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Book 1: Unexpected Roommate
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The car ride had been mostly silent for the last hour. My dad kept his eyes on the road while Mom flipped through the orientation packet for the fifth time, as if she might discover some hidden rule about visiting hours that would make the goodbye easier.

"Here we are," Dad announced, pulling into the Westridge State University visitor lot. "Wilson Hall should be just up that path."

I grabbed my backpack, suddenly feeling the weight of this moment. Eighteen years of being Jason Mitchell, Portland's star swimmer and high school valedictorian, were about to give way to... whoever I was going to become here.

"You've got everything?" Mom asked, her voice catching slightly.

"Yes, Mom. And if I don't, the campus store is right there." I pointed to the modern glass building with "Wolf Commons" emblazoned across the entrance.

We unloaded the car in efficient silence. Dad grabbed my two large suitcases while I shouldered my laptop bag and swimming gear. Mom insisted on carrying the box with my bedding, though it was awkwardly large in her arms.

Wilson Hall was newer than the brick buildings dominating the main quad, with wide hallways and large windows. The elevator ride to the third floor felt like ascending into my new life. Room 307 was halfway down the corridor, its door propped open with a small wooden wedge.

"Looks like your roommate hasn't arrived yet," Dad observed as we stepped inside.

The room was larger than I'd expected—a "super single" according to the housing email. Two beds on opposite walls, two desks beneath a large window overlooking the quad, two closets, and surprisingly, a private bathroom. A small kitchenette area with a mini-fridge and microwave completed the space.

"Left or right side?" Mom asked, already knowing my answer.

"Left," I replied, setting my bags down. The left side was closer to the bathroom and had better desk lighting—I'd assessed this within seconds of entering.

The goodbye was brief but tight. Mom hugged me a beat too long, and Dad's handshake turned into an unexpected embrace.

"Call us tonight, just to check in," Mom said, not quite a question.

"I will," I promised, walking them to the door. "Love you both."

And then they were gone, their footsteps fading down the hallway, leaving me alone in Room 307.

I turned to my new space, a blank canvas waiting for my precise touch. Unpacking was methodical, almost meditative. Clothes were folded—t-shirts in one drawer, arranged by color; jeans and shorts in another; underwear and socks each in their own compartment. Swimming gear went into a special mesh bag hung inside the closet where it could dry properly.

My navy blue comforter snapped crisply as I unfurled it across the mattress, smoothing every wrinkle before tucking the corners with hospital-corner precision. Two pillows in matching cases were positioned against the wall, angled at exactly the same degree.

The desk came next. Laptop centered, notebook stack to the right organized by subject, pens in a holder to the left. I arranged my swimming trophies along the back edge of the desk—not prominently displayed, but not hidden either. A small framed photo of my family went beside them, and a simple desk plant completed the arrangement.

I'd been arranging my desk for nearly an hour when the door swung open. I turned, expecting to see a parent helping their son move in—my roommate, presumably Alexander Winters according to the housing email.

Instead, a striking blonde stepped through the doorway, dragging a large purple suitcase behind her. She wore high-waisted black jeans and a cropped white top that revealed a sliver of midriff. Her platinum hair was styled in an undercut, longer on top and one side, the other buzzed close to her scalp. When she looked up, ice-blue eyes locked with mine.

"Hey there," she said, her voice melodic but confident. "You must be Jason."

I stood frozen, my brain struggling to process what was happening. This wasn't Alexander. This was...

"I'm Alexandria Winters. Alex for short." She dropped her backpack on the empty bed and extended her hand. "Looks like we're roommates."

I shook her hand mechanically, trying not to notice how soft her skin felt against mine. "There must be some mistake. I was told my roommate would be—"

"A guy named Alex?" She laughed, the sound bright and untroubled. "Yeah, housing does this all the time. Sees 'Alex' on the form and makes assumptions." She glanced around the room, nodding appreciatively. "This is nice though. Way bigger than I expected."

I couldn't stop staring. It wasn't just that she was beautiful—though she undeniably was—it was the casual confidence that radiated from her. She moved through the space like she already owned it, trailing her fingers along the windowsill.

"But this is..." I gestured vaguely between us. "I mean, they don't usually assign coed rooms."

Alex shrugged, unzipping her suitcase. "It's a coed floor. Must've been a computer glitch. We can talk to housing on Monday if you're uncomfortable." She looked up at me, one eyebrow raised slightly. "Are you uncomfortable, Jason?"

The way she said my name sent an unexpected jolt through me. I swallowed hard.

"No, I just... wasn't expecting..."

"A girl?" She smiled, pulling out a stack of clothes.

I wasn't sure what she meant by that, but I felt heat rising to my cheeks. "I don't have a problem with it. I was just surprised."

"Good," she said, turning to assess her side of the room. "Because I really don't feel like moving all my shit again. Plus, this bathroom is amazing for a dorm."

I nodded, suddenly very aware of how we'd be sharing that small bathroom. How our routines would intertwine. How I'd see her coming out of the shower, wrapped in a towel, water droplets still clinging to her skin...

I forced the thought away, turning back to my desk. "Left side okay with you? I already set up."

"Right side's perfect," Alex replied, already draping a string of lights above her bed. "I like being by the window anyway. Better light for makeup."

I couldn't help but watch her from the corner of my eye as she began unpacking, her movements fluid and purposeful. Something about her presence had immediately transformed the energy of the room, filling it with a vibrant tension I couldn't name.

And despite my best efforts, I couldn't ignore the unwelcome flutter in my stomach whenever she glanced my way.

I tried to focus on organizing my desk supplies while Alex unpacked, but my attention kept drifting to her side of the room. She transformed the space with efficiency, yet nothing about her approach resembled my methodical system.

Where I had aligned everything at right angles, Alex created what could only be described as organized chaos. She pulled vibrant clothing from her suitcase, arranging them in her closet by color rather than type—a rainbow gradient of fabrics that spilled from hangers and drawers. 

"I'm a bit of a slob with most things," she admitted, catching my glance. "But my clothes? Those get the royal treatment." She ran her fingers lovingly across a silky emerald blouse before hanging it precisely.

Next came her desk setup, which made my minimalist arrangement look sterile by comparison. She placed a collection of psychology textbooks—Human Sexuality, Gender Theory, Cognitive Behavioral Approaches—in a haphazard stack, then surrounded them with makeup palettes, art supplies, and a small potted succulent.

"Psych major?" I asked, trying to sound casual.

"Mmhmm," she hummed, stretching to hang string lights above her bed. The movement exposed more of her midriff, and I quickly averted my eyes. "You?"

"Undecided. Probably Business or Econ."

Alex snorted. "Of course you are." Before I could ask what she meant, she was unfurling posters—abstract art prints with splashes of color that somehow complemented the subtle pride flag she'd tucked into the corner of her bulletin board.

As she reached up to secure a print, I noticed a small geometric tattoo behind her right ear—a delicate arrangement of triangles forming what might have been a constellation. The discovery felt oddly intimate, like I'd glimpsed something private.

"Take a picture, it'll last longer," she said without turning around.

Heat rushed to my face. "Sorry, I wasn't—"

"Relax, Jason." She glanced over her shoulder with a slight smile. "I'm just fucking with you."

There was something magnetic about the way she moved—a fluid confidence that suggested she knew exactly who she was and didn't give a damn what anyone thought about it. Each item she unpacked seemed to carry a story, from the small collection of crystals she arranged on her windowsill to the worn journal she placed carefully in her desk drawer.

"You're very... organized," she observed, nodding toward my side of the room.

"And you're very..."

"Chaotic?" She grinned. "Yeah, I get that a lot. But there's a system to my madness, I promise."

I couldn't see any system whatsoever, but the contrast between our spaces was strangely appealing—like two puzzle pieces that shouldn't fit together but somehow did.

When she bent to plug in her string lights, I caught myself staring at the curve of her ass in those high-waisted jeans. She straightened up suddenly, catching my gaze in the reflection of her compact mirror. Her lips curled into a knowing smirk that sent a jolt straight through my core.

I cleared my throat and turned back to my desk, pretending to rearrange my already perfectly aligned notebooks. "We should probably figure out some ground rules," I said, desperate to establish some semblance of normalcy. "You know, bathroom schedule, quiet hours, that kind of thing."

"Sure," Alex replied, plugging in her phone charger. "I'm pretty flexible."

The word 'flexible' conjured images I immediately tried to banish from my mind.

"I usually shower in the mornings," I offered. "Around six. I like to swim before classes."

Alex groaned dramatically, falling back onto her unmade bed. "Six? In the morning? Voluntarily? That should be illegal." She propped herself up on her elbows, those icy blue eyes studying me. "I'm more of a night owl. Late showers, sometimes past midnight."

The thought of her showering while I tried to sleep just a few feet away made my mouth go dry.

"That works," I managed. "What about quiet hours?"

"I use headphones when I'm up late," she said, reaching into her backpack to pull out expensive-looking wireless headphones. "And I promise not to bring people back here without giving you a heads-up first." She paused, a mischievous glint in her eye. "Same goes for you, right?"

"I'm not really the... bringing people back type," I admitted, immediately regretting how lame it sounded.

Alex laughed, but it wasn't cruel. "Give it time, Jason Mitchell. College has a way of changing people."

"How did you know my last name?"

She rolled her eyes. "It's on the door tag, genius. Room 307: Jason Mitchell and Alexandria Winters."

"Right." I felt increasingly off-balance around her. "So, uh, you're from...?"

"Seattle," she supplied, now hanging up what appeared to be a silk robe. "Born and raised in the rainy city. You?"

"Portland."

"Ah, so we're both Pacific Northwest kids. No wonder you're so..." she gestured vaguely at my entire setup, "...orderly."

I wasn't sure what being from Portland had to do with being organized, but I let it slide. "Psychology, huh? That's interesting."

"It is when you actually study it," she replied with a wink. "I'm particularly interested in human sexuality."

I swallowed hard. "Cool."

Alex studied me for a moment, head tilted. "You don't share much, do you?"

"What do you want to know?" I asked, suddenly defensive.

"Nothing you don't want to tell me." She shrugged, turning back to her unpacking. "We've got all year to figure each other out."

The casual way she said it sent an involuntary shiver down my spine.

We fell into silence as we continued organizing our respective sides. I was painfully aware of her every movement: the soft humming under her breath as she arranged her makeup, the scent of her perfume gradually filling our shared space, the way she'd occasionally glance over at me when she thought I wasn't looking.

I'd never been so conscious of another person's presence before. It was like every cell in my body had developed a radar system specifically calibrated to Alexandria Winters.

"Bathroom's all yours if you need it," she said suddenly, breaking the silence.

I glanced at my watch—nearly time for freshman orientation. I'd meticulously planned to arrive fifteen minutes early, which meant leaving in exactly seven minutes.

"I'm gonna grab a quick shower before the orientation thing," I said, gathering my toiletries.

"Oh shit, is that today?" Alex looked up from arranging her makeup collection. "What time?"

"Two o'clock. Mandatory for all freshmen."

She nodded, checking her phone. "Plenty of time. Hey, before I forget—there's this party happening Friday on Frat Row. First weekend freshman thing. You should come."

I paused, my shower caddy dangling from my hand. Parties weren't exactly my scene in high school. I'd gone to a few after swim meets, but mostly I'd focused on maintaining my GPA and training schedule.

"Not really my thing," I said automatically.

Alex rolled her eyes. "Let me guess—you were the valedictorian who went to bed at nine on weekends?"

I felt heat rise to my face. "Ten, actually."

She laughed, the sound bright and genuine. "Look, it's not a date or anything. Just a group of freshman hanging out, getting to mingle. Plus, these first-week parties are the best—everyone's still trying to impress each other, so the booze is top-shelf and people are on their best behavior."

Something about the way she clarified it wasn't a date made my stomach tighten. Of course it wasn't a date. We'd just met. We were roommates. She was a girl and I was...

I was overthinking this.

"Where exactly?" I asked, surprising myself with how readily I was considering it.

"Big Victorian house on University Drive. Can't miss it—it'll be the one with drunk freshmen spilling onto the lawn." She grinned, turning back to her makeup arrangement. "You should head over around ten. That's when things get good."

Ten o'clock. The time I'd normally be reviewing my notes for the next day's classes or calling my parents before bed. Instead, I'd be walking to a party because of this magnetic blonde who'd completely disrupted my carefully ordered plans.

"Sure," I heard myself say. "Sounds fun."

Alex looked up, genuine surprise crossing her features before settling into a pleased smile. "Well, look at you, breaking curfew on his first weekend." She winked. "There might be hope for you yet."

As I headed to the bathroom, I couldn't help but wonder what I'd just agreed to. More concerning was how quickly I'd said yes—not because the party sounded appealing, but because Alex had asked.

I grabbed my shower caddy and towel, about to head into the bathroom when a thought struck me.

"Hey, I just realized—we might have some classes together. What's your schedule like?"

Alex glanced up from her makeup organization project, a small smile playing at her lips. "Eager to see more of me already, Mitchell?"

The teasing note in her voice made my ears burn. "Just trying to figure out if I'll know anyone in my classes."

"Let's see..." She pulled out her phone, scrolling through what I assumed was her schedule. "I've got mostly psych courses, a writing seminar, and..." She paused, looking up at me. "History of Gender and Sexuality with Professor Nakamura? Tuesdays and Thursdays at eleven?"

"Professor Nakamura? Yeah, actually, I'm in that one." I couldn't help the small surge of excitement at the prospect of a familiar face in class. "It fulfilled a humanities requirement."

"Holy shit, really?" Alex's face lit up with genuine enthusiasm. "That's perfect! Nakamura's supposed to be amazing—a total badass in her field. Plus, the course material..." She wiggled her eyebrows suggestively. "Let's just say it aligns with my interests."

Something about her expression made my stomach flip. The thought of sitting next to her while discussing the history of sexuality suddenly seemed both appealing and terrifying.

"It was the only history class that fit my schedule," I explained lamely, though that wasn't entirely true. I'd been intrigued by the course description, even if I wouldn't admit it.

"Well, now you have someone to study with," she said, checking the time on her phone. "Shit—I need to run. Promised I'd meet a friend before orientation." She grabbed her purse and headed for the door. "Don't be late, roomie. I hear they take attendance."

Alex breezed out of the room to head toward the quad with a casual "Later, roomie," leaving me alone with my thoughts and the lingering scent of her perfume. I sank onto my bed, running my hand through my dark hair, trying to make sense of the unexpected turn my first day at college had taken.

The room felt different now—smaller, more intimate, charged with an energy that hadn't been there when I'd unpacked alone. My gaze drifted to her side: the colorful chaos of her clothes visible through the partially open closet door, the string lights casting a warm glow, the unmade bed with sheets haphazardly thrown across it.

"Fuck," I muttered under my breath, standing abruptly and moving to my desk.

I began reorganizing my already perfectly organized supplies, aligning my pens at precisely the same angle, adjusting my laptop so it sat exactly parallel to the desk edge. My fingers trembled slightly, betraying the calm I was trying to project even to myself.

How the hell was I supposed to live like this for an entire year? Sharing a bathroom, existing in this confined space with someone so... magnetic. I'd had female friends in high school, of course, but this felt different. Alex was different.

I picked up my planner and flipped through it, as if the carefully color-coded schedule could somehow restore order to my suddenly chaotic thoughts. Monday: Economics 101, 9 AM. Tuesday: Business Statistics, 8 AM. Everything mapped out, everything predictable—except for the platinum-haired wildcard now occupying the other half of my room.

The memory of her knowing smirk when she caught me looking at her made heat rise to my face. I wasn't used to being so transparent, so easily read. I prided myself on self-control, on discipline—the same qualities that had made me a successful swimmer and student.

I glanced at the door to our shared bathroom, imagining the awkward dance we'd perform each morning and night, carefully avoiding each other's personal space while being hyperaware of every movement. Would she wear just a towel walking back to her side after showering? Would I hear her singing to herself as she applied her makeup?

"This is ridiculous," I told myself firmly, adjusting my desk lamp for the third time. "She's just a roommate. A temporary living arrangement."

But even as I thought it, I knew it wasn't true. There was something about Alexandria Winters that had gotten under my skin in the span of a single hour. Something that made me agree to a party I would normally avoid. Something that made me acutely aware of my own body in a way I hadn't experienced before.

I picked up my phone, briefly considering texting the housing office about the mix-up, but I set it down again without unlocking it. The thought of requesting a room change after just meeting her felt like an overreaction—and honestly, a part of me didn't want to.

* * *

[image: ]


THE VICTORIAN HOUSE on Frat Row pulsed with energy as I pushed through the front door on Friday night. Bass notes from some EDM track I didn't recognize vibrated through the floorboards and up into my chest, mixing with my already racing heartbeat. The place was packed wall-to-wall with bodies—some dancing, some shouting conversations over the music, all of them clutching those iconic red cups.

"Excuse me," I muttered, squeezing past a group of girls huddled near the entrance. One of them gave me an appreciative once-over, but I barely registered it. My mind was fixed on finding Alex.

The air inside was thick with the sweet-sour smell of spilled beer, designer perfumes, and the unmistakable musk of too many people in too small a space. Colored lights from a makeshift DJ booth in the corner swept across the crowd, momentarily illuminating faces in flashes of blue, purple, and red. I scanned each one, looking for that platinum blonde undercut and those ice-blue eyes.

I pushed deeper into the house, past the living room where furniture had been pushed against walls to create a dance floor. Bodies pressed against me from all sides, skin sticky with sweat, drinks sloshing dangerously close to my clean button-down shirt. The shirt I'd spent twenty minutes deciding on, like some nervous teenager before a first date.

"Jason! My man!" Some guy from my Econ class clapped me on the shoulder, his face flushed breath smelling of alcohol. "Didn't expect to see you here!"

"Yeah, just looking for someone," I replied, already moving past him.

The kitchen was slightly less crowded, but featured an impromptu beer pong tournament that had drawn its own audience. I grabbed a cup of something from a cooler—more as a prop than anything else—and continued my search. Every room I passed through felt like a different world: a hazy den where people passed around vapes, a hallway where couples pressed against walls in various states of making out, a bathroom line where girls complimented each other's outfits while guys shifted impatiently.

The second floor was marginally quieter, though the bass still pulsed through the wooden planks beneath my feet. I checked my phone—no new messages. Had she already left? Was she even here yet? The uncertainty made me fidget with the collar of my shirt.

"Looking for someone?" A voice came from behind me, but when I turned, it wasn't Alex—just another random party-goer.

"Yeah, my roommate," I replied, not bothering to explain further.

I leaned against the wall for a moment, taking a small sip from my cup and grimacing at the overly sweet, artificially flavored jungle juice. Through the window, I could see more people arriving, streaming toward the house like moths to a flame. Somewhere in this sweaty, loud, chaotic mess was Alex, and I was determined to find her. Not just because she'd asked me to come, but because in the few weeks since our first encounter, I'd found myself increasingly unable to think about anything—or anyone—else.

Taking a deep breath, I pushed off from the wall and continued my search.

I spotted her across the crowded hallway—a flash of liquid blonde catching the colored lights as she moved through the sea of bodies. Alex. She hadn't seen me yet, laughing at something one of her friends said, her head tilted back to reveal the elegant line of her throat. I stood frozen, watching as she grabbed two cups from a makeshift bar and turned in my direction.

Our eyes locked. A smile spread across her face—not the polite kind you give acquaintances, but something warmer. She navigated through the crowd with effortless grace, never spilling a drop from either cup despite being jostled from all sides.

"Found you," she said, her voice cutting through the noise as she extended one of the cups. "Thought you might need something better than whatever you're pretending to drink."

Our fingers brushed during the exchange, and an unexpected jolt shot up my arm, settling somewhere in my chest. I tried to ignore it, taking a sip instead. The drink was strong but balanced—nothing like the syrupy concoction I'd been nursing.

"How'd you know I wasn't actually drinking?" I asked, leaning closer.

Alex shrugged, the movement causing her shirt to slip slightly off one shoulder. "You're too controlled for jungle juice. Besides, I've seen how you organize your desk. You wouldn't trust a communal punch bowl."

"Fair point." I smiled, surprised she'd noticed such a detail. "How's your first week been?"

"Busy. Professor Reeves already assigned a research paper." She rolled her eyes dramatically. "But the psych department has some interesting people."

We stood closer than necessary to be heard over the music, our shoulders occasionally touching. Each time, that same electric current ran through me. Her perfume—something with notes of vanilla and something darker I couldn't place—filled my senses whenever she leaned in to speak directly in my ear.

"What about you?" she asked, her fingers lightly touching my forearm. "Still undecided about your major?"

"Still exploring options," I admitted. "Though Business is looking more likely."

"Such a responsible choice," she teased, her lips quirking up at one corner. "Very Jason of you."

Her hand lingered on my arm, thumb tracing a small circle against my skin. The simple touch shouldn't have felt so intimate, but in the chaos of the party, it created a bubble that seemed to belong just to us.

"I should get back to my friends," she said after a few minutes, though she made no immediate move to leave. "Find me later? There's a quieter spot on the back porch where we can actually talk."

"Definitely," I nodded, perhaps too eagerly.

Alex's smile widened. She leaned in once more, her lips almost brushing my ear. "Don't disappear on me, Mitchell."

Before I could respond, she was moving away, glancing back once with a look that made my stomach flip. I watched her rejoin her friends, already counting the minutes until "later" arrived.

I ended up playing beer pong with some guys from orientation—Tyler and Mike, I think their names were. I hadn't planned on drinking much, but somewhere between my third and fourth game, that plan went out the window.

"Dude, you're actually good at this," Tyler slapped my back after I sank a perfect shot into their last cup. "Who knew the quiet guy from Econ would be a beer pong shark?"

I shrugged, trying to appear casual while my eyes drifted over his shoulder, searching for that flash of platinum blonde. Alex had migrated to the living room dance floor, the center of a small circle of admirers. Even from across the room, I could see how she commanded attention—not demanding it, but drawing it naturally like gravity.

"Earth to Jason," Mike waved his hand in front of my face. "Your turn again, man."

"Right, sorry." I lined up my shot, the cup seeming to waver slightly. Maybe I was drunker than I thought.

The ball bounced off the rim. Shit.

As the night progressed, I found myself in various corners of the party—helping someone find the bathroom, getting roped into a drinking game I didn't understand the rules of, listening to a girl from my Business Statistics class talk about her ex for fifteen minutes straight. But no matter where I ended up, I always knew exactly where Alex was.

By the keg, laughing with her head thrown back, exposing the delicate line of her throat.

On the stairs, holding court with a group hanging on her every word.

Leaning against the wall near the kitchen, her eyes finding mine across the room for a brief, electric moment before she turned back to her conversation.

Each time our gazes connected, the party around me seemed to blur, the bass from the speakers syncing with my heartbeat. She'd give me that small, private smile—the one that felt like a secret between us—before returning her attention elsewhere.

The alcohol in my system made everything slightly fuzzy around the edges, but Alex remained in perfect focus. I watched her hands when she spoke, the way she used them to emphasize points. How she'd touch someone's arm briefly when making them laugh. The subtle shift in her posture when she was truly engaged versus just being polite.

The beer and jungle juice caught up with me eventually. I excused myself from a conversation I wasn't really following anyway and headed for the stairs, hoping to find a bathroom with a shorter line than the one downstairs.

The second floor felt like a different world. The music was muffled here, more vibration than sound, and the colored lights from below created strange shadows that danced along the hallway walls. Couples leaned against doorframes, speaking in hushed tones, their faces close together. The air felt thicker somehow, charged with something I couldn't quite name.

I found the bathroom at the end of the hall, a sliver of light visible beneath the closed door. Shit. Occupied.

"Be out in a minute!" called a voice from inside.

I leaned against the wall, checking my phone while I waited. No messages. I wondered where Alex had disappeared to—I'd lost track of her about twenty minutes ago when some guy from her psychology class had pulled her into a conversation.

That's when I heard it. A soft sound coming from behind one of the closed doors to my right. I might have missed it entirely if the hallway hadn't been relatively quiet, but once I noticed it, I couldn't unhear it.

A moan. Distinctly feminine.

I shifted uncomfortably, trying to ignore it. Not my business. But then came another sound—a different voice, also female, whispering something I couldn't make out, followed by a breathier moan that made my pulse quicken.

Two women.

I glanced around the hallway. No one else seemed to notice or care about the sounds. The bathroom door remained firmly shut, and the couples nearby were too absorbed in their own worlds to pay attention.

Against my better judgment, I found myself drifting closer to the door. The sounds grew more distinct—soft gasps, the rustle of fabric, and whispered encouragements.

"Right there... yes..."

"You like that?"

My mouth went dry. I should walk away. I should definitely walk away. But something kept me rooted to the spot, my ears straining to catch every sound. The alcohol in my system lowered my inhibitions just enough that curiosity won out over propriety.

I leaned closer, careful not to actually touch the door. One of the voices sounded higher, more urgent now, while the other remained controlled, almost commanding. There was something familiar about that second voice, something that tugged at the edges of my memory.

The bathroom door opened behind me, startling me so badly I nearly jumped. A girl I didn't recognize gave me a curious look as she passed, and I quickly pretended to be checking my phone, hoping the dim lighting hid the flush I could feel spreading across my face.

I should go to the bathroom and then head back downstairs. That's what I should do.

Instead, I found myself stepping closer to the mysterious door, drawn by the increasingly urgent sounds coming from within.

The door wasn't fully closed, I realized, a sliver of light spilling into the darkened hallway. The gap was barely an inch wide, but it was enough to see movement inside—shadows shifting against the wall. My brain, fuzzy with alcohol, registered this fact with detached curiosity. 

I should walk away. I really should.

Instead, I leaned closer, one hand braced against the doorframe. The sounds were unmistakable now—rhythmic gasps punctuated by the occasional "yes" or "fuck." My heartbeat pounded in my ears, nearly drowning out the muffled bass from downstairs.

Just a quick glance, I told myself. Just to confirm what I already knew was happening, then I'd leave.

I angled my head slightly, peering through the narrow opening. The room was dimly lit, but not dark enough to obscure what was happening on the bed. A brunette girl was on all fours, her face pressed into a pillow, fingers clutching desperately at the sheets. Her back arched with each thrust from the person behind her.

My brain processed the scene in fragments—slender hands gripping narrow hips, a flash of platinum blonde hair, the rhythmic movement of bodies.

Wait. Platinum blonde?

The person shifted slightly, and I felt my entire world tilt on its axis. Alex. It was Alex behind the girl, moving with confident, controlled thrusts. But that wasn't what made my breath stop in my throat.

Between Alex's legs was something I hadn't expected—a cock. Not small, either, but impressively large and fully erect, disappearing into the brunette with each forward motion of Alex's hips.

"You like that?" Alex's voice was low, commanding, a tone I'd never heard from her before. "Tell me how much you want it."

"So fucking much," the brunette gasped, her voice muffled by the pillow. "Please don't stop."

I stood frozen, unable to look away. Alex reached forward, tangling her fingers in the girl's hair and pulling back just enough to arch her neck.

"Louder," she commanded. "I want to hear you."

My mouth went dry as the brunette moaned louder, pushing back against Alex's thrusts. There was something hypnotic about the way Alex moved—confident, in complete control, her body flexing with each motion. Her eyes were half-lidded with pleasure, but focused entirely on her partner's reactions.

I should have been shocked. I should have been confused. Instead, I felt a rush of heat spread through my body, settling low in my stomach. My own cock strained against my jeans, responding to the scene before me with an enthusiasm that caught me completely off guard.

What the fuck was happening to me?

Alex adjusted her angle slightly, eliciting a sharp cry from the brunette. "Right there?" she asked, her voice husky. "Is that what you need?"

"Yes, fuck, right there," the girl panted, her words dissolving into incoherent moans.

The alcohol in my system slowed my reactions, but a sudden moment of clarity cut through the fog. I was watching my roommate have sex. My roommate, who apparently had anatomy I hadn't expected. And I was getting turned on by it.

I carefully pulled back from the door, moving as quietly as possible. My heart hammered in my chest as I backed away, afraid that any sound would alert them to my presence. The last thing I saw before the gap narrowed from my view was Alex's face, eyes closed in concentration, her bottom lip caught between her teeth.

I stumbled backward, nearly colliding with the wall behind me. The bathroom was empty now, and I ducked inside, locking the door behind me. I leaned against the sink, staring at my flushed reflection in the mirror.

What the hell had I just seen? And why couldn't I stop thinking about it?

I stumbled out of the bathroom, my legs unsteady beneath me. The hallway seemed to stretch and contract with each step, the party sounds below muffled by the blood rushing in my ears. I needed to get out of here. Now.

Taking the stairs two at a time, I pushed through the crowded living room without making eye contact with anyone. Bodies pressed against me, but all I could feel was the phantom touch of Alex's hands on that girl's hips, the commanding pull of her fingers in brunette hair. 

"Jason! Where you going, man?" Tyler's voice called from somewhere near the beer pong table.

I pretended not to hear, making a beeline for the front door. The cool night air hit my face like a slap, clearing my head just enough to realize I was half-hard in my jeans. Fuck. What was happening to me?

The walk back to the dorm passed in a blur of streetlights and confused thoughts. Alex had a cock. A big one. And she'd been using it with confidence I couldn't even imagine possessing. The way she'd taken control, the authority in her voice when she demanded the girl be louder...

I fumbled with my key card at the dorm entrance, dropped it, cursed under my breath. When I finally made it inside my dorm room, the emptiness felt both relieving and oppressive. Alex wouldn't be back for hours. I knew that with certainty—the image of her lost in pleasure made it clear she was nowhere near finished when I'd left.

I collapsed onto my bed, staring at the ceiling as it swayed gently above me. The alcohol in my system made everything feel slightly disconnected, but not enough to dull the vivid replay looping through my mind. Platinum hair catching the dim light. Slender fingers gripping soft flesh. The commanding tone I'd never heard from her before.

"Fuck," I whispered into the empty room, pressing the heels of my hands against my eyes. It didn't help. The darkness only made the mental images sharper.

My cock strained against my jeans, demanding attention I was ashamed to give it. This was Alex—my roommate. My friend. Someone I'd thought I was beginning to know. And now everything I thought I understood had been turned upside down.

Yet my body didn't seem to care about my confusion. If anything, the revelation made me harder.

I unzipped my jeans, guilt and desire warring within me as I wrapped my hand around my cock. I should stop. I shouldn't be doing this. But the memory of Alex's confidence, the power in her movements, the control in her voice—it all crashed through me like a wave.

"Tell me how much you want it," her voice echoed in my memory.

My hand moved faster, my breath coming in short gasps. I imagined those ice-blue eyes fixed on me instead of the brunette. Those hands gripping my hips. That voice commanding me.

I came harder than I ever had before, Alex's name caught in my throat.

As the pleasure faded, reality crashed back. I cleaned myself up mechanically, mind spinning with questions I couldn't answer. What did this mean about me? About my growing fascination with my roommate?

I lay back on my bed, staring at the ceiling. The room felt different somehow, as if the space itself had shifted while I wasn't looking. Or maybe I was the one who had changed.

* * *
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I SPENT SATURDAY MORNING at the pool. Six a.m., first one in the water. The chlorine burned my eyes, but it was better than facing my empty dorm room—or worse, finding Alex there.

The image from last night refused to fade: Alex behind that girl, thrusting with confident power, her face a mask of focused pleasure. My arousal hadn't subsided with sleep, and swimming laps was the only way to exhaust myself enough to think straight.

By the time I returned to Wilson Hall, it was nearly noon. I paused outside my room, key in hand, listening for movement inside. Silence. I opened the door to find Alex's bed empty, sheets rumpled but no sign of her. Relief washed over me, followed immediately by a complicated disappointment I wasn't ready to examine.

I showered, changed, and fled to the library before she could return.

Sunday followed the same pattern. Early swim, quick shower, then a study group I'd normally avoid. I returned to the room only after midnight, heart pounding as I opened the door. The soft glow of string lights illuminated Alex's sleeping form, her platinum hair splayed across her pillow. I undressed in the dark and slipped into bed, hyperaware of her breathing across the room.

Monday brought classes—blessed structure and legitimate reasons to be elsewhere. I left before Alex woke and scheduled a meeting with my academic advisor that conveniently ran through dinner. When I returned to the room that evening, Alex was at her desk, headphones on. Our eyes met briefly in the reflection of her laptop screen.

"Hey," she said, sliding her headphones down.

"Hey," I replied, dropping my backpack and immediately rummaging through it for nothing in particular. "I've got a ton of reading. Probably gonna head back to the library."

She turned in her chair. "It's almost ten."

"Yeah, well. Freshman year, right?" I forced a laugh that sounded hollow even to me.

Her ice-blue eyes narrowed slightly. "Right."

I grabbed my laptop and practically ran from the room.

Tuesday morning, I slipped into History five minutes early, choosing a seat by the far wall—as distant from Alex's usual spot as possible. When she walked in, our eyes met briefly before I buried my face in my textbook. Professor Nakamura's lecture on Victorian sexuality became background noise to my thundering heartbeat.

Each interaction with Alex grew more strained. Brief exchanges about bathroom schedules or borrowed chargers became exercises in avoiding eye contact. I'd catch her watching me sometimes, her expression unreadable, but before she could speak, I'd find another reason to leave.

At night, I'd lie awake, listening to her breathing, my mind replaying what I'd seen at the party. My confusion hadn't diminished—it had crystallized into something more complicated. In the darkness, I'd touch myself, trying to understand what it meant that the image of Alex fucking that girl was the most arousing thing I'd ever seen.

By Friday, the residence hall coordinator was genuinely surprised when I volunteered to help with weekend inventory of recreation equipment. "You're really embracing the college experience, Mitchell," he said, clapping me on the shoulder.

If only he knew I was just avoiding my own dorm room.

That evening, I finally ran out of excuses. My body ached from lack of sleep, my brain foggy from constant vigilance. I trudged back to Wilson Hall, hoping Alex would be out—it was Friday night, after all.

I opened the door to find her sitting cross-legged on her bed, string lights casting a soft glow over her determined expression. She'd clearly been waiting for me.

"We need to talk," she said, her blue eyes locking onto mine. "About what you saw at the party. And why you've been avoiding me all week."

My escape routes vanished. The confrontation I'd been dodging for seven days had finally caught up with me.

I closed the door behind me, suddenly feeling trapped in my own room. Alex sat perfectly still, her platinum blonde hair falling across one side of her face, the other side—her undercut—exposed in the soft glow of the string lights. The space between us felt electric, dangerous.

"How long are you going to keep this up?" she asked, her voice steady but with an edge I hadn't heard before.

"Keep what up?" I attempted, dropping my backpack and avoiding her piercing gaze.

"Bullshit." She uncrossed her legs and leaned forward. "You've been avoiding me all week. Leaving before I wake up, coming back after midnight, practically running out of the room whenever I'm here."

My heart hammered against my ribs. "I've just been busy."

"With what? Emergency library sessions at 10 PM? Volunteering for fucking equipment inventory?" She raised an eyebrow. "Seriously?"

I stood frozen, unsure what to do with my hands, my body, my face.

"Look," she continued, her voice softening slightly, "I know what this is about. I saw you, Jason."

My stomach dropped. "What?"

"At the party. In the doorway." She held my gaze, unflinching. "I saw you watching me with Amber."

The blood rushed to my face. "I didn't—I mean, I wasn't—"

"You were standing there for at least thirty seconds before you bolted." She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, revealing the small geometric tattoo behind it. "So is that it? You saw me fucking her and now you can't handle living with me?"

"No, that's not—"

"Because if you have a problem with me being trans, just fucking say it." Her voice remained controlled, but I could see the tension in her shoulders, the slight tremor in her hands as she gripped her knees. "I'd rather deal with your disgust directly than have you tiptoeing around like I'm contagious."

"Disgust?" I repeated, genuinely confused. "I'm not disgusted."

"Then what? Because normal roommates don't suddenly start sleeping at the library after seeing each other at parties."

I ran a hand through my hair, desperately searching for words. "I was just... surprised."

"Surprised." She repeated flatly. "At what? That I have sex? That I have a dick? That I know how to use it?"

Each blunt question hit like a physical blow. I felt my cheeks burning hotter.

"I don't know, okay?" I finally managed, my voice cracking slightly. "I wasn't expecting to see... that. And I didn't know how to act around you after."

Alex studied me, her ice-blue eyes narrowing slightly. "So you're not freaked out because I'm trans?"

"No," I said firmly, surprising myself with my certainty.

"Then what is it?" she pressed, leaning forward. "Because something's clearly got you running scared."

The question hung in the air between us. What was it? The fact that I couldn't stop thinking about what I'd seen? That the image of her moving with such confidence, such power, had been burned into my brain? That I'd touched myself to the memory of it every night since?

"I don't know," I said again, weaker this time. "I just..."

She watched me for a long moment, her expression unreadable. The silence stretched between us, filled only with the sound of our breathing and the distant bass of music from somewhere down the hall.

I stared at the floor, my thoughts a jumbled mess. The silence between us grew heavier with each passing second.

"It's not disgust," I finally said, my voice in a hished whisper. I forced myself to look up at her. "It's... confusion."

Alex's expression remained guarded. "About what?"

I moved to my desk, gripping the back of my chair for support. "I can't stop thinking about what I saw." The admission felt like jumping off a cliff. "And I don't understand why."

"What do you mean?" Her tone had lost some of its edge.

"I've never been..." I struggled for words, my knuckles turning white on the chair. "I've never been attracted to someone before." The words tumbled out awkwardly. "But seeing you with that girl, I couldn't look away. And I haven't been able to stop thinking about it."

I risked meeting her eyes, expecting mockery or dismissal. Instead, I found her watching me with surprising softness, her head tilted slightly.

"So you're not avoiding me because you're disgusted," she said slowly. "You're avoiding me because you're attracted to me."

Put so bluntly, it sounded ridiculous. But also true.

"I guess so," I admitted. "And I didn't know what to do with that. I still don't."

Alex's posture relaxed. She moved to sit on the edge of her bed and patted the space beside her. "Come here."

I hesitated, then crossed the room to sit next to her, careful to leave space between us. The string lights cast a warm glow across her features, softening the sharp angles of her face.

"For what it's worth," she said, looking at her hands, "I haven't been with a guy since I transitioned."

"Really?" I couldn't hide my surprise.

She nodded. "I usually prefer women. It's... easier in some ways. I can take control, be the one doing the fucking." A small smile played at the corner of her mouth. "Like with Amber."

The memory of that night flashed through my mind again, sending heat through my body. I shifted uncomfortably.

"I saw how you were watching me," she continued, her voice lower. "I thought maybe you were judging me. I didn't consider you might be... interested."

"I didn't either," I admitted. "That's why I've been avoiding you. I didn't know how to face you when I couldn't even understand what I was feeling."

Alex turned toward me slightly, her knee brushing against mine. The contact, though minimal, sent electricity up my leg.

Alex tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, her eyes never leaving mine. Something shifted in the air between us—a tension that had been there all along, finally acknowledged.

"So what do you want to do about it?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry. "I don't know," I admitted. "This is all new to me."

She leaned forward slightly, close enough that I could smell her perfume—something subtle and warm. "We could figure it out together," she offered, her eyes searching mine. "If you want."

It was an invitation, but also an escape route. I could laugh it off, make some excuse, pretend this conversation never happened. Return to awkward avoidance until the semester ended.

Instead, I closed the distance between us.

Our lips met tentatively at first, the briefest touch sending sparks down my spine. Alex made a small sound of surprise before pressing forward, her mouth warm against mine. The hesitation lasted only seconds before something broke loose inside me—a week of confusion and desire crystallizing into desperate need.

I pressed her back against the wall beside her bed, my hands finding her face, her neck, her hair. The soft strands of platinum blonde tangled between my fingers as our kisses deepened, her tongue sliding against mine with confident heat.

"Fuck," she breathed against my mouth, her hands gripping my shoulders.

My body moved on instinct, pressing against hers, seeking contact. When she took my wrists and guided my hands to her waist, I followed willingly, fingers tracing the curve where her waist flared to her hips.

"You can touch me," she murmured, breaking the kiss to look into my eyes. "I want you to."

With trembling hands, I let my palms slide upward, over her ribs until they brushed the underside of her breasts. Even through her t-shirt, I could feel their softness, the slight weight of them filling my hands as I cupped them gently.

Alex arched into my touch, her eyes fluttering closed for a moment. When she shifted her hips forward, I felt the unmistakable hardness pressing against my thigh, the physical evidence of her arousal mirroring my own.

Instead of confusion, I felt only a surge of desire. I captured her mouth again, kissing her deeply as my thumbs brushed over her nipples through the thin fabric. She gasped against my lips, her hands sliding down my back to pull me closer.

The contrast was intoxicating—the softness of her breasts beneath my palms, the hardness pressing against my leg, the sweet taste of her mouth. Every point of contact between us burned like fire, awakening sensations I'd never experienced before.

"Jason," she whispered, her voice husky with want. Her fingers dug into my back, urging me closer as our bodies aligned perfectly, heat building between us.

My hesitation had evaporated, replaced by a hunger I barely recognized. I trailed kisses down her neck, breathing in the scent of her skin, feeling her pulse race beneath my lips. Her hands tangled in my hair, guiding me, encouraging me.

My hands traveled up under Alex's shirt, feeling the warmth of her skin as our kisses grew more desperate. She arched against me, her breathing quick and shallow.

"I want to show you something," she whispered, her eyes locked on mine. She took my hands in hers, squeezing them gently. "But only if you're ready."

I nodded, unable to form words as desire coursed through me. Alex smiled—not her usual confident smirk, but something softer, almost vulnerable.

"Kneel for me," she said, her voice low but firm.

Without hesitation, I slid off the bed and onto my knees before her. She sat on the edge of her bed, legs slightly parted, looking down at me with an expression that made my heart race. The position should have felt strange or awkward, but instead, it felt right—like I'd found a place I was meant to be.

Alex ran her fingers through my hair, her touch gentle yet possessive. "You've never done this before, have you?"

"No," I admitted, my voice barely audible. "But I want to."

Her smile widened. "I'll guide you."

She unbuttoned her jeans slowly, deliberately, her eyes never leaving mine. I watched, transfixed, as she lowered the zipper. My mouth went dry with anticipation.

"You can stop anytime," she assured me, lifting her hips to slide her jeans down. "Just say the word."

But stopping was the furthest thing from my mind. I helped her pull the jeans down her slender legs, my fingers brushing against her smooth skin. She kicked them aside, now wearing only her t-shirt and a pair of black boyshorts that did little to hide her arousal.

My hands trembled slightly as I reached for the waistband of her underwear. Alex lifted her hips again, helping me slide them down until she was exposed before me.

I paused, taking in the sight of her. Despite my nervousness, curiosity overwhelmed any hesitation. She was hard, larger than I'd expected, the skin smooth and flushed with arousal.

"You don't have to—" she began, but I cut her off.

"I want to," I repeated, more firmly this time. "Just... tell me what feels good."

Alex's fingers returned to my hair, gentle but insistent. "Start slow," she instructed. "Use your hand first."

I wrapped my fingers around her, surprised by the heat and the velvet softness of her skin over hardness beneath. Alex's sharp intake of breath encouraged me. I stroked experimentally, watching her reaction.

"That's good," she murmured. "Now use your mouth. Just the tip at first."

I leaned forward, heart pounding in my chest, and took her into my mouth. The weight of her on my tongue was foreign but not unpleasant. Above me, Alex gasped, her fingers tightening in my hair.

"Fuck, Jason," she breathed. "Just like that."

Her reaction emboldened me. I took her deeper, exploring with my tongue, discovering what made her grip my hair tighter or caused her breath to catch. The taste of her was subtle and clean, and the sounds she made—soft moans and whispered encouragements—guided me better than any instruction could have.

"Use your hand too," she suggested, her voice strained. I complied, stroking what I couldn't fit in my mouth, finding a rhythm that made her thighs tremble.

I looked up to find her watching me, her ice-blue eyes on fire with desire, lips parted. The sight of her pleasure sent a surge of unexpected power through me. I was doing this to her—making her breath quicken, causing the flush that spread across her cheeks.

My own cock strained painfully against my jeans, but I was too focused on Alex to care. I wanted to make her feel good, to hear more of those soft sounds escaping her lips. I hollowed my cheeks, taking her deeper, and was rewarded with a low moan that vibrated through her body.

"God, you're a natural," she praised, her voice husky. "Fuck, that feels amazing."

Her words spurred me on. I lost myself in the task, in the weight of her on my tongue, the taste of her, the sounds she made. What had begun as curiosity had transformed into genuine enjoyment—I liked making her feel this way, liked the power of giving her pleasure.
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