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      Hi Lovey Reader,

      

      I’m so excited that you’ve decided to pick up my new release, and read it.

      I really hope you are going to enjoy it.

      If you do, and you would love to read more of my books, then do not hesitate to contact me on social media.

      Stalk me — https://linktr.ee/SarwahCreed

      Have a great year, and happy reading.

      Sarwah
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      Sarwah Creed is the Queen of comedy, the Empress of reverse harem, and the Mistress of jaw-dropping twists.

      When she’s not busy writing her Reverse Harem books that will leave you feeling hot and steamy, then you'll find her in the gym, running, or playing tennis with her kids.

      Sarwah’s books are available in English, German, Dutch, Spanish, French, and Italian.

      She has a sweet tooth and can easily be bribed with chocolate and cupcakes.

      If you’re a new reader to Sarwah, don’t hesitate to sign up for her newsletter and you'll receive a free book!

      When you're reading her books, make sure to have a towel nearby because her stories are so steamy, that you’ll need something to cool you down!

      All social media links----https://linktr.ee/SarwahCreed
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      Seven men. One for every day of the week. A story too sexy to pass up.

      Chicago University newspaper is going under.

      I need to save it.

      Everyone says sex sells, and what is sexier than a polyamorous relationship?

      One woman. Multiple men.

      Now that’s how you sell papers.

      But my plea for such a woman to come forward to an interview has unexpected consequences.

      All I get are Dirty sexts asking if I want first-hand experience.

      I shouldn’t give up my v-card and get involved with seven men.

      I’m not that desperate to save the paper.

      Or am I?

      The men pursuing me are making it hard to say no, as they start to become my secret fantasies every day of the week for different reasons.

      Mr. Monday’s  bold and says precisely what’s on his mind.

      Mr. Tuesday’s  sensitive and listens to my every need.

      Mr. Wednesday’s  compassionate, the kind of guy who knows what he wants but doesn’t just take it.

      Mr. Thursday knows how to spice things up.

      Mr. Friday’s  tall, dark, and handsome, his sultry eyes always have me coming back for more.

      Mr. Saturday’s  always wants to be in control.

      Mr. Sunday’s  quiet and mysterious, an enigma that I can’t wait to unravel.

      I always knew I would have to go all-in to become a respected journalist. The more I talk to them, the more I want to know them not only online, but offline too. They are promising to do things to me that are so dirty; I can’t sleep at night.

      I never imagined all-in would mean sacrificing myself for a story.  Especially, with the bully writer, who’s jealous of the attention that my stories keep getting.

      I need to keep it a secret if I do decide to play out my fantasies because if the truth comes out, I don’t know if we will all survive the wreckage.

      Author’s Note:

      Daily #teXXXt is a stand-alone reverse harem with a mixture of bullying, romance, humor, and even suspense. This is an MMFMMMMM book with over 80,000 sizzling words, with no MM scenes. There’s no cliffhanger and no cheating. There are multiple partner scenes, so make sure that not only is your Kindle ready, but you have a towel nearby too as you read this standalone HEA.
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      Finally, summer was almost over, and it was time for me to leave Grandma’s house to get ready for university.

      It was the new beginning for some, but for me, it was everything. I would leave my high school paper behind and be in the big league. The university paper, the one thing that I’d dreamt of doing since I was a little girl.

      “If you stare at that mirror long enough, it’ll break.” Grandma winked as she stood behind me.

      I didn’t even realize that she was in the room. I’d decided to spend my last few weeks during summer before moving to university with her; I told Mom that she needed the company; it was a lie. I was the one that needed the company. Grandma was home all the time unlike Mom who worked all the time, and the truth be told, between my friends all getting ready for university and going on vacation, I was the only one around, and I was kind of lonely.

      “No, I just need to change my hair color, maybe or even lose a few pounds. Chicago University ’s new semester starts in two weeks, and I need people to take me more seriously.”

      She laughed. “Who do you want to take you seriously? If anything, you should die your hair blond. After all, they do have more fun, and Lord knows you need some fun. You spent all summer with me, kids your age want fun before starting university, they don’t want to spend it with their grandparents.”

      I shook my head; Grandma was a former Playboy Bunny. She even stayed in the mansion once, something that no one in our family liked to talk about, and she loved to broadcast it every time a new member joined our family. She still dyed her grey hairs blond and proudly displayed her breasts, claiming that they were the best gift from God. Even with the way that she dressed and carried herself, no one thought that she was my Grandma. If anything, they sometimes mistook her for my mom.

      “No. I’m talking about the university newspaper. The reason that I applied to go to CU in the first place…”

      “So, you can be a top journalist just like your dad. Look, Tessa. No one goes to college just to study. They go there to have fun. I should know, the amount of college students I played with in my time,” she purred as she said the last sentence which kind of scared me. It was almost as if she was going back in time, remember all the college students that she played with; that was too much for my brain to take on board right now.

      Then, she faced me with all the seriousness in the world as she woke up from her fantasy of the past. She had her hands on my shoulder, and she wanted me to take on her next words very seriously.

      “I worry about you. Your dad, sure he’s a top journalist, but remember he worked too hard and that was why your mom and him ended up going through a bitter divorce.”

      I didn’t need reminding about their divorce, I begged dad to let me live with him, and he insisted that he didn’t have time. It would be better if you stayed with your mom. I´ll visit. That was nine years ago. I would wait for him to visit and stay in a local hotel so we could see each other for more than one day. He would come, tell me that he had to fly and as quickly as he came back into my life, he’d be out again.

      “But the paper will change everything, I’ll be like him and then he’ll take me seriously, no more would I be writing for the high school paper. I’ll be in the big league and he’ll be so proud; he’d visit and stay for more than one day. And we’ll have the relationship that I’ve always wanted.”

      She kissed me on the head, as she towered over me in her three-inch heels, “Sweetie. Go to college. Have fun. You need to have new experiences, that’s what college is all about.”

      “So, I’m told."  I sighed as I thought about my friends and them all talking about college, they were all trying to lose their virginity this summer. Those were the ones who hadn’t already lost it at prom.

      “Besides, a little bit of flesh on display never hurt anyone. And you can have fun. You don’t need to change your hair color to do that. But your clothes are a different matter.”

      She said, pointing to my breasts, which she claimed made me lucky because I was as gifted as she was. But I didn’t know if it was a gift or a curse. Most of the time, no one took me seriously; they spent more time talking to them, rather than looking me in the eyes whenever they spoke to me.

      “I dunno, Grandma. I have a plan, and it’s going to work. It’s all I’ve been dreaming about for such a long time. I want to be part of the university paper, to kickstart my journalist career.”

      She winked at me. “Take my hand, Tessa. I have a plan too. It starts and ends with you getting a new closet for university. Remember when you get there to tell them that I was a former Playboy Bunny. That will make you popular with the girls; they’ll be jealous that you have a famous Grandma.”

      I shook my head as we walked out of the door. “Yeah, it’ll make me popular with the guys too, they’ll probably think that Playboy’s in my genes.”

      “One could only wish, my dear; one could only wish.”

      She smiled as we headed out of the door. We jumped into her car, and she drove us to the mall. That was another thing that I had to do— get my license. I was old enough, but I'd never had the time to practice, let alone take the test. I wouldn’t be that far from home, so it would be good to get my license and then work on saving to get a car, so I could drive home whenever I wanted to, instead of getting the bus.

      I didn’t know what she meant by that statement and I was too afraid to ask what she meant. I soon found out as we hit the stores. I wondered if Grandma thought that she was getting me ready for college or auditioning for an open spot in the Playboy mansion (I hated to tell her that it was closed). As we hit more stores, I realized that she was buying me clothes for the latter. University seemed to be the furthest thing on her mind!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            TESSA

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      “I have some bad news.” Jenny stood in the front of the conference room, a room filled with tables, paper, files, and most of our office supplies, a serious frown marred her features. We rarely used the room for anything other than days like today, when Jenny, our student newspaper adviser, had news that we all needed to hear at the same time. Usually news we didn’t want to hear, and I squirmed in my seat, uneasy.

      I stared at her face, saw the worry lines at the corners of her gray eyes, mostly hidden behind a pair of black-rimmed glasses, and noted how flushed her face was. She’d either hit early menopause or she was worried. Her pencil-straight black hair, cut in a short bob just at her chin, gave her a severe look, but she wasn’t at all. Normally, she was quite playful, helpful, and kind. Today, however, she was worried, and it showed in everything she did, especially when she started to wring her hands together.

      I tapped my favorite pen, a bright orange, thick enamel pen my dad bought me a long time ago, against my notebook in a way that was probably annoying to everyone around me, but I couldn’t help the nervous habit. I waited for the hammer of doom to fall. I had no idea what today’s meeting was about, but I could guess. She only called the entire staff of the newspaper, from the writers, editors, photographers, website editors, and the marketing staff, into the conference room altogether for two reasons: there was a big story we needed to get on right away, or our budget was grim.

      Student newspapers were generally funded, in part, by the college they were affiliated with, but also by advertisers, subscription costs, and donations from the public. Lately, the public stream of income, and subscribers, had started to dry up as people turned to their phones or laptops for the news.

      Jenny paused, her eyes on each of us in turn, as she tried to gather…courage? Maybe it was courage, I decided. Yep, it was bad news.

      “Our budget only allows us to print for another month if that long. We need a cash influx and quick.”

      “What? How did this happen? Why didn’t you tell us sooner?” Carter, one of the other student journalists on our team jumped to his feet to ask.

      His auburn hair was always in disarray and his pale skin had turned instantly red. Carter sometimes had a problem with anger, but I kind of felt the same way right now. Why hadn’t Jenny told us before? We all knew revenue was drying up, but we thought we’d get through to the end of the second semester, at least.

      “I was expecting another grant to come in from the school, but they’ve diverted more funding to the school’s football team since they’re doing so well this year.” Jenny sighed as her shoulders slumped in defeat. “If they’d given us that grant, we’d have been set for the rest of the year, but, well, it’s out of my hands…”

      She held out her hands to emphasize how empty they were. She’d taken money out of her own pocket, we all had, to get through the rough times before, but I had no idea how we’d fix this problem now. I’d planned to get my driver's license that I’d been eager to get since I started college, but I put that on hold just to save the paper. The idea that my sacrifice had been in vain, made me just as angry as Carter.

      I hated sports with a vengeance, especially football right now!

      “Can’t we get a few more advertisers?” I asked and felt my cheeks turn red as Carter’s had just a moment ago, when all thirty-seven heads in the room turned to me with sharp focus. “I mean, we have the space…”

      My words trailed off as Carter glared at me. He was a senior at CU and I was a sophomore, and that was the only reason I could of think of as to why he disliked me. I’d never done anything to him, but from my first day at the paper he’d been a jerk. Not overtly, not cruel, just…snippy.

      I glared back at him and crossed my eyes. When I casually scratched at my forehead with my middle finger he looked away. Dick, I thought to myself. “Okay, a stupid idea when we’re already trying to lure in advertisers, but what else can we do?”

      I looked around at eight blank faces with narrowed eyes, nobody had an idea of how to fix this? Not one? Not even me? I looked down at the orange pen that tapped against the neon green notebook I always had with me, one of a stack I’d brought with me when I came back to college for the winter semester. Dad, maybe? Would he help us?

      “I don’t know. I want you all to take some time this evening and think about it. Come back to me with ideas tomorrow,” Jenny answered, her shoulders a little higher now. “I’ll make some phone calls this evening, see what I can rustle up on my own.”

      I could tell it was only a brave front she’d put on for our benefit and that didn’t give me much hope. I looked around at the faces in front of me. Jenny was an award-winning student newspaper adviser and many of her prior student journalists had gone on to great careers with huge papers around the world. How had it come to this; I could see the question written all over her face.

      I picked up my notebook, grabbed the olive-green canvas backpack my dad gave me when I was eighteen and on my way to a new future out in the big bad world. He’d known I’d need something deep, sturdy, and practical because he was one of the biggest names in international journalism. The drab, green bag had seen action in Afghanistan, Syria, Iraq, and other places across the globe. Now, it was mine and it rarely left a 10-mile radius as I worked my way through my courses.

      I slung the bag over my shoulder and left the offices of the college without another word to the others on our staff. I was a sophomore, so I didn’t rank high but most of my stories had been met with praise. I’d produced nothing groundbreaking yet, but I knew something would come along. There’d be a story that would need to be written, a story that needed to be told to the masses, and I’d be there for it.

      When I finally sniffed it out.

      I headed to The Old Barrel, a student bar not far from the newspaper office. My shoulder sagged under the weight of my bag, but also the weight of the dilemma I faced. I’d come to CU because of Jenny, because of how well-known the student paper was in the state, and to some extent, around the country. People knew that journalists from CU went on to have great careers unless they crashed and burned as some journalists did and I had no intention of doing that. I needed to be a journalist and follow in my dad’s footsteps. That was my legacy. One that I wasn’t going to give up so easily, no I had the fight in me. Just like my dad and he wouldn’t give in if there was one little blip in his dream and I wouldn’t neither.

      My second year was supposed to be even better than last year. I’d made my mark, got a position on the paper, and had worked my way up to catching Jenny’s notice. I hadn’t done anything spectacular yet, but the work I did caught her eye. She encouraged me to follow my instincts, though she never told us what to write or not to write. If you were a true journalist you trusted your gut and I’d learned to listen to what Jenny said, but also to what she didn’t say. Sometimes, that mattered more than what she did say.

      My feet slapped against the pavement on the sidewalk, my well-worn combat boots a comfortable, second skin after three years of daily wear. I emulated my dad in many ways because he was my hero. He was who I wanted to be, who I needed to be. He had integrity and told the story, whether people wanted to hear it or not. He was well paid too, and though that wasn’t his ultimate goal, it hadn’t hurt either.

      I wasn’t stupid, I knew the paper needed to modernize, that we needed to up our presence online in order to grow. I’d had plans for that. Jenny and I had been working with another girl on the staff, Mary, to build a website and we were adding things like each student-journalist’s Twitter and Instagram once we had the layout right. It hadn’t been our focus because we were a print paper.

      Maybe it was time we focused more on the website. I sat down on a stone wall just high enough for me to sit on and stared out at the cars and people who walked by. I didn’t see them though; my thoughts were all on the paper. What could really make this all better?

      Guys walked by me, one of the triplets that was in one of my classes waved as he walked by, and I barely nodded, more a lift of my chin to say yeah, I see you, whatever, than anything. He was hot, but I wasn’t looking for a relationship, or even a hookup, much to Grandma’s disappointment. God rest her soul, if only she hadn’t died during the Summer, I would be on the phone to her right now. She would be turning in her grave, if she saw me doing the one thing that she told me not to do when I came to college, all work and no play. I was too busy trying to get through school and then on to a career. I had my sights on a paper in England and if the paper I was a part of went bust then there would be no career, not that I could see.

      Ultimately, the paper closing wouldn’t have much of an impact on my degree in journalism, but it would have a huge impact on what I could show future employers. What would I say? Oh, here’s my blog?

      Blogs proliferated like cockroaches by gaining traction on any topic which would lead to taking money, time, and dedication, the three things I couldn’t invest in right now. Not really. My parents paid for my education and gave me an allowance so I could focus on my studies, but it wasn’t a fortune.

      A pigeon swirled down a few feet from my feet and looked up at me expectantly. I laughed softly at the bird and shrugged my shoulders helplessly.

      “Sorry, pigeon, I don’t have much for anybody today, it would seem.” The sound of my voice didn’t startle the bird, pigeons in the city were used to humans. It stared at me a moment longer, its head twisted left and right to examine me more closely. It hopped forward a few inches, then flew away.

      “Yeah, that’s about the gist of it. There’s fuck all I can do to help the paper and I don’t have anything to share with a hungry pigeon. What a fucking day.”

      I sighed deeply and looked down at my feet. The leather was worn, scuffed because I never polished the damn things like I should. They were mine though, like the paper. I had to find a way to save it. I just had to.

      I stood up, adjusted the bag, and started to walk again. I pushed the door of the bar open and walked in. I wasn’t old enough to drink alcohol yet, but the staff would serve me juice or anything else I wanted. I asked for a bottle of water at the bar and looked around hoping to find someone that I knew here, I didn’t feel like drinking alone, even if I was only drinking water.

      I saw Kim and Cheryl, my BFFs at a table in a corner by the windows, in our normal seats, and waved. They finger-waved back, Kim’s stiletto talons decorated in neon green with lots of fake diamonds and gold gleamed at me in the afternoon sunlight. I still didn’t know how she managed to get anything done with those claws of hers, but she did.

      I’d asked her once what the whole thing with her nails was about, and she said the boys loved to feel the nails on their skin. Her chocolate brown hair, curled in loose waves down her back and artfully framed around her face, paired with her light blue eyes caught the eyes of most of the boys that came anywhere near her. I guess her highly decorated, deadly looking nails only added to her mystique. She was the flirtatious one out of us all and had no problem with the opposite sex.

      I’d considered getting similar nails when there was talk of a string of assaults taking place on the campus. Then I thought about how much I typed every day and knew I couldn’t have nails like that. I looked down at the oval-shaped, unpolished nails that only grew out a few millimeters before I had to file them down again. I wasn’t vain, in any way. I was too focused on other things to consider my appearance as important. I didn’t dream of being on television, or film, after all, I dreamed about seeing my name in the byline of the world’s top papers.

      Cheryl, blond-haired, busty, with soft brown eyes, was quieter, but still more ‘experienced’ than I was. And by more experienced I meant that they’d both started to have sex long before I had. I thought everyone had though because I still hadn’t done the deed. I didn’t have time for boys, I had work to do. School and writing for the paper took all my time.

      “Hey there, ladies. How are we today?” I let my bag drop to the floor with a thunk, uncaring that my laptop was in there. It was wrapped in a foam case and on top of the bag. It was safe. I slouched into the seat, wiped my damp palms on my dark jeans, and looked at the other two again.

      They both looked ready for a night out, but there I was, in one of my dad’s old beige field jackets with a black t-shirt underneath. I sighed as both narrowed their eyes at my attire. I’d promised them I’d start dressing more like a woman, but it was impossible without adding to my wardrobe or opening the case which had all the clothes that Grandma had bought me, and I didn’t feel comfortable wearing anything in there, not in public. They probably needed a wash because they’d been in that case for over a year now. Yep, they definitely needed cleaning, but it was pointless, I still wouldn’t wear them if they were clean or not. The only dress I felt comfortable wearing was the one I’d worn to my high school graduation, a white silk number that came down to my calves with gold buttons. They’d both cringed when I showed it to them.

      “Seriously, Tessa, you have to get rid of that jacket, at least. Are you sure it isn’t infested with some kind of fleas your dad brought home from one of his assignments?” Kim sneered a little and then changed her expression.

      “I have to make time to take you shopping. The clothes that your Grandma bought you, you refuse to wear and all of them are hot. But, if you’re going to be boring about it, we need to go shopping just so you can stop wearing a man’s jacket.”

      “If you want me to buy new clothes, you’ll have to pay for it too,” I shot back, but not snidely. “The paper’s budget has gone to shit again so any extra money I have will be going to that.”

      I opened my bottle of water and took a sip as she nodded.

      “Fine, I’ll call my dad, get him to send me some extra in my monthly allowance.” She nodded as she spoke. Her eyes became distant as she thought something out. “Yeah, I can do that, and in a few days, we can go to the mall. I’ll cancel a date I didn’t really want to go on anyway.”

      “If we have to,” I muttered ignoring the fact that she’d kind of insulted me while also offering to pay for a new wardrobe for me. Kim meant well, but sometimes she could be thoughtless. If I wanted a new wardrobe, I could call my own dad and ask for money, but I hated to ask him for money. Kim’s dad was a shipping mogul and had money coming out of his pores. I’d let her have her fun, but doubted I’d ever wear anything she bought for me. Great, that would mean I would have two cases of clothes that I never had any intention of wearing and I needed money, not clothes right now. I’d rather she spent the money on the paper, but her dad wasn’t interested in things like that. Even if it would be good for his image. She’d tried that already, and it didn’t work back then, I was sure that it wouldn’t work now.

      “We do,” Cheryl chimed in, her eyes alight with delight. “You’ll be glad you did, in the long-run.”

      I doubted that, but they were my best friends and knew more about being attractive than I’d ever done. Grandma did want me to have fun and I wished that she were here today. She knew how to make me feel good, maybe shopping would be a welcome distraction, one that I was craving right now. Sometimes, I just needed to chill out, Cheryl was trying to help me feel better and I wasn’t even appreciating her efforts. I needed to stop doing that, otherwise the only two friends I had in college would result in none. I felt lonely coming into the bar alone, the idea of no paper and no friends made me feel slightly nauseated, because I felt as if my world was going to explode and as positive as I was trying to be about the paper, I had a creepy feeling that it was about to all come falling down.
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      I couldn’t focus on the conversation the two girls were having, they were looking at clothes that they wanted me to try on when we got to the mall in a few days. All I could think about was the fact that the paper needed the money.

      “What size pants do you wear, Tessa?” Cheryl asked while she stared at her iPhone’s screen avidly.

      “An 8 or a 10, just depends,” I replied, not really paying attention, I was proud to say my new size. I’d done well to watch my weight and lose a few pounds in the last year. It’d helped me a little bit with my confidence when I came here, but obviously hadn’t helped my closet. It was true, that most of my clothes were in my old size, there was something satisfying with wearing something that didn’t fit. Pants that were too tight, were now joggers. Then again, they weren’t sexy, I wasn’t a Tomboy, but maybe they were right, I should have been focusing on clothes not worrying about the paper which was all I seemed to do morning, noon and night.

      That was when it hit me, I wondered if Kim could get her dad to pump some money into the paper, even though she’d already tried. Maybe if she turned on those puppy dog eyes…

      “What’s crawled up your ass, Tessa?” Kim caught my attention and I realized I’d been staring out of the window for at least ten minutes.

      “Nothing, just the budget at the paper, again.”

      “You should just let the whole thing die away,” Cheryl gave a dismissive wave of her hand. “Focus on blogging and building a readership instead of this journalism stuff.”

      “That kind of is journalism, Cheryl,” I retorted and rolled my eyes, but softened it with a smile. “I hate blogging. I feel like I’m talking to nobody and everybody all at once.”

      “Isn’t it the same with the paper?” Kim asked and put her phone down. The gold, real gold, ornaments glinted in the later afternoon sun.

      I looked around the bar, little more than a twelve-foot square building that sold cheap beer and other spirits to those of age to buy it, as well as coffee and other drinks to those of us that couldn’t. It was meant to be a meeting point, a room with dark corners and a lot of dark woods, for quiet conversations over homework or a place to start before a night on the prowl. Cheryl, Kim, and I had used it to unwind after classes since our freshman year.

      Last year, we’d all been in the same dorm, but now we rented a small apartment just slightly off campus. A short ride on the bus would take us home, but today, like most days, we preferred to take the last bus that would take us home. It wasn’t cheap, but between the three of us, the three-bedroom apartment was manageable. We all took turns cleaning and had our own schedule for tasks around the place. It worked, mainly because we all had different class schedules and extracurricular activities.

      We were rarely home at the same time, and this was our time to meet before we went our separate ways for the next few hours. Kim had a date in an hour, Cheryl had a meeting with her math tutor, and me? Well, I’d be at home, trawling the Internet for ideas of how to improve the budget at the school.

      “It’s not really the same, no.” I shook my head, my curly brown hair a puff around my head due to the humidity in the air today. “Online, you have to build a presence, actually interact with people, and give your opinions. In the paper, I state the facts, give a summary of what those facts mean, and I don’t have to talk to anyone really to keep my numbers up. I just have to write good articles. Or that’s how it’s supposed to work anyway.”

      “You should write about sex.” Kim nodded sagely; her eyes narrowed as she thought further about it.

      “You sound just like my grandma. All she ever used to do was talk about sex,” I said.

      Cheryl nodded. “I know. I remember that one time she came to visit. She was asking if we all wanted signed photos of her. Remember her handing out her signed Playboy mansion photos?” she asked.

      I nervously laughed wishing she would forget that day and never mention it ever again. Then again, it did make me as popular as Grandma said it would, people wanted to know if it was true, if she was really in the Playboy mansion. I was amazed, by the fact that they were more impressed by her rather than repulsed by it all.

      “I miss her.” I sighed. I wished she hadn't been in that hit and run accident last year. I wished that I could just pick up the phone and tell her what was on my mind. The only one in my family who was willing to listen to my problems all the time.

      Kim continued, seeing as I wasn’t responding because my mind drifted as I started to think about Grandma.

      “Sex always sells, and they can’t censor you, can they?”

      “I…what?” I sputtered and goggled at her. “If Grandma was here, she’d probably tell me to do an interview with her and publish it in the paper. Besides, I haven’t even had sex. How could I write about it? How does sex pertain to anything that would be relevant in the CU paper?”

      “She’s right.” Cheryl nodded too, her eyes taking on the same faraway look. “You could bill it as part of sex education, or isn’t there a class on human sexuality in one of the departments? Psychology or something?”

      “I don’t know,” I muttered and took another swig of my water. “I’ve never even thought about looking for a class like that.”

      “Maybe you should,” Kim teased gently, her talons on my arm before she let them slip away. “Seriously though, girl, you need to put some sex in that paper. Maybe an exploration of the new types of relationships out there.”

      “You mean like polygamists?” I frowned, not sure I wanted to have this discussion, because all of a sudden, I was feeling really uncomfortable. Sex was one thing, going into explicit details of sexual relationships was another. Could I even sell it to the other staff members, like my editor?

      “Totally!” Cheryl exclaimed her face animated with interest now. “Two men, one girl. One girl, a whole tribe of men that she keeps as her own. There are so many different versions of poly relationships.”

      “Sounds like you’ve researched this,” I replied and grinned at her as I leaned in closer to look into those now totally innocent eyes. I’d heard about such relationships, but the idea of it sounded nuts. How could one girl have so many men? Then again, men did it all the time. Two families or even at times three.

      “Of course not.” She sniffed, but then the innocent look crumpled. “But wouldn’t you want two men if you could have them?”

      “I don’t know,” I answered honestly, “from what you two have said one is more than enough to deal with.”

      “Oh, you mean that business with Andy.” Kim’s nostrils flared and her eyes took on a look of distaste. “At least he finally transferred to another school and has left me alone.”

      “I’m so glad he went away,” I answered and put my plain hand over her well-decorated one.

      “My ass hurts,” Cheryl said as she twisted on the chair. “I thought they were going to get in some more comfortable chairs this semester.”

      “What a way to change the subject.” Kim laughed, and I joined her. “Are you going to think about the sex column?”

      “Don’t call it the sex column,” I hissed at her despite the fact that the closest people to us were eight feet away at the bar.

      “Well, are you?” she prodded and leaned in to look into my eyes. From the bright blue twinkle in hers, I knew she saw annoyance in my plain old brown eyes.

      I looked over at Cheryl, her golden blond hair sleek and straight down her back. There were a thousand shades of gold in her hair and her eyes were the same way. Though her eyes were brown, there were flecks of gold in her eyes and sometimes they almost looked like they were gold. Mine were just…brown.

      “I doubt it. What would people want to know?” I was more than doubtful, I wanted nothing more than to change the subject.

      “How it works, do the other partners get jealous, are there multiple partners at once, you know, all the things we’ve all thought about at some point,” Kim added with a smirk.

      “Have you ever wanted to have group sex?” I asked pointedly and saw how her eyes narrowed. She knew what I was doing. Damn.

      “I have thought about it but haven’t met the right…people.”

      “The right people. Does that mean you’d have sex with a woman?” My inner journalist now out and digging for information. The fact that the focus had been taken off me was just an added benefit. I swear.

      “I might. With the right woman.” She looked down her nose at me and squinted. “In the future.”

      “But not right now.” I watched as she pulled her arms up to cross her chest and looked away. “Because those are the kind of things people want to know right? Personal details that even you don’t want to answer. Do you think anyone else would actually come forward for me to interview for something like this?”

      “Oh, people in those kinds of relationships are far more open today. And we’re in CU, Tessa. We aren’t in the middle of BFE, Illinois, we’re in a huge city, where people have been getting up to badness since it was founded. Even our great-grandparents were getting up to things that would shock us now in those speak-easies they used to drink bathtub gin in.”

      “That might be so, Kim, but I don’t think anyone wants to call attention to themselves when it comes to things like that. It’s like asking women whether they prefer anal or vaginal penetration. You just don’t do it.”

      “Well, just think about it, honey.” Kim made a face at me and then stood up. “I have to get ready for my date. You two have fun.”

      Kim kissed the cheek of each of us before she left and I watched her go morosely, my chin in my palms, elbows on the table. “What am I going to do?”

      “I think she’s right; you know,” Cheryl said softly. “With the right girl, the right information, you could do a lot with a column like that. And tying it in with the classes would make it seem…not so controversial.” Cheryl shrugged and patted my shoulder.

      I looked at her, defeat in my eyes for now. “Thanks, I’ll think about it.”

      “I have to go see my tutor, but I’ll be home later if you want to talk some more.” Cheryl squeezed my shoulder again and got up. She slung her own bag over her shoulder, a sleek leather version of mine that probably cost hundreds of dollars.

      “Thanks, honey, I’ll see you later then.” I waved my friend off and looked at the bottles of liquor lined up on shelves behind the bar. I wouldn’t be allowed near those bottles, not yet, but soon enough. I’d love to have a drink but knew I wouldn’t get one there.

      Kim had a guy that would buy her whatever alcohol she wanted, and we had a full bar at home. I picked up my bag, put my empty water bottle in the recycling can and walked out to the bus stop. I should probably call Dad, talk to him about the problems at the paper, but I didn’t for the same reason I didn’t want to ask him for money.

      I’d come to this college hoping that he would be proud and drop me off on my first day. I was going to be a top journalist like him, but instead he called the day before he was due to drop me off and asked if Mom could do it. She said that she would love to do it and Grandma came along for the ride. It was fun, there was no denying that, but between the divorce and the odd phone call, seeing Dad felt as if it was near enough impossible these days.

      Mom had enough of his lack of absence, even before the divorce, he was never home. The only memories I have of him celebrating one of my birthdays was when I was four. I didn’t have the memory of it, but I’d seen it in the photo. The rest of the time, he was too busy always covering a top story,  which was cool for me. I knew how important he was and would always be, he had won enough awards to prove it. But, it wasn’t enough for Mom, she wanted a man at home, and I wanted a dad, but I understood why he couldn’t be around, and I’d learned to live with it.

      Maybe.

      No, calling my dad now would just put more of a burden on him than he needed, and I probably wouldn’t see him for another couple of years because of the phone call; I noticed that if I asked him for something then I saw him less. It was as if he had huge commitment issues and part of me wondered why he’d bothered getting married let alone having a child. I could talk with the other staff at the paper, but they’d all been through this before, last semester. There were no new ideas, nothing that stood out as a way to save what was the only reason I had wanted to go to this college; the paper that had won so many awards in the past.

      It was a sad reality of the technological era. People didn’t want to buy papers to read the news now, they wanted to touch a screen and have information instantly at their fingertips. They wanted talking heads to tell them their version, their spin, on the news of the day. That was another reason I had wanted to write for the school paper. We were taught
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