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STAYING AT HOME FOR university wasn't my first choice.  It was actually kind of my last choice, right up there with not going to university at all.  I wish I had enough money to pay the dorm expenses.  Or I wish my parents did.  Living with other people my age would be amazing.  Living with my parents... not so much.

My parents aren't ogres or anything.  They're fine, I guess.  It's not like we fight much.  We squabble a bit, about little things.  I'm just ready to get out from under their wings.  I am an adult, after all.  I don't need my mother tidying my bedroom when I'm not home.  Sometimes she finds things she probably wishes she hadn't.

One time when my mom was doing my laundry, she came across a sticky note someone had stuck on my back—at school, I'm assuming.  I was still in high school, at this point.  

The sticky note said LESBIAN in big letters.  It's amazing that it didn't fall off between school and home, or even when I took off my hoodie to throw it in the laundry.

Not a very creative insult, at any rate.

My parents were so good about it.  They didn't ask me if I was a lesbian.  They weren't confrontational in that way.  Instead, they asked if the kids at school were picking on me.  They wanted to know if I was being bullied, and if I wanted them to do something about it.  

“We're on your side, Maggie.”  That's what they said to me.  “We are always on your side.”

I started to cry because my parents were being so kind and supportive.  They hugged me and I cried some more.  I've got tears in my eyes right now, just thinking about it.  

It took a while before I was able to tell my parents that no, nobody was bullying me.  I couldn't explain the note.  For the most part, the kids at school just ignored me.  I had kind-of friends on the soccer team—I wasn't exactly a star player—and people I talked to in the stamp collecting club, but nobody I was super close with.

Did you know that stamp collectors are called philatelists?  Yup.

I never explicitly told my parents that, yes, I am indeed a lesbian, but I don't think I needed to.  They probably had their suspicions before the note was put on my back.  I think that event cemented it in their minds.  They told me they will always support me, and there's nothing I could tell them about myself that would make them love me any less.  It was the perfect opening for me to confess my sexuality to them, but I didn't take it.  Saying the words was just too hard.  Impossible.  

So, living with my parents isn't exactly hell on earth.  I am way luckier than a lot of lesbians out there.  My parents supported me instead of kicking me out.  I know they've got my back.

Even though they're my parents, and parents aren't known for considering their children to be sexual beings, mine probably assume I've done way more than I actually have.  I've never had a girlfriend.  I've never gone to bed with anyone.  I haven't even had my first kiss yet, unless you count the time Jeremy Kerr brushed his lips against mine at a middle school dance.  

It just so happens that I don't count that as a kiss, but that's just me.

A big part of my dream about living in residence at university involves lots of naughty escapades.  I thought it would be great to live around other girls my age, who are probably as secretly horny as I am.  Not that I could ever tell anyone these thoughts.  I'm not good at expressing myself that way, and I feel like that's the only way to get what you want: you have to ask for it.

OR you have to live in an environment where the lights go out and suddenly your roommate's sneaking into your bed and you feel her hands on your breasts, and then her tongue flicking your nipples, and then her mouth sucking them hungrily.  You don't have to do anything.  She just kisses a path down your belly like it's expected of her.  When she gets between your legs, she eats you expertly.  She knows what she's doing, even if you don't have a clue.  You learn from her, and then maybe you're ready to try your skills on her. 

Or on someone else.  

I just feel like I've been waiting so long and I don't know when I'll get my chance.  I want to be with other girls, but I don't know how to ask.  There's a Queer Club on campus, but it seems so political. I'm not into that side of things.  I know I should be, but my serious mind is occupied enough attending lectures, doing research, writing papers.  I need something to get me away from all that.

I need sex.

But I don't know where to get it.

There is hope on the horizon, though.  This girl named Patience is in almost all my classes.  She's an Ecology and Evolutionary Biology major, too, so I see her all the time.  She's got a rainbow flag pin on her backpack.  I hope that means what I think it means, because she invited me over tomorrow night.  We've got a test coming up in Molecular and Cell Biology, so she suggested I come over for dinner and then we study all night, if we want to.  

Patience lives with her parents, too, so she understands that it's harder for commuters like us to study together.  Sure, the library is open all night, but the subway doesn't run past 1:15.  Plus, studying at the library is difficult because you can't really talk without getting shushed, unless you book a meeting room, and there's a maximum time limit of one hour on those.  It's just so much more difficult for students like us to study together.  People who live on campus can study in their dorm rooms, or in any of the common areas there.  

I wish I could afford to stay in residence.  It would be so much better for my personal life, better for me as a student, better all around.  But tuition and books cost so much money that there's nothing left over.  

Enough complaining, Maggie!  You're spending tomorrow night with that Patience girl, remember?  At least you've got something to look forward to.  

I probably shouldn't get my hopes up, considering Patience lives with her parents, but who knows?  Maybe they'll go out on a date night or something, and leave us alone in the house.  

Maybe I'll finally get my first taste of student life—beyond the books and the lectures, I mean.

One can only hope...
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I SLEPT AT PATIENCE'S house last night, and I still can't believe what happened.  Hard to believe it was actually real, except that I can still feel the entire experience in my body.  I don't think I've ever been so juicy in all my life.

We went to her house straight after Environmental Biology, which is usually a good class, but yesterday we had a guest lecturer and it was a total snoozefest.  I almost fell asleep in class, and then the streetcar was so packed and stuffy I nearly conked out again.

When we walked through the front door, my heart dropped into my stomach.

Patience's mother and father were both home.

That's not what I was hoping for.

I took off my shoes and dropped my backpack by the front door.  It was only a half-hour streetcar ride from the university to their house, so I can understand why Patience wants to keep living with her parents.  One streetcar!  That's it!  Takes me an hour and a half to get to school at the best of times, and that means two buses and one subway.  The commute is absolute hell, especially since I get motion sickness really easily.  If I try to read, it's game over.  That means I can't study on the bus.  So much wasted time!

Patience's mother led me into the kitchen, saying, “So you're the Maggie we've heard so much about!”

A groan emanated from Patience, and I couldn't blame her. She'd been talking to her parents about me?  Before she was even on my radar?  Now that's embarrassing!

Once Patience's mother had parked me at the kitchen table, I realized I ought to thank them for their hospitality.  I said, “Thanks for having me over, Mrs...”

That's when I realized I had no idea what Patience's last name was.

“Please, call me Vonda,” her mother said, standing by the stove.  “And it's no trouble at all.  I love any excuse to cook!”

I believed her, because she was wearing an apron.  Only people who enjoy cooking own aprons, much less wear them.

Actually, Patience's mother in an apron was kind of an intriguing sight, because she was an undeniably beautiful woman.  She didn't have that pretty domestic housewife look about her.  Oh, no.  Vonda could have done porn—she was that gorgeous.  

Blonde hair, big lips, high cheekbones.  

Even with that apron on, I could tell that her waist was slim and her breasts were big.  She wasn't the type of woman I could picture myself having a longterm relationship with, but a fling?  Absolutely!  My body responded to her without approval from my brain.  I tried not to be attracted to my friend's mother, but who could blame me?  

If you saw her, you'd be attracted, too.

When Patience's father introduced himself (his name is Dick—can you imagine?), I couldn't help thinking how far the apple had fallen from the trees.  Vonda was a knockout, and Dick surprised me by making my body throb.  I don't usually look at men that way.  Almost never.  But Patience's father had dark, smoky eyes and dark wavy hair and there was an alluring quality about him I just couldn't put my finger on.  It drew me in.  I wanted to get close enough to smell him, but that would have seemed really obvious and weird.  

I stayed put at the table while Vonda served out piping hot bowls of homemade tomato soup.  She'd also made these cheese sticks in the oven that were like twisted things of puff pastry, I guess.  They tasted amazing.  

“Drop-dead gorgeous and an excellent cook,” Patience's father said, taking hold of his wife's hand and squeezing.  “Am I lucky or what?”

Vonda smiled endearingly.

I didn't say anything.  I tend to embarrass myself in these situations.  If I'd spoken up, I probably would have gushed about how great the meal was and how shiny Vonda's hair looked.  Then everything would have been uncomfortable.

Instead of talking, I glanced at Patience while her parents talked about some TV show they'd both watched when they were kids.  They seemed so in love.  That was amazing to see, after however many years of marriage.  My parents weren't like that at all.  They were friendly with each other, but not lovey-dovey.

Hard to believe two charming—not to mention incredibly attractive—humans had spawned Patience.

I'm not saying she's ugly.  She isn't ugly.  But she is plain.  If you were glancing around a room, in search of beautiful people, you would easily overlook Patience.  She didn't look anything like her parents.  Maybe she was adopted.  Probably she was.  But I would try not to ask, because that would be rude.

After dinner, Dick announced that he would be working the night shift.  He kissed his wife on the cheek while she remained seated at the table, then left the kitchen to get ready to go.

“So, it's just us girls!” Vonda announced, reaching across the table to place her hand on mine.  She offered to make popcorn and we could stream a movie marathon, but that idea made me so nervous.  If I had to spend too much time around a woman as beautiful as Vonda, I was sure to slip up and make a fool of myself.

“We need to study,” I squeaked.  Looking to Patience, I said, “That's why I'm here, right?  To study?  Right?”

She gave me a long, sullen look before stating, “Sure.”  After that, she said she needed the washroom and excused herself from the table.  

Sighing, Vonda said, “Looks like Patience is in one of her moods.  Don't you worry about her.  She'll snap out of it.  In the meantime, I suppose I should get started on these dishes.”

Popping up from my seat, I said, “I'll help.”

She smiled.  “You were raised well.”  When she got to the sink, she started squirming, like her skintight yoga pants were making her super uncomfortable.  “Sorry,” she said to me.  “I'm not used to wearing clothes around the house.”

I didn't know how to respond.  I wasn't even sure what she meant.

“I guess you could call us nudists,” she went on.

I held my breath.  I didn't know what was happening.

“Not in a collective sense.  We're not part of any sort of movement or community.  Dick and I just both prefer being in the buff, when we're at home.  It's very freeing.  Have you ever tried wandering around naked?”

I couldn't speak.  I just shook my head no.

“We thoroughly enjoy it,” Vonda went on.  “Oh!  You probably think it's something to do with sex, don't you?  Well, it isn't.  Patience and her sister used to walk about unclothed, when they were younger, but the big bad world teaches us a lot about shame.  The girls both started wearing clothing around the house when their bodies started changing—at puberty, you know.  Sage tells me she's gone back to being bare, now that she lives alone.”

I managed to ask, “Sage?”

“She's Patience's older sister.  We're good friends, now that she's a self-realized individual.  Patience still pushes back at us—her folks—but I don't hold that against her.  Did you know the brain doesn't complete its development until age twenty-five?”

I nodded.  “We learned that in class.”

“Sage is twenty-eight now.  Funny.  I don't feel old enough to have a twenty-eight-year-old.  I don't suppose one ever feels one's age.”

That's when I blurted out, “Are your daughters adopted?”

Vonda's eyes widened.  She seemed shocked when she asked, “Did Patience tell you that?”

I didn't answer.  I felt awful.  Why had I spoken those words?

Slowly, Vonda said, “They are adopted, yes.  I suppose that's plain enough to see, with Patience.  She doesn't look much like myself or Dick.  But we don't like to talk about these things.  We're a family, and that's that.”

When she ran dishwater into the sink, I offered to wash.  Vonda told me I didn't have to, but I insisted.  I needed to do something with my hands, or I would go crazy.

Once I'd turned off the water, Vonda said, “I promised Patience I wouldn't embarrass her, but... oh, Maggie, I simply can't bear these clothes a moment longer.  I'd be ever so much more comfortable without them.  Would you be terribly offended?  I'll wear the apron, if that helps.”

I'm pretty sure my eyes glazed over.  I didn't know what to say.  Was Vonda coming on to me?  Would Patience be mad?  I honestly had no idea what was happening.

Focusing on the dishes, I said, “It's your house.  You can do what you like.”

“But I don't want you to feel uncomfortable.  You're a guest in our home!”

I was really more worried about Patience feeling uncomfortable.  From what I could tell, I was sure going to like the look of Vonda stark naked.

“Take your clothes off,” I said, trying to be nonchalant, pretending that I wasn't dripping with arousal at the very idea of seeing this woman in the buff.  “If you want to take your clothes off, take your clothes off.  I won't stop you.”
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AFTER VONDA WENT UPSTAIRS to change out of her clothes, Patience emerged from wherever she'd been hiding.  I'm assuming she didn't spend all that time in the bathroom, but I don't really know.  She wasn't exactly the focus of my attention.

When Patience caught me washing dishes, she asked, “What are you doing that for?  Washing up is my mother's job.”

That seemed a little harsh, to me.  I was raised to believe that every member of a household had responsibilities.  The way Patience made that statement suggested, to me, that her mother did all the cooking and cleaning.

What did Patience do around the house?

Sulk, from what I've seen.

“I like washing dishes,” I told Patience.

She made a face like she was scandalized by the admission.  “Just leave them,” she told me.  “I thought you were here to study.  That's what you said, anyway.”

“I am,” I replied.  “We can study right after I finish—”

At that moment, Patience's mother strutted into the kitchen wearing nothing but her apron and a pair of kitten heels with pink faux-fur pom-poms near the toes.  It was a scene straight out of porn.  I didn't think any real person in the world walked around their house looking like that.

“Mother!” Patience cried.  “What are you wearing?”

“Not much,” Vonda kidded.

When she winked at me, I thought my face would explode.  I felt like I was on fire. 

“I thought we talked about this,” Patience growled.  “You promised!  And you
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