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Lucas refused to release Nathan from a tearful hug. "I don't think I've ever been prouder of you!" He sobbed, giving his son a hearty clap on the back.

"I know, Dad." Nathan didn't struggle. There was no stopping his father once he got going and if he was honest, he was going to miss those big bear hugs.

"Honey, he's going to college, not Mars." His mother shook her head. Mary Anne was much more the quiet type compared to her husband. Nathan knew she was reserved but he saw a glint of a tear in her eye. "Did we get everything out of the car?"

"I'm sure we did." Nathan pulled away. He hadn't brought much, not like the rich kids around him. A couple of sets of bedding, clothes, a hot pot, the school-issued sewing machine, and the most important thing, a coffee maker. The other students were unloading so much stuff, he wondered if there was enough room left for people to be in those tiny rooms. "I just need to hit the school shop for supplies and my books."

"Nonsense," His father sniffled. "We'll run to the local dollar store to get the paper stuff. The scholarship money should cover the laptop. We can come with you to get it first-"

"Come on, honey." His mom was half the size but easily steered her husband away towards the parking lot. "We'll be back, Nat. Love you." She kissed him on the cheek and waved as they walked away.

Nathan noticed a few double takes as his parents walked away. He was used to it; despite a lot of people thinking they were all progressive, a towering muscular redhead and a short, curvy Black woman always managed a few stares. Not as much as Nathan's freckled covered olive skin and tightly coiled dark red hair but he was proud of both. It made cosplaying any character interesting and plenty of people took pictures of him at conventions.

As he walked to the school store, plenty of girls gave stared at him. Nathan tried not to feel self-conscious, surrounded by designer brands and fancy jewelry. He was wearing thrift store finds with his custom modifications he'd learned how to do from making his own costumes. Unlike the cosplay, which was custom-made to be form-fitting, he preferred his daily wear to be loose and comfortable, to be inconspicuous while walking across the quad. Now, he felt sloppy compared to all the people around him.

While waiting in line, he checked his wallet three times to make sure the debit card connected to his scholarship was in there as if it could vanish somehow from the last time he looked at it. When it was his turn, he picked the required drawing pad and the best laptop out of the bunch with the most powerful video processing; figuring he could get some cosplay videos in here and there. Maybe if his roommate wasn't around.

On his way back to his room, he prayed his roommate wasn't a jerk. As a last-minute acceptance on this scholarship, he hadn't had a chance to contact this dude. Nathan crossed his fingers that the guy was normal and wasn’t too pissed at no longer having a single room.
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"I THINK THAT'S THE last of it." Charlie put the last empty box on the floor and let himself fall into a chair. The fridge was the hardest to bring up despite being easy to lift but all the little things to set up made him mentally tired. "Thanks for helping me set up, Dad."

"I just want to make sure you're comfortable here." His father said, setting up a fancy ionic fan at the foot of his son's new bed. "Are you sure you want to do this? The pack has plenty of opportunities without having to be sandwiched around all these humans."

"Dad, I’m sure.” Charlie looked over his father’s shoulder. “Is that an extra fan?"

His father huffed. "That was the fan. The other one was the heater."

Charlie shook his head. "I think you went overboard." He said as his sisters set up a mini microwave, electric grill, overly complicated coffee machine, and two specialty lamps; one blue light optional for his work on the computer.

Ellie, the oldest of his little sisters, elbowed him in the ribs. She may have a slim build but she was strong and Charlie rubbed where her sharp bone jabbed into him. "Don't mess this up for the rest of us. You're the trial run for us to be able to go to a human college one day."

Charlie gave her a playful punch in return. "You got a lacrosse scholarship I'm aware of?" He looked at her with a wry grin. "Or any scholarship?"

Before Ellie could reply, Patty could be heard from the hallway. "Back the fuck off you vultures!" She growled, pulling the youngest child into the relative safety of their brother's room. "The fuck, Dad! If this is what college humans are like, I'll pass."

"Don't generalize, sweetheart." Dad patted her on the head but had a stern expression on his face. "Just give me a moment."

"Now you've done it." Betty squirmed out from under her older sister's grip. "Dad will never let us go to a human school now."

They all turned towards the closed door where their preternatural hearing could discern their father's booming voice as it sent every other male in the vicinity sprinting in the opposite direction.

Charlie laughed. "If he thinks you can't handle a bunch of hormonal human boys, he doesn't know any of you." He stretched and gathered his three younger sisters in a big hug. "Besides, I'm not the first wolf to go away to college."

"Yeah, but this is a human school and you’re the first in so many years to go!" Patty gave Betty a swat to the back of the head. "It's easy to get distracted with all the human smells and don't even get me started on their drama."

"It's not like middle school!" Betty whined, looking up at her elder siblings with big, wet brown eyes.

"It's worse than middle school." Ellie gave her younger sisters a knowing frown. "All the judgment from preppy weirdos with the added mix of dipshits with fake IDs to get beer." She shrugged and organized Charlie's desk for the third time. "Don't let the team get you in trouble, bro. All the sports stuff is to take those business classes on the government's dime." She gave her elder brother a wink. "I bet those bro types will try and do some stupid human dude-bro bullsh-” Ellie could feel her father’s eyes on her. “Nonsense."

"I just wanna take my classes, Ellie." Charlie leaned back in his chair with a deep sigh. "The humans can drink and party as much as they want and it won't bother me. I'm not here to impress them."

Betty rolled her eyes. "Whatever. I just hope your roommate is cool or at least the type to stay out of your way."

"At least to keep Dad off your back." Patty was the only one out of the siblings to give a satisfied grin when their father sent the humans scattering. "Any clue about your roommate? From what I can smell he's a chill human."

Betty turned up her nose at the mundane scent of pencil lead and ink from the other bed and desk in the room. "Ugh, how boring. At least he won't get you into any more trouble than those hormone-driven bros on your team."

Charlie sucked in a deep breath; bracing himself for the patience that would be a top-tier quality if he had to take over for his father one day in the far future. "You guys need to chill before Dad picks all three of you by the scruff of your necks and drags you outta here." He pushed them all towards the door. "And I swear, if you embarrass me in front of this guy, I will never let you live it down."

"Uh, excuse me?" A timid human managed to make his way through the general chaos of moving in day. "Sorry, I didn't mean to interrupt."

Charlie and his sisters froze when the human entered the room, desperately trying to appear as if he belonged there and like he didn’t notice them all staring at him.

"Ignore my sisters." Charlie stood up and held out his hand. "I'm Charlie."

"Nathan." He shook the offered hand and wasn't shocked to receive a strong grip. Charlie was tall and thick with a similar complexion as his father. Nathan could tell Charlie was into sports by all the equipment by his desk. "Sorry to get roomed with you at the last second."

"He's cute." Patty giggled and Ellie groaned.

"I'm Ellie and that's Betty and Patty and we'll be leaving right now." She grabbed them both by the arm and smiled at Nathan. "We'll wrangle dad before he bites someone's head off."

Nathan laughed and waved nervously not knowing their father was completely capable of biting a human's head off when in his wolf form.

"Here, let me get these boxes out of the way so you can bring in the rest of your stuff." Charlie reached for the last of his folded boxes to carry them out.

"Oh," Nathan shrugged, putting the laptop box on his bed and starting to unpack it. "I got everything."

Charlie looked at his side of the room crammed with everything his father could think of needing and then to his roommate’s. Nathan just had some books, that laptop, and a little sewing machine. "You can sew?"

"Yeah, I'm taking costuming as my minor to go with my business major. I want to own my own store one day."

"That's cool! I got in for lacrosse but I'm majoring in Social Research and Policy." At Nathan's confused look, Charlie smiled. "I'm probably gonna end up taking over for my dad one day."

"Is he a politician or something?"

Charlie paused. He supposed the alpha of a wolf clan could count as a type of politician considering how many meetings and other boring stuff happened. "He runs a tech company. Fancy deals, board rooms, and stuffy suits."

Nathan felt self-conscious in the face of such obvious wealth. It was hard to keep his head up sometimes but Charlie seemed like a decent guy who wouldn't make fun of him. Not like most of the rich kids he'd known. "Sounds like you're not looking forward to it."

"My dad isn't going anywhere for a while. I have plenty of time to do whatever I want."

There was a knock and Charlie's dad opened the door. Nathan couldn't help but stare at the towering man who oozed power and control. He bet one of the buttons on the man’s expensive jacket would pay rent for his parents for a month. "I finally got your sisters wrangled and I'm going to take them home before we end up banned from the campus." He sniffed the air and turned to Nathan. "Ah, you must be the roommate. I'm Charlie's dad, Patrick."

Nathan shook his hand, stumbling over his words. "Nice to meet you, sir."

Before Patrick could say anything, Nathan's parents poked their heads in. "Hey, Nat! Got you the rest of the," His dad blinked up at one of the rare instances of another man being taller than him but quickly smiled wide. "Hi! We're Nathan's parents, Lucas and Mary Anne."

The two men shook hands heartily and Nathan could tell Patrick won over his mom by shaking her hand like an equal instead of kissing it. "Wonderful to meet you, Patrick." Mary Anne smiled and hefted a big paper bag full of supplies. "Sorry to drop and run but we have to make the ride back so your father can get to work in the morning."

"I'll walk you to the car," Nathan said, blushing when his father slung one big arm over his shoulders and started sniffling again.

Patrick watched them leave with a bemused smile. "Smells like a clean kid. What do you think?"

"He seems cool. Kinda quiet but most people are quiet compared to us."

Laughing, Patrick ruffled his son's thick, curly hair. "Try and behave, son. I'll call you once I get home."

"Yeah, yeah. See you later." Charlie smiled and put his hair back in order; not that there was much to do with the very short cut. He preferred it this way. Less to get messed up under a helmet and he had plenty of hair to deal with when he shifted.

Without his dad and sisters in the room, Charlie could get a better sense of Nathan's scent. He was glad his new roommate wasn't the type to drown himself in cologne; just simple soap and unscented lotion. Nathan smelled sweet, a little innocent but not shy since there was confidence in the way he carried himself. He was the type with a mission in mind.

His sister was right. Nathan was cute and he smelled amazing to him, no matter what Betty said. There was some tickle at the base of his spine that made him very interested in knowing more about the human. Good thing the team would keep him too busy to be tempted.
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ONCE AGAIN BURIED IN his father's arms, Nathan shared a look with his mother who tried not to shed a tear herself.

"Dearie, he needs to breathe." Mary Anne sniffed as she gently pulled her husband aside to reach up for her hug from her much taller son. "We are so proud of you, baby."

"I didn't do anything yet." Nathan cleared his throat to cover his tears.

"You nailed that scholarship and are the first in both our families to go to college." His father sniffed wetly and dug in his pocket for a tissue. "You're already amazing."

Before Lucas could start crying again, Mary Anne gave her son one last kiss on the cheek and opened the driver's side door to their well-loved van. "Come on, hon. I'll take the drive back."

"We'll call you the second we get home," Lucas called one last time from the open window.

"I know, Dad." Nathan laughed as his mom pulled away and his father waved out to him as long as he could. He wiped a tear and took a deep breath, ready to head back to his room.

His roommate seemed nice for a rich kid; not as stuck up as the other kids eying him in the school store making comments about his non-luxury clothes in that particular way where they whisper but want you to hear them. It was like those old movies his parent's liked to watch where the villains were so bombastically overt and sometimes color coded so they could be recognized from afar.

He almost wished he'd skipped some of those movies. He'd never look at a jawbreaker the same way for the rest of his life.

At least Charlie seemed like the type to keep such judgments to himself. Nathan did notice how Charlie looked at his lack of stuff to move in with him. Charlie had every random thing Nathan had ever seen in a commercial about going to college with pastel, dancing models with gleaming smiles fit for television. He'd been around enough rich kids to know they could be spoiled little brats; thinking they were better than him because his father was "just a guy who cleans" when they didn't realize their fancy school couldn't function without a proper janitorial staff.

His father working there got them a discount on tuition but not enough to avoid a ton of overtime. At least that stuffy school paid well and was a huge benefit to his application.

But Charlie's dad shook his hand like an equal. Nothing in Charlie's eyes held the same type of judgment he was used to. He was just glad to meet his new roommate. It was refreshingly honest.

'And he helps he's handsome.' Nathan smiled but shook his head. 'Probably not a good idea to get involved with a roommate. I'm sure there's some unwritten social rule about it.'

As he walked back to his room, Nathan decided it was better not to be tempted. He was here to work, not to play around. Hot, rich college guys won't help him keep that scholarship.

'Besides, what are the chances he's gay or even interested?' He shrugged. 'Sports guys tend to be in the closet if they're not straight. I should just keep my focus on my work and not that amazing jawline and impossible shoulders.'
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CHARLIE DROPPED THE rest of the boxes at the dumpster and wiped the sweat off his forehead and neck. Summer never seemed to trail off into fall, just got snipped off by winter and the frigid cold. Charlie didn't mind it that much since he could easily stay warm but you can't escape heat no matter how naked you are.

By the time he got back, Nathan was there, setting up his computer on the desk next to the sewing machine, which he moved to the foot of his bed. He pushed the little dresser under his bed, which he'd raised to the highest rung to save space. A set of plastic drawers was set next to it with bits of supplies Charlie couldn't identify. 'It's probably more sewing stuff.' He thought, smirking when Nathan made a sigh of relief as the internet connected.

"Ugh, I'm glad I could just sit down." Nathan stretched in the hard chair.

"Yeah, moving day can suck worse than a coach when they're pissed off during training." The second he finished talking, there were a series of quick thumps at their door.

"Yo, Charlie! Open up!"
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