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MADE TO MEASURE

After a terrible summer, Lyv, a girl with limited resources who has worked very hard to earn a scholarship to the prestigious University of Bailey, returns to reunite with those who have become her second family: the friends she met during her first year at university. Josh has just arrived at Bailey, attracted by the digital photography degree offered by the university, but the last thing he expected was to meet a woman like Lyv, someone who will completely revolutionise his world and leave a deep impression on him.

But life takes many twists and turns, and as time goes by, the tables may turn...

Young university students eager to explore. A sincere and deep love. Two very different worlds. A lie that will cost everything. Time is a healer, but, can a young love withstand the test of time?

FIRST PART
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A hell of a bus

The bus is rattling mercilessly, in desperate need of a refurbishment. I have a snack in my backpack, but I'm sure that after all this jostling, I won't be able to eat anything. I just want to get there at once, I want this long journey to be over as soon as possible. I can't wait to get to the university, I can't wait to see Bailey's silhouette on the horizon again, this time even more than the first one.

Because this year, I come with a very clear idea in my mind: I want a virgin.

That's right, I need to get rid of the terrible feeling I've had for a long time, the feeling that I'm just plain clumsy. And I think this is the best way to do it.

Hmmm, I guess I'd better explain how I came to this decision.

Getting into Bailey has been a dream of mine since I was a little girl, since I started to realise that it was easy for me to study, get good grades, understand concepts and apply them. At that time I hadn't decided what I wanted to be, I just knew that I would study at Bailey. Whatever I decided my future would be, it started there, at the most beautiful university in the world, where so many brilliant minds have been formed throughout history.

When I applied, I knew I would be accepted, I just had to choose the degree I wanted to study: International Relations Applied to Economics. Sounds great, doesn't it? It is great. My major combines organisation and risk, so when it came time to decide, I didn't have any doubts.

The road has been difficult, my parents are not particularly wealthy. I have had to manage to save enough money to achieve my dream. Many of my afternoons have been spent babysitting, and most of my weekends and the whole of my summers, I've spent my time working in pubs and nightclubs. That's basically what my life consisted of until I finished high school: working very hard to get a full scholarship, an impeccable record and enough money to be able to live in Bailey with some dignity.

And finally, my dream came true.

But now that I'm going into my second year, I'm coming back to Bailey even more eagerly because this summer has been awful. A horrible summer that I am running away from to return to what I now consider my adoptive home. As I approach my destination in this hell of a bus, I realise that this absurd summer has helped me to feel now like Harry Potter returning to Hogwarts: I feel like I'm going back to where I belong. I can't wait to get there so I can talk face to face with the person who has become my soul mate, the person who I know will understand me, encourage me, and help me put this frustrating feeling behind me: my friend May.

May is a Politics student and we were roommates during our first year. We became thick as thieves from the first night we slept together in Bailey. May is special: outgoing, non-judgmental, clear and direct. I adore her. She's like me, but elevated to the nth degree, so we have a perfect rapport: I'm her retaining wall and she's my torch, the light I sometimes need to get back on track, the person who gets me to adjust my focus when I get stuck on the wrong idea.

From the beginning, we both shared our study time, our circle of friends and our outings, of which there have been many. Bailey is not only one of the best universities in the world academically; Bailey also has an extremely active social life and we were both able to make the most of it during our first year.

Hmmm, maybe too much.

Because yes, it is perfectly compatible to be an excellent pupil and to enjoy youth. It is possible to devote time to obligation and fun with a good both physical and mental organisation. We are both very methodical when it comes to time distribution because we have both always been very clear about what we want to do with our lives. May and I know that, as well as creating an interesting circle of friends and making contacts for the future, the university years are for enjoyment, growth, laughter and love. And that last thing is what each of us has been striving for since the onset of puberty.

We strive for it because every time we hook up with a guy, it backfires.

And that is precisely where the feeling of uselessness that has blocked me lies: in sentimental relationships.

When it comes to love, so far I have only been able to find little boys, little men who pretend to be adults, but who are immersed in their own immaturity and just want what they want. I love to experiment, I don't deny it; but if I start a relationship it's to share something else, not just sex. Sex is wonderful, but to enjoy good sex you don't need a partner, you don't need to share anything more than your pleasure, your desires and your body with one or more people.

I am looking for something more.

Ever since I started experimenting sexually, I have been certain that all those moments full of sensations, both physical and mental, would increase when feelings intervened; so, from the moment I felt mature enough to put more than just my body on the grill, I have been looking for a person, not just a virile member devoid of emotions, intelligence and culture. I have been looking for someone with whom to share tastes, hobbies and knowledge; but also romantic walks by the sea, nights of unbridled passion and endless kisses full of feelings.

I want to make it clear that I am not talking about "happily ever after". I am aware that, in my generation, long-term relationships are becoming increasingly difficult. The sense of sacrifice required to sustain a relationship has been completely lost when routine and problems start to set in. I keep seeing it in the couples around me. Regardless of their age or the number of years they have been together, the moment the relationship becomes boring, requires one partner to be more involved, or moves into situations that will involve personal sacrifices, the "love" deteriorates and eventually fades.

It is very distressing.

That's why I'm not looking for a partner to marry, or even to enter into a relationship... a stable relationship, so to speak. I'm looking for a person to love, to admire, a person to share things with, to enjoy life with. And of course sex, no doubt, as much as possible. I want someone who makes me feel, who grabs me from the inside...

... and who makes me so crazy that I end up disowning everything I have just said.

Love. That's what I've been looking for.

But no, so far I have had no luck. I've only met men with no brains, no scruples or blood. Every time I've fallen in love, so to speak, it's been worse than the last.

That said, I must be a complete clot.

First, I found Anthony, in his last year of high school. He was wonderful, gorgeous, super sexy, but he wasn't much more than that. If you took him out of sex, he was boring as hell. Later, during the summer before I got into Bailey, I met Ethan. He was older than me, a very educated and intelligent college student. But on a sexual level... ummm.... how to say it... yes, sorry to repeat myself: boring.

Last year, when I arrived at the university, I met several candidates, all of them very valid; but of course, they also came to try out, so we spent the whole first semester trying out. I tried out with Jasper, with Johnny, with Alex, with Jasper and Alex at the same time... a lot of superb experiences, but lacking that excitement that I was looking for, that I'm looking for, to be honest.

Until I met Tom.

Mmmm... Tom...

Tom seemed to fit the idea of the man I was looking for. Very tall, with broad shoulders and an athletic body, he wasn't particularly handsome, but his face was very manly, very attractive. Prominent chin, wide cheekbones and smooth tanned skin framing beautiful green eyes that exuded desire all around. His black hair, always perfectly combed and groomed, was a delight to touch and to look at. But he was also smart, cultured, from a good family... and a machine in bed.

Yes, a real fucking machine.

When we started dating, we were fucking all the time: in the student room, in the gym toilets, in the back seat of his spectacular Mazda RX... we were hooking up all day long. And it seemed like he was comfortable with me, it seemed like he was in love with me; but when the course was coming to an end, he decided he didn't want to spend the summer in Surrey thinking he had a girlfriend in Bailey, so he ended our relationship.

I don't think I've ever been in love, but I admit that I was very excited about Tom, so much so that I thought I might love him eventually. But when he broke up with me, I got angry. I was very upset to realise that I alone had put all my efforts into making it work, that for once I had found something resembling what I understand as a relationship, it had turned out to be a monologue.

My friends insisted that I was hurt, that I need to be realistic about that. And they said that the reason I was so fucked up about Tom dumping me was because I was in love with him. But deep down inside, I knew I wasn't in love, not the way I wanted to be, not the way I dreamed.

So I went home focused on forgetting about him, only to become even more disillusioned. I have devoted all my efforts to find someone different, someone who would make me vibrate, who would make me regain faith in the male sex. 

But nothing. Zero. 

I've gone out every night looking forward to it, trying to find someone attractive, intelligent and interesting, someone who will talk to me about things I don't know, who will satisfy my craving for new experiences, who is interested in listening to my dreams and who is able to live up to my desires. And every night, I've gone home disappointed to find more of the same: brainless, slimy, uneducated or cold guys who just look for what they want to get.

And right now, I am desperate.

I need a brain to love, but I don't want to have to choose between a sexy body and a caring mind. I need an attractive man to look up to, a man who feeds my body and soul.

I don't know, maybe my problem is that I'm too demanding.

So, after weighing up the conclusions I have reached in my arduous task of probing the phallic world, I have just made a decision as I approach, in this crappy bus, what has become my second home, totally open to everything, but with very clear ideas:

I want a virgin.

That's right, I want a virgin. Now that I've accepted that I won't be able to find someone who meets all my requirements, I want to find someone who I can tailor to me, who is able to please me but who is also able to quench my thirst to be with someone to look up to, to feel that there's more to life than just hanging out.

It's clear to me. I'm going to look for a guy who can turn me on, who has a privileged brain and to whom I can teach everything I know in bed. I want a top lover. I won't settle for the usual, no. I want every time to be special, memorable. And if to achieve that, I have to sacrifice my desire and my needs for a prudent time of learning, it seems fair to me.

Besides, I need him to drive me physically crazy just by looking at him, and before I find out if he's a virgin, I need to know if his intellect is up to the task. I'm not going to waste a second if he's not able to fill me on every level. I've wasted enough time. I'm twenty years old and I want it all.

And love... love will come when it has to come. But it is no longer my main objective. I don't intend to keep looking for it, indeed, I don't want to find it. Not now, not anymore. I just want a relationship of super hot sex and shared common interests, and only with someone who turns me on like a motorbike, someone who I want to make love to with my body and my mind.

With this thought clearly in my head, the bus finally stops. I've just arrived at Bailey and I'm looking at May from afar...

By the way, my name is Lyv, and sometimes, just sometimes, I let them call me Livy.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2
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The others

ʻMay! May!

She turns around, her silky blonde hair blowing in the wind like in American movies, smiles at me and takes off towards me.

ʻLyv! Ooooh, at last!ʼ she exclaims when she sees me. She throws herself on top of me and we embrace as we jump around each other.

ʻI have missed you so much!ʼ I exclaim excitedly. ʻReally, I've been looking forward to seeing you! I need to tell you everything that's happened this summer!ʼ

ʻMe too! I've been thinking about you all summer! You see, I hooked up with a great guy and he put me in touch with a company that organises family events in the summer, and they pay really well, Lyv!ʼ

ʻWait, wait, wait, what are we talking about?ʼ

ʻYou see, they organise full immersion events where families have the opportunity to live directly with animals, to participate in nature excursions and, above all, to meet other families with common interests. They advertise it as being in a relaxed environment that is very conducive to interpersonal relationships and it seems they have managed to forge some very interesting business alliances. So I've pulled a few strings and, next summer, you and I will be working there! Lyv! No more summers spent waitressing! Finally!ʼ

This verbal explosion is common for her. When May wants to tell you something, it's impossible to stop her, especially when she's excited. And it's clear that, right now, she's levitating like Saint Theresa.

ʻReally? That's great! I love the idea! Plus, it'll be great practice for my CV, May! It's directly related to my speciality!ʼ

ʻAnd it will work for me as well. I plan to add it as a vital experience for the development of dialectics in rural settings or something similar.ʼ

We both laughed at the convoluted nature of her presentation and started walking to our college.

ʻSo, tell me, what is this horrible thing that happened to you this summer?ʼ she asks me as we walk slowly towards the beautiful building that had become our home last year.

In a few minutes, I summarise for her what a huge disappointment the summer has turned out to be and how much I was looking forward to returning to put an end to that strange feeling of helplessness. And of course, I update her on my new goal.

ʻSo, May, I've made up my mind. Handsome, smart, very sexy, cultured... and a virgin.ʼ

ʻHmmmm, look, honey, I'm sorry to disappoint you, but that's looking for a needle in a haystack. I don't think there's a single boy who'll make it to university a virgin, Lyv. Isn't it enough that he's inexperienced?ʼ

ʻMmmmm... maybe, it depends on the person. For example, look at that one...ʼ

May and I are staring at a gorgeous guy... who's fooling around with a gorgeous girl.

ʻNo, definitely not.ʼ I comment with a pout.

ʻHow about those?ʼ says May, pointing at two boys who are coming towards us.

ʻNeither. They both look very serious. I want to be with someone fun, May.ʼ

ʻHaven't you thought about getting back together with Tom?ʼ she asks with a mischievous smile.

ʻHonestly, I haven't even considered it. After making it clear that he'd rather lose me than be faithful to me for a whole summer, I really don't feel like putting meat on the grill again.ʼ

ʻBut, if I remember correctly, the grill was top-notch...ʼ

We both laugh in complicity, happy to be together again, as we walk into our building to be assigned a dormitory. We get one on the first floor, which is the best, and settle in quickly. We catch up on everything and, by the time we go down for lunch, it looks like we haven't been separated for almost three months.

ʻLet's go and find the others, I can't wait for us all to be together,ʼ says May, as we make our way to the huge communal dining room.

The others are our inner circle of friends. Kevin, a medical student, incredibly handsome, extremely sincere and with a natural talent for memorising data, both relevant and absolutely absurd; Sharon, who studies Philology and modern languages, sensitive, sweet and very interested in everything related to any artistic expression; and Theo, who studies computer science and wants with all his heart to create an agile device to be able to relate stimuli with the enormous amount of data that is currently flowing through the net.

Sharon and Theo are not currently in a relationship, but Kevin met Jonas at the end of the first year. It was a real love affair. They went everywhere together and were always nice to each other. The rest of us were envious, but healthily, of course; Kevin had achieved what none of us had been able to do, what we all longed for deep down: to fall madly in love with a person who is also madly in love with you.

ʻHello!ʼ Kevin shouts as he sees us from afar, ʻCome and sit with us, we were saving a seat for you!ʼ

We greet each other warmly, admiring the changes we had experienced over the summer, some of us more than the others. We chat for quite a while, interrupting each other, laughing and catching up. It's fantastic how we've managed to hit it off so easily, disparate as we are.

ʻSo you've decided you're going to rape an innocent mind,ʼ Theo begins with a murderous look on his face, ʻwell, I'm not really surprised. After Tom, no wonder you don't want anything to do with free and wonderful blokes like me,ʼ he says, smiling sarcastically, ʻbut just so you know, your experiment could cost you dearly. Normally, that kind of guys doesn't tend to... please women, to put it elegantly. And Lyv, don't kid yourself, but we all know that, as experienced as you are, if he can't please you, you'll eventually give him the boot.ʼ

Theo is a heartthrob, a seducer. I don't think he's particularly handsome or attractive, but he has a very impressive way with words, and that's a magnet for most girls. He doesn't usually have long relationships, but he doesn't fail when it comes to seducing. Thank God, we hit it off so well from the beginning that we didn't have to go through that. 

ʻI'm not going to rape anyone, Theo; it's just that I don't want to get my heart broken, and that way I have a better chance for it to not happening. Thank God, I hadn't gone completely mad with Tom...ʼ

ʻWell, if you say so,ʼ replies Theo, turning his eyes skyward.

ʻSeriously, Theo, no. I wanted to be in love with him, but the truth is that it didn't come to much. I don't know why I don't fall in love, it can't be that hard, look how happy Kevin is...ʼ

Kevin blushes and starts to tell us how wonderful his summer with Jonas has been. They both come from wealthy families and have been travelling around Germany, expanding their complicity and falling in love even more, if that was possible. 

ʻThe best thing of all is to realise that days go by and you can't get enough of the other person. You want to keep seeing him every morning, you want to share everything with him; and when I say everything, I mean absolutely everything. He has become my best friend as well as my lover and my love. And that feeling is priceless; besides, we are lucky enough to have tastes in common, although we also respect each other's tastes... anyway, I'm going to stop, I don't want to disgust you as soon as the first day starts.ʼ

We all laughed heartily. He is very lucky, we all know that, and we are very happy for him.

ʻAnd, Lyv, have you thought about a particular profile to stick to in your search?ʼ asks Sharon, ʻBecause, let's see, you can easily find a cultured and intelligent man here, they're all cultured and intelligent in their area; the question is, I think, to define the area you're most interested in.ʼ

ʻNo, the truth is that I'm open to anything. But it's not easy to find what I'm looking for, I tried last year without much success. I would like to meet someone who is skilled in different fields and...ʼ

And then, I see him.

I know it's him.

He walks smiling like a child as he talks to his companion. His auburn curls fall haphazardly across his forehead, underlining his boyish air even more. He is adorable, like a Renaissance angel. His eyes, small and deep blue, devour everything around him with a tremendous curiosity, eager for new experiences. Full, drawn lips, pale skin, dotted with moles of various sizes and a few freckles on his forehead and cheeks make him look, however, absurdly manly. As a finishing touch, a large, straight nose gives his face a tremendously masculine imprint. He is very tall, almost six feet, with long, strong legs... and an ass... Oh, my God! What an ass!

However, his demeanour is somewhat ungainly, probably due to his height. He moves awkwardly, as if he has to ask for permission, as if he has no right to be there. He runs his fingers through his hair continuously, hiding a deep shyness in that gesture, but nevertheless, and without meaning to, he is absolutely attractive. And very sexy, tremendously sexy. He floats weightless in step, with his legs a little apart and the tips of his toes facing outwards, and it drives me absolutely crazy.

The rest of his being is improvable: well-dressed, neat, perhaps too neat for my liking, the air of being the son of... but all that can be fixed. Yes, he could improve a lot, I'll take care of that. But, on the face of it, he's perfect for my plan. I have to get him introduced to me.

ʻI think Lyv short-circuited,ʼ says Theo, trying to follow my gaze to find out what has suddenly silenced me.

ʻOooooh, yes, I see him! Lyv, he's... beautiful!ʼ admires Kevin, with surprise on his face.

ʻBeautiful? Well, yes, that's an adjective quite in keeping with what I see.ʼ

The guy smiles warmly as he listens to what his partner is telling him. I'm entranced as I watch his lips move as he answers... it's so sensual. He runs his fingers through his hair again, his eyes clearly expressing the excitement he's experiencing.

And I can't stop looking at him.

ʻWell, Lyv, with that look on your face, I doubt you'll be able to dictate to him what he has to drink tonight, let alone make him give in to your wishes!ʼ says May, starting to mock me. ʻBesides, he's a bit stiff, don't you think?ʼ

ʻHmmmm, easy, May. Even if he was hot, and he's not, I'm not going to get carried away. Besides, remember that if he's not smart and sweet, he won't stand a chance with me,ʼ I say as I devour his silhouette with my gaze.

First requirement: fulfilled. Now I just have to get to know him.
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Chapter 3
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Hunting

The first night is always special at Bailey. All the students go out to, as the professors call it, fraternise with our colleagues. To do this, the university organises a kind of homecoming gathering that ends in mega-parties all over campus. 

And I'm ready to hunt.

In this type of meeting, it's important not to look like a fool. You have to be elegant, but sexy. I'm great at that. May and I have both chosen bodycon dresses that don't look too provocative. Mine is a straight-cut plaid dress, short but demure. A little bit of cleavage, without showing anything, and classic shoes but with a chic touch. Make-up, just enough. I don't want to be flashy. Not today. May accompanies me in style, but with lace-up boots and a beret that suits her perfectly. I leave my hair loose, just straighten it a little so it doesn't frizz, the humidity of our country is always a problem for my brown hair. I smoke my green eyes a little with eyeshadow in the same tones and I put effort into eyeliner and mascara.

ʻWill you tell me the plan?ʼ May says, as we are about to leave.

ʻToday, not much. Locate someone we know, who can give me an excuse to approach, and chat. Just chat.ʼ

ʻOkay. Then let's go. Are you sure you just want to chat?ʼ she insists, looking at me mischievously.

ʻMay, if my instincts don't deceive me, chatting will be enough for him.ʼ

***
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Once the welcome is over, we go out to mingle with the rest and look for my target. We start in the physics area, to no avail. We don't find a trace in maths either.

ʻHe seemed like a typical “Art” guy to me, Lyv,ʼ says Kevin, as we make our way to the next party.

ʻHmmmm, yes, maybe you're right. Do we know anyone in the branch?ʼ I ask, as we change course towards the Fine Arts area.

ʻI do,ʼ Sharon replies, ʻand I hope to track him down soon, because I'm dying for a drink.ʼ

ʻYou know what?ʼ I suddenly let out a sigh. ʻMe too. We're going for a drink to Fine Arts party, whether the aforementioned is there or not.ʼ

So we go into the party where all the Bailey Fine Arts students, or almost all of them, are crowded together. I love it because it's the liveliest party of all, it's always like that. The character of the Art students is very eclectic and also inspiring. And because my discipline is cerebral, but also very visceral, I have always loved the world: film, music, sculpture and painting. How light brings out an image or how a good soundtrack turns a great film into an unforgettable film.

We give a general visual, without much success. Sharon meets some friends who quickly include us in their group and we strike up a lively conversation. It is always so much easier with such open-minded people. Although I take an active part in the conversation, I keep looking around, admittedly with more interest than one might expect.

But nothing. Not a trace.

ʻGuys, I'm going to the bar to order, can I get you anything?ʼ I ask, still knowing the obvious answer.

I want May to come with me, but she and Theo are engaged in a conversation that, from the outside, looks very serious. Strange, they're always joking around... I must have missed something. When we're alone in the room later, I'll pepper her with questions until she tells me what they're up to.

Kevin is on the phone to Jonas, telling him where we are so he can come over with his group of friends. So I make my way to the bar alone, wondering how the hell I'm going to take five drinks and get through the tide of people crowding the space at the same time.

I order the usual. Jack Daniel's for me and May and rum for the others. I pour the soft drinks myself so I don't have to take the bottles with me and, after a long time of pondering, I decide to take three glasses and then go back for the other two. I take the three glasses in my hands with great difficulty, turn around looking at them to avoid losing my concentration, and suddenly I run into a human wall, spilling most of my precious cargo on the jacket of the idiot who doesn't look where he's going.

ʻDamn it!ʼ I exclaim, as liquid drips from my fingers. I look up in fury to see who I've stumbled against... and meet his eyes.

The sweetest eyes I've ever seen in my life.

They are small, almond-shaped, and look at me with an expression of mixed surprise and guilt that melts me in seconds.

ʻI'm... I'm sorry!ʼ he exclaims, as he shakes the drinks out of his jacket. ʻI was looking the other way and...ʼ

ʻHow could you even think of coming into the fire zone looking the other way?ʼ I exclaim, trying to keep my composure.

ʻI'm sorry, I really am. Well, it's partly your fault for carrying so many glasses at a time...ʼ

I stare up at him, not knowing what to say. He's caught me off guard, I wasn't prepared to have him so close without warning. He holds my gaze, blushing more and more. I'm delighted to see that I wasn't mistaken about the character of my prey, and I instantly fall in love with his expression.

ʻWell, will you forgive me? My name is Joseph, do you want me to help you with all that?ʼ he asks, his expression changing to one of utter bewilderment.

ʻIt's the least you can do,ʼ I reply grumpily, suddenly feeling stupid, ʻI've got two more glasses waiting at the bar.ʼ

Joseph nods with a delightful expression, pursing his lips in acceptance. I turn back to the bar to get the other two drinks and calm down. Suddenly, it dawns on me and I snap out of it, turning to him.

ʻWhat are you drinking?ʼ I ask cheekily.

Joseph gives a half-smile, showing unusual gentleness.

ʻEhhhh, a whisky will be fine...ʼ

ʻA whisky? What brand?ʼ I ask in surprise.

ʻWell... I don't know...ʼ he answers, a little embarrassed.

ʻDon't worry, I'll take care of it.ʼ

I go back to the bar and order a Cutty Sark for him. Once I'm served, we get three drinks each and I head over to where my friends are, trying to devise the outline of my conquest. Joseph follows me, suddenly striding confidently through the horde of people. I realise that, although he is generally a bit clumsy, when he has a goal he is full of determination.

Hmmm, this is getting interesting...

When we are close, I see my entire group of friends realise that I have achieved the first objective. And with flying colours. Joseph starts handing out drinks to the others and I can't take my eyes off his magnificent profile.

ʻGuys, this is Joseph. He bumped into me and knocked over the glasses, so blame him if some of them are half full,ʼ I say, starting a joke at his expense.

Joseph gives a charming half-smile in apology and my friends accept their drinks as they stare at him, completely dumbfounded.

ʻThis is Sharon, Theo, Kevin and this is my friend May.ʼ I'm introducing them all at once, pausing a little bit at each one of them.

ʻNice to meet you. Call me Josh, please. Do you all study Arts here?ʼ he asks, trying to strike up any conversation that will distract the attention that has been focused entirely on him since my friends saw him arrive.

They quickly engage in warm conversation to make Joseph feel welcome. We are experts at that, at making others feel comfortable around us. Joseph says it's his first year and he's studying Fine Arts applied to Photography. Once he feels a little more comfortable, I start my plan of attack and turn a little towards him to get his attention.

ʻSo... Josh is better, right?ʼ I say, addressing his eyes. That way, I make sure the conversation gets personal.

ʻThere are too many Josephs in my family, but no Josh. That's how I define my own identity,ʼ he says, smiling. ʻI'm sorry, but you still haven't told me your name.ʼ

ʻOh! Right. My name is Lyv, I study International Relations. This is my second year.ʼ

We chat a bit about what Bailey is like and the areas that my discipline covers. Josh is very interested as he hasn't heard of it before, asking me questions to find out how far the methodology goes. As he tells me, his family is in business, so he is no stranger to what I am explaining. My degree monopolises the conversation for more than half an hour, so when I see that the subject is waning, I focus on informing him about the more frivolous aspects of university life. I explain to him where the best places to eat are, where he can go if he wants to have a drink in a quiet, intimate place, or what the best parties at the university are. He listens attentively and I can tell he's freaking out as I go through my descriptions. It's very clear to me that Josh isn't used to talking to girls as direct as I am, which is clearly proving to be a great advantage to my goal. I try to find out more about him.

ʻSo you're an artist, eh?ʼ

ʻWell, I try. My life has always been very much related to light. I started early on to experiment with painting, but I quickly turned my interest towards technology. Photography made it very easy for me to experiment at different levels with what I wanted to capture... and well, I always wanted to study in Bailey, so...ʼ

ʻHere you are,ʼ I complete.

ʻYes.ʼ

Suddenly, he starts to shy away from my gaze, directing his to the ground or to the side. He seems a little overwhelmed by the situation, as if he doesn't want to delve too deeply into himself, or maybe he doesn't want to tell me much about the world he lives in. I'm not sure what it was, but something crossed his mind and overshadowed the naturalness with which he was speaking to me.

ʻAnd... do you have any photos I can look at? I'd like to get an idea of your approach,ʼ I continue, trying to regain control of the conversation so that he doesn't feel uncomfortable. And apparently, I'm right on the money.

ʻOh yes, I have a lot of them, I've brought a pen drive full to the brim. And I've got some on my mobile too. If you want, I can show you.ʼ

Josh pulls out his mobile phone and starts searching through the folders. He stands next to me so I can look at the photos with him, and I feel a pleasant tingling sensation caressing my stomach. Josh smells so good... and he's sooo very tall!

ʻLook at these, for example. I took them last summer while I was in Italy with my family.ʼ

Josh slides his thumb across the screen of his phone and the images flash before my eyes. They are all faces of anonymous people, some of them in black and white, others in vibrant colours; but each one shows the character of the person photographed and also the photographer's gaze. They are direct and sincere, very, very beautiful.

ʻJosh, they're very good!ʼ I exclaim sincerely, ʻDid you take them all with your mobile phone?ʼ

ʻNo, I usually take my reflex camera with me when I go to take photos. With a mobile phone, I am more limited in terms of customisation. Also, most brands have predefined settings that can't be removed, highlighting colours or re-focusing to take "good pictures"; no, I like to play with blur, depth and light. And I only have that freedom with my Nikon.ʼ

ʻI would love to see them at a larger size,ʼ I comment with interest as I admire his work.

Hearing me, Josh locks his blue eyes on mine.

ʻI'd love to show them to you,ʼ he says, again with that confidence that breaks through his exquisite shyness from time to time, ʻit's wonderful when you can see them at the size for which they were taken. But I don't have the means here.ʼ

ʻI'm sure the university has some space where you can project, it's just a matter of researching. What's more, if you want, I can do it myself.ʼ

Josh looks at me intently and, little by little, a smile comes to his face.

ʻThank you. It seems lucky that I bumped into you after all.ʼ

I feel strange all of a sudden. I smile and change the subject radically.

ʻYou know what? I want another drink. I've run out of my “half a drink”,ʼ I say, glancing sideways at him and smiling with intent. ʻWill you accompany me to the bar?ʼ

ʻIt's the least I can do...ʼ

We look at each other with complicity. He has just used my own words to answer me and we both know it. We smile and I turn to head towards the bar.

Yes, this is getting more and more interesting.

We order another round for both of us, and in the meantime, I weigh my options. I want to talk to him calmly, I need to cast my net quickly, so I decide to head out into the gardens. I grab my drink, look him suggestively in the eye, and lead the way, taking advantage of the fact that I'm in first place to wiggle a little in front of him.

When I reach the door, I wait for him to catch up, looking over my shoulder in the sexiest way I can, and I'm delighted to see how my performance is having an effect: Josh is gazing all over me, his face unable to hide his growing arousal. He quickens his pace to catch up, trying not to let me realise how much he likes what he sees. I start to walk more slowly and he keeps pace with me.

ʻCome, follow me.ʼ

I make my way to one of the benches that dot the campus and sit down, exhaling a sigh. Josh stands, staring intently into my eyes and sips vehemently from his glass, I sense that he's trying to prevent me from seeing in his expression the revolution I must have triggered in his body.

ʻSorry to drag you out of there, I needed some air,ʼ I begin, trying to break the ice.

ʻNo, it's all right. I felt like going out too.ʼ

ʻI'm sorry for how I burst before. I am not so rude usually.ʼ

Josh smiles half-sideways as he stares at the floor. I love it, his gestures are sweet and sincere, I haven't found that freshness in people for a long time.

ʻWell, since I got you out of your party, tell me about you. Where are you from?ʼ

Josh finally looks me straight in the eye.

ʻWell, I live in London, my whole family is from there, we're sort of British aristocracy,ʼ he says very seriously, and I laugh. When he sees me laugh, it quickly catches, ʻYes! Yes, we are! My surname is Campbell, and although it's common, my lineage is... ancestral.ʼ

ʻWow, ancestral! What are you, some kind of English Lord or something?ʼ I joke, as we both continue to laugh.

ʻWell, sort of. My ancestors go back to personalities from the 17th century, both British and Austrian.ʼ

ʻWow, so I've just met someone with a title!ʼ

ʻNo. I don't have a title. But I do have a rather special family.ʼ

Josh tells me that his family's upbringing is very strict from birth and that they have all had personal tutors to complement their studies until they reached university. This was probably the reason why he didn't feel comfortable talking about it.

ʻIt sounds like you haven't had much chance to enjoy the pleasures of life,ʼ I say, casting the rod, to see what I catch.

ʻIt depends on what you mean by pleasures. I have travelled a lot, I have met all kinds of people and I have learned a lot about how other cultures work, very different from ours, such as the Japanese or those in some regions of Africa.ʼ

Now it's my turn to be amazed. Travelling has always been one of my passions, but I have never been able to do it due to the precarious economic situation in which my parents have been immersed for most of their lives. And when that started to change, I had to work, so my travel experiences are limited to the cities and towns near my home.

ʻYou are very lucky then. It must be amazing to have been able to get to know so many different places, their people, their gastronomy, their landscapes...ʼ

ʻIn all of them I have found amazing places that I have captured with my Nikon. Each trip has brought me new points of view, often influenced by the people I have met.ʼ

ʻAnd those trips, were they family trips?ʼ I continue down the dangerous path.

ʻYes, of course.ʼ

ʻSo I take it you didn't go out to hang around?ʼ

Josh looks me in the eye and smiles, blushing a little.

ʻNo, not really.ʼ

That's great. That's great for my plans. Not very experienced in social matters, so almost certainly neither in love and, consequently, in sexual matters. Also, on a cultural level, this new facet he is discovering for me is a plus. A vast knowledge of other cultures, other mentalities... yes, it seems to meet my expectations a priori, so I decide to move forward in my investigations. Now comes the most difficult question.

ʻAnd Josh Campbell from London... does he have a girlfriend?ʼ I ask cheekily.

He stares at me in total surprise.

ʻErr, no... no,ʼ he answers with little fluency, his gaze wandering everywhere.

ʻYes or no?ʼ I insist.

ʻNo,ʼ he replies, now more confident and looking me in the eye.

ʻThat's better, Josh. I like to be answered with confidence, I like to know where I stand with the people I'm interested in,ʼ I say, leaving my flank unprotected and launching an attack.

He opens his lips slightly, still looking at me, as if he wants to say something but doesn't dare. I've thrown him completely off balance and he can't hide his surprise. So I take advantage and continue. 

ʻI don't have a boyfriend either, if that's what you were trying to ask me.ʼ He smirks and looks down at the floor, blushing again. ʻWell, now that we've got that out in the open, Josh, I want you to know that I'm... interested in getting to know you better,ʼ I say with my sexiest smile and a sultry look on my face. Josh stiffens slightly, his jaw slowly unhinges and his eyes begin to sparkle with excitement.

ʻW-hhhy...?ʼ He stutters, totally disoriented. He pauses to clear his throat, trying to control his mood. ʻWhy?ʼ he finally manages to say. His reaction is absolutely delicious.

ʻHmmmm... I don't know, I think you are... interesting.ʼ

I get up from the bench and stand in front of him, I start to approach him slowly, still looking into his eyes. I watch his pupils dilate, his jaw drop even more... oh, it's so easy to impress him! When I'm dangerously close and I see him start to tremble, I continue.

ʻWould you like to watch a film with me... tomorrow night? For example?ʼ

He's staring at me in silence. I feel his breathing hitch, and I can't stop staring into his eyes with all the sensuality I'm capable of.

ʻY-yes, of course I'd like to,ʼ he starts to utter, his voice a little shaky, making me smile.

ʻPerfect. Then we have a date. Tomorrow, pick me up at eight o'clock sharp at the door of my college. I'll pick the movie, okay? I love movies, it's one of my passions, so you can be sure it'll be worth it. And now, let's go dance for a bit, mingle with the crowd.ʼ

I take his hand, and just as he thinks we're about to leave, I stand on tiptoe and brush his lips against mine. It just lasts a second, just that, but as I move closer to his face, I can see in his eyes how surprised he is and how much he wants me, too. When I'm back on the ground, I smile at him, wink at him, and tug him back to the party.

Game, set and match.
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Chapter 4
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Touched

We walk hand in hand into the building where the party continues. I walk over to where my friends are and, without letting go of Josh, I start talking to them like it's nothing. Josh is in shock, I can tell, so I look him in the eye and smile. I want him to feel comfortable with me and I imagine that, right now, he doesn't know how to go on.

ʻDo you play any sports, Josh?ʼ I comment nonchalantly.

ʻYes, water sports. I'm a sailor and I also do some rowing, although I'm going to have a bit of a hard time to practise it here.ʼ

ʻYes, you have to find some other way to keep fit. To get good academic results you need to keep your body well toned. You know, mens sana...ʼ

ʻI was thinking of joining the basketball team, although from what little I've seen, they're all much taller than me.ʼ

ʻYou can play as a forward, for example. The swimming team is also very good. If you say you like water sports...ʼ

ʻThat's a good idea. I'll go tomorrow to see the facilities.ʼ

ʻThey are magnificent,ʼ I say confidently. Tom swims and I was there many times last year.

ʻAnd what sport do you play?ʼ

ʻI run for half an hour every afternoon. And I dance, I love to dance. When I go for a run, I put on my pods and my favourite music, and then I finish the session in my bedroom,ʼ I comment with a bit of intention in the sentence. ʻDo you dance, Josh?ʼ

ʻHmmm... you could say yes. I've had ballroom dancing lessons, you know, to make a good impression at family parties.ʼ

ʻYeah, the Campbell bloodline,ʼ I say in a comical tone that makes us both laugh. ʻGreat then, I can't wait to see how you do,ʼ I add, looking up at him with a mischievous grin.

Again the blush on his cheeks, the half smile and the gaze to the floor. This is all new to me and I find it absolutely captivating. Suddenly, one of his friends walks up and says something in his ear. Josh nods and his friend stares at me.

ʻLyv, this is my roommate, Edward,ʼ I'm introduced to him. I greet him with two kisses, Spanish style, surprising them both. Josh looks at me smiling and speaks to me again, shyly, ʻI'm going to go with him for a second, he wants to introduce me to a colleague. You're... you're not leaving, are you?ʼ he asks greedily, looking me in the eye.

I'm surprised, I'd already seen that look in the morning, a look full of curiosity. Suddenly, Josh changes and his face becomes that of someone extremely intelligent, filled with an enormous desire to find out, to know everything. I love those nuances, I can't wait to find out what goes through his mind when he looks like that.

ʻNo, I'll be around,ʼ I reply, looking at him with interest.

He smiles at me and leaves with Edward.

ʻWell, well,ʼ May begins, just as Josh walks away, ʻall good, I see! You've got him hooked pretty quick!ʼ I look her in the eye, but with a blank stare. ʻDo you think he's a good specimen for your project?ʼ

ʻHmm, I think he has a chance. He's a bit clumsy and, at the moment, he's not very articulate. But he's got something,ʼ I reply, deep in thought.

ʻAre you scheming? Where are we at, Lyv?ʼ

I tell her briefly about my progress. May smiles and nods.

ʻSee if you can locate him, see if he's watching me.ʼ

May looks up and spots him.

ʻHe's talking to two boys, but he's positioned himself so that he can see you while he's talking,ʼ May tells me, pretending to be absent-minded so as not to draw attention to herself.

ʻPerfect, so let's dance for a little while. I want him to see a bit more, I want him to take the bait completely.ʼ

May raises an eyebrow and smiles mischievously. She takes my hand and we move together to the centre of the dance area...

***
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I can't stop looking at her. Everything about her is hypnotic. I keep wondering what I've done to make a girl like her notice me.

Nothing, I can't find an answer. 

Having just landed at the university, I have spent the whole day marvelling at the beauty of this place, it is breathtaking. The air, which floats around you as if it hasn't moved for centuries, creates a kind of halo through which the magnificent buildings look even more imposing than they are. The gardens look like something out of a Dickens book and the classrooms I have seen have that air of austerity I imagined they would have.

I've met several classmates as well as Edward, with whom I'll be sharing a room for the whole year and with whom I've hit it off from the very first moment. It's also his first year and, although he's studying Philology, he has a special sensitivity and likes art, so we quickly found a topic of conversation. We spent the afternoon chatting in the room while we settled and, when it was time for dinner, we went downstairs together, engaged in a conversation about neo-renaissance architecture.

As soon as we arrived at the party, I let myself be enveloped by the atmosphere. People from all walks of life are mingling, laughing and chatting, and I felt for the first time that I was where I needed to be. 

Finally.

Then, I bumped into her.

And I've made an ass of myself.

She is so beautiful and looks so determined that I couldn't react. I have been absolutely enraptured by her eyes, those green, catlike eyes that gaze anxiously at everything around her. Her brown hair frames that face which, although it has an alluring expression of ferocity, hides an infinite sweetness. I don't think she is aware of the sweetness of her features. And that decisiveness in her movements, in the way she speaks and moves, that aggressiveness in some of her gestures... My God, she's so exciting!

Suddenly, she asks a drink for me, snapping me out of my reverie to leave me even more flummoxed, so much so that I haven't even been able to say that I love Cutty Sark. Then she must have read my mind and ordered for me, getting it right first time. She exudes experience and I find that very attractive.

She dragged me into her group and introduced me to her friends, making me start to feel a little more comfortable. Then she started talking to me and I discovered that, as well as being gorgeous and sexy as hell, she is intelligent and very interesting. When the conversation started to turn around me, I felt a bit overwhelmed and she quickly realised, so she took control of the situation and dragged me out of the party.

As I walked out into the gardens after her, I was once again spellbound. Her body moves with a divine cadence and I couldn't take my eyes off her waist, her hips and those long, long legs of hers. Then, she looked over her shoulder at me... and I thought I was dying. How that girl looks, God! My unwelcome libido was suddenly awakened, it had been years since something like that had happened to me and I felt absurd and childish. I did my best to pull myself together and approached her side, trying to snap out of my sexual reverie. But to no avail. It was even worse. She was talking to me in that suggestive way she has of doing everything, smiling from time to time with an exquisite sweetness, full of sensuality and eroticism... God, I thought my trousers were going to explode!

And to top it all off, she asked me out on a date. I thought it was a joke, a prank, and that she would suddenly burst out laughing. But she didn't. She came closer, so close I thought I was going to burst into flames right then and there... and kissed me. I could smell her hair as she came closer, it smelled like almonds, I don't know why, but it did. She brushed her lips against mine, I was consumed in my fire, and she brought me back to the party. Thank God, because I don't know if I would have been able to speak after that. I was completely bewitched, I had to react or she'd think I was an idiot. In fact, I think she thinks I'm an idiot, so I don't understand why she kept talking to me afterwards.

And now Edward has the nerve to come and take me away from her to introduce me to his colleagues. I know that making interesting friends is just another subject, but hell, he could have waited until tomorrow! I asked her to wait for me, I don't know how, and she said yes. 

And now, she's dancing...

Oooooh, please!

She is a goddess!

I watch her move her hips and I can't help being assaulted by all sorts of scenes in which she possesses me, in which, by divine intervention, she allows me to penetrate her deeply as I watch her pleasure exacerbate, as I give her everything she demands of me...

Snap out of it, Josh. You couldn't dream of satisfying her.

In my limited sexual experience, I have met a few girls, only a couple in the biblical sense, and the truth is that my need was so great at the crucial moment that I couldn't measure up, at least not all that was expected of me. But it wasn't because of the girls, it was because I was so horny that I couldn't hold out long enough; and of course, once you climax it's supposed to be over, so I haven't had a chance to give all I've got, to prove myself. I know I'll be a good lover, I know it, something inside me is sure of it. But I know it won't be with just anyone, or in just any way. I don't know, maybe I'm too special.

Besides, I would so much like to be with someone like her...

The little I have been able to find out, I've loved it: organised, sporty, a film buff... she seems to be interested in art as well, she must be a wonderful interlocutor.

But now, I can only watch her dance.

She looks at me, she looks at me insinuatingly while she dances with her friend, she smiles at me with those sexy lips of hers, with those feline eyes that pierce me...

What should I do? Should I join her?

No, no. I'd make a fool of myself. Just look at her, please! You don't stand a chance!

I'm supposed to be listening to what these three are talking about, but I don't hear anything, I just hear my breathing and my blood pumping in my temples, in my ears. She's calling me with her gaze... no, I mustn't. I must not. I don't want her to laugh at me. I feel myself blushing again, I imagine she must think I'm a fool, but I can't help it. I smile and look down at the floor. Now she's pouting at me. She's pointing her index finger at me and wagging it to get me to come closer to her...

And I'm going.

***
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I grab him around the waist, I want him to move with me. Muse's Super Massive Black Hole is playing and I set the rhythm with my shoulders and hips. Even though I'm tall, Josh is my head taller, so I start to stick myself to him to force him to dance, and my heels bring my lips to his neck. I don't know if it's going to be too much for the first dance, so I just exhale my breath on him. He lets himself be carried away, but he doesn't know what to do with his hands. Finally, he places them on my arms, trying to follow my cadenced rhythm with his body, and while he's not bad at it, I can tell he's a little uncomfortable. I lift my gaze to his eyes, trying to make him feel good, and meet his eyes burning with desire. I smile, I can't help it.

ʻRelax, let yourself go...ʼ

I run my fingertips up his arms to his shoulders and caress his neck, intertwining my hands over his nape. I love the feel of his skin, love the sexy triangle of his hairline. I start to tangle in his curls, applying a little pressure to lower his head, and I can clearly feel him melting beneath my fingers. He narrows his eyes and parts his lips, letting his senses take over, and I get him to lose his embarrassment. Then he opens his eyes, momentarily shows me his determination, and catches my lips with his.

Mmmmm... yummy.

It's a long, soft kiss. But his lips don't move, just press against mine. Tight as I am against him, I can feel his erection against my belly.

And I get fired up.

Oh my God! It's been so long, I miss sex so much! He must be quite well endowed, from what I can sense. Uffff! My desire starts to climb up my body, but I have to control myself. I pull away from his lips and look back into his eyes, smiling. He smiles back. The song ends and a slightly bland one begins that I don't like at all, so I grab his hand and lead him off the dance floor, away from the general hubbub, and into a corner where we can be quieter.

ʻI'm sorry to have interrupted your conversation, but I just wanted to check your prowess on the floor,ʼ I begin. I've taken him against the wall, and I lean gently against him as I run my fingers down his chest and abdomen.

ʻHonestly, I couldn't be happier that you interrupted me,ʼ he finishes, as he lowers his head, seeking my lips again.

I let him do it. This time, after kissing my lips, he opens his mouth a little and sucks on my lower lip. I open my mouth for him and begin to play with his lips gently, nibbling on them and finally invading him with my tongue.

Finally, the kiss we've both been craving. Josh holds me tightly and sinks into the kiss with me. His tongue fiddles with mine, and his lips caress mine softly. I slide my hands up and down his back, and he holds me even tighter. It's too intense, even for me. When the air starts to go out of us, we begin to pull apart, though we still brush our lips with small kisses. He's on fire, I'm on fire; but that's enough. I don't want to give him any more, no, not yet. I want him to dream of me tonight, to wish tomorrow would be too short just to meet me later. So I smile at him, pull away from him a little and stare into his eyes.

ʻWhat time do you start tomorrow?ʼ I ask, to cool things down. He is still immersed in the sensations he has just felt and is slow to respond.

ʻEight o'clock sharp. I have an image theory class. I'm really looking forward to getting started.ʼ

ʻWell, we'd better get going. It's one o'clock in the morning and it's only the first day.ʼ

ʻLyv...ʼ he begins, but I see the doubt in his eyes and he doesn't continue, ʻNothing. May I accompany you to your building?ʼ

ʻAll right. Wait, I'll say goodbye to the others.ʼ

I walk over to where my group is to tell them I'm going to bed. When I get there, I see May looking at me mischievously.

ʻBut are you going to sleep? Or should I wait a little while?ʼ

ʻNo, I'm going to sleep. I think that's enough for today.ʼ

ʻBaby, he's not going to sleep a wink tonight, I'll tell you that,ʼ says Theo, laughing out loud.

ʻGive me ten minutes after I leave and you can come back, okay?ʼ I whisper, winking at May.

She nods and I walk back to Josh, who is waiting impatiently for me. I grab his hand again and we walk out into the gardens, heading towards my building. He's embarrassed, staring at the ground, not knowing what to say.

ʻJosh, listen, don't feel uncomfortable now. It's been fun, I've had a great time. Don't let the night end with you feeling weird about me. While you were kissing me, you were acting very natural,ʼ I say, trying to make him feel more comfortable.

Josh smiles and starts to blush.

ʻI had a great time too, Lyv. Amazing time, to be honest.ʼ 

ʻThen don't get tense now.ʼ

ʻI'm sorry, it just took me by surprise.ʼ

ʻWhat took you by surprise?ʼ I ask, inviting him to open up.

ʻWell... you,ʼ he blurts out, looking at me with absolute sincerity. It's lovely to see the way he expresses himself, the naturalness that comes through when he abandons his exquisite shyness.

ʻMe? Why?ʼ

ʻYou know...ʼ

ʻNo, I don't know.ʼ

ʻBecause it's unusual in my life for a beautiful girl to ask a drink for me, then ask me out and then kiss me.ʼ

ʻOh, really? Well, that's the way it should always be. But if you think I've gone too fast, just say so and...ʼ

He doesn't let me finish my sentence. Suddenly, he throws himself on top of me, holds me by the cheeks and kisses me softly again.

ʻNo, I don't think you've gone fast,ʼ he whispers, his voice deep with desire. ʻI love what you've done, all of it. It's just... for me it's something... new,ʼ he says, looking into my eyes.

ʻSo you think I'm beautiful,ʼ I purr, placing my hands on his chest and fiddling with the lapel of his jacket as I flirt with him with my eyes.

ʻYes, Lyv, you're beautiful,ʼ he says, moving to my lips, where he places a sweet kiss as he wraps his arms around my waist. ʻI don't know what I've done to make a girl like you notice me tonight.ʼ

ʻYou've caught my attention, that's all. I'm curious to know you, that's why I asked you out. And I'm sorry to hear that girls haven't dared to ask you out before, it's clear that you must have lived surrounded by blind girls.ʼ

We were momentarily silent, amused by the witticism, until we burst out laughing. 

ʻI like you, Lyv, I like you very much. I'm looking forward to tomorrow afternoon.ʼ

ʻWe'll have a great time tomorrow, I promise,ʼ I reply, lowering my eyes and smiling.

We continue our walk until we reach the door of my building, glancing at each other, smiling like a couple of fifteen-year-olds. I want to leave him with honey on his lips, I want him to want me even more, so to say goodbye, I take the reins.

I clutch his neck and kiss him, demanding, ardently. He opens his mouth eagerly and we begin to bite our lips, to play with our tongues. I bury my fingers in his hair and listen contentedly as a small growl escapes his throat. Josh pulls me even tighter against his body, and the temperature rises exponentially. Then I let go, sliding my hands down his back until I reach that piece of ass that drove me crazy the first time I saw it move. I couldn't wait to take it in my hands, to hold it tight, to check its firmness.

Yeeeees! Whew, tremendous! It's round, upturned and rock hard. As I caress his buttocks, Josh instinctively pulls his pelvis closer to mine and I feel his erection against me again. No... I have to stop. I begin to smile between kisses, and he smiles too.

ʻUmmm... Josh... that's a promising thing you've got there...ʼ

Josh's smile widens and he blushes a little. I pull away from his body and look at him tenderly.

ʻGood night, Josh. Sleep well.ʼ

ʻGood night, Lyv.ʼ

I turn and walk into the building, giving him one last intent look. As I close the door behind me, I run to my room to watch Josh leave from my window. It's so important to see his reaction. He's walking away, but suddenly he turns to search my room with his eyes. I haven't turned on the light, so he can't locate me.

Then, I see him jump... and I smile.

I got him.
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Chapter 5
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Things from last year

The first few classes of the term have been quite calm, with virtually no homework, so I've done well to meet Josh this afternoon when we still don't have much to go over. At lunchtime, I walk over to the dining room to meet the guys and see from afar that Jonas has joined the group and is ogling Kevin. I smile happily, Kevin deserves to be loved like that.

ʻHey, Lyv!ʼ Jonas has just noticed me. He gets up from the table and comes over to give me a big hug. ʻI didn't get to see you last night. When I got there, you seemed to be... lost out there,ʼ he says with a half-smile. ʻKevin's already caught me up.ʼ

ʻI see,ʼ I laugh, ʻWell, tell me! Kevin tells us you had a great summer!ʼ

We sit all together as I listen to Jonas recount some funny moments that have taken place during their holidays. Jonas is also very handsome and very open. He's not as eloquent as Kevin, but that's precisely why they understand each other perfectly. They complement each other. Kevin comes over to punctuate, as always, adding annotations to every sentence Jonas says and Jonas looks at him smiling every time he interrupts him. They seem to have a great rapport, it's been like that from the beginning.

ʻWell,ʼ says Theo as we finish lunch, ʻso what's this Josh guy like? Because yesterday it seemed like he was pretty convincing.ʼ

ʻIt's a project. I was testing
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