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Book Description:

Zack and Allison are two students who meet in a human sexuality class. Their teacher gives them a provocative assignment for extra credit—the students are expected to make random phone calls and ask strangers about their love and sex lives. 

As they conduct their interviews, their bond deepens. They find themselves discussing their own thoughts and feelings about love, relationships, and intimacy. Sharing their personal stories and vulnerabilities becomes an integral part of the project, and they discover an emotional connection that goes beyond friendship.
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Chapter One
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My name is Zack Stevens and I’d like to tell you all about the two beautiful young women I fell in love with and which one I married.

I was a senior at Chapman University in Orange, California, and a struggling psychology major living in my old bedroom at my parents’ house after my wife kicked me out of our apartment. She had told me that she wanted a divorce after seeing me talking to a pretty young lady in our apartment complex’s communal jacuzzi. That night, the hot tub lady my wife was so jealous of was wearing a skimpy bikini. The bikini top was crocheted in a very loose weave and left little to the imagination. She looked hot, I gotta admit.

I wasn’t the only guy who was with her in the jacuzzi that night gawking at her. There were two other horny bastards there with me. They couldn’t keep their eyes off her either. I never did get a chance to have sex with this attractive hot tub lady. I would have liked to—believe you me—but I had a feeling that she was way out of my league. I was barely scraping by working at the Santa Ana Public Library and making minimum wage.

My wife divorced me after we’d been married for only one year. I guess we were both too young and immature to make our marriage last as long-term as we both had hoped it would when we got married at Saint Cecilia’s Catholic Church in Tustin. She had gone to a grammar school that was on the same property as the church. She went to Mass every Sunday, and I dutifully came with her, even though I’m agnostic. I never got much out of it. I enjoyed the music at Mass more than anything else.

After my divorce, I stopped working because my parents wanted me to get a good education and go far in my life, so they let me stay at their house without having to pay for room and board. I concentrated on school and my goal was to get my bachelor’s degree as soon as possible. I wanted to go back to work after I graduated and eventually make enough money to go to London. I’d always admired England’s rich cultural heritage and wanted to visit London’s art museums, see some musicals, go to retro bookstores on Charing Cross Road, and maybe meet a cute British young lady and take her out for afternoon tea at Harrod’s. 

I loved working with my coworkers at the library. Most of them were well-educated. We used to have really fun parties on Saturday nights and one year I invited everyone I worked with over to my apartment for a 1960s party.

Before the party, I had planned on having two contests, each with prizes to give away. There was a best-dressed contest and a Name That Tune contest that everyone seemed to enjoy. Beforehand, I had searched Google for the lyrics of popular tunes from the ‘60s and had printed out some of their lyrics for the Name That Tune contest. I went all out buying items for the '60s party: I purchased a CD of '60s songs, a tie-dyed plastic tablecloth, and psychedelic-patterned paper plates, cups, and napkins. For prizes, I bought a cool lava lamp to give away, a CD of '60s music, and a sand candle.

I even bought a pricy cardboard cutout of a large VW van that had a dashboard window that I could cut out so that my guests could pose behind it and get their pictures taken. It was a big hit with the partygoers. We danced to music from the ‘60s and I got a chance to dance with one of my pretty young coworkers. She’d had too much to drink that night and was a little tipsy. She told me that I was very good-looking and that she’d always had a crush on me. We slow danced to Unchained Melody by the Righteous Brothers and in the middle of our dancing, she put her arms around my neck and gave me a French kiss. It was my lucky night! I scored big time, I told myself.
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After the spring semester was over at my college, I tried to decide which classes I wanted to take for the summer session. I was feeling pretty burnt out with school by that time and was looking forward to graduating and going back to work. I wanted to take an easy class and had heard from other students about an easy, sexy, and fun class called Human Sexuality. I heard that the teacher gave her students extra credit if they were willing to participate in some of her extra-curricular assignments. I thought that this class would be an easy “A” and I could focus on the psychology classes that I needed to take so that I could graduate.

The Human Sexuality class was in a large auditorium, and before the first day of class started, there were a lot of students waiting in line for the class doors to open.

I walked to the end of the line and once I entered the classroom, it was standing-room-only, and I wondered if I was ever going to find a seat. I finally found one in the last row. After waiting for five minutes, the teacher, a lady in her 40s, came to the podium on the stage and speaking into a microphone, introduced herself.  She talked briefly about what we could expect from the class and passed out syllabuses so we could get an idea of what our assignments would be.

The teacher had some interesting ideas for class participation exercises and on this first day of class, she asked if any of us wanted to have a massage. Sure, I thought and eagerly raised my hand, along with most of the other students in the auditorium. Because I was in the back row, I realized that I didn’t stand a chance of being seen by the teacher with my hand raised and she picked two other lucky participants. The guy was well-built and looked like a football player and the young woman looked like a model or a cheerleader. Both were very good-looking, and I wished I could be in his shoes and be able to give her a massage.

“What are your names?” my teacher asked them. 

The young woman said she was Allison. 

The male student’s name was Jason. 

“Now, Allison,” my teacher told the young woman, “I want you to lie in the aisle on your back.”

“Ah, okay,” Allison shyly answered.

“Now, Jason,” my teacher said, “Sit behind Allison and stroke her hair.” 

“Sure.” He acted eager and up for anything.

Allison had her hair in a ponytail and took off a rubber band that was holding her hair in place. Then, she separated her long blonde hair so he could massage her scalp more easily, as the teacher had directed him to. 

Then, my teacher told Jason to massage Allison’s shoulders. What a lucky guy he is, I said to myself.

I was dying to find out what my teacher would ask this young couple to do next. I couldn’t believe it when she asked Allison if she had a bra on. 

Allison looked confused and answered that she was wearing one.

The teacher told her to take off her blouse. Allison hesitantly unbuttoned her blouse and took it off. She was wearing a pink bra that looked like she’d bought it at Victoria’s Secret.

I could hear a collective gasp rising from the crowd of students. This scene was getting more and more interesting, and I was dying to hear what the teacher would have the couple do next. I must admit that I was starting to get aroused, and I hoped that the students sitting on either side of me wouldn’t notice.

The class was starting to feel like I was watching a porno movie and I liked it very much, to say the least.

At that point, the teacher told these two students that they could go back to their seats. I couldn’t help but be disappointed that I didn’t see them go further and racier in this class exercise. 

When the couple was seated, my teacher told the class that she was very pleased that these two students trusted her enough to be willing to participate in this exercise. She also complimented Allison for her openness in letting a young man give her a massage.

Then, she told us about the famous Kinsey Report and how it collected information about peoples’ sex lives that helped researchers.

What an interesting class, I thought. As it went on through the semester, the teacher gave out an assignment that we students would get extra credit for if we were willing to do it. It sounded easy enough and I volunteered, along with several other students. 

She passed out papers that had twenty questions and lists of telephone numbers on them. Our job was to make cold calls to the phone numbers on the lists and ask whoever answered the phone if they would be willing to participate in the confidential survey. I thought that some of the questions on the lists seemed straightforward enough. The first thing we were supposed to say to whoever picked up the phone was to tell them that we went to school at Chapman University and the teacher gave us a class assignment to interview some people over the telephone.

My first thought was that it would be difficult to find people who had the time and trust to answer the interview questions. I didn’t think I would have been willing to do so.

Before asking the questions, we had to say to the interview participants that we would respect their privacy and wouldn’t ask for their names or addresses. After saying that, we hoped that they would trust us and be willing to answer our questions.

The first questions were innocent enough. They were basic questions about the person’s marital status, age, eye color, weight, place
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