitely wasn’t at some guy’s place, her legs spread wide as he drilled her. “Don’t go there.”
The more I thought about it, though, the faster I walked and the more convinced that she was cheating on me. It was totally irrational, and yet by the time I arrived back at the gym, I was as pressurized as an over-pumped keg.
Back at the gym, I did one last sweep of the various rooms—not even bothering to be sneaky anymore. She hadn’t shown up, which wasn’t comforting. I hit the locker room, grabbed my bag, and headed back out…
…when I spotted her. Talking with some guy.
The gut punch felt so real that for a second I thought I’d run into something. I stopped, and someone did run into me. “Watch it, asshole,” that someone muttered as they passed by. It barely registered.
Morgan was sitting on the top of one of the picnic benches outside of the gym, and this guy was standing next to her. They were sipping bottles of Gatorade and laughing, and it flipped my whole world upside down.
The guy was exactly the type of guy that I didn’t want talking to my girlfriend. Clean cut and good looking, the dark-haired guy had the confidence and tone to wear a tanktop and a pair of gym shorts without feeling self-conscious. I didn’t recognize him, but that was no surprise. The school population was huge. Whoever he was, Morgan seemed to enjoy his company, which made it so much worse for me.
Now, I’m not some knuckle-dragging, chest-thumping thug. I didn’t walk up to them and headbutt him or anything—although I had a few vivid fantasies of doing just that. But I did approach.
Morgan saw me first. I watched for a reaction very closely—watched for guilt or nervousness, Did she flinch? Did she look quickly at Mr. Tanktop? 
I didn’t see any of that. If anything, she had the nerve to look happy to see me. “Oh, hey, Nathan!” And then, processing my presence, added, “Thought you had class?”
“It was just a review,” I mumbled. “Who’s this?”
Smooth, I thought. Not paranoid there at all, buddy.
“Oh, this is Jeremy. Jeremy, this is Nathan.”
There was definitely a sizing up that happened when he heard my name. I saw it in the way he looked me over, as if thinking, So this is the boyfriend. “Nice to meet you, Nathan.”
His handshake also spoke volumes, overgripped and over-firm.
Or maybe that was me doing the overgripping.
“Hey, Jeremy. Sorry to interrupt…”
“Oh, hey, no worries at all,” Jeremy said. “We were just catching up on England.”
“Jeremy was in the same study abroad program,” Morgan explained.
“Ah.”
“Morgan talked a lot about you,” Jeremy said. “Good to finally put a face to a name.”
Oh, she did? I glanced at Morgan, who was beaming at me. I was suddenly very confused by it all. “Cool,” I said, hoping that saying it would make me feel it. “Anyway, I’m going to go…” I jerked my thumb towards the gym, like I was just headed there now.
“Right. And I better get home,” Jeremy said. “Need to shower before class. It was good catching up, Morgan. Hope to see you Saturday.”
I waited until he was gone before looking at Morgan. “Saturday?”
“Oh, he’s having a few people over from the program. Like a mini reunion. Want to go?”
No. “Sure, sounds fun.”
“Sweet.” She gave me a hug, squeezing my biceps. “Keep doing what you’re doing. Me likey.”
“Maybe one day, I’ll even have the confidence to pull off a tank top.”
“Oh, please.” Now her laugh was definitely on the hysterical end. “You have nothing to be jealous of.”
“I know.”
But did I?
Chapter 3
I always hated the kind of guys who felt like they had some kind of ownership of their girlfriends. They’d drape their arm around her when introducing themselves as if to say, ‘This one’s mine.’ They got jealous for no reason, and angry at her when she talked to some other male.
No, I was the cool boyfriend, the chill boyfriend. She had friends who were guys, that’s great. I believed in platonic relationships. Morgan wanted to go study abroad for a year? That’s great! No problem. We’ll work it out.
Yet now, after Tank Top Jeremy, I was feeling all those Neanderthal man things. I wanted to get my club. I wanted to remind him that she… was… mine.
“Oh, fuck me!”
I wanted to remind Morgan as well.
“You feel so… you feel so… good!“
I had her legs over my shoulders, our fingers entwined above her head as I rolled my hips into her. This wasn’t just rabbit fucking. This wasn’t just me pounding away. I’d picked up a few tricks of my own and was determined to show off.
“Oh, Nathan, Baby, you feel so… oh!”
My roommate was out at a party, and Morgan and I decided to stay in and watch some TV. It was like old times, before she left—even before we officially got together. Only this time I could lean over and kiss her. Kissing led to hands roaming to clothes coming off. 
I went down on her, worshiping the body I’d missed for so long. I kissed and licked her smooth thighs. I traced the edges of her thong, teasing both of us before pulling the flimsy material to the side and feasting on her bare gash. That was never going to get old, seeing her smooth shaven mound. It was a reminder of our lost year, and a motivator not to lose her.
We moved to the bedroom after I made her scream loud enough that our neighbors definitely heard. I didn’t care. Let them hear and be envious.
“Yes, Nate! Fuck me!” Her voice cracked, a whispered-shout that I would never grow tired of. It was all the motivation I would ever need.
“I love you, Morgan.” I squeezed her hand as I sank balls deep into her. 
“God, I love you too, baby.”
When I opened my eyes, she was staring right back up at me, her lashes long, her dark irises hypnotic. Her pussy rippled around my cock as she squeezed me. I’d never felt something like that before.
“I missed this,” she said. “I missed you.”
It should have been reassuring. Those should have been exactly the right words to ease an agitated ego. But at the time, all I heard was, “All the guys I fucked in London made me forget all about you!”
So I folded her legs until they were up around her ears and fucked her in a way that she wouldn’t ever forget.
My abs screamed. My arms burned. I pushed. I didn’t stop. Morgan didn’t want me to stop. She begged me to keep fucking. She gnashed her teeth and rolled from one thrilling orgasm to the next. 
“Baby,” she gasped. “Are you close? I need you. I… need that come.”
I groaned.
“Give me your come!”
My balls tightened.
“Fuck your come into me!”
That was so unlike Morgan. That must have been learned elsewhere.
But holy hell, was it hot. I obeyed, slamming my hips forward and fucking all my come deep inside of her. She writhed beneath me as she came, again, our slick bodies slapping and sliding.
Morgan sighed when I finally released her legs. I flopped beside her, watching her stare at the ceiling with a big, goofy grin. “That was…” She turned to me and finished, “amazing.”
“I missed you, too,” I said lamely.
She giggled. “Well, hold on to that angst, stud. A girl could get used to that.”
If she only knew.
***
I’d forgotten all about Tank Top Jeremy’s party until Morgan reminded me Saturday afternoon. Or maybe it was more like I was actively pretending it wasn’t going to happen on the off-chance that she’d forget.
“I was thinking we could get dinner up near the Crossing,” Morgan suggested. ”Jeremy’s place isn’t far from there. We could walk over after.”
“Right, the party.” And she knew where Jeremy’s house was? Definitely an irrational thought—of course she had to know if she was invited—but disconcerting anyway. “Yeah, that seems like a good plan. Like a date.”
She beamed at me. “A date. Love it.”
“That mean you’ll wear a slinky dress for me?”
“I think I could manage something…”
And that’s how we ended up at a party of strangers with Morgan wearing the kind of little, black dress that she almost never wears. I was loving it while we were in the restaurant. Less so as we walked up to Jeremy’s house, the party already in full swing.
I didn’t recognize anyone. Seemed that Jeremy, and the small contingent from our school who’d studied abroad, traveled in different social circles than I did. Many recognized Morgan, though, and it was so hard to resist being that guy who puts his arm around her as I walked up.
Because I wasn’t that guy.
“Cute dress, Mo,” said a bleached blonde with a smoky voice. She wore a powder blue dress even tighter and shorter than Morgan’s, showing off a fit, curvy body and a pair of tits that drew my eyes.
Thankfully, Morgan didn’t seem to notice my stare. She beamed at the blonde. “Thanks! Love yours, too.”
“Let’s catch up later,” the other woman said as we entered the house.
“Mo?” I asked when we were out of earshot.
“Oh, that’s Cassidy,” she answered, as if that were explanation enough for the nickname. I let it go. I was determined to let all of this go. I was the cool boyfriend.
We were enveloped into the house party. Morgan waved hi to seemingly everyone, sometimes introducing me, sometimes not, but always as “this is Nathan,” not “this is my boyfriend Nathan.” Not that she had to do that. Not that I was so fragile that I needed that. 
Beer helped convince me that the above was true. At first, anyway, and then, as alcohol goes, it started to convince me otherwise—why didn’t she introduce me as her boyfriend? Was she embarrassed? Did she want to keep her options open?
We found Jeremy on the back deck, next to the keg, chatting with a small group of people. He’d exchanged his tank top for a plain, black t-shirt that still managed to show off his arms and broad shoulders.
“Morgan! You made it!” he greeted, spotting my girlfriend. His eyes skipped over her body, albeit briefly, checking her out before turning the charm on. “And Nathan. Good to see you again, buddy.”
Again, the hard handshake. Again, my probably misplaced dislike for this man. “Hey, Jeremy.” I looked around. Some people were playing beer pong in the backyard. The deck alone was packed with people. “Quite the gathering.”
“You know how it goes. One guy invites some friends, who invite other friends. I probably know, like, half the people here.” He spotted someone else and nodded a greeting. To me, it appeared that he knew everyone.
At some point, I got separated from Morgan. I went inside to use the restroom, and when I came out, she wasn’t on the back deck any longer. The paranoia was real, but I wasn’t going to be the clingy boyfriend. I was going to give her space and be cool about it.
I pumped myself some more beer and pretended that everything was cool, even as I freaked out inside.
“I think you may have over-pumped there,” someone said, pointing at my Solo cup of foam. “Here, let me…”
A cute blonde with nerd-girl glasses took over the keg pump as I dumped the contents over the side of the deck. “Ah, thanks.”
As she pumped, despite her innocent look, my mind went straight to a handjob. The girl’s smile broadened, like she knew what I was thinking. I needed to refocus. “So what’s your connection here?”
“Oh, I know Jeremy. We did this study abroad thing. You?”
“I came with Morgan. She’s my girlfriend.” That felt desperate and awkward. “I’m Nathan.”
“Oh, so you’re Morgan’s boyfriend.” I wasn’t sure, but it sounded like there was something loaded in that statement, although she didn’t seem like the judgmental type.
“Yeah, although we sort of took a break last year.” I felt like I was just digging my hole deeper and couldn’t figure out how to stop. “For obvious reasons.”
“Right.” She took my cup from me and filled it, managing the foam better than I had. “I’m Reagan.” She pushed her glasses up the bridge of her nose before adding, somewhat embarrassed, “Yes, after the president.”
“Nice to meet you, Reagan.” I took the cup of beer, and she began refilling her own. “So you knew Morgan? In London?”
“Sort of. She hung out with a different crowd.”
“Got it.” My blood pressure rose. My palms grew clammy. I knew what I wanted to ask and the beer—that was already half empty and definitely not my first—tore my inhibitions away. “So what kind of crowd?”
Reagan’s smile put me more off-balance. “Checking up on your girl?”
“What? No, I…” I scratched the back of my neck, surprised that it wasn’t actually on fire. “Fine, yes. I’m curious.”
“Heh. I don’t blame you. I’d be curious too if I had a girlfriend who looked like her and had spent the last year away.” We drifted away from the keg and back into the house. “So before I get into that, were you really on a break?”
There was a lot to unpack in that question, but I was too amped up to unpack any of it. “Yeah. I know she saw a guy or two.”
Conceptually, thinking that was one thing. Saying it to another person was much heavier.
Reagan didn’t immediately correct me. In fact, her introspective nod was like being pushed off the side of a building. Flailing, stomach heaving, I said, “I just am curious if she, like, dated a bunch of guys or… you know…”
Reagen seemed to see more in me than I wanted to share. “No, nothing like that. Don’t worry, your girlfriend didn’t turn into some raging slut out there.”
“But there were guys?”
She hesitated before answering, and the hesitation dropped like a sack of rocks in my stomach. “I don't know. Like I said, different circles. She knew a bunch of the Europeans, and they went out a lot. When we were in class, Morgan was always heads down.”
“Yeah, that sounds like her,” I said.
“Honestly, it was hot. Beauty and brains. I have kind of a girl-crush on your girlfriend.”
Another young woman interrupted us. “Is Reggie going on about Morgan again?”
“Beth, this is Nathan, Morgan’s boyfriend.” Reagan elbowed her friend, Beth, who was tall, lean, and alluring. She had a bob of dark hair that just reached her chin, large, blue eyes, and a crooked smile that made it seem like she got a kick out of everything around her.
“And I’m Beth, Reagan’s girlfriend,” Beth said. She did the thing that I’d resisted so much with Morgan—she put her arm possessively around the much more petite blonde. “I kind of wish those two did hook up. Would have gotten it out of Reagan’s system.” Beth looked at me. “He knows what I mean.”
“Beth…” Reagan warned.
“Have you seen Morgan?” I asked.
“Nope,” Beth said. When she stared at me, I felt naked. “Maybe check Jeremy’s bedroom?”
My chest tightened up. Bile caught in the back of my throat. “Beth!” Reagan objected. “Not cool.”
Beth shrugged. “I saw them head that way. Don’t shoot the messenger.” She looked right at me. “Better hurry.”
Reagan hooked her arm into her girlfriend’s. “You’ve had too much to drink. Come on, let’s go home.” To me, with more sincerity than her girlfriend, she said, “I’m sorry. Ignore her, she just gets jealous.”
Over her shoulder, Beth added, “And horny! I always get so horny when I’m jealous.” With a wink to me, she let herself be guided away.
I refilled my beer before deciding to ascend the stairs. I wore my fatalism like a lead jacket. Each step felt like a workout, and the stairs seemed to stretch on into infinity. “Hey, which one’s Jeremy’s?” I asked a couple flirting at the top of the stairs.
The guy shrugged, annoyed, but the girl pointed to the door at the end of the hall—the closed door. I nearly vomited. Instead, I floated to it, my senses dulled, my heart in my throat. I heard a giggle through the door, followed by a man’s laugh. My face burned. I didn’t knock, but I sure as hell hesitated outside of that door.
I almost left. I almost went home. This was the end of it. It was one thing to fuck around when she’s a million miles away. Entirely a different thing to do it while we were at the same fucking party!
The lance of anger gave me all the courage I needed. I opened the door, swinging it open so hard that it crashed against a dresser, rattling some drinks. The people inside jumped. “The fuck!?” Jeremy shouted, jumping to his feet.
He wasn’t naked. His dick didn’t swing out, wet from fucking my girlfriend. The scene before me caught me off-guard.
Morgan was there. So was that blonde, Cassidy, and a couple other people that I didn’t know. They were all seated on the floor, a hookah in between them, putting out some sweet smell.
“Close the door, man!” someone said.
Morgan looked up at me, her eyes dilated. She smiled warmly and held out her hand. “There you are, Nathan. Come on, join us.”
Jeremy looked a little less pleased with my arrival, but didn’t say anything. I also wasn’t in the mood for this. Any of it. I looked around at the bunch like I’d walked in on some cult, and shook my head at Morgan. “I’m ready to go.”
“You sure?” Jeremy said. “This is some good hash.”
I never looked away from Morgan, doing everything I could to communicate that I really, really didn't want to stay. “I’m good.”
She got it. Rising, she didn’t offer me drugs again. She pressed herself close and said huskily, “Take me home, Nathan.”
I didn’t look back into the room. I didn’t look back the whole way out of the house. I was an adventurer escaping the crumbling temple. I had my prize. I had my treasure.
I had completely forgotten that I wasn’t the kind of guy who treated their girlfriends like things that could be owned. Guess I wasn’t the cool boyfriend, after all.
***
“Did you fuck Jeremy last year?”
That was the question I should have asked. It certainly rode me the whole way back to my place, a fat devil on my shoulder, jealousy and curiosity in my ear. But I didn’t ask. I chickened out. This was the moment, and I couldn’t.
Instead, Morgan pressed us into that territory. “You’re not a fan of Jeremy,” she stated.
“Nah, he’s okay.” I had no idea why I said it. Ego or pride or something equally stupid, I didn’t want to admit the guy got under my skin, maybe?
Morgan wasn’t buying it. Even in her stoned and drunk state, she saw through me. “I get it. I thought that he was an asshole when I first met him, too.”
“I didn’t say he was an asshole.”
She giggled, leaning on me, squeezing my arm. “I know. I did, goof! He’s definitely the guy who likes to be the center of attention, but like all of us, there’s more to him than just that.”
“Well, that’s good.” Sarcasm snuck into my tone. Morgan snorted.
“I’m not asking you to be his friend.” We’d arrived at my place. She stopped in front of it, turning to me and taking my hands in hers. “Thanks for coming to the party with me. It was good to catch up with my friends there.”
“Of course. It was pretty fun.”
Morgan stepped closer. She was so beautiful. Her dark eyes wide and earnest, her hair falling in soft waves around her face, casting it in enough shadow to be mysterious, I wondered how the hell I ended up with her.
“I’m sorry we got split up,” she whispered. “I hope you’re not too upset.”
I shook my head. “It’s fine. I can take care of myself.”
“Yes, I know.” Closer still, I felt her breasts on my chest. “But tonight, I get to take care of you.”
“Oh… kay.” Even after all the time together, she still could take my breath away.
The spell broke with her giggle. She pushed a strand of hair over her ear, smiled, and turned away. She was sweet Morgan again, the girl who’d left for London. “Come on, take me to bed.”
Next part, Tuesday, January 14!
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Chapter 4
“Ah! Ah! Fuck me! Ah!”
The cries drew me deeper into the house. Everyone I passed gave me a pitying look, whispering to one another and shaking their heads sadly. I floated past them, down the hall with all the doors.
The man’s grunts were now audible through the door at the end of the hall, the unmistakable sounds of sex assaulting my ears. My gut churned. My skin crawled. “Ah! Ah!”
“Harder! Fuck me… harder!” Morgan was moaning for it. Begging for it. “Fuck it into me!”
“That’s my girl,” Jeremy said. And I was inside the room all of a sudden. Morgan was on her back, naked, as Jeremy plowed in bare snatch. He looked at me, not surprised at all to see me there. “She loves it rough, man. Fuckin’ can’t get enough.”
“Told you they were in Jeremy’s bedroom,” someone said beside me—Beth, from the party, the lesbian dating Reagan. Tall and willowy, she squeezed my arm and added, “Reagan tells me they spent most of their time last year in Jeremy’s bedroom. Didn’t they, Reggie?”
Beth looked down. I followed my eyes, and there was her girlfriend, the cute blonde on her knees, still wearing her glasses, sucking my cock. It felt incredible, wet and firm, her tongue slithering back and forth. I pushed my hips forward, and Reagan choked, but didn’t stop blowing me.
“Watch them,” Beth prompted. “Watch how they love to fuck.”
I glanced back at the bed. Morgan was riding Jeremy now, facing me, her naked breasts bouncing. She had one hand in her hair, the other dancing between her legs, fingering her bare shaven twat.
“She did that for me,” Jeremy taunted. “She shaved for me.”
“Oh, fuck,” I groaned.
Beth leaned close. “She did so many things for him,” she whispered. “But hey, you were on a break, right?”
“Oh—AH!” And I was coming, hips forward, cock slamming into the back of—
—Morgan’s throat.
The dream melted away. It was early morning. Morgan had cast the sheets away so I could see her waking me with a morning blowjob. The dream still haunted me, but I was already forgetting the details. Only the sensations of extreme jealousy and extreme arousal remained as I spewed into Morgan’s mouth.
She swallowed, her eyes on me as she drank down my come. Pulling up, she beamed at me. “Happy birthday.” Her voice was so sexy, husky and raw from the blowjob. “You must have been having some dream. I swear, you were moaning before I even went down there.”
“I… don’t remember.” Hey, you were on a break, right? Who’d said it? Had that been part of the dream? 
“Think you can get it back up?” Morgan crawled over me. She was naked, her skin warm from being in bed all night. She was an inspiration, her runner’s body taut and smooth, pale, unblemished.
“I think I can manage,” I said, never going fully soft.
She slid my cock along her sex, which she continued to keep bare. She was wet, and it took only a few humps and I was once again thick and ready for her.
With a shift, she sank over me with a sigh. “Mmm, that’s nice…”
Since the start of school, over the last month, we just fell back into our relationship without really officially declaring it, picking up where we left off before she studied abroad. I tried to play it cool, to pretend that it was all the same. But it wasn’t.
Thing was, Morgan had never felt out of my league before. She was always attractive, but acted like she didn’t realize it. She was a jeans-and-t-shirt girl, both before and after—the kind of girl who got away with putting on as little makeup as she could. Morgan put study first, play second.
She still did all that. Other than the one party at Jeremy’s, she spent her Saturday nights in the library. When we hung out, it was with me and Dan and a few of our other friends. But now that she was back, there was something about her that was… intimidating. 
Like she was cooler than me now. Like maybe she was settling for me. We’d go out with friends and she was more at ease. When I saw her talking to another guy, she didn’t seem like the shy girl I’d sat down next to in History of Jazz.
And definitely like when she rode my cock, her body rippling over me, more into the sex than I swear she had been before.
My insecurity grew. Our relationship was doomed, I told myself. That’s probably why, for my 21st birthday gathering in early October, I invited—
“Molly? Why did you invite her, man?” We were in the backroom of Murphy’s Pub, where Dan knew the manager. The gathering was small, unlike Jeremy’s big house party earlier in the year, but also more my speed, which also made Molly’s appearance even more flagrant.
Which is why Dan was looking at me like I’d gotten my face tattooed. “Are you a fucking idiot?”
Molly was one of the girls that I’d hooked up with, on and off, when Morgan was traipsing around the UK with Jeremy. Molly was my main hookup, if I was honest, aside from a few random drunken one-offs that I barely remembered. She was hot, fun, slightly crazy, and would have made a great girlfriend. Yet the more I was with her, the more I pined for Morgan, until I finally had to break it off with her.
That was about half a year ago. Half a year of being good and resisting temptation. Of waiting for Morgan to return. And now, because I’m a dumbass and couldn’t get Jeremy’s party out of my head, I’d invited Molly to my own, and she’d come, looking just as hot in her dress and all that red hair.
I shrugged. “Ran into her at The Caf. She remembered that my birthday was coming up…”
“And you thought that remembering your birthday was such a kindness that you fucking invited her here?”
“Sure, why not?”
Dan squinted at me. “If you don’t know why not, then you really are a fucking idiot.” He glanced at Molly again. “At least she brought a hot friend.”
He wasn’t wrong. I didn’t know the blonde at Molly’s side, but she was cute going on sexy—especially in the short skirt and tight blouse she wore. In fact, both of them were dressed for a night out, threads designed to show skin and entice—a far cry than the casual clothes most of us wore. 
Dan wasn’t going to let it go so easily, though. “But dude, this is a bad idea…”
“It’s fine.” I glanced nervously at Morgan, chatting away with a few of our friends. “It’ll all be fine.”
***
“I’d like to propose a toast.” The small gathering turned to Molly, who was holding a shot glass up. We were well into the night, and things were starting to get sloppy. “To the birthday boy, such a good guy—kind and sweet and thoughtful, not to mention pretty fucking hot—”
“Okay, Molly,” Dan put an arm around her. “I think you’ve had too—”
“Don’t touch me!” Molly shrieked. She raised the shot glass, its contents sloshing out over her wrist. “Nate, I just want to say, I hope she gave you as good a birthday BJ as I did—“
“Okay, show’s over,” Dan said, now forcefully removing Molly. The blonde who’d come in with her, Denise, helped usher her out as the room tried to move on.
“Well, that was awkward,” I said. Some laughed nervously. I didn’t want to look at Morgan, but like someone passing a car wreck on the highway, I couldn't stop myself.
When I saw her standing there, her arms crossed beneath her breasts and her eyes flat, forcing a smile, I realized that the car wreck was me.
I went to her, and everyone around us seemed to give us distance. Before I could come up with something to say, Morgan spoke first. “So that was Molly.”
“Uh… yeah.” Morgan had heard of Molly?
“She’s pretty.”
“Pretty drunk.” My joke fell flat. 
“Why did you invite her?”
Of course there was no good answer to that question. Why did she invite me to Jeremy’s party just after coming home? Why didn’t we just hash this whole thing out? 
“I don’t know,” I said lamely. “I didn’t think it would be like that.”
“Nathan, you…” Morgan didn’t look sad, exactly. It was worse. She looked disappointed. “You shouldn’t have done that.”
She was right, of course. Not that I said that. I was too busy sizing up my foot for my mouth. “Jeremy didn’t seem to have a problem inviting you to his party.”
“What?” Morgan blinked. “What are you implying?”
“Look, I’m not upset. Just seems a little hypocritical is all.”
“Oh, right, because you invited a girl you fucked last year to a small gathering of friends for your birthday party, just like Jeremy invited a girl he fucked to a giant house party?”
All I heard in that statement, mostly, was ‘girl he fucked.’
“So you did fuck him?”
“Ugh! You don’t even understand why I’m upset, do you?”
“You’re jealous?”
“You…” She took a deep breath. “Forget it. You’re drunk, and I’m leaving. Happy birthday, Nathan. Call me when you’ve sobered up.”
I watched her walk out of my life, too drunk to see the tears shimmering in her eyes, too riled up to know that I needed to follow. Dan wasn’t there, either, to set me straight, still off somewhere dealing with my other mess. So instead, I turned back to my friends. “Who wants to buy me another drink?”
***
Girl he fucked… giant house party… check Jeremy’s room…
I was still buzzing when I woke the next morning, alone in my own bed, with almost no recollection of the night before. Other than that I’d had way too much to drink, and now I had to—-
Vomit! I raced to the toilet and hurled into the basin just in time, bile pouring out my mouth and nostrils. I felt better after that, but still had a splitting headache.
“I will never drink again,” I croaked to myself, forcing myself to drink a glass of water. 
It was around this point that some of last night returned. I’d had an argument with Morgan over… Molly? Because I’d invited Molly to my party. Fuck me.
I checked my phone, disappointed that Morgan hadn’t texted. I put on some clothes, brushed my teeth, and headed out to her place. This was an apology that needed to be done in person.
On the way there, of course, in the cool morning air, another possibility occurred to me—that I’d walk in on Morgan in bed with someone else. It was the gym paranoia all over again—or that feeling of walking down the hall in Jeremy’s house. I knew it was silly, but the closer I got to her place, the more convinced that I became.
I didn’t barge in. I couldn’t. I didn’t have a key. But I did knock hard, like I was serving a warrant, and when no one immediately answered, I knocked even harder.
“Okay, okay, fuck!” someone shouted from the other side.
Morgan’s roommate, Nitika, answered, looking grumpy and disheveled from sleep. “What the fuck, man, you know what time it is?”
“10:30? Doesn’t seem that early.”
Nitika rolled her eyes. “You’re looking for Morgan. She’s not here.”
My gut bottomed out. “What?”
Nitika shrugged.
“Did she come home last night?”
“Uh oh. Trouble in paradise.”
“Just tell me, Nitika. Did she even come back here?”
Nitika’s smile was malice. She didn’t like me all that much. I’d later learn that she was casual friends with Molly, but at the time I had no clue. “You know? I can’t remember. You should ask her?”
And with that, she shut the door in my face.
I wandered outside, untethered—like a piece of trash blown loose from an overstuffed garbage can. I definitely felt like trash. 
I’d felt like this one other time—last Valentine’s Day. I was out with Molly, and she was doing everything right, and it should have been great. But it wasn’t, because she wasn’t Morgan, and maybe I’d never be with Morgan again. I had the absurd urge to buy a plane ticket and fly to her, only to realize that it was also Valentine’s Day over there, and she was probably with some stud, and I’d just make a fool of myself. Also, I couldn’t come close to affording a plane ticket to England.
Wouldn’t take a big purchase now, though, and if she’d gone somewhere, I had a pretty good idea where.
***
“Well, this is a surprise.” Jeremy opened the door as wide as his wide smile. “Nathan, to what do I owe the honor?”
He had a polo shirt stretched tight over his broad chest and a pair of jeans designed to look worn, but probably cost more than my whole wardrobe.
“I’m looking for Morgan,” I said.
“And you think she’s here?” I couldn’t tell if that was a smirk, or just the way his face always looked.
“Let’s cut the bullshit,” I said. Adrenaline surged. It was all I could do to keep my voice even. “I know all about you two.”
“Do you now? What is it, exactly, that you know?”
I wanted to punch him. I didn’t. I’m not a total barbarian. “Look, it’s fine. Whatever. We were apart last year. But not anymore. She’s mine, and you need to stay away from her.”
“This is my house,” he said, spreading his hands wide, palms towards me. “Sounds like this is a conversation you need to have with her?”
“So she is here.” I advanced.
“No,” he said, and there was command in his voice. He shook his head, forcing a smile all over again. “Man, you’ve got this all wrong, Nathan.” The disdain for me as he said my name was as clear as spit in the eye. “I have no clue what she’s doing with you. A girl like that could have anyone. Believe me, watching her this last year, I know.” He let that revelation sink in like a knife in the back. “Nothing I’ve seen here makes me think that you’re the one.”
“You can go to hell,” I spat, knowing how childish it sounded.
Jeremy just chuckled. His focus shifted past me, over my shoulder. “Told you he was here,” he said—not to me. I knew who, and my body sank.
“Nathan, why did you come here?” Morgan asked, although I could tell that she knew the reason.
“Just… looking for you.” I turned, even though I didn’t want to. There she stood, beautiful and tired and disappointed all at once.
“I’m here. Jeremy texted.”
“Ah.” Fuck, this wasn’t good.
“Come on, let’s go for a walk. I think we need to talk through some things,” she said. 
It was all so reasonable. This was the best that I could have hoped for, considering the reasons, and yet all I could think about was how humiliating that this was happening in front of Jeremy. I didn’t need to look at him to see his smug smile.
I raked my fingers through my hair. “You know what?” My voice shook. “Forget it. He’s right.” The battery acid taste was back. I felt like vomiting all over again. “I don’t deserve you.”
“Nathan—” she started.
But I was on a roll, determined to destroy everything I could. “I’ll see you around, Morgan.”
And then I did the dumbest thing in my life. I walked away.
See you Friday!
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Chapter 5
I’m not sure what I was expecting. For Morgan to chase after me? For Jeremy to stop me and tell me that I was being an idiot? For me to come to my senses and turn and say I was all wrong?
Instead, I kept walking… walking… walking until it was too late. When I did turn to look back, the door was closed, neither Jeremy nor Morgan standing there waiting. Probably already in the house, Jeremy taking advantage of his vulnerable “friend.”
I felt loss and regret. I felt my whole world blowing away, like I’d torn my life into little pieces and tossed them into the wind. Maybe I should have turned around and marched back up to Jeremy’s. I don’t know. The prospect of dealing with his smug smile was too much.
I found Dan at last. He was eating at the Caf, far less hung over than me. “You look like shit, my friend,” he said over a bowl of Lucky Charms. “How late did you stay out last night?”
I shrugged. “Where did you go?”
“Well, after Denise and I finished dealing with the trainwreck you and Molly caused, we kind of didn’t see much of a reason to go back to the party.” He stared at me, and I caught his meaning.
“She was a cute blonde.”
“Not natural,” he confessed. “Although who cares when she can suck a dick like that?”
“Sounds like you’re in love.” I fell into the seat across from him. “I broke up with Morgan.”
The spoon of cereal actually fell out of his hand, splashing across the table. “You… what?”
I groaned. “Just now. I went to Jeremy’s—”
“Who’s Jeremy?”
“Guy from the study abroad program. Pretty sure they hooked up.”
“And she was there with him?” Dan pressed.
“No, but I thought she was. Guess he texted her. She showed up later.”
“Okay,” he said slowly. “Still not getting why you broke up.”
“Because she was going to hook up with him eventually,” I said. “Because she deserves a guy like that.”
Dan blinked. “Like what?”
“I don’t know. Like… someone good looking who’s going to graduate and make a lot of money and throw fancy parties and shit.”
Dan rubbed his eyes. “You think Morgan wants to marry a… a fuckin’ future lobbyist? Because I don’t think we’re talking about the same girl.”
He did make sense. Where was he when I needed him this morning? “No, that’s not what I meant.”
“Then what do you mean? And why the hell did you break up with the best thing to ever happen to you?”
“Because it was inevitable.” I said it with enough rage that Dan finally backed off. “Maybe she won’t end up with Jeremy, but I don’t think she’ll end up with me.”
“That’s horseshit, man.” Dan looked frustrated, but also softened his tone when he saw my jaw set. “You two were great—are great. I only joke that she’s out of your league. She’s not. She’s hot, yes, but she’s not hot in the way that… like Rachel is.” Rachel was a girl Dan hooked up with, on and off, until he got tired of how high maintenance she was. “She’s grounded, and better, she makes you grounded.”
“But… but England—”
“You fucked other girls, too!” Dan quieted down when he started to draw looks our way. “Stop being a dumbass hypocrite. Do you want to run off with Molly?”
“No, of course not.”
“So why do you think she wants to run off with this… Jerry guy?”
“Jeremy.”
“Whatever. It’s a phase. It was fun. And she came back to you. She didn’t need to. She could have kept things broken off.”
“I… suppose that’s all true.”
Dan picked up his spoon again and scooped some of the soggy cereal up. “Of course it’s true. So, you going to fix this?”
“No. What’s done is done.” I thought of Jeremy and cringed inside. “I’m thinking of transferring.”
“No you’re not,” he said, incredulous.
“No, I’m not, but I kind of want to crawl into a hole for the rest of this year, just get through graduation and get the hell out of here.”
“Try the library, I hear it’s pretty secluded.”
I shook my head. “That wouldn’t work. I’d definitely run into Morgan there.”
***
The days immediately after the breakup felt like a terrible nightmare, and all I needed to do was will myself to wake from it. Only, “waking up” from this dream would require me to confront what a boneheaded thing that I’d just done, and I was still very much boneheaded about it.
Morgan called. I ignored the calls. I wanted to wallow a little longer. I’d answer her the next time, I told myself. Or the time after that. But the calls didn’t keep coming. After a few days, they just stopped.
“If she really cared, she’d actually come visit,” I told Dan.
“You are a fucking idiot. You broke up with her.”
“Exactly,” I said emphatically, even though it didn’t make any sense.
“So you’re what? Just going to ghost her?”
I nodded. “That is my current plan, yes.”
“You are a fucking idiot,” he repeated. But he left it alone.
I didn’t transfer, of course, but I did keep to myself a lot more. Many of my friends were Morgan’s friends, and I just didn’t want to deal with that. I studied more than I ever had. I worked out everyday—at the older gym on the opposite side of campus. I wallowed in my own misery.
Not that I didn’t see Morgan around. The first time I saw her was over a month since the breakup—amazing how quickly time passed. Dan had talked me into going to a Halloween party at some frat house. She’d come, too, along with Cassidy, from the London program. From the minute I saw her, I realized what a mistake it was to come… and yet I couldn’t make myself leave.
They were quite the pair—Morgan in red as sexy devil, Cassidy in white as sexy angel. Morgan’s costume was nothing more than a midriff baring tube top, a pair of red booty shorts, and red horns in her dark hair.
It was clear from her expression that Cassidy had dragged her here, just as Dan had me. She scanned the crowd with a weariness that I felt all the time now. When her eyes passed me, my heart jumped. I wanted to run before realizing that my identity was hidden behind my Scream mask.
She doesn’t even linger on me, though, one moment she’s there, the next she’s being pulled into the next room by Cassidy, where people were dancing
I skulked around the edges of the party like a total creep, pretending to ignore Morgan while checking her out every chance that I got. Had she always been so sexy? Had her hair always been that long, flowing in light brown waves about her bare shoulders. Had she always been so thin?
I couldn’t help thinking about the last Halloween that we spent together. This was before her trip to London, during our freshmen year. We’d spent it watching a horror movie under a blanket rather than going out. I specifically remember her saying, “I’m not going to dress up as a sexy version of whatever just to get some booze.”
Yet there she was at this party, wearing so little, and looking so… comfortable. It didn’t feel good to watch, yet I couldn’t stop watching.
Morgan wasn’t put off by the attention. If anything she seemed to revel in it now. Her navel piercing flashed red to match her skintight shorts, and her initial reluctance was soon replaced by that easy, casual smile of hers. 
She danced with Cassidy, slinky and sexy, angel and devil putting on one hell of a suggestive show. It was the kind of act that I’d seen a few times before at parties like this—girls trying to catch the attention of guys. I just never thought that I’d see Morgan doing it.
I had to admit, it was pretty effective. It also kept me away. I briefly entertained this fantasy of going up to her, dancing with her, then pulling my mask off and apologizing. In my head, it would be so easy. In my fantasy, all was forgiven.
Then two frat guys moved up behind Cassidy and Morgan, tall, muscular, good looking. The girls separated, dancing with the guys rather than one another. Mission accomplished. My heart sank.
It had been a little over a month since we’d broken up. She’d already moved on. She’d already become someone else—or maybe that transformation had happened in London and I was just now seeing it.
“Hey, let’s get out of here.” It was Dan, suddenly at my side, seeing where my eyes were fixated.
“I’m good,” I said stubbornly.
“Uh, no. You’re really not.”
The frat guy whispered something into Morgan’s ear, glancing towards the stairs as he did so. My stomach dropped. Dan tugged on my arm, but I didn’t move. I couldn’t. I just stared, like a doomed deer stares at oncoming headlights.
To my great relief, Morgan ended up shaking her head. Cassidy seemed to notice the exchange, too, swooping in to rescue her friend. The guys were forgotten. The girls moved on to another part of the room.
“Come on, dude,” Dan said. “I didn’t know she’d be here.”
“It’s cool. She’s not… we’re not…”
“Right.” He led me out. I followed.
So did dreams of that party, of Morgan as the devil, of Morgan as single. I knew that I’d made a mistake, but every time I thought about finding her and apologizing, I thought about how it would get back to Jeremy, about his proclamation that “Nothing I’ve seen here makes me think that you’re the one.” He was right, she could have anyone, and definitely didn’t need a buffoon like me.
Dan was a good friend. He didn’t push me to reconcile. He knew that I’d only dig in deeper. He gave me space, which I appreciated, but that space was lonely.
I saw her a few other times before we left for winter break. She’d be walking across the quad, or down on the Crossing going into a restaurant with friends. She looked the same. She looked happy. I know it was wrong, but that only helped keep me away.
In early December. I was done with my finals. Winter break was just a few days away. I was feeling relieved to get away from it all—from school, from the exams, from the constant fear that I’d run into Morgan and things would get awkward. 
Of course that was exactly when I ran into Morgan.
And it was awkward.
For me, anyway. It wasn’t so much as me running into her, but me overhearing her. I was leaving my advisor’s office when a huge group of people were let out of one of the lecture halls, chattering and relieved to be finished with whatever final they were taking. Of course, Morgan was amongst them all, looking as amazing as ever in a pair of black leggings and a big, puffy winter coat.
My heart skipped. It would have been so natural to slip in beside her, give her a sheepish “hello,” and move past the last few months of separation. Even in my head, I knew it couldn’t possibly go down like that. I almost did it anyway, swept up in the exuberance that came at the end of a hard semester.
Only she wasn’t alone. I blinked and realized that Jeremy was beside her. Worse, they seemed chummy and chatting. I couldn’t hear what they were saying. I couldn’t even really see their faces from where I was, lost in the crowd behind them. But my motivation was dead and buried in the cold, winter ground. Were they together now? Had I done that? My gut churned regardless.
I lagged behind, letting the crowd flow around me, taking Morgan in its wake. I watched her go, seeing her turn to Jeremy and smile at something that he said. My chest tightened. I felt awful. Just awful. I let her go.
***
I did a lot of navel-gazing over winter break, reflecting on my actions and my attitudes. I was a profoundly jealous person, and I’d let that jealousy turn small things into epic events. Would I have done things differently? Absolutely. But what was done was done. All it took was the thought of Morgan and that smile that she shared with Jeremy, and I was done.
“No Morg?” my older brother, Alexander, asked when he swung by our parents’ house. “See, Justin, I told you he should have gone to England with her last year.”
Justin, my younger brother, was only half-paying attention. He was glued to his phone, sending texts to his own girlfriend. “Right, like it’s that easy.”
“For a girl like Morgan, I would have done everything I could to get into that study program.”
“Like get good grades?” Justin needled. “Now that’s some crazy talk.”
“Go fuck yourself.”
I excused myself from my brothers, and they seemed more than content to mess with each other. At least the break wasn’t going to be a quiet one. Meant that I wouldn’t spend the majority of it thinking about Morgan and what she was up to.
But I didn’t need to imagine. I found that out during my first week back at school.
***
“So how was your break?”
“Kind if slow. Hard to find much pussy in my sleepy little home town.”
“That’s why you bring the pussy along with you.”
That was Jeremy talking.
“Easier to do when you spend your winter break in Aspen.”
That was some guy I didn’t know. And me? I was frozen in the stall of the gym’s locker room as these two had this painfully stereotypical, locker room chat.
The guy I didn’t know pressed on. “So who did you bring this time? Bianca? Cassidy? Morgan?”
Hearing Morgan’s name in the mix was like getting struck by a bolt of lightning. I nearly choked. The fear of being discovered, hiding in a bathroom stall, sent a second, teeth-clenching bolt through me.
“Yes?” Jeremy said with a chuckle. “My parents’ chalet is big enough for a nice group of us.”
“Your parents chalet,” the guy chuckled. “Where was my invitation?”
“Corey, I did invite you. You told me that you hated skiing.”
The guy—Corey, apparently—said, “If I’d known it was just an excuse to party, I would have been happy hanging out in your hot tub.”
“Everything is an excuse to party, Cor. And there was plenty of hanging out in the hot tub.”
“Damn, man. Bummed I missed that.”
“You should be,” bragged Jeremy. “Here, check it out.”
I heard the swick of a phone being unlocked. The desire to see what Corey was seeing was vert strong. Especially as he gasped and said, “Wow. Mo’s got some great tits.”
Zap.
“Right? It’s like the more you take off, the bigger they get.”
Double zap.
“They keep those tops on?” Corey pressed. 
“Fuck no, but they wouldn’t let me take any more pics. You’re just going to have to believe me when I tell you that Morgan may have the most perfect pair I’ve ever seen. Don’t get me wrong, Cassidy’s got some nice, big tits, but I like Morgan’s more—like the perfect, perky rack.”
“So fucking jealous.” Corey said it, but I was feeling it—feeling it like bile rising up my gullet.
“I still can’t believe her boyfriend broke up with her,” Corey said.
“It definitely made senior year more exciting,” Jeremy agreed. “It’s fucking hot to see the fun girl we knew in London again. You should have seen her eyes light up when I told her I invited Lo to Aspen.”
“Lorenzo was there? Now I’m really bummed I didn’t go.”
“Next time. We’re thinking of flying out to Ibiza for Spring Break. His parents have a place there…”
They were getting quieter now, heading for the exit at last.
“Count me in. Not going to miss another…”
And they were gone. The door shut.
I wanted to throw up the whole way back to my place. When I got there, I jerked off instead. It was… confusing.
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Chapter 6
After overhearing Jeremy brag about partying with my ex-girlfriend, I was finally starting to think of her that way: as my ex. And I stopped hiding and avoiding. I saw my friends again. I tried to stop worrying about seeing Morgan again.
As it happened, all the drama and insecurity that I felt wasn’t shared by any of our mutual friends. I mostly got a “where have you been, man?” greeting, or people chided me that senior year was supposed to be chill, not full of grueling study. 
Most of them had jobs lined up after graduation, or were headed back home to live with their parents as they transitioned into the real world. I had two years of graduate school ahead of me, a Masters in Education, and saw the final semester of undergrad as a way to get ahead.
Now that I wasn’t actively avoiding her, of course I didn’t actually run into Morgan at all through the rest of January and the first part of February. Funny how that works. I thought about her, though, probably too much. I thought about how much she’d changed—how much we’d changed. She was now the type of girl who partied with guys like Jeremy and girls like Cassidy. She was the kind of girl who hung out naked in a hot tub.
Thing was, as much as I wanted to be upset at how much she’d changed, it was hot as hell, thinking about this new side of my girlfriend—ex-girlfriend.
On Valentine’s Day, I did hole myself away in the library, half-working on my capstone paper, but mostly staying away from all the romance around me. I was slowly coming to terms with the breakup, but V-Day was just too much. I didn’t want to see her in the window of some restaurant, staring across a candlelit table at some other guy. I didn’t want to think about her crawling into bed with that same guy wearing the kind of red lingerie that I would never see—
Stop. I needed to stop.
Not that I was without regret. My dumbass self hadn’t just pushed her away, but I’d pushed her into Jeremy’s arms. Talk about a self-fulfilling prophecy. I’d done that, and now I needed to live with it.
The library stacks were quiet. I’d learned that they were big enough that I could usually find a cubby somewhere and not see another person until I emerged. That was my intention on that February 14th.
Fate had other ideas.
“Nathan?” For a moment, I figured that I’d drifted off, that I was imaging her voice. But then I looked up and there she was. 
“Morgan,” I said with a rush.
There she stood, holding a set of books to her chest. She wore an oversized sweatshirt and leggings, her hair pulled back in a ponytail, her glasses on. It was a far cry from the Valentine’s Day fantasy I’d conjured up, and yet she was even more beautiful to me like this.
“I didn’t think I’d run into you here,” she said. “Figured you’d be out on a… you know.”
She actually looked as nervous as I felt.
“Same.” I considered adding something biting about her and Jeremy, but caught myself. Not going to fall back into old mistakes. “But I’ve always known that no man could compete against the stacks.”
She humored me with a giggle. “Hard to compete with the greatest minds in history.”
She looked cute as she pushed her glasses up the bridge of her nose. “Are those new?” I asked, noticing the clear plastic frames.
“Yeah. Needed a new prescription. Guess I’ve been spending too much time down here, in the dark.”
Bet that’s not all you’ve been doing in the dark. The taunt didn’t feel bitter. It no longer tasted like acid or bile. It was just a statement, buzzing in the back of my brain.
“I like them,” I said instead. I really did. “You have a good break?”
It was the masochist in me asking that. That was the bit of me that sought the drama.
Morgan’s face darkened, just a touch. She released an almost imperceptibly small breath. “It was interesting.”
“Yeah?”
“I went skiing. With some friends.” Now she was looking really guilty.
“Sounds much more fun than Christmas in Florida with my family,” I said. “Only took three days with my brothers for me to wish I’d just stayed at school.”
“Oh, that’s just family love. So Alexander was back from… Cambodia, was it?”
“Yeah. Home for the holidays.” That she remembered that my older brother was in the Peace Corps was so Morgan. “And Justin’s doing well in school. He spent most of his time chatting with some girl on his phone.”
Morgan smiled at that, as if remembering a time when we used to do that. This felt like old times. Like back when we were a casual couple. Back before I decided to take a dump over everything.
But I wasn’t going to wallow. Not anymore. 
“So why no date?” I asked.
Morgan’s eyes flickered for a moment. She took a quiet breath, as if to say to herself, So we’re going to do this? She said, “There was no one who caught my interest.” She paused a beat, adding, “You?”
“I actually came to the stacks looking for one. I’ve heard it’s a great place to pick up girls.”
Morgan’s laugh felt more genuine now, despite the lame joke. “I’m afraid that you’ve been deceived.”
“I don’t know,” I said, meeting her eyes. “It’s not all that bad.”
She blushed, glancing away for a moment, then shyly back.
“I’m sorry, Morgan. I was a jealous idiot.” I’d been so afraid of saying that, yet it felt so good to say. “I know it’s not much, but… I’m so sorry.”
Morgan grimaced. She floated over towards me and my little desk, covered in books. She smelled the same as she always did, a familiar blend of her shampoo, her body wash, and just… her. For one brief and hopeful moment, I imagined her throwing her books down, grabbing me, and kissing me.
Instead, she set her books on the table and pulled up a chair beside me. She looked tired, I saw, but she didn’t look away.
“I’m sorry, too,” she said at last. She took a steadying breath. Before I could even ask her why, she went on. “Sorry for taking you to Jeremy’s party. I hadn’t considered how that might make you feel.” She looked at me with a bit of wince. “But he… he really was just a friend.”
I heard the past tense in that statement, and for a split second, I thought about asking her about it. I also thought about how quickly that could unravel, how quickly I could fall back into my irrational, jealousy-fueled mistakes. So I kept my mouth shut.
“I get why you may have had the wrong impression, though,” she finished. “And I shouldn’t have disappeared the way I did. I was just kind of caught up in the moment…”
“I’m sorry I jumped to, like, the worst conclusions.”
“You know that I’d never, ever do… that to you, right? And… and it’s been eating away at me that you think that I could.”
I could see it, now that I was looking for it. I’d been so wrapped up in my own insecurities that I didn’t see that she had some of her own. “I know,” I said. “It’s just… I don’t like that guy. And I don’t understand what you see in him.”
“I won’t defend him, but Jeremy… he’s also more than what you think. We all are, right?”
I could no longer resist asking the thing that I needed to ask. “So you didn’t really hook up with him in London?”
“No.” She looked bashful and flushed. “He tried. At first, in the beginning, he tried. But no.”
“I’m sorry I didn’t trust you,” I said. I pushed out this next apology before I could stop myself. “And I really am sorry I invited Molly to my birthday. That was totally stupid.”
“You were trying to get back at me? For inviting you to Jeremy’s party and disappearing?”
“I guess. I… I wasn’t really thinking straight at all. And I know that I hurt you.”
“Not just me,” she said. “It wasn’t fair for you to do that for Molly, either.”
I sighed. “I know. It was shitty of me.”
Morgan propped her elbow on the table and rested her head on it. “Yeah, it’s possible. We should have talked more. Like this.”
“I wish that we had.” I heard the finality in my words. I felt them. I didn’t like it, but I couldn’t stop talking once I did. It was like tripping as I ran down a hill, and now I was tumbling end-over-end and I couldn’t stop. “We launched right back into our relationship like nothing had changed. But we had. A year apart will do that, for better or worse.”
Morgan looked like she wanted to argue, but I didn’t give her the chance.
“We graduate in a few months,” I said. “You’re going to med school to be a top notch, kickass surgeon or whatever.”
“And you’re going to do the harder job of teaching kids.” There were tears in her eyes. She knew what this was now—this was the breakup speech, the one that we’d put on hold for these last few months.
Morgan reached out to me and took my hands in hers. I was surprised to find them just as clammy as mine were. “I love you, Nathan,” she said, her voice breaking. “I’ll always love you.”
“Just because I’d bring you coffee when you were cramming for an exam?”
Her laugh bordered on the desperate, someone clinging to a ledge that they couldn’t hold forever. Morgan would get so stressed out when it came to school work and her academics. She never believed she was prepared enough, despite always killing it. It was all I could do to calm her down.
“Because you were there for me,” Morgan said. “Because you helped me get out of my own head. And yeah, the coffee was a nice touch.”
“You’re going to do great things, Morg, and you’re going to make some guy really fucking happy.”
A tear slipped down her cheek. “So you’re really breaking up with me for a third time?”
First was before London. Second was after my birthday. And now today. “Tell me I shouldn’t, and I won’t.”
She furrowed her brow and frowned, but didn’t tell me not to. “You’ve definitely changed, Nathan. Twenty-one is suiting you well.”
“I can now legally get wasted.”
Morgan snorted, her laugh wet and sloppy. “I think we’re both still figuring out who we are as… as individuals,” she said. “Isn’t that what this time in our lives is all about?”
She wasn’t wrong, although a part of me wished that she was. I just always imagined that we’d be figuring it out together.
Morgan squeezed my hand one last time and started to rise. “Well, I’ll let you get back to… picking up chicks in the stacks.” There was that smile, peeking out from her flushed cheeks and large, wet eyes.
I didn’t want to let her go. I wanted to reach out, to pull her down to me, to kiss her. She hesitated a moment, as if waiting for me to take it all back.
“Fuck it,” I said to myself.
She turned at the sound of my voice. “What?”
I cleared my throat and opened my mouth with absolutely no idea what was going to come out of it next.
“Look,” I ran my hand through my hair. “I can… I can still bring you coffee when you need it. We don’t need to be, like, together for that.”
Morgan started to smile, and it was nice to see a little bit of light return to her eyes. “So not only are you breaking up with me, but you’re using the ‘let’s be friends’ line?”
It wasn’t an accusation. She was really smiling by the time she said it.
“Totally your fault,” I said. “But you’re right, we’re both still figuring out who we want to be. I just don’t think we need to do that totally apart.”
She gripped her books tighter against her chest and cocked her head to the side, peering at me as if I were a stranger she couldn’t quite make out in the darkness. “I’m confused, Nathan. Are we breaking up, or getting back together?”
It would have been so easy to say that we were getting back together. So easy. But also, I knew now that we couldn’t just go back to the way things were. “I think we need a reset.”
“Reset to when? To the beginning of Senior Year?”
“To the beginning beginning. To being friends again.”
Morgan nodded slowly. “I… I can get behind that.”
For the first time in months, it felt like stepping into the sun. I’d been missing that feeling, to be around her, to be at her side.
“Graduation’s three months away,” Morgan said.
“Still can’t believe that.”
“And I am so stressed right now.” She squeezed the books in her hands. “I could use…”
“More coffee?”
“A friend,” she said at the same time. She tossed her books on the floor and came in for a hug. No move to kiss, just a solid embrace. And it was still better than any kiss I had ever shared with anyone else. She felt so familiar. She felt so right. I didn’t want to ever let her go, but knew that I had to.
“Okay, I’ve got one condition,” she said before releasing me.
“We’re doing conditions, huh?”
She laughed, stepping back. “Can we go get something to eat? I’ve been avoiding any place that sells food today because, well, Valentine’s Day…”
“Sure.” I couldn’t stop grinning. “Probably too late to get a table at Le Jardin de Luxe.”
Morgan looked down at herself in her oversized sweatshirt and leggings. “Not that they’d let us in even if we could.”
“How about Chipotle? I’ll even spring for it… this time.”
She giggled and bent to pick up her books. Rather than offer to help, I visually reacquainted myself with the contours of her ass—a stunning reminder that leggings are a privilege, not a right.
She smiled as she straightened up, obviously aware of what I’d been doing. “Look at you, Mr. Big Spender!”
“Nah,” I said as I began to throw my things into my own backpack. “I have a coupon.”
Morgan threw her head back and laughed. “Best. Valentines. Day. EVER.”
Chapter 7
The rest of senior year was much more chill, just like my friends had urged. Morgan and I were friends, and I forced myself to embrace the platonic nature of our re-forged relationship. 
It was a good decision for both of us. I told myself that it was a good way to heal and move forward, but mostly, it just felt nice to have Morgan back in my orbit again. Not that it was totally easy. I could still feel the jealousy clawing at my insides whenever I saw Morgan with another guy, but as far as I could tell, she didn’t date any of them. She spent most of her time studying.
She didn’t even go to Ibiza with Jeremy and his cadre, either. I knew because I ran into her lounging on the quad, reading a book, over the long break.
“You stayed on campus,” I said, squatting down and saying hello.
“I did. Figured this place was big enough for the both of us,” she teased back. “Also, I’d like to point out that you also stayed.”
It occurred to me that the only reason I knew about this trip was because I’d been hiding in a bathroom stall listening to Jeremy. “My plans to hang out in St. Martin’s with a bunch of wild coeds fell through.”
“Dan forget to invite you?” she said with a giggle.
“Dan’s actually shacked up with Denise, who came to my birthday thing with Molly. Guess some good came out of that night.”
“Wow. Dan’s been dating someone for…” She did quick math. “Almost half a year? This is some kind of record.”
“I know, right? I even heard him use the L word.”
“No shit.” Morgan chewed on that. “I guess miracles do happen.”
“No plans for you?” I asked. I wanted to be more specific, but wasn’t sure how I could explain why I knew that Jeremy had invited her to the European party island.
“Nah. I’ve got too much to do. I’m working on my dissertation, and wanted to get a head start on finals.”
“You know most people relax in their final semester of senior year?”
Morgan shrugged. “I guess this is my way of relaxing.”
***
Graduation Day was filled with all the feels, the bitter and the sweet. As I watched Morgan walk across the stage in her black gown, her hair flowing out of her cap, and her smile lighting up everyone around her, I realized how things didn’t go the way that I’d dreamed.
“You made it,” Dan said, wrapping his arm around my shoulders and pulling me close. “And you didn’t hang yourself.”
“You know, you have a true way with words, Dan?”
“Sorry it didn’t work out for you two, but who knows? You’re still young. Maybe you’ll run into her in a few years and it’ll be different.”
I liked that idea. It was also a dangerous one. “It’s time to let go.” I held up my graduation cap. “We’re not kids anymore.”
“Meh. Today’s all about looking both forward and back, right? Last hurrahs and all that shit?” He glanced past me, where Morgan was huddled with some of her friends. She looked up at me, our eyes locking through the crowd, and I felt the same jolt as the first time we’d met.
Dan clapped me on the back. “Don’t crawl back into your head, Nathan. Live in the moment.”
And he was gone. And Morgan was there, peeling away from her friends. “Hey,” she said when she was close. “Congratulations on the diploma.”
“Congrats on summa cum laude.”
“Thanks.” She looked so beautiful. “Ready for what comes next?”
“I barely know what that is,” I said. “I’m trying to be more chill about things. You?”
“Chill sounds good,” she said. “I’ve already gotten a bunch of pre-work for med school. It’s… a lot.”
“You’ll be fine.”
She grinned at me. “So I heard some of the gang is going down to the Crossing.”
“I heard that too.”
“You’re not going?” she asked.
I shrugged. “I’m kind of all tapped out.”
“Yeah, same.”
Our eyes locked once more. I loved those eyes, deep and brown and filled with warmth. I loved this woman. And I knew I needed to let her go. 
But I also wanted to live in the moment.
“I’ve got a bottle of champagne back at my place. Was saving it for a special occasion, but now don’t want to pack it to move.”
“That does sound like a problem,” Morgan said with a knowing smile.
“It’s already chilled, you know? So maybe unchilling it would make it go bad?”
“Maybe. You asking me to come back to your place for a drink, Nathan?”
Live in the moment. 
“I suppose I am.”
“I’d love to.”
***
We knew what this was as we crashed into my apartment. We weren’t getting back together. We weren’t committing to a future. This was us throwing our graduation hats into the air. This was a goodbye.
But fuck, it felt good to say goodbye.
We were all over each other before the door even closed. Unlike our first reunion at the beginning of senior year, there was nothing shy or tentative about this one. 
We were still in our graduation gowns, our fingers shaking and fumbling to unzip the black, baggy material. “Aww, you’re wearing clothes under there,” I said as I opened Morgan’s. She wore a cute, black wrap dress—perfectly acceptable clothing to wear under graduation robes.
“Hoping I was naked?”
“It would make this easier.”
Morgan just laughed, kissing me as she opened up my own gown. “Hey, at least I’m in a dress. You’ve got all…” Her hands went to the front of my chinos. “...these…” She deftly unbuckled my belt and started working on the front clasp. “...layers.”
We left the robes on as I lifted her onto my dresser. She laughed, hugging me by the shoulders. I lost my balance, tipping into her, our lips finding one another as we laughed. 
“We’re out of practice,” she said as she tugged open her wrap dress.
As I focused on her lacy black bra and matching thong, I said, “Okay, this is better than being naked.”
Her stomach was flat, her navel still pierced with a simple, silver bar. “Glad you approve,” she said, hooking her thumbs into her thong and lifting her hips long enough to whisk it off.
She was still bare shaven. I wondered if she’d gotten any action lately. If she had, no one had been serious enough to mention. My jealousy only fueled my excitement. That this woman, who I still loved, was capable of casual sex had my cock stiff and ready.
“Now get those pants off, Nathan!”
I worked open my chinos, pushing them off to a surprised Morgan. “You’re not wearing underwear!”
I chuckled. “I forgot to do laundry. Nothing’s clean.”
“Well, at least you didn’t wear dirty boxers for your graduation,” she said, smiling the whole time.
“You’ve got a winner in me.”
“Not the word I’d use, but…” Her fingers wrapped around my cock and pulled it between her legs. “It’s definitely convenient right now.”
I pushed into her velvety opening, shuddering as I nearly came. “That feels so good,” I groaned.
Morgan swung her arms behind her, bracing herself on the dresser, and looked up at me through her dark lashes. I put a hand on her hip and another on the wall behind her, and started trusting hard.
“Oh, fuck!” She lifted her legs around my waist, driving her heels into my butt. 
“Uhhnn, Morgan…”
With our graduation gowns hanging loosely around us, we fucked for one last time. The dresser shook and rattled as it hit the wall. Morgan fucked back, driving with her heels and off of her palms.
“Yes… Yes, yes!” she gasped. “This feels… so good. I… ohhh… I missed this… so much…”
My heart swelled. My hips drove. I bent over her, kissing her neck. I could feel her lust quivering along the graceful column, and the quick pulse along her jugular.
“I’m close,” she moaned. “Are… are you?”
“Mmm…” I grunted. I was close. So close.
I fell into her, thrusting deep, encouraged by Morgan’s athletic embrace. I ached for her. “Oh, Nate, Nate!”
It felt good to hear her moan my name. It felt so good.
Time seemed to slow down in that split second before release. I thought about all that came before—the first time I’d said “hi” to Morgan, our first kiss, and now, our last. I thought about what could have been if I hadn’t let my insecurities get the better of me—the two of us tackling grad school together, building a life away from school and finding our way in the real world.
Shoulda. Woulda. Coulda.
Didn’t.
Morgan was no longer out of my league. She never had been. She was just another person, a college kid, trying to navigate the world and prone to dumb mistakes. If I’d only realized that sooner. Didn’t mean I could reverse time. Didn’t mean much. My jealousy and insecurity were still there, all the complex emotions that I’d been struggling with ever since she’d left during our junior year together were not gone.
Didn’t matter. Not as I buried my face in her damp hair and emptied my swollen balls. In that moment, we were together, we were one.
And it didn’t end there. We spent the whole night together, one last, glorious night. One last hurrah. We didn’t sleep much, both knowing that this was it, while neither of us wanting to say it aloud.
“You’ll stay in touch?” she asked.
“Of course.”
I vowed to be better this time. I vowed to not let time and distance draw us apart, the way they had when she went off to London. But this also wasn’t London. There was nothing time-bound about this next phase in our lives.
“You’re going to make an amazing doctor, Morgan. Who knows, one day I may need a surgeon for open heart surgery or something”
She put a hand on my chest. “Your heart’s just fine, Nathan. Just don’t let your head keep getting in its way.”
I nodded. “Very poetic, Doctor.”
She kissed my forehead and stepped away.
“I’ll… I’ll see you around.”
It was an odd goodbye, but neither of us wanted to use those words.
“See you around, Morg.”
It would be another year before that was true, and by that time, everything had changed. But of course, that’s a story for another time.
***
And that concludes While We Were Apart: Senior Year. What comes next? Well, you'll have to wait a little longer!
As always, this has been an amazing experience posting this. I'd intended just to post exactly what I wrote about a year ago, but the thoughtful comments and feedback that you brought gave me more insight into the story I was telling, vs the one that I thought that I was. I had two options: re-write what I've done so that you all see my way, or revise Morgan and Nathan's story to fit the one that you all have seen. I've chosen to do a bit of both. The last chapter of this book is completely different than the one I was going to write, yet in the long run, the story will run its course. This will require me to write a new book 2, but I've already got a fun idea for that one. Then, we should resume our regularly scheduled programming.
Thanks again!
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