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          MATT

        

      

    

    
      
        
        (The College Years)

      

      

      I fell in love with Julia Frederick when we were sixteen years old.

      Currently buzzing on alcohol and short of breath in the stifling Florida heat, I stared at her from across the crowded room of the rented house in South Beach. It was college spring break, and the party was in full swing. Try as I might, I could not tear my gaze away from the girl with the bright smile, long curly brown hair, and traffic-stopping hazel eyes. Still, I could sit here undressing Julia with my eyes only so long, considering her twin brother was sitting right next to me. Jerry had no clue about the naughty thoughts I had for his sister, and I’d best keep it that way.

      Jerry, Julia, and I grew up together in rural Pennsylvania, and I could pinpoint the precise moment Julia went from my best friend’s bratty sister to a desirable woman in my eyes. She was technically six minutes older than her brother, but Jerry and I still used to treat her like an annoying tagalong little sister. She’d always been rather fun to hang out with, though. A rough and tumble tomboy, she had fit in well with the rest of the guys in the neighborhood.

      Then came the day in high school when Jerry and I sat in the stands, cheering her on as her softball team fought to win the championship. I didn’t know what it was, but something struck me hard that day when Julia swung the bat and launched the ball down the right baseline. Perhaps it was partly due to our mutual love of sports. My own lifelong dream was to play professional baseball.

      Dashing to first base, her long curly hair bouncing in her tight ponytail, she slid into first, safe by a fraction of a second. Fierce passion and triumph flashed in those hazel eyes, and just like that, I was hooked on her. Since that moment, no one else has ever compared to her in my eyes.

      Julia was passionate about everything she did. She was the living embodiment of the old adage of work hard, play hard. I’d always had the work hard part down, the play part was a struggle for me.

      Jerry turned his head, and I followed his gaze. It seemed he had his eye on a hottie as well.

      “Go talk to him,” I said, tipping my beer bottle in the hot guy’s direction. I was the first person Jerry came out to when he was eighteen years old. Though I was ashamed of it now, I’d been pretty freaked out at the time. I managed to stumble through some halfway comforting words about how everything was going to be okay and his father wouldn’t be that upset, which we’d both known was a lie. Inwardly, I had the stereotypical guy reaction, getting all squeamish and uncomfortable and worrying if it meant he was attracted to me. God, I’d been an idiot. Fortunately, it hadn’t taken me long to come to my senses and realize Jerry was the same person I’d always known, only he was attracted to men instead of women. Now, a few years later, I would often scan the room for hot guys for him the same way he scoped out the ladies for me.

      “Well, would you look at that,” I said, chuckling. “You’ve established eye contact.”

      “Sure have,” Jerry said with a grin as he locked eyes with a blue-eyed surfer-type guy. “Catch you later.”

      He got up and walked toward Surfer Dude, whose smile widened when he saw my buddy approach. With his longish, curly brown hair and the same hazel eyes as Julia, my pal was a catch for sure.

      Jerry’s absence gave me the opportunity to go back to staring at his sister, who was the life of the party as usual. Despite the crowd and the noise, I could still hear her throaty laugh rise up over the din. Beer in hand, she joked around with her friends.

      Needing another drink, I reluctantly got up from my comfortable seat to toss my empty bottle into a recycle bin and grab another beer  from the cooler. Lucky for me, my chair was still vacant when I got back. The place was packed with people, but as always, I was the only one not talking to anybody. I was glad the spring break trip was almost over. Pathetic as it was, I was more comfortable being at school than at a party.

      At school I had my classes and, most importantly, baseball. I’d been awarded a baseball scholarship to the University of Central Pennsylvania, and I hoped like hell I’d get drafted to the minors after next year, when I graduated. Between being laser focused on baseball and keeping my A-average with a major in computer science, I didn’t have much time for a social life. Jerry attended a college in Delaware, which was a four-hour drive away, so it wasn’t like I had him to hang out with very often. Though I knew plenty of people at the university, they were mostly acquaintances as opposed to actual friends.

      Sighing out loud, I forced myself to quit staring longingly at Julia. She wasn’t looking in my direction, but for all I knew other people had noticed me eying her up like some creep. My head spun a bit, and I realized I’d already drained the beer I’d just opened. I needed some air, so I got up and stepped onto the balcony. There were already three people out there, but they were just putting out their cigarettes to go back inside.

      I grimaced at my first deep breath after stepping outside—stale cigarette smoke instead of the fresh ocean breeze. Once the smoke dissipated, I drew in another deep breath of the night air. This time, I could smell the sea. It helped clear my beer-buzzed brain a little. I figured I’d take a few minutes to sober up and then stumble back to my hotel room. Jerry was probably about to get lucky, so there was no reason for me to stay at this party any longer.

      The sliding door opened up behind me, and I took that as my cue to get going. I was in no mood to contend with some horny couple who only wanted to make out or a bunch of frat boys who would probably light up some joints. I turned around and my heart seized in my chest.

      Julia.

      I hoped to God my poker face was halfway believable. She’d always been perceptive, and it was a wonder she hadn’t already figured out how I felt about her. Julia had always treated me as a friend, not to mention her brother’s best friend. She’d never given any indication of wanting anything more. I saw no reason to clue her in that I was hopelessly in love with her, which would undoubtedly ruin our friendship. She would never see me as anything more than a loyal yet really boring and highly studious pal. A firecracker like her needed a much more exciting man in her life.

      “What are you doing out here all by yourself?” she asked, taking a spot close enough for our arms to touch at the balcony railing.

      “Jerry found some hot surfer guy to hook up with,” I said bluntly, and Julia threw her head back and laughed.

      “Good for him,” she said with the smile that lit the way wherever she went. Julia had no problem discussing her brother’s sex life. Jerry, however, couldn’t stand the thought of his sister being sexually active and would literally stick his fingers in his ears when anyone mentioned it. Which, of course, encouraged us all to joke about it constantly, with Julia being the biggest offender. Nobody enjoyed torturing Jerry more than she did.

      Jerry wasn’t the only one being tortured. It felt like a knife in my chest whenever I was forced to hear about Julia’s healthy, active sex life. She’d had a few steady boyfriends, but I knew she wasn’t currently seeing anyone. Still, she was just as likely as her brother to pick up a stranger at a party and have wild and hopefully safe sex. As with my reaction to Jerry being gay, I’d picked up some outdated views from my family when it came to women. My dad taught me that any woman who slept around was a slut. Now, I shuddered just hearing that word, especially when it came to the woman I loved. Being close with Julia had shown me the evils of the double standard. She was doing exactly what the guys were doing, only they got praised for it. I admired her strength and the way she did what she wanted and didn’t care what other people thought. Despite my admiration for her female empowerment, it still felt like a gut punch when I had to hear about her being with another guy.

      “There’s plenty of action in there for a good-looking stud like you, ya know,” Julia said, turning around to look through the glass doors at the partygoers. “No reason you have to go back to your hotel room alone, which you were just about to do if I know you.”

      Chuckling, I said, “Guilty. Figured I might as well get some rest since we gotta head back tomorrow.”

      Julia shook her head. “The way I see it, you might as well live it up tonight since we have to go back tomorrow.”

      “So go live it up instead of hanging out with a wet blanket like me.”

      “You are not a wet blanket,” she said, gently rubbing my arm and slowly driving me crazy. “But it probably would do you good to cut loose for once. Come on, look.”

      Julia grabbed me by the shoulder and turned me around to face the party. “There are tons of pretty girls in there right now looking for one last fling before they go back to school. One more wild time. This is your lucky night, Matt. You could have your pick of the ladies.”

      I shook my head, wishing I had another beer to down right about now. “I don’t think so. Not exactly my scene.”

      “I’ve known you my whole life, and I still don’t know exactly what your scene is. I don’t think you know. At least, you don’t know what to do with yourself outside of the baseball field or the library.”

      Shrugging, I said, “You’re not wrong.”

      “I swear, in the two years I’ve been in college with you, I don’t think I’ve even seen you with a girl.”

      Julia shook her head, and I sighed. While I was working toward a four-year bachelor’s degree, she was working on a shorter associate’s degree and would graduate this year. God, I would miss her.

      “Seriously,” she said, her voice growing quieter. “I really haven’t seen you with any girls.”

      Terror seized in my chest as Julia inched dangerously close to my most private secret. Something nobody knew about me.

      “Matt,” she said, tugging on my arm. “You’re not gay, are you?”

      I let out a breath. She hadn’t guessed my secret. Also, if she was questioning my sexuality, she clearly had no idea how I felt about her. Good.

      “No, I’m not gay.”

      “I mean, you would tell me, right?” she asked, eyes opened wide.

      “Of course I would. You of all people would have no problem with that.”

      Julia had known Jerry was gay before he had, I was pretty sure, and she was a big believer in “living your truth” as she called it. She always said as long as you weren’t hurting anybody, you should be who you are, and screw everybody else if they didn’t like it.

      “Right,” she said, looking confused; hurt, even. Clearly, she knew there was something I wasn’t telling her. She fell silent for a few seconds, then asked quietly, “Matt, are you a virgin?”

      I felt my face flush a deep, burning red. So much for my poker face. There was no sense even attempting to lie to Julia.

      “Oh. I’m sorry,” she said somberly. “I didn’t know.”

      Then she burst out laughing, rendering my humiliation total and complete.

      Pulling me into a tight hug, she said, “No, no. I’m not laughing at you, Matt. I swear. I just …” She started giggling again. “I heard my own words as I said them out loud.” In a mock serious tone, she repeated them. “Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t know.”

      I refused to look at her and for a moment, I seriously considered jumping over the balcony.

      “I didn’t mean to act like somebody died or something. That was dumb of me, and I’m sorry. This really isn’t a big deal.” Wrapping her arm around me, she rested her head on my shoulder. “I love you so much, Matt.”

      It wasn’t the first time she’d said that. In fact, Julia said it all the time. That was just her way—to always be open with her feelings. The total opposite of me.

      Lifting her head, she said, “Well, I know it’s not for religious reasons. Are you just not interested? Maybe you’re asexual.”

      “I am not asexual.”

      “Some people are, Matt. Nothing wrong with that,” she said firmly. I couldn’t help grinning as she encouraged me to “live my truth” as an asexual person, should that be the case. Julia was the kind of friend everyone should have. Not only did she accept everyone for who they were, she celebrated people for their differences.

      “Fine. But I am not one of those people.”

      “So you do want to have sex.”

      My muscles tensed. This whole thing was so embarrassing, and she was the last person on the planet I wanted to discuss this with. Jerry was my best friend, and even he didn’t know. I’d been out on a few dates, and he’d just assumed I’d scored. He was always winking and nudging me afterward. Unlike straight guys, he had little interest in the details of my sexual encounters, so we never discussed it much further.

      Gripping the guardrail of the balcony, I said grimly, “Can we please just change the subject?”

      Julia gently rubbed my back. “It really isn’t a big deal.”

      “Yes, it is. It’s pathetic. I’m a junior in college. Can you imagine if the guys on the team knew? All they talk about is getting puss— I—I mean, getting laid.”

      She laughed and kept massaging my back. I always watched my language around her, even though she rarely got offended by anything.

      “There’s no way those guys could possibly know. You are so sexy, Matt. And you don’t even know it. You don’t see the girls who check you out all the time. But I see them.” Her voice was filled with deep pride. “Just to be clear, you don’t want to be a virgin anymore, right? Because you know I’m on your side no matter what’s right for you. Just because lots of people at college sleep around doesn’t mean you have to do it too. It’s different for everybody. Some people wait until marriage. Some people never do it. And that’s totally okay, and it’s nobody else’s business.”

      “Well, I hate being a virgin. It’s not like it was something I planned.”

      Julia nodded thoughtfully. “You just work so much all the time. Baseball and school and all that.”

      “Pretty much.” I sighed bitterly. “And now I feel like I’m so old that when I do take a woman to bed, I’ll make a fool of myself because I won’t know what I’m doing. It’s fine to be awkward and terrible at sex when you’re sixteen years old, but I’m almost twenty-one.”

      Laughing, she said, “Oh yeah. You’re such an old man.” Then, as breezily as if discussing what to have for lunch, she said, “You should do it with me.”

      It took me several seconds to fully register her words.

      “What?” I asked incredulously.

      “You should have sex with me. I can be your first.”

      Shaking my head in disbelief, I said, “That’s crazy.”

      “No, it’s really not when you think about it. I’m not dating anybody right now, and it’s my last night of vacation. I wanted one last fling anyway.”

      Julia was trying to do me a favor while making it sound like I would be doing her one. She was crafty that way. She could trick you into letting her help you. If we did sleep together, the pleasure would most assuredly be all mine. No way did I have anything to offer her.

      “That’s sweet of you, but it’s too crazy. You’re one of my best friends.”

      “Exactly,” she said, brushing her luscious brown curls off her face. “You’re safe with me. Nobody will ever have to know about it. You’re gonna do fine, but you can get any awkwardness out of the way so you’ll be ready when you meet the right woman for you.”

      You are the right woman for me. I’m just not the right man for you.

      Julia’s back rub had relaxed me a little, but now my body was more tense than ever. The idea of getting through my bumbling first sexual experience with the woman I loved was one hell of a lot of pressure.

      It also felt like a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity that was awfully hard to pass up.

      Drawing in a deep breath, I tried to think clearly. I needed to use my brain and not my heart, nor other body parts, to make this decision. Julia wasn’t drunk, nor was she naive and inexperienced. She was a grown woman, and she knew exactly what she was getting into.

      “Stop overthinking it and do something spontaneous for once in your life,” Julia said, smiling at my furrowed brow and stern expression. I was wound pretty tight and we both knew it. “It’s our vacation. What happens in South Beach stays in South Beach. We’ll go back to your hotel room where we can have some privacy and take our time. Nobody will ever know, and the pressure will finally be off you.”

      I turned to face the ocean. Watching the waves roll in, I tried to contemplate all the pros and cons. But I didn’t get very far.

      “Come on. Let’s go,” Julia said, grabbing my arm and pulling me back into the crowded party room.
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      I could not believe I’d let Julia talk me into this. Not that it had taken much cajoling for me to agree to sex with the woman of my dreams, but still, part of me worried that this was insane and that one or both of us would regret it later. But even in my serious, practical mind, there seemed to be more reasons to do this than not.

      Though I wished I could be as evolved and free-thinking as Julia Frederick when it came to things like societal pressure, I simply wasn’t. The fact was my virginity caused me deep shame. I was thoroughly sick of feeling that way, and I wanted to shed my virginity as soon as humanly possible. I was scared to death of humiliating myself in front of my sweet Julia, but I also loved her too much to pass up a chance to be with her.

      Jerry was still chatting up Surfer Dude as we headed out, so I told him his sister was a little too tipsy and I was gonna take her back to the hotel. I just didn’t say which hotel. Guilt surged through me when Jerry thanked me for taking care of her.

      He trusted me. The poor guy had absolutely no idea I was heading back to my hotel room to defile his sister. I felt awful, but as with most guys who were about to get laid, I didn’t let anything stop me.

      Fortunately, my hotel was just a short walk away, so we didn’t have to talk much. I opened the door to the room, ushered Julia in, and made sure the door was firmly locked once we were inside. After that, I was at a total loss on how to proceed. Julia took the lead, which was embarrassing but also comforting at the same time.

      She sat down on the bed and smiled at me. “I can’t help feeling we need to do this quick before you change your mind.”

      “Don’t worry,” I said, my face tight with stress. “I don’t think quick will be the problem.”

      “Come here,” she said softly, patting the spot next to her on the bed. I sat down stiffly. “I know it’s useless to tell you not to be nervous, but please try to relax. This might even be fun, ya know.”

      Turning to face her, I took a moment to gaze at those hazel eyes I adored. Out of habit, I avoided looking down and staring at her breasts, but I knew what they looked like. At least, I knew what the top of her cleavage looked like when she wore low-cut shirts. My cock stiffened just thinking about it. Julia was, without question, the most attractive woman I’d ever known, and only part of it was her physical beauty. I was completely and utterly attracted to her. All of her.

      She took hold of my hand and placed it on one of her breasts. My body tensed. As much as I longed to touch her, it all felt new and strange. I’d touched women before. Fooled around with a few in the car when I was in high school. But this was Julia Frederick. Until now, I’d only dreamed of touching her.

      Gently, she put her arm around my neck and pulled me in for a kiss. After a brief second to recover from my surprise, I kissed her back. Even as it was happening, I could hardly believe it was real. Somehow, I’d wound up in a hotel room making out with the woman I’d loved from afar since we were teenagers. Julia moaned softly in her throat, which bolstered my confidence a bit. We kissed for a moment or two before she broke it off.

      “I know this might feel a little strange because we’re such good friends,” Julia said.

      “Yeah,” I said, grimacing slightly at my least favorite F-word when it came from her lips. She was right, though. We’d been children together for God’s sake. I flashed back on all those late nights playing outside in our neighborhood. It didn’t exactly help the mood.

      “We’ll always be friends,” she said, tracing my chin with her finger. “But tonight, I want you to think of me as your lover.”

      “Okay,” I managed to croak. The sultry sound of her voice and that look of desire in her eyes reminded me that Julia was indeed a woman now. My lover. If only for tonight.

      She kissed me again, then she pulled my shirt off over my head.

      “Damn, you look good,” she said, eying my chest. “You are an athlete, that’s for sure.”

      Julia’s approval of my body eased my nerves slightly. She might have said that just to encourage me, but I did work out a lot, and I was pretty muscular. Maybe she was legitimately turned on by me. God, I hoped so.

      After a brief moment of silence, she said, “Just touch me in whatever way feels natural to you.”

      “Oh. Right.” I couldn’t expect her to do everything.

      I pulled off her shirt to reveal her black bra underneath. I sucked in a breath, still adjusting to the fact that I was allowed to look.

      She’s your lover right now, not just your friend.

      Still, it was an effort to allow myself to feel her chest. But I did it.

      Julia closed her eyes and moaned encouragingly. “I love that.”

      She opened her eyes, arched her back, then reached around to unclasp her bra.

      “I do that for lots of guys, not just ’cause you’re inexperienced. Bras are hard to get off,” she said with a laugh. Though she meant to be helpful, that just reminded me of all the other guys she’d been with. Who were no doubt way better in bed than I was going to be tonight.

      Shaking off the thought, I pulled her bra the rest of the way off. She scooted closer to me, and I massaged her breasts with my hands. Feeling her body was incredibly erotic, making it hard to go slowly.

      Moaning again, she said, “Feels so good when you do that.” Then she murmured in my ear, “You’re getting me so wet.”

      My spirits soared. Julia was always kind and encouraging, but she never lied. If she said I was getting her aroused, then I was. Words of praise from the woman I loved emboldened me.

      I took her by the hand and stood her up and we finished undressing each other. At last, we were both naked. Pulling her close, I kissed her deeply, pressing my erection against her. She moaned louder.

      I kissed down her neck toward her breasts, and then took one in my mouth and sucked.

      “Oh God, that’s good,” she said in a husky voice. She guided my right hand toward her entrance and helped me put two fingers inside her. She was drenched. “Do you feel how ready I am for you?”

      “Yes,” I panted. Our sensual foreplay excited me so much, I was a little afraid I would come just from that. Drawing in a deep breath, I fought to quash my sudden terror at that thought.

      “Lemme go grab a condom,” she said in my ear.

      Jesus. Thank God she knew what the hell she was doing because I had completely forgotten about protection.

      She handed me the shiny square packet from her purse and said, “Take your time putting it on. Shouldn’t be too hard, so to speak. And if you want to look really sexy, tear the packet open with your teeth.”

      “With my luck, I’d rip the condom,” I said, and she laughed softly.

      I was acutely aware of her watching me as I stretched the condom over my dick.

      “You’re pretty big,” she said huskily. “I always thought you would be.”

      So she’s thought about my cock before?

      Worrying about getting the condom on right deflated me slightly, but one look at Julia’s perfect, naked body literally straightened out the problem right away.

      “Are you ready?” she asked gently.

      I drew in a breath, feeling well past ready yet scared to go on at the same time.

      “Don’t overthink it. Just do it. Do me, Matt. ’Cuz you got me so turned on, I can’t wait much longer,” she said, hazel eyes flashing. She lay down on the bed for me.

      Oh God, is this really happening?

      Julia Frederick was lying spread-eagled on a bed waiting for me to take her. And take her I would.

      I climbed on top of her and started kissing her, and she eagerly kissed me back. Suddenly struck with indecision and lack of confidence, I found myself hesitating to go all the way. I wasn’t exactly sure how to go about it, was terrified of screwing it all up.

      “Just slip yourself inside me when you’re ready,” Julia said, sounding breathless. She sure as hell sounded ready, and that was all the invitation I needed.

      I positioned myself at her entrance and slid myself inside of her. The burst of pleasure was more intense than anything I had ever experienced before. My own fist had nothing on a woman’s vagina. I couldn’t stifle my groan of sheer bliss as I began to move in and out of Julia.

      “Oh God, that’s good,” she said, her eyes rolling back in her head before she closed them.

      I closed mine, too, realizing I would need to concentrate on not coming too fast. I thrust harder. She moaned louder.

      “You’re doing great, Matt.”

      “You don’t have to say that,” I said through clenched teeth.

      Don’t come yet. Not yet. Not yet.

      “I mean it. That’s good … that’s … really … good.”

      Her ankles dug into my ass, driving me half out of my mind. I knew this once-in-a-lifetime event would be over all too quickly, and I wanted to savor every single second.

      I’m having sex. I’m actually doing it. And with Julia Frederick.

      I grunted hard with effort.

      “Don’t hold back, Matt. Just let go. Come. I want to feel you come inside me.”

      At her command, I came and came hard, groaning loudly.

      My orgasm went on and on. When it was over, I gazed into the lovely eyes of the most beautiful soul I had ever known. I was so physically spent and emotionally vulnerable that I damn near blurted out that I was in love with her. Thank God almighty she spoke first.

      “You did it,” Julia said with a warm and loving smile, her voice filled with pride.

      “Yeah. Yeah, I guess I did,” I said, reluctantly pulling out of her. I slid the condom off, grabbed a tissue from the box on the nightstand to wrap it in, and tossed it in the trash. Then I lay back down beside Julia.

      She rolled onto her side and gazed at me. “Matt, that was amazing. I never would have known that was your first time if you hadn’t told me.”

      I scoffed audibly.

      “I mean it,” she insisted.

      “It was so fast.”

      “That’s not unusual. Really. Only in the movies and in porno does it take a long time. In real life, sometimes it’s fast. Sometimes it’s slow.”

      I was suddenly filled with deep gratitude that Julia had been my first. It had gone so much smoother than I’d expected. She built me up the whole time and never made me feel stupid or inadequate for my inexperience. It was a beautiful reminder of why I loved her so much.

      “Thank you for this, Julia. It’s such a relief, in every possible way, that we did this.”

      “I’m so glad,” she said with a smile. “You were wonderful.”

      “No, I wasn’t. You didn’t come. Doubt you even came close.”

      Julia shrugged. “I never have an orgasm during regular missionary sex.”

      “Oh. Should we have tried a different position?” I asked, feeling terrible that I might have disappointed her.

      “Well,” she said, sitting up in the bed. “Maybe, but it’s not just that. I’m like most women. The only way I can have an orgasm is if you rub my clit.” Her unabashed way of speaking would have made her a good sex ed teacher. “Sometimes if I’m on top, I can grind on a guy and that does the trick. Otherwise, I need more direct stimulation.”

      “That makes sense.”

      “Yeah,” she said. “Again, only in movies does a woman have a screaming orgasm while the guy is thrusting in and out of her. Real life is different.”

      I nodded, mulling over this information like there was going to be a test later. Crazy how nobody really tells you how to please a woman. Losing my virginity to Julia had been a great idea after all. Who else would have patiently explained such things to me without making me feel like an idiot? She had that way about her. She was brazen and outspoken, and yet she put everyone at ease at the same time.

      “Well then,” I said, realizing that the first test of my new knowledge was right now. I had a beautiful, naked, and aroused woman who needed sexual release. “I need to stimulate you directly.”

      I winced inwardly at the decidedly unsexy words I’d used. Clearly, I hadn’t gotten the hang of dirty talk yet.

      Smiling at me, she said, “You don’t have to do that.”

      “Yes. I do.”

      Julia lay down on her back and gazed at me, her sweet, pink nipples erect. I’d felt with my fingers how wet she’d been. There was no way in hell I would leave her unsatisfied.

      Running my hand over her naked breasts, I gently tweaked her nipples, making her moan.

      “You can’t tell me you don’t want it. That you don’t need it,” I said, impressed with how husky my voice sounded. I was getting better at seduction already.

      “You’re right,” Julia said in a breathy voice. “I do need it.”

      She lowered her gaze to my chest, and I watched her eyes flash slightly as she stared at my muscles. My confidence soared again. She made me feel like a man when she looked at me like that. I wished I could make love to her again. Better, longer this time. But I knew it was not to be. The first time had been so pleasurable that I knew it would take a while to physically gear up again. Though I felt bad about that, I had a feeling if I’d voiced those concerns out loud, Julia would have said only in the movies and porno could a guy get rock hard again two minutes after having sex.

      I pressed my lips to hers, both for foreplay and because I simply wanted to kiss her again. She kissed me back hungrily, and I knew she must be desperate for release by now. I felt more confident about pleasuring her with my hand. I had fingered girls before, though it had been a while.

      Slipping two fingers inside her, I began thrusting in and out of her, making her cry out.

      “Oh God, that’s good,” she said, closing her eyes.

      I loved watching her face as I pleasured her. For once, she didn’t have to provide sexual instruction for me, and she could just enjoy her turn. I gently thumbed her clit, which made her cry out louder.

      “Oh God, yes. Yes … yes …”

      I sped up the rhythm of my finger motion based on her cries.

      Then she grew quiet, her mouth opened in a silent O. I could tell she was close.

      “Matt! Oh!” Julia cried at last, her body spasming with her climax.

      I knew I would never forget the sound of her screaming my name when she came. I’d fantasized about it countless times, and I could hardly believe it had actually happened.

      “Mmmmm,” she said lazily. Julia reached for me, pulling me close to her body.

      We lay there together, naked bodies pressed against each other, and it was the happiest moment of my entire life. That was when I knew, really knew, I wanted to spend the rest of my life with her.

      Was it possible she could ever feel that way about me?

      I needed to just ask her. Being so close to her all the time at school and casually hanging out with her and Jerry on the weekends was crushing the life out of my heart. Either way, I simply had to know if she could ever think of me as more than a friend.

      But I couldn’t ask her right this moment. She might think I was just feeling vulnerable because I’d just lost my virginity to her. No. Asking her out on a proper date was a fully clothed type of question.

      Julia looked up at me with her sex-tousled hair and luscious eyes filled with hazy sexual satisfaction. “That was amazing, Matt. All of it. You should be proud of yourself.”

      “Thanks,” I said, my face heating. Gazing at her, I couldn’t find the words to tell her how grateful I was for her kindness, and not just for tonight. I was grateful to Julia just for being Julia.

      I was still searching for the words when, unfortunately, she got up to get dressed.

      “Needless to say,” she said as she slipped her shirt over her head, not bothering with her bra, “Jerry can never know about this.”

      “Right,” I said, guilt squeezing in my gut at the memory of Jerry’s trusting face when I told
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