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  Content Warnings & Dedication


The characters in this book ended up having more trauma than I anticipated when they first appeared in my life, yet somehow I love them all the more for it. 
This book contains: mental health disorders including PTSD and Obsessive-Compulsive Personality Disorder (this link explains the difference from Obsessive-Compulsive Disorder: https://www.newporthealthcare.com/resources/press/ocpd-vs-ocd/), inability to conceive children, a past marriage with an abusive spouse, neglect/emotional harm from family of origin, a secondary character bullying/threatening sexual assault and suspected of harming others, discussion of misogyny and bigotry, mentions of religious pressure/conformity by family members. No abuse takes place between the MCs.
Please take care of your well-being!




This book is for all the survivors.









  
  What was 1999 like?


This book takes place between Aug 1999-May 2000.

Social media as we know it today didn’t exist in 1999. Facebook was not a thing. MySpace was not a thing. Google was still new (1998). We communicated a lot with chat programs like Yahoo Chat, MSN Messenger, and AOL. 
People bought physical media (CDs, DVDs), then Napster altered the music industry. 
The majority of households still had a landline for phone service, and internet was a dial up modem via your hard phone line. Companies and universities had more expensive T1 internet. Only about 8% of the world’s population had cell phones. People used pagers. The first cell phone with a camera came out in 1999.
Today’s biggest US online store was mainly a bookseller, but had recently gotten into music and publishing.
Y2K was a big event people freaked out about (and I’m not saying the aunt in this story is inspired by a family member, but I’m also saying it’s possible).
Home desktop computers still cost $2700-3000 for an average system.
There was no #MeToo movement.
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  Playlist



Green Day – Basket Case
REM – I Don’t Sleep, I Dream
Garbage - You Look So Fine
Filter - Hey Man, Nice Shot
Radiohead - Creep
Beethoven – Moonlight Sonata, 1st movement
Local H - Bound For The Floor
Cake – The Distance
Beastie Boys – Sabotage
The Refreshments - Nada
Tal Bachman - She's So High
Elastica - Connection
Fatboy Slim - Praise You
Veruca Salt - Seether
Hole – Violet
Santana ft. Rob Thomas - Smooth
Rollins Band – Liar
Magnapop - Texas
Dave Matthews – Crash Into Me

https://youtube.com/playlist?list=PLIIRWKlmL_ok7FON-s-4yVasqNidlwzAa&si=kV3aJfy1OxaxP7Ph 







  
  







  
  Brinna - The Class
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Week 1 – Tuesday

Ihover in the doorway on my first day of sex class to scout the seating prospects. After meeting with my work-study advisor, I had dashed across campus in the blazing Texas sun to get here on time. Sweat pools at the base of my spine. The building’s AC struggles to keep pace with the late summer heat. 
As I scan the room, multiple streams of anxiety flow through me—first-day jitters, final semester impatience, and bad memories. I’d dreaded returning to this room, to the point I had nightmares about it for the last two weeks. It’d been crowded last time I was here, but now the familiar classroom seems oversized for the number of students currently enrolled in the course. Several empty chairs separate small groups, creating little islands of students in the vast space.
To one side, most of the young women cluster together, a flock of brightly plumaged birds. Most either giggle or chat, check their makeup, or do their best to ignore the rest of the room. There are four men in the classroom. Three of them are sitting in a tight knot at the center of the area the young women staked out. The middle-aged ‘return to college’ women make up the center section. I don’t belong in either group.
A lone guy in a button-down Oxford and khakis occupies my favored seat, back row, right hand aisle. Maybe he’s going to work after this, because he’s more dressed up than anyone else, aside from me. I take a moment to appreciate that someone else rocked into class wearing something besides shorts or jeans.
I hesitate for a moment before I slide into the aisle and take the desk next to him, devising plans to arrive early for the Thursday class and stake my claim on his chair. It’s the perfect spot for me with plenty of breathing room where I won’t be noticed. Except for my seatmate, it’s perfect.
Once upon a time, I had a class in this very space and gave up the exact seat he’s in, moving across the room and changing the course of my life. It’s a mistake I don’t intend to repeat. 
“Hi,” I say.
He shoots me an alarmed glance. Okay, Brinna, try not to scare off everyone on the first day. A spark of sympathy flares in me. I’m not social and talking to strangers puts me on guard. Maybe he feels the same. It makes life in Texas difficult, because strangers love to chat with each other here. In the grocery store, the post office, everywhere you go, temporary friends abound.
I try for a friendly smile. He reciprocates before his cheeks pink up. Ducking his head, he goes back to scribbling weird symbols in his notebook.
For the first time in a long time, the word interesting pings my internal radar.
A commotion at the front of the classroom draws our attention. Three young men enter, jostling each other and braying laughter. They stop to check out the available seating, much as I had, showing great interest in the cluster of young women across the room. The biggest of the three, a lumberjack-sized guy, nudges the other two and says something in a low voice. Their collective gazes land on my neighbor and they clamber toward us.
My new neighbor’s shoulders slump. He heaves out a sigh and gives me an apologetic look. Two of the guys squeeze into chairs in front of us. The leanest of the trio squeezes past me and plops into the seat on my left. They surround us like a pack of hunting dogs. Unease creeps up my spine. I chose this seat for several reasons. While I have every intention of keeping my staked claim, sweat coats my palms at the thought of being penned in by these guys.
The brown-haired lumberjack says, “Well, well. Zach the Brainiac.” The seat creaks as he shifts to face us. He rubs a meaty hand over the kid’s head, tousling sandy-brown hair.
 ‘Zach the Brainiac’ smooths his hair back into place without complaint. “Scott,” he says in a soft voice that holds no trace of a Texas twang.
Not a local, then.
“Think you’re gonna learn anything in this class? Like, maybe how to have a better relationship with your right hand?” The meathead makes a jackoff gesture with his hand. The blond guy next to him snickers like a mean-spirited preschooler.
My neighbor flushes a deeper red.
“Excuse me, gentlemen,” I say. “I’m going to have to ask you to move at least one seat away. At least one. You might even want to move two. See, I have this medical condition, and well, it could be bad news for anyone sitting too close.” I regard my goggle-eyed neighbor. “You should be okay. You’re not covered in obnoxious cologne, which is really helpful, so thank you.”
The interlopers gape like I’ve sprouted a second head.
“I’d really hate to have to ask the professor to get involved. It might even require going to the Dean of Student Affairs, since I have a written accommodation on file specifically allowing me to arrange my classroom seating for my, you know, maximum health benefit. I just thought it would be better to ask you nicely to move, without going through all that stupid red tape, you know?” I let loose with a winning smile and a slow wink. “You look like such sweet boys, I don’t want to cause you any trouble. I would hate it if you were inconvenienced by my occasional spontaneous vomiting.”
I shouldn’t care where these asshats sit, but they remind me of a pack of hyenas surrounding their prey. If there’s anything that pushes my buttons, it’s a bully. And here we are, apparently surrounded by three of them. At twenty-eight, I’m too old for this shit. This is not happening on my watch.
Scott, obviously the ringleader, punches his blond buddy’s arm. “We’ll get here early next class and sit anywhere we damn well please.” Both of them move to the front row, taking the two aisle seats closest to the exit. I’m unsurprised by that choice.
“Yeah, okay.” The raven-haired guy next to me mutters under his breath. He pauses in the aisle. “You two look like you’re going to a fucking business meeting later.” His lips slide into a half-smile and he slithers off to join his friends, sitting in the row directly behind them.
Leaving me alone with my new neighbor.
“Wow,” the kid says, giving me a respectful look. “That was the best line of bullshit I’ve ever heard anyone run on those guys and have it work.” There’s honey and depth in his voice. It resonates in my chest, putting me in mind of the tingsha cymbals my old yoga instructor used. The ting of the metal chimes would reverberate through me when she struck them. Zach’s voice has that effect.
His hazel eyes dart to the three amigos before settling on me again.
I say, “Those guys are clearly dicks. But maybe they’re friends of yours? Do you wanna go sit with them?” I hope he might abandon my favored chair.
“No.” He indicates the blond. “Kevin is my roommate. I wouldn’t call him my friend. The other two are his friends, that’s how I know them.” He lowers his voice. “And they are dicks.”
The jury’s still out, but I might not steal his seat on Thursday.
The arrival of the instructor breaks up our brief conversation. Dr. Bellan teaches graduate level psych classes, except for this one undergraduate course. I have no idea what to expect aside from rumors he could be a jerk, with a dash of burnt-out bitterness.
The sex class.
Maybe I shouldn’t call it that. Dr. Bellan might disapprove of his Psychology of Human Sexuality course being broken down into such a simple phrase.
Oh yeah, it’s shaping up to be a great final semester.
Dr. B launches the class by cautioning us to act like adults in this adult-oriented class. 
“Human sexuality is a serious branch of study in the field of psychology and this is a serious class. Anyone overly sensitive or unwilling to participate fully in this class, including frank discussions and graphic videos, should take themselves immediately to get their schedule changed while other classes are still available.”
To prove his point, he switches on an old-school film projector, pulls down a film screen, switches off the lights, and starts the show. The gentle whir of the projector fills the room.
In breathless silence, the class leans forward almost as one, eyes pasted on a clinical video about the research of sex experts Masters and Johnson. Excerpts of archival film plays, showing test subjects masturbating and others having intercourse. Naked, everyday people, calmly discussing their sex lives, or lack thereof, with people in lab coats holding clipboards. People volunteering the most intimate details of their lives to the researchers.
This is officially the most batshit class I’ve taken in my life. My anxiety drains away while I sit in the dark with total strangers, observing people fucking in the name of science. The whole experience lights a low fire of need deep in my core. Maybe I’m warped. Or maybe it’s been too long since I got laid.
After thirty minutes of this visual and aural assault on our senses, the lights snap on.
I use my peripheral vision to gauge the reactions of my classmates.
Bug-eyed students pepper the room, backs ramrod straight, shell-shocked expressions. A few study their desks like they hold the secrets of Pharaoh’s tomb. 
My neighbor huddles in his chair, eyes halfway between the screen and his desk, arms crossed over his lap. I suspect he’s hiding an erection from view, and I’m betting he’s not the only one.
Take a closer look. For science.
I tip my head back and study at the ceiling tiles. Must…not…look.
Dr. B allows no time for recovery. He launches into a description of the semester activities, reviews the syllabus and textbook, warning that it contains very real photos and blunt discussions on a variety of sexual topics.
“And you’ll be responsible for a research paper.”
At the mention of a paper, the majority of the class groans. And not with pleasure.
“We’ll wait until Thursday to discuss details of the research project, after those who are faint of heart have had time to find a new course,” Dr. B says. He doesn’t hide his sneer. “Now, take one of these and pass them around.” He thrusts a thin stack of handouts at the first student within reach.
The rustling of paper dominates the room.
“Everyone has one?” He lifts one grizzled eyebrow. “Good. Now partner up with someone and spend the next twenty minutes getting to know them. You will ask each other the questions on this paper. You will not take notes. You will listen to their responses. Ask the question, respond, move on to the next one. This isn’t a kink forum!”
I check the first few questions and almost choke. Partner up and ask someone about their first sexual experience, whether it involved penetration or not? Ask them at what age they lost their virginity? Furious whispering breaks out around the room.
When I lift my eyes, I find the lead jackal focused on the young guy beside me.
“I hope you don’t mind,” I say, looking at ‘Zach the Brainiac’. “I thought we could partner up, then we don’t even have to move seats.” I smile, noting the flush in his cheeks. Does he have a sunburn or is he just perpetually embarrassed?
“Uhhh, yes, sure. Yes.” He peers upward. “Scott?”
How had this bull of a human managed to approach us so silently?
Scott addresses me directly. “Hey, chick. Are you sure you wouldn’t rather be partnered with a man who has something to talk about, not some porno-induced fantasy life?”
Chick? Take that bullshit somewhere else.
“Maybe we should turn our chairs to face each other? Or do you prefer to sit side by side? I can scoot over.” I don’t wait for Zach. I swing around, ignoring the interloper. My new buddy turns his chair to face me.
The hulking mass behind him mutters under his breath and shuffles away.
“I guess if we’re going to do this, we should start by introducing ourselves.” I put my hand out. “Brinna Crenshaw.”
“Zach Andrews.” He’s a deer in the headlights, this kid. His hand, damp with perspiration, presses into mine. At least I’m not the only one with the flop sweats today.
“It’s nice to meet you, Zach.” I resist the impulse to wipe my palm on my slacks and drop my voice. “Listen, I hope you won’t be too uncomfortable being partnered with me. I’m really hard to embarrass, so there’s not much you can say that’s going to throw off my groove, okay? I mean, maybe you would rather be partnered with…” I wave a hand toward the trio.
“No!” He straightens. “I mean, I don’t mind being p-partnered. And I don’t want to be with any of them.” He rattles his paper. “But I can’t promise not to be embarrassed. I, uh, is this normally how these psych classes go? This isn’t exactly in my wheelhouse.”
“And what is your wheelhouse?” I prop my chin on my fist, ready to dive into the mystery that is Zach.
“I’m an engineering and math major. We don’t, uh, really have psych classes in my major. And we sure don’t have this kind of class.”
“Engineering math?” Of course he’s into math. It’s always been my worst subject, like a foreign language beyond my comprehension.
“No, I’m a double major. Electrical engineering and mathematics.”
Whoa. My brain breaks thinking about a double major in such heavy subjects. “So you are super smart then. Brainiac, I get it now.”
“I guess.” He rolls his pen over the tops of his knuckles, spinning it back and forth through his fingers with hypnotic precision.
“How’d you end up in a sex class?” The flush returns to his cheeks. I fight back a grin. Adorable. Warmth unfurls in my chest. This inquisition has a delightful air of intimacy, and I’m curious whether I’m the only one who feels it. I keep that question to myself.
“I had to have an upper-level elective outside of my majors. My advisor thought this worked best with my schedule.” His slender fingers fidget with his pen, clicking it multiple times. “What about you?”
“I’m a psych major, so it’s required. What about your not-friends over there?” I hook a thumb at the three guys whose bodies are between us and the exit. I don’t really care about them, but the conversation feels necessary to put us both at ease.
“Kevin and Scott are Health and Human Performance majors. This is a required class for them. Lee probably took it because they did.” He shrugs and takes a quick peek at the trio. “They’re jocks.”
“Hmm.” I examine Zach from under my lashes.
His oval face is framed by a mop of shaggy, sandy brown hair. When the jocks had surrounded us, he looked soft and small next them. Now I see he’s an everyday guy, probably about five-nine, thin, with a compact frame. Everything about him screams ‘Average Joe’, except the light of intelligence in his eyes.
“Ten minutes!” Dr. B says. “Switch and allow the other person to question you now.”
I eye the paper. I haven’t asked any of the questions.
“How old are you, Zach?” If this weren’t a 4000-level course, his youthful appearance would make me think he’s one of the high school kids who take intro level coursework.
“Twenty.” I arch an eyebrow. He continues, “I graduated high school early. This is my senior year.” The confession brings more nervous pen clicks.
“That’s so cool,” I say, leaning forward. Smart, shy, and intriguing. “I guess I should probably get these questions answered, huh? Go ahead and ask me the first one.”
Zach fumbles the paper in his hand and mumbles the first question.
“I’m sorry, I couldn’t hear you,” I say. Maybe it’s cruel to force him to repeat the question instead of reading it myself and answering. His blushes make it hard to resist some light teasing.
He reads the question in a loud whisper.
“My first sexual experience? Hmmmm.” I concentrate. “Well, I guess that would have been when I gave my first real boyfriend a handjob in the back row of a movie theater. I didn’t really know what I was doing, but I guess it worked, because he came. I was a little annoyed because he ruined my popcorn. But he was annoyed because I wouldn’t, oh, how did he say it? Clean up the mess I’d made. We weren’t together long after that.”
Zach coughs, beet-red from neck to forehead. He shifts in his seat.
“But as far as, well, penetration. You know, intercourse.” I savor the word a moment before continuing. “That came later with a different guy.” I check the questionnaire. What kind of weirdly perverted dude is Dr. B? “Anyway, it didn’t really hurt and there was no blood, not like people say. A couple of years before, a doctor broke my hymen during a medical exam, so I didn’t have to deal with that. Only my boyfriend at the time didn’t understand. He thought I had lied about being a virgin. He wasn’t a virgin, though, so that seems hypocritical.”
Zach’s inflamed cheeks indicate he might die of a stroke right before my eyes. Since he refuses to look at me, I examine him. Is he hard? His shirt tails hide any evidence. Amused and aroused, I work to give the impression of a clinical, dispassionate discussion, and simultaneously try to provoke him. Today is more fun than I expected.
“I had one serious boyfriend in high school. Then married my college boyfriend at twenty-one—”
“You’re married?” His eyes go to my empty ring finger and he chews his bottom lip.
“Divorced, almost two years. And here I am at twenty-eight, confessing my sex life to a twenty-year-old genius.” I settle back in my chair. “Do you have a girlfriend?” Technically that question isn’t on the paper, but he doesn’t seem to notice.
“No. I’m not…I don’t have a lot of spare time for—”
“Time’s up!” Dr. B snaps. After a collective exhale of relief, students rearrange themselves back into order, their excited chatter filling the air.
“Um, excuse me, Dr. Bellan?” One of the chatty blondes raises her hand. “We aren’t going to have to, like, stand up and tell this stuff to everyone, are we? You know, like those stupid ‘get to know you’ intros some teachers make us do?”
“Christ, no! This is simply an exercise. Now get out of here.”
With that, class ends.
My new buddy doesn’t move. I suspect the source of his problem is in his pants. He gathers his things with the speed of a turtle crossing the highway.
“I’ll see you Thursday, right, Zach?” I spring from my seat and face him. It’s a tight squeeze to get past him and into the aisle. My hand touches his shoulder, using him for balance. I catch a whiff of clean laundry and fresh air. How is it that everything about him is so refreshing? His gaze meets mine. “It was nice to meet you.”
“You too,” he says in a breathless wheeze.
I smile, satisfied, and head for the door. The back of my neck prickles, and I toss a look over my shoulder. With a guilty start, he tears his eyes away and resumes packing up. I head to the library for work-study, surprisingly lighter than expected after a class in what I mentally call ‘The Doom Room.’






  
  Zach – After Class
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Week 1 – Tuesday

Holy shit . I’m pretty sure Brinna caught me checking out her ass. That knowing quirk of her lips when she glanced back leaves only a glimmer of doubt. After I calculate the odds that she missed it, I restrain a miserable groan. The odds are not with me. 
I stuff the giant sextbook of humiliation into my backpack. Everyone on campus must know what I’m carrying strapped to my back. I swear the title HUMAN SEXUALITY might as well be in flashing green neon. The enormous title font could probably be seen from outer space.
For the twentieth time today, I question why I let Dr. Mendoza convince me to take this class. It’s a redundant and useless question, but my brain can’t let it alone. I replayed the conversation from the end of last term.
“What about the cultural anthropology class?” I had asked. “It’s at the same time and doesn’t have any pre-reqs. It sounds promising.”
“You must challenge yourself in new areas, Zach,” he’d said, white teeth flashing from under his thick mustache. “Anthro would be too easy for you. Time to experience outside your comfort zone.” The remnants of his Argentinian accent coat his words, something I find strangely comforting as a polyglot.
“What about a different psych class? I can do industrial psych in the spring term.”
He raised one of his fuzzy caterpillar eyebrows, but stayed silent.
My shoulders slumped in defeat. I made one last pitch. “What about something in computer engineering?”
“Zachary.” He had spoken with his typical infinite patience. “You could teach any computer courses we offer on campus. Including the graduate level. So!” Mendoza clapped his hands together. “Human sexuality or bust!”
So I’d gone to sex class and spent an agonizing seventy-five minutes in a hell designed just for me. The woman sitting next to me managed to be the best and worst part of it. Her presence next to me, not the videos, had me hard through most of the class.
My dick jerks and I scold it. She’s twenty-eight, dummy. She’s not interested in a twenty-year old.
Of course she isn’t. No one is interested in me, not like that.
“Arguing with yourself again?” I mutter, and dart toward the exit before the jocks start hassling me.
I hit the push bar on the steel door leading outside. A furnace blast of summer heat smacks me in the face. My hard-on has finally died off on the way down the stairs. I keep my thoughts centered on getting to Mendoza’s office and don’t let them drift back to Human Sexuality class. Or the light-colored freckles splashed across the peaches-and-cream skin of a certain fellow student.
“Fuck,” I whisper, and direct my brain to focus on the formulas Dr. Mendoza and I need for our research. Focusing on math worked to keep me from imagining Brinna naked during 65.5% of the class period. The other 34.5% of the time, well...
“How was class, Zach?” Mendoza asks as soon as I set my backpack on the floor.
Now is the time to tell Mendoza about Kevin and his goon friends being in the class. He’ll let me switch. Anthro, here I come!
If you switch, you won’t see Brinna again. My hand freezes in the act of zipping my backpack. Cultural Anthropology might not have a green-eyed girl whose auburn hair reminds me of a character on my favorite sci-fi show. A girl who actually talked with me, even if it was the most outrageous (and sexy, don’t forget sexy, my brain prompts) conversation I’d ever had.
One who hadn’t asked my roommate’s name, or if I could introduce them. Who called me a genius without sneering, didn’t ask me to ‘help’ her with her homework, or roll her eyes. One who had chased off three jocks and hadn’t even broken a sweat or raised her voice.
“Uh, what? Fine. What?”
Oh, smooth. Remind me why everyone thinks you’re a genius.
“Shut up,” I mutter under my breath. Mendoza frowns.
“Zach? Are you letting negative thoughts direct you?”
My cheeks warm and I barely stop myself from flinching. Mendoza isn’t a shrink, but he has known me for eight years. Not much escapes his notice.
“A little.” I smooth a hand over the wrinkles in my shirt. I still feel the imprint of Brinna’s hand on my shoulder, searing into my skin through a layer of fabric. “It was, well, it was a surprise. I mean, I knew it was going to be about s-sexuality, and I already looked through the textbook.” My skin flushes with so much heat, Mendoza might think I got a sunburn since he saw me yesterday.
“Zach, did you consume the whole textbook before classes began?” Mendoza taps his pencil against his desk.
“Not the whole book,” I say, sounding defensive.
Mendoza heaves a sigh, but I can tell he's only making his point.
“A few chapters. Just to get an idea about the course.” I unzip my backpack and pretend to search for what I need. “Did you know about the films?” The question slips out. I don’t look up, just tug my notebook free and flop down in a chair. If I’m not careful, I’ll end up in a deep discussion of everything that happened in class. My mouth goes dry and I mentally stuff the thought of it into a box and shut the lid firmly.
“Ha! Is he still showing the Masters and Johnson research tapes?”
“Yes.” I flip through pages of notes to find where we’d left off.
“Legendary.” Mendoza nudges me with his elbow.
“Lee, Kevin, and Scott are in the class.” With my bangs screening my eyes, I peek over at Mendoza to check his reaction.
Mendoza’s pencil stops drumming and he snaps upright.
“Are they going to be a problem?”
Relief sweeps through me, a cool elixir to the balmy summer day. Now it’s safe to bring up switching to Anthro. Mendoza will understand why I can’t stay in sex class.
A pair of bottle-green eyes flash in my memory. “No.” I suck in a gulp of air. “I think it’s actually going to be all right.”






  
  Brinna – Second Class
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Week 1 – Tuesday

“Brin, how was the first day?” Mom tosses her purse next to my book bag and kicks off her shoes. “How was sex class?” She whispers the last two words as if someone might overhear us and haul her away to perv jail for saying the word sex. My mom can’t even tell dirty jokes right, since she can’t bring herself to say certain four-letter words. It’s kind of sweet.
I open my mouth to tell her about the boy genius and chasing off three jocks. Instead, I stick my head further inside the open fridge and say, “Why, Kay Crenshaw! Did you just say the s-word? Shame on you.”
She titters like a sparrow.
I slide a milk carton out of the way. “Not much to say about class. It’s college.” I close the fridge door, ending my search for the last chunk of carrot cake. Mom probably took it to work and ate it for lunch.
She frowns, tiny worry lines pulling her mouth tight. “Are you sure you can manage the classes, work-study, and two part time jobs? You know I could—”
“No.” I cut her off with a firm voice. We’ve had this conversation multiple times. She doesn’t have any more money than I do. Her guilty conscience tells her that she hasn’t done enough for me and my college dream. “You’re not paying this semester.” It’s hard enough feeling like a freeloader, living in her house for the low price of totally frickin’ free. She has enough to do supporting herself on a hairdresser’s salary without adding college tuition to the burden.
Just because I’m living at home at my age doesn’t mean I have to give up taking care of myself. If I let her, she’ll reduce me to a dependent child again.
“Did you ever think you might be too independent?”
Because all I want is to finish school, get myself out of Texas, and never rely on anyone else?
“Yeah, well. That’s how you raised me, so clearly my flaws are your fault.” My mom had been a model of independence as a single mother. I want to live up to that, but for some reason, she sees it as a flaw.
We’d always joked around like this, snarky and silly, before I married Daniel. Once it had been me and Mom versus the world. Now it’s just me, struggling to keep my shit together.
The worry lines on her face deepen. “Did I make you this way, Brin? Did I make it so you can’t ever be happy with someone?”
I so don’t want to have this conversation right now.
“I wish you’d just talk to me about what happened with Dan—”
“Mom, seriously, do not bring up Daniel again.” Jesus, you have one failed marriage and you’re a complete defective. And my mom pokes at it the way a dentist probes a cavity, with sharp metal picks that scree-scree-scree across your brainpan, right into your central nervous system until you want to puke.
The only measure of happiness for my family is a yardstick made of marriage and children. When I got engaged my junior year of college, my mom had hugged me and squealed with joy, then called my aunts and cousins to tell them the good news. Growing up, she’d always said, “I hope you find someone you love to make you happy.” This was the expectation placed on me from childhood. Not to be a college graduate or a successful adult, but to be with someone and let them be responsible for my happiness. My aunts used to hint that college was a waste of my time and resources, when what I really needed was to find a man to take care of me.
I can’t shake the feeling Mom thinks I’m a failure. Maybe because I’ve never been to tell her the whole truth of my marriage. The idea of her knowing the life I lived after I left Texas gives me the cold sweats.
“I’m worried about you. Can’t I be worried about my daughter?”
“Nope.”
“Ha ha,” she says, exasperation evident in the set of her shoulders. “You need to go out more, Brinna. Not just work and school. Get some girlfriends together and go do something fun.”
Don’t lose your shit. How many times can we have the same conversation? Maybe I should keep count. The psychology of it interests me, but I stay silent.
Once upon a time, we could talk about anything. Then I divorced my monster of a husband and moved home. Just like after high school, I stayed here because I wanted to avoid a ton of student loan debt while I finished my bachelor’s degree.
Attempts to have calm conversations with my mom nowadays about specific topics frequently lead to her freaking out. I abandoned efforts last semester after she wailed, Are you saying I’m a terrible mother? during my clinical examination of why we both managed to pick crappy spouses. What I thought of as fascinating psychological interactions, she thought of as finger pointing and blame.
“I told you, my old friends have moved away or have kids and soccer games and shit. And if I’m moving after this semester, what’s the point?”
“Why don’t you—”
“I’ve got homework.” I spin on my heel and march out of the kitchen, taking the stairs up to my childhood bedroom two at a time. My mom rarely comes up here because of the mess. It offends her tidy sensibilities. A decade ago, it would have offended mine. 
Three wobbly stacks of fantasy and horror books climb the wall. One bump and they’ll tumble to the floor in an avalanche of paperbacks. Several pieces of clothing strewn around the room, or tossed over my wicker chair. The bed never made unless I just changed the sheets.
It’s the perfect retreat. I need to study, not discuss my lack of a social life.






  
  Zach – Stay Focused
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Week 1 – Thursday

On Thursday, I settle into my chair seventy-five seconds before Brinna arrives. She devastates me with a half-smile. The air ripples as she squeezes past me to reach her chair. My nose twitches. I detect sun-warmed skin and a comforting scent. It’s…warm cookies. Brinna smells like warm cookies. Snickerdoodles, maybe. Cinnamon, sugar, vanilla. All my blood rushes south. I count prime numbers until I bring my body under control. 
Dr. Bellan says, “Let’s talk about class requirements. You will complete a twenty-page research paper—” students gasp in shock “—to turn in the week before finals. You’ll do this with a partner, so choose with care.”
Right away, I’m torn. I love research. I hate depending on other people to pull their weight.
“You’ll pick a chapter in the textbook, and your paper will address a topic of interest from that chapter. I suggest you partner up and choose quickly. And since some of your cohort wimped out of this class, we’re not an even number. One of the pairs will have to be a trio. Ménage à trois, so to speak.” Several people snicker. “No partner groups can do the same chapter. First come, first served. Spend a few minutes sorting yourselves out.”
Kevin and Scott both swing their heads toward me. Lee looks hopefully toward a trio of girls across the room.
“Would you like to be my research partner?” Brinna asks.
The question surprises me so much, I struggle to respond. An unfamiliar sensation wrenches me. Is this what people mean when they say someone rocked their world?
“Unless you’d rather team up with your roommate? It might be easier, since you live together.” The words spill out of her in a rush. “Or maybe someone else in class? You won’t hurt my feelings.”
“No. I mean, yes, sure. I meant no, I don’t want to pair up with Kevin. He won’t want to do any of the work.” I click my pen. “I mean, you do want to team up, right? You don’t think I’m going to do the whole paper just because you’re pretty?”
Shit! Shut up already.
She tugs at the hem of her skirt. I follow the movement with my eyes. My gaze skates over her bare knees and down to her ankles before snapping up to catch her raising a questioning eyebrow.
“I’ll do my share,” she says, her chin inching up in defiance. “I’m going to grad school next year for counseling, in Illinois. I carry my own load.”
“I didn’t mean…I mean, I’m sure you’ll do your share. Sorry.” I trip over my tongue in my haste to apologize. Oh right, this is why I don’t make friends easily.
“Zach,” she says, taking a firm tone. “If we’re going to be partners, the first thing you need to know about me is that I appreciate candor. I like people who are honest, and don’t have to be carried, unlike those toddlers you have to deal with.” She jerks her head toward Kevin and his friends.
Scott notices and lumbers to his feet.
“Hello, Scott,” I say with resignation, as he invades my personal bubble.
“Brainiac. Let’s do chapter four, sex anatomy. I wanna see some vag. There’ll be dick pics for you.”
“Zach,” Brinna says, placing hard emphasis on my name, “has a research partner. And the visible part is the vulva, not the vagina. You might make note of that for your paper.”
I choke on thin air, covering my mouth with a fist. Brinna gently smacks her hand between my shoulder blades. I focus on her touch. She meets Scott’s bovine eyes. They glare daggers at each other.
“You’re a vulva,” Scott mumbles, and shuffles away to share his brilliance with Kevin.
“Well, I’ve been properly told off, huh?” Brinna rests her chin on her fist and regards me. I recover from my choking fit, but my eyes can’t find a safe place to land. I study the plain walls with feigned interest, searching for something clever to say.
“Is that the equivalent of calling a guy a dick?” I ask, and click my pen three times. I peek from beneath my bangs to find her staring at my hand. “Ah, sorry.” I toss the pen on the desk. “Habit.”
Brinna suggests we focus on Chapter Eight, Intimate Relationships: Sex, Love, and Attraction. I flip the pages of my book without slowing down to examine the chapter in detail.
“Yes, sure, great. Whatever you think.” I dart a look at the instructor. “Ah...”
“I’ll go.” She scribbles a note and rips the paper out of her notebook. Her ponytail sways on her march to Dr. Bellan’s desk.
The professor snatches the paper from her hand. “Chapter eight, taken.” Grumbling voices lift and three students rush toward the front to hand in their choices before they’re snatched away by another group.
She plops back into her chair and digs a tissue from her purse, blotting at a thin line of blood on her thumb.
“Paper cut,” she says, shooting a death glare at Dr. Bellan. “It’s fine. Dr. B is a blood-thirsty maniac, but we’ll be fine.” She winks. I swallow the hard knot that mushrooms in my throat. That assertive, calm way of hers mixed with a touch of amusement at the rest of the world draws me in. It eases something in my chest that I hadn’t been aware I carried. She’s inviting me to be on her team. In my other courses, peers either view me as competition or the lab partner to burden with all the heavy lifting.
“All right, turnips,” Dr. Bellan barks. “Any questions about the first two chapters? Which you should have read by now.”
People freeze in their seats, nocturnal animals caught in bright light. He shrugs and lifts his eyes to the ceiling, as if imploring the heavens to deliver him from these turnips. Remote control in hand, he points it at the video player and cheesy music blasts out. He lowers the lights.
I practice looking-not-looking at Brinna, at the film, at the other students. Ten minutes in and Brinna’s breathing hitches. My eyes find her like a compass point magnetically drawn to seek true north. She straightens her legs and crosses them at the ankle, creating a long line for my eyes to follow.
Stop staring at her legs. Stop. Don’t think about what’s between them. I need a bottle of ice water to pour on my lap at the beginning of every class.
I tried to prepare myself for today, I really did. I’d had a long pep talk with myself about concentration, focus and control. Before class, I tucked my dick carefully down the leg of my navy slacks and left my white shirttails out to provide cover for any problems that could, well, pop up.
And the longer I sit here in the dark beside Brinna, listening to her uneven breathing, the more my body and brain mock all my efforts.
Even math can’t save me now.






  
  Brinna – Study Buddy
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Week 1 – Thursday

Another clinical tape plays, presented in a straightforward way, and yet, tension brews in the room. More sex. More talking about sex. Close-ups of people’s private parts. Energy buzzes and crackles in the flickering light. People clear their throats, some gape at the screen. Chairs creak as students shift their bodies. 
I straighten in my chair and tuck my legs beneath the seat. Zach’s eyes dart to my exposed knees. The yellow glow from the projector screen converts the flush creeping up his neck into an orange blaze. So adorable. Who knew you could still find such innocence?
My brain delivers a stunning self-confession. I am ridiculously turned on. Confused, I offer a simultaneous prayer for class to last an extra hour, and for it to end right now.
Clearly there is something missing in my life. I can’t remember the last time I went on a real date. And I haven’t slept with a man in well over a year. My social life is a bare, wintery landscape, covered in snow as far as the eye can see.
The metaphorical ice wall I’ve built around my heart is at least three feet thick.
Zach’s ragged breathing reminds me I’m not alone. I spy on him from the corner of my eye. He drops his linked hands into his lap and tips his head back to examine the ceiling. Maybe he’s also praying for class to end. I like the idea we’re sending our energy in the same direction.
After the film, we complete a worksheet describing our ideal partner. I list the opposite of Daniel’s qualities and end up with: kind, honest, intelligent (but not manipulative), flexible & able to change (not uptight), loyal, good sense of humor (but not cruel), best friend.
I think this list represents too much wishing. Since we’re not turning the paper in, I’m tempted to wad it up and throw it away. Instead, I tuck it into my class notebook with my other papers, just in case.
The professor dismisses the class with the wave of a hand and a grunted, “Tuesday. Be prepared!”
I touch my fingertips to Zach’s warm forearm and he startles.
“Do you have another class after this?”
“No,” he says, after a brief hesitation.
“I have a work-study office in the library basement. If you want to come with me, we can talk about our research topic. Or maybe next Tuesday after class?”
“No!” He blows out a breath, rolling his eyes a little. “I mean, today is good. We don’t have to wait until next week.” I’ve never met a man so easily flustered, and I have to hide a grin.
Like the Pied Piper, I lead Zach along toward my little converted storage room-slash-office space in the far recesses of the library basement. I peep at him occasionally, amused that he spends the first part of the walk clutching his backpack in front of him rather than wearing it over his shoulder. What would it be like to have a body part that consistently betrays you? One that seems determined to make its presence known at the most inconvenient of times? I muse on the idea, my mind envisioning all the ways a cock might embarrass a person.
This neglected, out-of-the way office space was assigned to me last semester for my digital archiving project. My task involves collecting books or other documents the librarian or professors select, and bringing them down to my little windowless space to scan. After that, I convert the files and compile them before returning the items to be shelved. Last semester, I worked undisturbed and utterly forgotten down here. Even the janitor only came by twice during the previous semester. I choose my own hours and have my own key. There’s a small bathroom nearby. I rely on vending machines for sustenance because I refuse to visit the cafeteria where I used to eat lunch with Daniel. Unfortunately, the machines are a considerable distance away, on the opposite side of the basement. To get to my corner of the world, I have to make my way down a narrow, poorly lit hallway. 
I explain it to Zach as we walk.
“Wow,” he says, when I let him into my glorious isolated space. It’s furnished with a heavy, old-fashioned heavy teacher’s desk. A smaller computer desk, with a PC and scanner, takes up the far corner, along with a crappy office chair that should have seen the landfill years ago. Two wooden, armless classroom chairs placed next to the computer contain stacks of work to scan. I’d brought a lamp from home to provide extra light for my windowless world.
“Yeah. It’s actually not too bad. It’s quiet and no one comes down here. I like that.” I clear off the wooden student chairs and shove them over to the big desk.
“Have a seat.” I pat the empty chair, inviting Zach closer. “Maybe we should go ahead and read a bit of the chapter and see if we get any ideas.”
“All right.”
The husky note in his voice sends a shiver through me. I blame it on the cool air of the basement. Cracking open my textbook, I turn to chapter eight and Zach follows suit. Pages rustle as we flip through them, each lost to our own search.
The air shifts as he tenses up, and I use my peripheral vision to scope him out. He adjusts himself in his Dockers. My concentration snaps like a twig beneath a boot heel. Intense curiosity pulses through my system. The material is not as arousing as some of the earlier chapters, but all the same, there’s an energy, an awareness, seeping into the air between us. I can’t be alone in feeling it, can I?
My fingernails bite into my thigh. Don’t do it, Brinna. I don’t want to follow my instincts, but I can’t remember the last time curiosity had me in such a tight grip. For two years, I’ve been drifting along in a bored haze of work and school. Now this fresh-faced kid has disturbed my peace and I can’t resist.
“Hey, Zach?” I say, in a low pitched voice.
“Hmmm?” He faces me, worry lines creasing his forehead.
“I’d like for us to be friends.” Whoa, friends is kind of a strong word for you, Brinna. That voice belongs to my mom, and it’s unnecessarily sarcastic. “One thing I like in my friends is being open and honest. But also, you know, being able to count on their confidentiality. I’m a pretty private person. Except with my good friends. And I choose them carefully.” At this, I turn the full weight of my stare on him. His hazel eyes have lovely golden flecks that I hadn’t noticed in class. Now that I see them, I can’t stop staring. This guy is the opposite of the type I’ve been attracted to in the past. My eyelids flutter, and I mentally swat away the lust buzzing like a fly around my head.
“I feel like maybe you could be trustworthy. Like maybe we could talk plainly together. Especially since we seem to be faced with some rather sensitive material.” I suppress a smile. This is not a time for feral grins. “Could we be friends like that, Zach? Can I trust you?”
“Yes,” he whispers.
“Could you try not to feel embarrassed with me? Just talk about anything you want. Ask me anything you want. I’d like it if you would.”
His tongue darts out, licking dry lips. “Yes.”
“Zach...” I shouldn’t touch him without asking, but I set my hand lightly on the top of his thigh. The muscle twitches at my touch. “Are you aroused right now?”
His gaze jerks away from mine, and he stares blankly at the textbook. He licks his lips again. A slow flush creeps up his neck.
“Yes,” he says, voice cracking. He refuses to look at me, but he doesn’t pull away from my touch. His honesty is refreshing and little tendrils of warmth wrap around my chilly heart.
Don’t, Brinna. Keep your hands to yourself and leave this poor innocent guy alone before he drops dead of heart failure. Try explaining the dead body to the janitor.
“I’m an adult woman, Zach. I’ve been married, divorced. I’ve had men, and even one woman. Early college experiment.” His Adam’s apple clicks loudly when he swallows. “I’m not ashamed of anything sexual I’ve done. Anyway, I think maybe you aren’t as experienced as you might like to be? So I wondered if maybe you’d like to have someone you could talk to about it. Sex. Women. Or men. Relationships.” I squeeze his thigh and his leg stiffens. But he still doesn’t pull away and neither do I.
He screws his eyes shut, a pained expression on his face.
“Are you…making fun of me?”
“What? No! Why would you think that?”
“Girls, uh, women, don’t talk to me. They…aren’t interested in me. I’m not cute, or hot, or whatever it is they like. I’m not buff, and I’m, I’m...a nerd. Girls don’t like nerdy guys.”
“I happen to like nerds.” My thumb strokes the fabric of his pants, and I force my hand to stillness. “I’m not making fun of you. I just thought you might like the chance to benefit from my experience. If you want to say no, it’s okay. We’ll do our research paper and forget this conversation. I promise I will never bring it up or tell anyone. We’ll act like it didn’t happen.” 
“I, uh, I, yes, I would like that.”
Hiding my disappointment, I start to withdraw my hand.
“No!” His hand, damp with perspiration, flattens over the back of mine, then drops to his side. “I meant, I would like to be friends. Ones w-who talk and stuff.”
My heart beats in time with the throbbing between my legs.
“I have an idea about our research paper, too,” I say. He doesn’t blink at the change of subject. “I think we should concentrate on communication, and maybe find a focus like how studies on open communication can positively impact sexual relations. Why don’t you think about it and let me know next week, maybe come back with a couple of topic ideas to discuss. What do you think?”
“I like it,” he says, shifting his gaze around the office. Looking at anything that isn’t me, I guess. Unfortunately, it’s all boring bare cinder block. “I think it sounds like a, uhhh, good topic.”
I bend over my book and aimlessly flip through more pages, moving my pencil back and forth, not seeing words.
My hand remains on his thigh. The muscles quiver under my touch.
“Zach?” Oh hell, I’m really doing this.
“Yes?” The strained words whisper out of him.
“Will you show me your erection? Or would you rather keep this to just the research paper with a friend you can talk to openly?”
His breathing fills the room, ballooning in my ears, competing with the drumbeat of my heart.
What are you doing, Brinna? Why are you sexually harassing your classmate? He’s going to go to Dr. B or the dean and complain. Then everyone will know you’re a sex maniac. A sex maniac hitting on a young Brainiac! I barely restrain a snort of laughter. Thanks, brain. Nothing like a rhyme to defuse the tension.
He can say no, I argue with my rational brain.
Zach’s index finger traces the lettering in his textbook. “You really want that?” he asks.
“Yes.” I swallow. “But if you don’t want to, it’s okay, no pressure. Nothing happens unless you agree. Either way, still friends, I promise.”
He shoves his chair back from the desk, nearly tipping it in his haste. My hand falls away from his thigh, and I clench it into a fist on top of my bare knee. He’s going to storm out now.
“You…I…what do I do?” The ragged edge in his husky voice doesn’t sound like outrage.
“Stand up,” I say. “It’ll be more comfortable.”
He leaps to his feet, and as he stands, I glimpse the bulge in his pants.
The very impressive bulge in his pants. I barely restrain myself from licking my parted lips. My clenched fist unfolds and I wipe a damp palm on my skirt. Low heat spreads through my core.
His fingers shake, fumbling at his fly. I almost offer to help, but I want Zach to do this willingly. I clamp my mouth shut and force my face into a neutral mask.
“Should I—do you want me to take my pants off?”
“Just pull them down a little. And try not to hide it in your shirt, okay?”
Nervous laughter erupts from him before he cuts it off. His pants slip down to the middle of his thighs and he flexes his leg muscles, keeping them from falling around his ankles. His old-fashioned boxers tent out, straining to hold back the obvious burden they contain. He tucks his shirt against his stomach, and pushes his underwear down.
His enormous erection springs out, bobbing in front of my eyes, seemingly relieved to be free from its tight confines.
“Oh my god.” I forget to breathe, battling the surge of desire spinning up from my depths. I’m not sure I’ve ever seen a more impressive male specimen. The moisture between my legs intensifies. All through class and my conversation with Zach, that wetness had been a slow dripping faucet. Now it’s comparable to turning on a fire hose. I squirm in my seat.
The motion brings his eyes back to mine, an indecipherable expression on his face. I hope the hunger he sparked inside of me remains hidden to his probing gaze.
“You have a beautiful penis, Zach.” The honest blurted confession echoes in the little room. I think he might laugh, but he remains silent. His gaze fixes on a distant spot over my head. A statue carved from marble by an Ancient Grecian artist could not have been more perfect.
The engorged head is smooth and a thick drop of precum dribbles from the tip. Prominent veins run along both sides of his shaft. Zach has to be at least nine inches fully erect. His cock is long and thick, with a broad head. His balls hang heavily below his rod, with only a light scattering of pubic hair visible on them. The musk of arousal flirts with my nostrils.
“Can I touch it?” I ask, breathless. His cock twitches in response. Perfection.
“Y-yes.”
I’m not exaggerating. His cock is beautiful, and I revel in him. Trailing my fingertips over the silky skin of the head draws a choked moan from Zach. More precum oozes out. I smear it over the glans and around the crown with my thumb. When I grasp the upper shaft with a firm hand, my fingertips barely touch together around his girth. His breathing becomes heavier. I stroke him slowly, down to the base and up again.
“Brinna, I—”
His balls contract and his cock spasms. My eyes pop open so wide I think they might roll right out of my head.
With a harsh cry, he orgasms. Mesmerized, I gape as a thick, ropey jet of cum shoots out of the tip, all the way over my shoulder, splattering the floor behind me. A second pulse splashes warm liquid across my bare leg, and a third, not as powerful, lands onto Zach’s shirt. A fourth and final pulse drools over the tip and drips over my closed fist. His hands clench the back of the chair and his eyes screw tightly closed. Harsh gasps escape his lips. I stroke his rigid shaft, causing another deep moan to tear loose from his throat. The cum makes a slippery ride for my busy hand.
His eyelids snap open and a storm of humiliation spreads over his face. He jerks away from me, flames creeping up his neck and into his cheeks. With clumsy hands, he stuffs his half-hard cock back into his pants.
“I-I’m sorry, I’m so sorry, I’ll go, I’ll just go.” His voice warbles on the verge of tears. The shame and vulnerability he projects chips a thin crack into the ice wall around my heart.
“Zach.” I leap from my chair and reach my dry hand for his shoulder, rushing to comfort him. “Stop. Stop for a minute.”
“I’m going.” Anger touches his voice. “I didn’t mean—I’ll clean it up. Just don’t look at me.”
“Zach,” I say, in a voice that sounds suspiciously like begging. “Please sit down. It’s fine. It’s my fault, I shouldn’t have pushed you. Please don’t go.” I grasp his upper arm and he stills, though he refuses to look at me. “I wanted—I liked it.” All right, that was putting it lightly. “We said we’d be honest, remember?” I squeeze his arm. “Let me get some towels from the bathroom and we’ll clean up. But please stay. Wait for me and we’ll talk. Promise you’ll stay?”
“Yes. Fine.” The clipped words escape before his jaw clenches tight.
Reminding him I’ll be right back, I skip out to go to the small restroom to get paper towels.
Concerned he might slip out while I’m gone, I hurry back. He stands rooted where I left him.
Zach snatches the wad of wet paper towels from my hand, not meeting my eyes, so I let him clean himself up while I take care of the floor.
He stops fussing with his clothing and tosses the soiled paper towels in the small trash can. I tug his semi-resistant form back to his chair. Zach rests his folded arms on my desk and buries his face in them. Without speaking, I rub his shoulders until some of the tension drains from his back.
“Zach,” I say, as gently as I can manage, “I know you didn’t want that to happen, not like that, but I promised to be honest with you. That was one of the hottest things I’ve ever experienced. Thank you.”
Under my hand, his shoulders surge as he inhales a deep breath, then another, staying silent.
“Have you ever had a girlfriend?” I ask.
He snorts. “No.”
“Have you ever had sex?”
“Kind of?” His muffled words rush out. “Not really. There was a girl during my sophomore year. I was at a party. I didn’t really want to be there, but my advisor said I should try to be more social. She took me to her dorm room. We kissed a little. It…I don’t know. She had me put on a condom. It was uncomfortable.”
“It was probably too tight. I mean, you really need to get the ones made for men like you.” Somehow I’m not surprised by how little he knows. Sex education lacks a lot in this country.
“Like me?”
“Big. Big like you are.” I resist the urge to laugh. “You do know you’re really big compared to most men, right?”
“I guess?” he says. “That’s what the girl told me. But she also said I didn’t know what I was doing. I got nervous. More nervous, I guess. I—I lost my erection. She told me to get out, so I did.” Another huge sigh. “So, yes, Brinna, I’m a virgin, all right?”
I let a minute tick by, then say, “I’ve been thinking about something since we met. Do you know what women like best about men?”
“No,” he replies, slightly petulant. “I told you I’ve never had a girlfriend. Or even been on a date.” A desolate laugh follows the admission.
I plow ahead, not letting his admission slow me down. Fuck, this dude is oddly sexy for a virgin. “Confidence. Confident men are sexy. They carry themselves differently. Confidence, but not arrogance. You’re a smart guy, Zach. Smart is sexy, too. And whether you know it or not, you have what we women call a hell of a package. What you don’t have is confidence.”
“I’m not good-looking.”
“Don't underestimate yourself. I think you’re cute. You’re nice. And nice guys don’t have to finish last.” I don’t add how much his innocence and honesty turns me on, how his wide-eyed expressions spark little flames of joy. Mostly because I don’t understand it myself.
He peers up, distrust written across his features.
“That’s easy for you to say, Brinna. You’re not a guy. You’re not me.” He shoves the chair back and reaches for his book. “I have to go. I’m late for a meeting with my advisor.”
“Oh.” Tell him you’re sorry you’re a horny bitch that can’t control herself, Daniel’s voice sneers in my head. “I’ll see you Tuesday, okay?”
“Sure. Tuesday.” He slings his backpack onto one shoulder. “Bye.”
He flees the basement like a demon chases him. Maybe the demons are in his own head, like mine.
You can’t control yourself, can you, Brinna? My ex-husband’s voice whispers in my head. Maybe you should get treatment for your sex addiction.
I’d heard those words countless times over the last several years, sometimes in person, sometimes a mere echo in my thoughts. After we’d married, my husband’s minimal sex drive had gone as extinct as a T-rex, and somehow that translated into me being an abnormal, sex-crazed maniac.
I squeeze my eyelids shut. “Fuck off, Daniel.”






  
  Zach – Steady, Buddy
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Week 1 – Friday

“Hey bud, how was the first week of school?” Grandpa Phil asks during our weekly Friday evening call. 
I fidget in my seat. If he could see me, he’d know right away I’m discombobulated.
My office chair protests my jittery movements with a vibrant squeak! I add a note to my mental list to check the steel spring under the seat. Stupid piece of crap. If it’s so ergonomic, why am I so uncomfortable?
“Uh, great. Fine.”
We’ll be fine, Brinna whispers in my warped brain. My shoulders tingle with the ghost-memory of her touch.
“You don’t sound too steady there, Zach.”
Damn. My grandpa knows me too well. He’s raised me since I was a toddler, my parents too busy to be bothered. Every hitch in my voice, every insufficient response, every shrug of the shoulders, he always seems to know my thoughts. Maybe mindreading is something you develop when you get old. At eighty, he’s the oldest person I know. I make a mental note to look into the possibilities. Telepathy would be cool, if improbable. If I could use it on other people, anyway. It’s less cool when your grandpa uses it against you.
“It’s fine, I just have that one weird class.”
“Oh right, the sex class. How was it?” I flinch at Grandpa’s enthusiasm. He had been no help at all when Mendoza proposed this madness. “Did you learn everything there is to know?”
A broken sigh rips out of me. I rest my forehead on the cool laminate of my desk. The image of Brinna’s slender fingers wrapped around my hard-on pops into my head. I slam the door shut on it. I cannot get an erection while I’m chatting with Grandpa. It’s just wrong.
“I missed my Directed Studies lab with Mendoza on Thursday.” The confession trips off my tongue.
Grandpa sucks in a shocked breath. “You never miss classes. Are you sick?”
A pang of guilt shoots through me at the concern in his voice. Maybe I am sick, because I hadn’t hesitated to whip out—
I cut the thought off with ruthless focus. “No, Grandpa. It’s all good. It’s just, well, there’s this gi—er, woman. In the class. That class.”
“Oooohhhh. Not a girl, a woman.”
“It’s not like that. We’re doing an assigned project together. That’s all.” Heat creeps up my neck. No one’s here to share my embarrassment. A lie of omission is still a lie, but what if it’s worth a lie to preserve the last of my dignity by avoiding the details? My feverish brain offers up the memory of Brinna’s breathless request to touch me, and her dazed expression when she wrapped her hand—
“What’s she like?”
Like being caught in a tornado. She’d turned me inside and out, physically and mentally. My mind is a total mess since I
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Human Sexuality — Fall 1999, Tues & Thurs

Instructor

Course Overview

Dr. Jay Bellan  Tn this course, you will be introduced to the stages of the human sesual response including:
attraction, desire, arousal, and orgasm. You will leam psychological. evolutionary. and
‘physiological perspectives. You will have an overall view of human sexual function. We will

Phone examine multiple theories on human sexuality. You will study sexual dysfunctions and
treatments. You will become familiar with human anatomy, sexual dysfunction and treatment

X233

Office Location

‘modalities, and leam how humans communicate sexual attraction. You will study human sexual
attraction, intimacy, and love, as well as varied relationships

‘Human sexual lifespan development will be studied from birth to death.

Haskell Building

Required Text

Office HOUrs  gy/6ring Himan Sexuality, Melanie Mayer. 2% ed. S&E Press, 1095,

Monday 1-3pm

Wed 7.0am  Course Materials
Thus 3-6pm  * We Will view a variety of educational ilms over the semester. NO! You may not check the
” films out from the library. They can only be viewed IN the classroom If you miss a day.
‘you missed out on information that could be on the exams. There will be an occasional pop
quiz after the day’s video(s). 5o stay awake, tumnips!

« Each chapter contains a short Investigation assignment, usually a series of questions and a
short essay question. Complete these as assigned. You will complete communication
surveys in class.

Course Schedule

Week Chapter Assignments
Week 1- Aug17, 19 Theory of Human Sexuality Videos, Survey
Week 2 - Aug 24,26 Research: Methods & Ethics Videos, Quiz

Week 3 - Aug31, Sep2

‘Human Anatomy: Female

Videos, Ch 3 Tnvestigation

Week4-Sep7.9
Week 5 - Sep 14, 16
Week 6 - Sep 21,23
Week 7 - Sep 28,30
Week 8- Oct 5,7

‘Human Anatomy: Male & Intersex.
Orientation & Gender Constructs
‘Human Sexual Response

Tntimacy: Attraction, Sex, Love
Lifespan, MIDTERM Thursday

Video, Ch 4 Tnvestigation
Video, Ch 5 Tnvestigation
Video, Ch 6 Tnvestigation
Video, Ch 8 Tavestigation
Ch 7 Lecture, MIDTERM
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Week 9-Oct 12, 14 NO CLASS - Fall Break  No Class - Holiday & Fall

Break
Week 10 Oct 19,21 " Sexual Behaviors & Paraphilias " Video, Ch 9 Investigation
Week 11 - 0ct 26,28 Sexual Education FALL BREAK! No Class Thurs
210
Week 12-Nov2, 4 Sexual Education (cont) & Safe Sex. Video, Clinician Visit, Ch 10 &
Practices, Sexual Dysfuction 11 Iovestigation
Week 13- Nov 9 Sex Therapy & Therapists Video, Ch 12 Investigation
Week 14-Nov 16, 18 Sex Laws, Sex Crimes: Sex in Western Video, Ch 13 Investigation
Culture
Week 15 -Nov 23 Sex in other culfures NO CLASS THUR - Holiday
Break
Week16-Nov30,Dec2  TURNIN YOURPAPER THURSDAY  FINAL PAPER DUE DEC2
Week 17, Dec 7 FINAL EXAM! Tues, Dec 7, 1-3pm

Homework Policy

‘You cannot make up pop quizzes. You will receive a ZERO for that day. Al assignments are due by COB
Thursday unless otherwise noted. Excuses not accepted

ADVISORY:

‘This course contains adult content and is not for students below 18 years of age. Conduct of students should
reflect the values of this institution and not whatever kindergarten class sent you forth into the university, this
includes gigeling inappropriately!

Sexuality is a highty personal topic. We wil be discussing issues related to sexual orientation, gender, gender
identity, biology. anatomy, sexual attraction, sexual crimes and legislation, the conflict between sexes and

sex/gender roles. Discussions will include scientific and theoretical information findings on gender issues,
theories, cultural and social issues related to gender and sexuality.

f you find these topics too difficult to discuss in a rational and adult manner. it is recommended that you do not
continue in this course.

See back page for additional policies the university requires me inform you about in detail





