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Friday Night

What is there to do on a Friday night?  When it is dark out side and classes are over for the week what is there to do?  

As an older single guy I wanted simply to make some new friends.  Being my father was an alumnus of Saint Schols, the small, local Catholic college. I decided to try to join one of the student organizations. The student psychology group seemed like the perfect kind of social group that a person could join to meet interesting new people.  Psychology students seemed smart and interested in talking.  I had no idea however that one of the girls in the club would turn out to be so obsessed with having sex with me.  

Every Thursday night undergraduate students who were interested in psychology at Saint Schols would meet in one of the classrooms of one of the academic buildings to watch a presentation and discuss a topic related to history.  The first few evenings were about Sigmund Freud.  Later meetings were about behaviorism.  One evening was about hypnosis.  One odd evening was about paranormal psychology and extra sensory perception.  

Of the twelve students who attended the club meetings, Molly and Veronica were regulars.  They were there virtually every night for the Thursday night student psychology meetings.  The group president had agreed to allow me to attend the meetings and I normally would just sit and listen.  As the weeks went by the faces and names of the undergraduate students became more recognizable.  

For some reason I happened to get along well Molly and Veronica.  We started to talk with one another before the Thursday night meetings mainly because we sat next to each other.  Over time we learned each other’s names.  

Needless to say,  I was attracted to both Molly and Veronica.  Molly was little taller than Veronica.  They both were fairly tall and thin.  They looked like they were fit and worked out regularly.  They both could easily been models.  Veronica had darker eyes and shoulder length blond hair.  They both had a sense of intelligence and composure to them.  Although they were college girls they conducted themselves more as adults.  

The relationship between the three of us really took off when we were asked to give a presentation on memory and study skills.  When the group president asked us if we would like to give a presentation we were a little dumbfounded.  While the group meetings were not a formal class and we would not be getting a grade for our efforts, we were a little nervous about the prospect of trying to present ourselves as experts on a topic that we had not chosen.

Reluctantly Veronica, Molly, and I agreed to give a presentation on the topic of memory and study skills. To make a long story short, the three of us exchanged numbers and over the course of a couple weeks managed to put together a brief presentation with slides for the group.  

The days leading up to the presentation Molly would text me and want to know if I wanted to meet with her.  As I was busy working most days, I normally turned her down.  Little did I know that Molly had other reasons than just the presentation to message me.  Later on I would learn that secretly Molly had developed a romantic crush on me.  And even more awkwardly Veronica also liked me romantically.  Rather than send me a text, Veronica would call me or message out of the blue. 

I had not realized that the true motivations of these girls was really sexual lust and not an intense interest in psychology.  I should have figured this out when a couple weeks after giving our presentation Molly texted me.

“Hey.  What are you doing on Friday?” Her message read.

A little surprised at her text. I responded with, “Nothing.  Why?”

“Veronica and I just wanted to know if you are not busy if you would want to hang out with us.”  Molly replied.

Molly and Veronica were roommates.  Although they were both over 18 and were adults, I wondered what they wanted with an older guy like me.

Meet

Being it was Molly’s idea that we meet at her college, I did not feel as creepy being an older guy on the college campus.  There was still snow on the ground.  I walked to my garage and pressed the button to open my garage door.  As the garage door opened and I looked at my car, I wondered to myself just what I was getting myself into.  Although I enjoyed the idea of spending time with younger women, I had no idea how intense the sexual pleasure of our time together would be.

I sat in my car and started it.  As I drove my car across the bridge to the neighboring city where St. Schols was located I felt lucky to think that my evening would be spent in the sensual company of some smart and younger women.  

Although it was a few miles from my apartment, I eventually reached the drive way of St. Schols.  Built over a century ago St. Schols was composed of many old stone buildings.  Because it housed a Benedictine convent that was attached to the college there was the sense that the school was as much of a museum as anything else.  As I drove down the driveway I saw a sign indicating the various dormitory.  Males to the left.  Girls to the right.  

I turned down the drive way to go to the right to the girls dormitory.  Although I had known these girls from attending their club meetings, I wondered to what extent their religion had caused them to suppress deeper, more human sex drives.  I also wondered if part of the reason Molly seemed so eager for me to visit her dorm on a Friday night was so that she would have an outlet to express these deeper sexual desires that her religion told her was sinful.  

I found the grove of trees she describe in her text and tried to find a parking space.  Since it was the start of the weekend, the parking lot was pretty much empty.  It appeared as if most of the residents of the dorm had left the school for the weekend.  It was therefore pretty easy to find a convenient parking space.  I parked my car and walked to the entrance of Molly’s dormitory.  Knowing it would probably appear pretty creepy to just show up at a dormitory on a Friday evening, I hoped that Molly would be there to let me in and explain my presence to anyone who cared to ask.

As it was early evening, it was starting to get pretty dark outside.  As I walked to dormitory entrance I could see Molly waiting for me.  Molly was a brunette.  She looked sort of Latina.  She wore a pink cashmere sweater and shorts.  As I looked at her as I walked towards her I could see she was wearing socks that had hearts of different colors.
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Sex

The three of us held hands as we walked down the hall way of the dormitory.  While most of the other students had left and gone home for
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