

  

    

      

    

  




		

			It Happened One Semester


			After years of hard work, Hudson Greene is keen to launch her tenure-track career at the illustrious Coteau College. But her first day takes an unexpected turn when she walks into new faculty orientation and discovers that Callie Shaw—her unforgettable one-night stand from the local Pride festival—is also the dean of advising.


			Callie loves guiding students through the chaos of academia, even if it means dealing with clueless professors. She goes with the flow, and her covert Shit Professors Say social media account provides an outlet for chronicling faculty missteps. Dating one, though? Definitely not on her syllabus.


			Mutual attraction proves hard to resist, and technically there’s no rule against faculty-staff relationships. But between campus politics and Callie’s secret, policy might be the least of their problems. Can Hudson and Callie navigate office hours and off-the-clock romance, or will their shot at love turn into an epic fail?
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            Chapter One








			@shitprofessorssay: Summer is for research. And by research, I mean day drinking.


			Hudson buttoned her shirt all the way up before frowning in the mirror and undoing the top one. She smiled and buttoned it again. Then frowned and unbuttoned it a second time.


			It was fine. She would be fine. It was Pride, not an inquisition. A Pride she’d never been to before, but really, what better way to get to know the town she now called home? She’d enjoy the parade, chat up a few people at the various booths, and get to know the queer scene. It was the sort of thing she’d encourage a shy baby queer in one of her classes to do. And if an awkward eighteen-year-old could handle it—and she believed deeply they could—so could a newly minted tenure-track assistant professor. Even if she had to do it alone.


			It was the alone part that gave her pause. Between her undergrad years at Cornell and doing her PhD at UC Berkeley, she’d never been without a bevy of fellow queers for any and all social functions. In fact, she’d had to go out of her way to get any alone time that didn’t entail holing up to write papers or work on her dissertation. Even her stint as a post-doc at UC Santa Barbara had come with a community of fellow academics—queer and otherwise—all hustling their way onto the job market.


			Not the case anymore. She had a place of her own finally, but she’d lived in Ryekill all of two weeks. Other than members of the search committee that hired her and her dad’s friend who would now be one of her colleagues, she didn’t know a soul.


			“But that’s why you’re going to Pride. To be with your people. And maybe make a friend,” she said.


			Hudson fastened and unfastened the top button of her shirt once more, then briefly entertained leaving the top two open, before ultimately deciding to leave the single top one undone. A non-statement, or at least as much of a non-statement as a short-sleeve button-down covered with tiny rainbow flags could be.


			She checked her hair one last time, glad the one barber shop she’d found in town turned out to be queer-friendly. Something about a fresh haircut made her feel confident, and she could use all the help she could get. Too bad new social settings couldn’t be as easy as giving a paper at a conference.


			After a parting promise to Gertrude that she wouldn’t be bringing any women home, Hudson topped off the cat’s kibble bowl, grabbed her keys, and let herself out the back door. The drive to the park at the edge of town took all of five minutes, but she added an additional one or two to take the winding road along the edge of campus. 


			Coteau College was exactly what you’d expect an elite liberal arts college nestled in the Hudson Valley of New York to be. Most of the campus consisted of old brick buildings with ivy creeping up their walls. The rest were quaint but thoroughly remodeled residence halls, a state-of-the-art science building, and a brand-new fitness center. It had a robust endowment and a commitment to excellence in both teaching and research. In other words, the stuff academic dreams were made of.


			At the park, Hudson secured a spot in the makeshift grass lot—between an ancient Subaru and a gorgeous Land Rover that probably cost more than her annual salary. She did a final check of her hair in the rearview mirror and gave herself a nod of reassurance. It was Pride. How hard could it be?


			Since the festival schedule kicked off with the parade, she strolled over to the four-block strip of Cedar Street that made up the route. The local chapter of SAGE marched first—two dozen or so seniors wearing matching T-shirts and rainbow feather boas. Hudson cheered, grateful so many more of this generation of elders were around to share their wisdom but also simply around.


			A gaggle of drag queens came next in a homemade float, blasting “We Are Family” from a pair of speakers mounted on the back of the pickup hauling them. Musicians, dancers, and community groups filed past, carrying balloons and waving rainbow flags. It was a far cry from New York City Pride, or the Prides she’d gone to in California. But it was exuberant and, in a way, much more her speed.


			When the last makeshift float passed, the crowd dispersed. Hudson wandered, a little sad to be solo but enjoying the sense of community all the same. She talked up folks at a few of the booths, taking cards from the people and businesses that would become part of her life in Ryekill.


			A banner bearing the Coteau College emblem caught her eye. A pair of what she assumed to be students and three adults chatted with themselves and any passersby who paused in front of their table. Hudson made her way over, excited but nervous. Silly really, since these were her people. And yet not silly, since she felt the weight of making a good first impression.


			One of the students caught her eye first and flashed a thousand-watt smile. “Happy Pride,” they said.


			“Happy Pride.” Hudson stepped the rest of the way up to the booth. “Are you a student at Coteau?”


			“Sophomore biology major.” They puffed out their chest ever so slightly, making Hudson smile. “Premed.”


			“Nice.” She hooked her thumb at her chest. “New professor. English.”


			“Oh, nice. My man Dwayne is an English major. He’s around here somewhere.” They made a show of looking around. “I’m Asher. They/them.”


			“Hudson. Greene. She/her.”


			“Bet.” Asher bopped their head. “Are you looking to connect to the community?”


			“I am. Tell me everything.”


			They chatted for longer than Hudson would have expected, and Asher introduced her to Davina, an anthropology professor, and Eric, who worked in res life. She got info on the LGBT resource center, the faculty/staff affinity group, and the welcome social that would happen the first week of classes. She’d just started to walk away when Asher caught her attention.


			“I need a humanities elective in the fall. I’m not loving the philosophy class I got into. Maybe I’ll switch into one of yours.”


			Hudson got a little swell of excitement anytime she had the chance to hook a non-major. “I’d love that. No hard sell, but my survey of American lit will only have women and queer writers as required reading.”


			“No shit. I mean, no way.”


			It was her turn to do the head bop. “It’ll be a lot of fun, and I think at least half the kids in it will be non-majors.”


			“I’m totally switching. I’m going to tell Dwayne he should take it, too.”


			“The more the merrier. Especially when it comes to family.” Hudson leaned in like they were trading secrets. “Y’all don’t say that anymore, do you?”


			Asher gave a sheepish shrug. “I know what it means though.”


			“I’ll make you a deal. I’ll introduce you to some cool queer books and you can hook me up on Gen Z slang.” She tried, but it changed so damn often.


			“Facts.”


			That one, at least, she knew. “I’ll see you in August, then.”


			Hudson continued her meander, a swell of optimism about starting her career at Coteau making her buoyant. During her job search, she’d been focused on the reputation of the department—well-resourced and with a solid reputation for quality publications and high-profile conference proceedings. Neither were givens at small liberal arts colleges. 


			There was also the fact that Lawrence Michaelson, a family friend since before she was born, had been a fixture of the Coteau College English Department for close to four decades. It was like starting at a new school and already having a buddy. A buddy old enough to be her father, but still. She considered him a mentor as much as an honorary uncle.


			And now she’d gotten a taste of how welcoming and robust the queer community on campus was. She hadn’t expected unwelcoming. In fact, she’d ruled out both conservative institutions and conservative parts of the country when starting her job search. It was a risk, but she’d had the luxury of living her whole life in blue states and had no desire to do otherwise. And she’d made enough of a name for herself that she’d been recruited pretty heavily by Coteau and a couple of other institutions.


			Coteau, an hour north of the City and two from her parents’ place on Long Island, was shaping up to hit all her wickets and then some. It was so satisfying to have chosen well, and to be back on the East Coast.


			Rather than heading home, Hudson wandered over to the row of food trucks assembled on the far side of the festival. Definitely more fun than her fridge of salad makings and leftovers. And maybe—just maybe—she’d stick around long enough to check out the dance party slated to start at sundown.
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        * * *


      


			Callie stepped back from the Planned Parenthood booth and scanned the crowd. It was a good turnout this year, likely fueled by the absolutely glorious weather. Winters might be brutal, but the northeast sure knew how to do summer. She didn’t get it off like students and faculty did, but she made the most of every moment she had.


			She’d already run into a handful of students—a few who stuck around to take a summer course or two and a few who preferred lingering on campus to whatever awaited them at home. It made her sad that so many of the latter seemed to be the queer kids, but she was glad Coteau kept its doors open and made a year-round safe space for those who needed it.


			“Dean Shaw!” 


			Whatever Callie’s feelings about academic rank and title might be, it still gave her a surge of pleasure to hear her own. Some faculty might not consider the dean of advising a real dean, but since she technically outranked them in the college org chart, that was their problem and not hers. Besides, it was students’ opinion and respect she most valued. She turned in the direction of the voice and found herself face-to-face with the co-presidents of the Rainbow Alliance. She wasn’t sure which of them had called to her, but it didn’t really matter. “Hey, Dwayne. Hey, Asher.”


			“Your dress is amazing.” Asher flicked a finger up and down to indicate Callie’s outfit. “We think you should wear it one of the days of orientation.”


			She glanced down. The rainbow fabric had been stitched on the bias, creating a bold chevron pattern. “A bit loud for work, I’m afraid. Aesthetically, I mean. Not politically.”


			Both Dwayne and Asher laughed. “Bet,” Asher said.


			Dwayne nodded. “Bet.”


			Callie smiled at both the slang and the echoed sentiment. “Are you having a good Pride?”


			They nodded. Asher tipped their chin. “Are you going to the dance?”


			The dance served as the finale of the day and consisted of a DJ and several disco balls under a huge tent set up at the center of the park. Since she’d essentially given up late nights at the club, it was one of the few times a year she got to dance in that bass-fueled bump and grind that reminded her of her own days as a college student, reveling in exuberant queerness until the wee hours. “I wouldn’t miss it.”


			They squealed their delight and promised to see her there, even if it required waving at her from the underage side. Callie promised to keep an eye out for them, then headed over to the Coteau booth for the closing volunteer shift. It wouldn’t be dark for hours yet, but the sun had shifted behind the towering oaks and maples that edged the park, and the festival started to wind down. She helped pack up and carted a couple of the boxes to her car. 


			Satisfied she’d done her gay civic duty, she texted Sasha, Coteau’s registrar and her best friend, who’d left briefly to take her nephew to baseball practice. They met up at one of the makeshift bars flanking the over-twenty-one section of the party. “Drink?” Sasha asked.


			“Drink,” Callie said.


			Since their choices consisted of cans of beer or hard seltzer, she went with a seltzer. “God, this is terrible,” Sasha said after a single sip.


			“Did you expect otherwise?”


			Sasha sucked her teeth. “Fair.”


			They hovered for the first twenty minutes or so, letting the crowd warm up and the sun go down. Callie didn’t need alcohol to dull her inhibitions, but since she’d gone to the trouble of buying it, she figured she might as well drink it. 


			She and Sasha hadn’t gone to school together, but they’d graduated the same year, and when a song from their college days came on, a single knowing look had them joining the fray. Callie thrust out her arms and sang along. She jutted her hips this way and that, letting the joy of the music pulse through her. They danced to that song and the next three, until sweat trickled down her spine and she felt lithe and free.


			Sasha insisted on another drink, even if it was terrible, and they resumed their spot on the periphery, soaking up the joy of the night.


			Sasha cleared her throat, punctuating it with an unsubtle flick of her finger in the direction of the bar.


			“What?” Callie asked.


			“Hottie at three o’clock, totally checking you out.”


			“Seriously?” Callie snickered. “Just because most of the people here are half our age doesn’t mean we need to talk like we are.”


			“Speak for yourself. I’m all about pretending I’m twenty-two and looking to get laid.” Pretending being the operative word. Sasha had gone through a nasty divorce in the spring and remained squarely in the stubbornly celibate phase.


			“Hey, I never said I was against getting laid. I’m just happy to do it as my thirty-six-year-old self.” If anything, she’d become more sexually adventurous since landing in her thirties. And she wasn’t ashamed to say so.


			“Well, I think you might have some willing company.”


			Callie turned in time to see an adorable butch giving her an appreciative stare. But instead of coming over, they shifted their attention to the beer in their hand. “A little skittish, no?”


			Sasha quirked a brow. “We can’t all be as brazen as you.” 


			Callie’s eye roll said all she had to say about that.


			“Go on. Take pity.” Sasha gave her a none too subtle elbow to the ribs. “Talk to them.”


			She would have even without the encouragement. Because as much as she loved a butch with swagger, she wasn’t about to turn her nose up at one who invited her to make the first move. Especially one with a preppy aesthetic and a sexy ass fringe. She took a sip of the seltzer that, in fact, tasted nothing like a mojito and slowly crossed the dance floor to where they stood. “Hi.”


			They glanced down again, but only for a second. When they looked up, they gave Callie one of those smiles that might be shy or simply made to look that way. Either way, Callie ate it right up. “Hi,” they said.


			“I’m Callie.” She extended a hand.


			“Hudson.” 


			Hudson’s grip was firm but not aggressive, leaving Callie even more intrigued than she’d been with the smile. “Cute.” And so gay.


			“Family name,” Hudson said with a what-can-I-say half shrug.


			“She/her.” She hooked a thumb at herself.


			“Same.”


			“I don’t think I’ve seen you in Ryekill before.” Not that she knew every queer in town, but she certainly knew more than she didn’t. “Visiting?”


			“Just moved here,” Hudson said.


			“Ah. Welcome to town, then. And happy Pride.”


			“Thanks.” Hudson’s head tipped slightly. “Are you the official welcome wagon?”


			Callie smirked. “I can be. Would you like to dance?”


			Another tilt of the head. “Yes, I would.”


			This Hudson was shaping up to be the most adorable creature she’d bumped into in ages. Callie set her drink on the closest high-top table, happy for an excuse to abandon it. Hudson did the same with her beer and gestured for Callie to lead the way.


			They started the way casual acquaintances might, smiling and moving in and out of each other’s personal space. When the song ended, Callie looked to where she’d left Sasha, only to find her chatting with a trans guy from the admissions office. 


			“Can I get you another drink?” Hudson asked.


			She didn’t love her choices at the abbreviated bar, but that was no reason to say no. “You most certainly can.”


			It was hard to have much of a conversation with the music, but they chatted about the magic of queer spaces and how encouraging it was to see so many young people embracing their identities. They danced again. Closer this time, shifting with and eventually against one another. She made space for Hudson’s thigh between her own, let her breasts brush ever so slightly against Hudson’s chest.


			As one song melded into another, Callie wondered whether Hudson would make a move. When the next one ended in a slightly more pronounced way, she took a tiny step back, thinking she’d suggest a break if nothing else.


			“Do you maybe want to get out of here?” Hudson lifted a shoulder, like she might be referring to taking a stroll or hitting a diner instead of the more obvious insinuation. But the intensity in her hazel eyes told a different story.


			Callie debated her options and decided against being coy. “My house is only a couple of blocks from here.”


			Surprise registered first, there was no mistaking it. And in the blink of an eye, Callie would swear she watched a whole internal debate play across Hudson’s features. But instead of backing off or backing down, she gave Callie another of those killer smiles. And there was nothing shy about it. “I’d love that.”


	










		

    

            Chapter Two








			@shitprofessorssay: Let me assure you, I am the leading expert in this field.


			The walk to Callie’s didn’t take long, but it took them down one of the residential streets Hudson had yet to see. The houses—an eclectic mix of craftsman, Victorian, and bungalow styles—sat close together but were impeccably maintained. The night air cooled her skin even as the heat they’d generated on the dance floor held low in her belly.


			Callie’s auburn hair glowed in the moonlight, and Hudson imagined the soft waves sliding through her fingers. The vibrant colors of Callie’s dress might seem muted now, but the fabric clung to her curves just as suggestively as when Callie moved against her while dancing. The faint scent of jasmine wafted between them, but Hudson couldn’t tell if it came from a vine they’d passed or Callie herself.


			Callie pointed Hudson up one of the front walks. After unlocking the door, Callie turned. “You’re okay with dogs, right? Lucy is ten and super chill.”


			“Totally.” Hudson nodded more eagerly than was perhaps necessary.


			Callie flipped on a light and tossed her keys into a small basket on the console table. A beagle-something-mix appeared at their feet. “Hi, sweet girl. This is Hudson. Be nice.”


			Lucy was all wags and sniffs, and the second Hudson bent down to say hello, Lucy flopped onto her side and flashed her belly. “Hi, Lucy. It’s so nice to meet you.”


			“Would you like something to drink?” Callie asked.


			Hudson straightened and swallowed, throat suddenly dry. More alcohol was the last thing she needed, but having something to do with her hands appealed. Would it be weird to ask for water? “Sure.”


			“I’ve got wine and a reasonably stocked liquor cabinet. I’ve also got regular seltzer if you’re more interested in hydrating at this point.” Callie smiled, all easy confidence. “That’s what I’ll be having.”


			“Seltzer would be great. Thank you.” She nodded, again with more enthusiasm than the situation warranted.


			“Make yourself comfortable.” Callie gestured to the sofa then disappeared through the cased opening that led to the kitchen.


			Hudson considered her options and settled on the end of the sofa closest to the door. It also happened to be the end closest to the stairs. Lucy settled in her bed, not bothering to keep her eye on things. “You’ve got a great place,” she said.


			“Thanks.” Callie returned with a pair of cans. “Pomegranate or pink grapefruit?”


			“Either.” 


			Callie handed her the pomegranate and opened the pink grapefruit. “Cheers.”


			They clinked cans and Callie settled on the sofa right next to her. Hudson took a long swig of seltzer, suddenly parched. The carbonation burned her throat even as the liquid soothed. Callie drank from her own can, then set it on the coffee table. She shifted ever so slightly closer, her thigh brushing Hudson’s.


			Even as Hudson’s pulse ticked up a couple of notches, she couldn’t help but admire Callie’s skill. In feeling things out, in opening the door of possibility. Hudson wasn’t without moves, but she did better after all the would-they, wouldn’t-they was squared away. She set her drink next to Callie’s and mirrored the move, adding a torso twist so she faced Callie more than the table or the fireplace on the opposite wall.


			Callie responded in kind, turning her body and locking eyes with Hudson. She flicked her gaze to Hudson’s mouth. Licked her lips.


			Hudson moved an inch closer. “Yes?” 


			Callie merely nodded.


			For all the moments of self-consciousness—today, in general—this didn’t phase her. A beautiful woman, enthusiastic consent. She knew what to do with this.


			The distance between them was barely a breath now. She closed it and covered Callie’s mouth with her own. Callie’s lips parted, invited her in.


			Hudson would be hard-pressed to put her finger on exactly what the underlying notes were, but Callie tasted like summer, carefree and warm. She angled her head to take the kiss deeper, slid her fingers into Callie’s hair. Callie sighed like she’d been waiting all night for that kiss.


			When Callie’s hand fisted in her shirt, Hudson moved closer. But instead of pressing in, Callie leaned back, pulling Hudson with her. Hudson took the hint, coming onto one knee and bracing herself over Callie’s now supine body.


			Callie moaned her approval. She released her grip on the fabric and slipped both hands under Hudson’s shirt, running her fingers up Hudson’s sides and over her back. Hudson let out a moan of her own.


			With her left hand holding her up, Hudson had only the right to work with. But she wasted no time sliding it up Callie’s thigh. Callie hooked her ankle over Hudson’s ass, inviting her higher. Hudson accepted, running her fingers along the lacy edges of Callie’s underwear.


			Callie’s hips arched and, even through her panties, the heat radiating from Callie’s core stoked Hudson’s arousal. Like blowing on embers to make a roaring fire. She caressed Callie from behind, keeping her fingers on top of the fabric. It was already soaked, and all Hudson could think about was plunging inside until Callie came undone.


			“We should take this to my bed,” Callie said, her voice already a little ragged.


			Hudson pried herself away, knowing the payoff of more space and fewer articles of clothing would be worth it. “Yep.”


			She extricated herself from the sofa and held out a hand to help Callie. Callie held on, dragging her up the stairs without a second of hesitation. “Lights?” she asked after pulling Hudson through the door.


			“Whatever.” Enough spilled in from the hall that she could see what she needed to.


			Instead of reaching for the switch, Callie started pulling at Hudson’s clothes. She managed to rid Hudson of her shirt and sports bra before Hudson had a chance to even figure out how Callie’s dress worked. Callie took a step back and pulled it over her head in one fluid motion. The move itself was sexy, but the sight of Callie in a plunging floral print bra and patching hip-hugger panties was enough to take her breath away.


			Callie smiled like she knew exactly what Hudson was thinking and resumed dispensing with Hudson’s clothes. After toeing off her shoes, Hudson stepped out of her shorts and boxers, kicking them to the side. As much as she enjoyed Callie’s lingerie, the need to touch and taste won out. She brought her fingers to the little gold clasp that sat perfectly nestled between Callie’s breasts, lifting her gaze to meet Callie’s.


			No words were exchanged, but there was no mistaking Hudson’s request for permission or Callie’s granting of it. Hudson flipped open the clasp, and Callie’s breasts spilled out, luxurious and full. Callie slid the bra down her arms and tossed it aside, leaving Hudson free to cup one in each hand. 


			She dipped her head to take one taut nipple in her mouth and rolled the other between her finger and thumb. Callie let out a moan that went right to Hudson’s clit, and Hudson was more than a little tempted to toss her on the bed and do something about it. Not exactly a good first date move, though, so she held off. 


			When she released Callie’s nipple long enough to go in for another kiss, Callie saved her the trouble, guiding them both to the bed and pulling Hudson down on top of her. What had been sexy on the sofa was next-level erotic now. Skin on skin and the heat of their bodies and the scent of arousal starting to permeate the air.


			Hudson resumed her worship of Callie’s nipples, sucking and biting each in turn. She used her free hand to explore the swell of Callie’s hip, her ass. Callie dropped her knee to the side, giving Hudson access to her center. Hudson took advantage, teasing the small patch of hair and caressing the impossibly soft skin on either side of Callie’s pussy.


			“Would you just fuck me already?” Callie said with a slightly frustrated laugh.


			The final piece of the consent puzzle clicked into place and, with it, Hudson’s confidence. “Oh, is that what you were after?” 


			Callie’s eyes flickered open and her gaze locked on Hudson’s. “Yes. Yes, it is.”


			Hudson ceased her lazy caresses and slipped a finger into Callie’s wetness. Her clit was impossibly hard and the rest of her impossibly soft. Callie let out a low moan, and Hudson bit back one of her own. It would be so easy to lose herself in the feel of Callie under her hand.


			But instead of getting lost, Hudson tuned in. To the tempo of Callie’s body moving against her, to the fact that Callie made little sounds of pleasure on the downward strokes. With each clue, a micro adjustment, like tuning a priceless violin.


			“More,” Callie said, voice breathy but demanding.


			Nothing micro about that. Hudson slid a second finger into Callie, reveling in the way Callie clamped around her.


			“More,” Callie said again.


			Hudson obliged, adding a third. Callie rocked against her for a minute, then repeated her command. Again, Hudson obliged, getting onto her knees to give herself the leverage she needed. The change in angle also gave her the freedom to stroke Callie’s clit with her thumb. Callie rose to meet each thrust with the sort of glorious abandon that fueled Hudson’s desire even as it fed her. 


			Callie arched and held on a long, low moan. Watching and hearing and feeling Callie come was its own version of getting off. Hudson soaked it in and rode the wave of release with her.


			When Callie’s limbs went limp, Hudson settled next to her—revved up but also satisfied. They stayed like that for a moment, and she basked in Callie’s aftershocks and the way her breathing slowly returned to normal. Callie rolled to face her, running her hand down Hudson’s side and over her ass. Hudson let out a hum of pleasure. 


			“I’m so glad you made eyes at me across the dance floor,” Callie said.


			Hudson chuckled. “I’m so glad you noticed.”


			“Technically, my friend noticed. But I’ll take credit for doing something about it.”


			Since first moves weren’t her forte, that counted as a big perk in her book. “I’m so glad you did.”


			“I’d like to do something about this.” Callie flicked a finger, indicating Hudson’s body.


			“Oh, yeah?” Making Callie come might be its own satisfaction, but she wasn’t going to turn down reciprocation. “What did you have in mind?”


			Callie dipped her head to suck one of Hudson’s nipples. She paused, pulling back enough to make eye contact. “I was thinking of doing to you exactly what you did to me.”


			Hudson’s pussy clenched, and her clit throbbed. 


			“With your preferred level of penetration, of course. I know what I like is a little, shall we say, extra for some.”


			It was a fair point, and one that turned Hudson on rather than leaving her self-conscious. “I’ll stick with the clit and one finger, maybe two, if it’s all the same to you.”


			“Oh, it’s all good with me.” Callie’s hand left Hudson’s ass and nudged her onto her back. She wasted no time, sliding her fingers over Hudson’s sex and into her wetness.


			“Good.” Hudson let out a groan. “Very, very good.”
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        * * *


      


			Hudson was true to her word, taking as good as she gave. She also used Callie’s kneeling position to slip a hand between Callie’s thighs and fuck her again, mirroring perfectly the rhythm and pace. Rather than distracting Hudson, it seemed to amplify her pleasure. 


			Hudson orgasmed with a force that had Callie quivering and coming all over again. She collapsed from her kneeling position onto her back, flopping one arm above her head. Fuck, that was good. Hudson might not win any prizes for making the first move, but she sure as hell knew what to do with the subsequent ones.


			Hudson waited a beat, then propped on one elbow and regarded her with a satisfied smile. “Is that your way of tapping out?”


			It wouldn’t take more than about two minutes to let the sex high soften into the sated sleep that came with a couple of really good orgasms. But it had been ages since she’d invited a virtual stranger back to her house for a hookup, and it seemed like a shame to waste it. “Just catching my breath.” She lifted a finger. “Unless you’re done, of course. I’m perfectly content if that’s the case.”


			“Not.” Hudson pressed a kiss to Callie’s shoulder. “The.” She got to her knees and kissed between Callie’s breasts. “Case.” Straddled Callie’s hips. “At.” Pulled one of Callie’s nipples into her mouth. “All.”


			“In that case.” Callie thrust her pelvis against Hudson’s before pulling her down for a kiss. She gently scratched along the back of Hudson’s neck and buried her fingers in Hudson’s hair.


			Hudson lingered over the kiss for a moment, but then she started a slow descent down Callie’s body. Her neck, her breasts. Her ribs, her belly. Callie spread her legs and Hudson settled between them. “Is this okay?”


			Callie nodded, wanting to say something clever but not having enough blood flow to her brain to come up with anything.


			Hudson didn’t rush. She trailed a line of kisses from the swell of Callie’s hip to the top of her thigh. Callie let her head fall back to the pillow and closed her eyes. Much like the first brush of Hudson’s fingers over her, or the first thrust into her, the press of Hudson’s tongue to her clit sent a jolt of electricity through her. But instead of the almost frantic rush to release, this felt like a languid and luxurious ride—sensuous and beckoning her to soak up every detail.


			She undulated slowly, letting Hudson set the intensity and pace. She moaned. She sighed. She fell utterly under Hudson’s spell.


			Time spun out, and her surroundings blurred. All that remained was the sensation of Hudson’s mouth on her. The sort of pleasure that had her drifting blissfully along and yet hyper aware. The sort of pleasure that made her understand why addicts chased the next fix.


			When Hudson slid one and then a second finger into her, timing perfectly curved strokes with the lap of her tongue, Callie was done. She came in a rush, but rather than all at once, the orgasm rolled through her. It vibrated from her center in waves and made her feel like she was basking on a shallow beach as the tide swept over her in perfect rhythm.


			The ripples finally subsided enough for Callie to get her bearings, and she let out a shaky sigh. She squeezed her thighs just tightly enough to signal Hudson. The second Hudson pulled away, Callie’s whole body seemed to melt, limbs limp and torso heavy. “Fuck,” she said in a low whisper, more for her own benefit than Hudson’s.


			“Yeah?” Hudson had moved up to lie alongside her.


			Callie chuckled feebly. “It’s cute that you ask as though you don’t already know.”


			“I try to take nothing for granted.” Hudson ran a finger along her collarbone. “Especially when it comes to sex.”


			She summoned the energy to open her eyes and turn her head. Hudson’s words might have been humble, but her expression was anything but. Not many people could pull off smug without looking like a jerk, but Hudson could. If Callie had the strength to move, she’d be tempted to do something about it. “Yeah, but you know how to get a woman off. And you know sated when you see it.”


			“I like to think of it as a matter of attentiveness over skill, but thank you.” Hudson smirked. “And you’re welcome.”


			“Attentiveness is a skill,” she said to be contrary.


			“I’ll give you that. You, however, are very easy to pay attention to.”


			Who’d have guessed the preppy and slightly shy hottie checking her out from across the dance floor would turn out to be one of the best fucks she’d had in recent memory? Or that she’d have so much fun in the process? “I hope you’re going to let me return that favor.”


			“You don’t have to.” Hudson waited a beat, seeming to search Callie’s face for something. “But I’m definitely not going to turn you down.”


			“Oh, good.” Callie rolled to her side. “I hate being turned down.”


			Hudson chuckled. “Something gives me the feeling it doesn’t happen very often.”


			“You’d be surprised.” Not that she had a plethora of crash-and-burns. More that she probably put herself out there more than most, so the law of averages upped her tally on both sides.


			“You give me some names and numbers. I’ll be happy to call them up and tell them what a colossal mistake they made.”


			Callie laughed. “I can think of a few better uses for our time.”


			She slinked down Hudson’s body. Hudson shifted up a bit, giving Callie enough room to settle comfortably between Hudson’s thighs. The paleness of Hudson’s skin was set off by the patch of dark hair and a stark contrast to the tan of her arms. Callie filed away the details, loving the way women’s bodies could be so different and yet also the same.


			She slipped her arms under Hudson’s thighs, curling them up and around so she could have a nice hold. Hudson wiggled a bit, as though testing Callie’s grip. She gave Hudson a gentle squeeze. “Is this okay?” 


			“Oh, yeah.”


			Callie smiled at Hudson’s tone as much as her words. Mostly invitation, but there was the tiniest bit of challenge there, too. She could work with that. More, she liked it. “Preferences? Prohibitions?”


			Hudson shook her head. “I’m pretty sure I want whatever you’re offering.”


			Armed with that information, and with her desire to prove Hudson wasn’t the only one who could be attentive, she pressed her tongue into Hudson’s folds. Slow strokes, languid circles, a gentle suck. She tried them all, homing in on what made Hudson clench, what made her moan. 


			It didn’t take long to find a rhythm. Hudson moved with her hypnotically, breaths shallow and punctuated with sounds of pleasure. Despite her best intention to keep her focus strictly on Hudson’s reactions, she fell into a bit of a trance. Hudson’s subtle musk, her salty sweet taste. Maybe not quite as good as being on the receiving end, but pretty damn close.


			“Fuck. That’s it. Yes.”


			Callie didn’t even try to suppress a smile. But then she doubled down, matching the frenetic thrust of Hudson’s hips and not worrying too much about getting enough oxygen. It didn’t take long for Hudson’s entire body to tense. She grasped at Callie’s hair and growled, and Callie had the closest thing to an orgasm she’d ever experienced without direct stimulation.


			Hudson went lax. Callie dropped her head onto Hudson’s thigh and sucked in as much air as her lungs could process. Damn.


			“Holy crap,” Hudson said.


			Callie laughed. “Yeah.”


			“I think I had an out-of-body experience.”


			“Really?” Callie crawled up the bed to lie next to Hudson. “Were you watching us from the corner like a voyeur?”


			Hudson grabbed a lock of Callie’s hair and gave it a gentle tug. “It’s not nice to tease someone too sex-dazed to fight back.”


			Callie propped her head on her hand. “You started it.”


			“I was merely trying to give you a compliment.”


			“Oh, well, in that case, you can keep it simple and call me a goddess.”


			“Goddess, huh?” Hudson lifted her head long enough to press a soft kiss to Callie’s lips. “All right. You are a goddess.”


			She pretended to be shy about it. “Aw, thanks.”


			“Seriously, though.” Hudson shook her head. “Amazing.”


			Hudson let out what sounded like a happy sigh, but then frowned. Callie knew that look. “Can I get you a glass of water?”


			“That would be great,” Hudson said.


			Callie climbed from bed. She started for the door but paused halfway there and turned. “And no pressure, but I’d love you to stay the night.”


			Hudson’s features relaxed, and Callie congratulated herself on reading the situation correctly. “That would be great, too.”


		








	

    

            Chapter Three








			@shitprofessorssay: If I wanted to work in the summer, I’d have gotten a real job.


			Callie woke to the sound of Hudson snoring beside her. She smiled, oddly charmed. It wouldn’t be charming if she had to sleep next to it every day, obviously, but that was something she gladly didn’t have to worry about. 


			She slipped out of bed, pulled on her robe, and headed to the kitchen, stopping in the bathroom to pee and brush her teeth. Some things were even more pressing than coffee. She let Lucy out, ground beans and put on a full pot, figuring she could use the leftovers for iced coffee if Hudson didn’t want any. 


			It was too bad she hadn’t been to the store. Offering overnight guests breakfast was a point of pride. She could always rustle up eggs. Or French toast. Or a bagel from the freezer. Pedestrian but passable.


			“Good morning.”


			Callie turned to find Hudson fully dressed and sporting some genuinely epic bed head. “Good morning.”


			Hudson ran her fingers through her disheveled hair. The dark waves remained untamed. “I, uh, hope you haven’t been up long.”


			“Not long at all.” She gestured to the coffee pot and bowl of dog food on the counter. “Starting the morning putters.”


			“Oh.” Hudson started. “I can get out of your hair.”


			Callie waved a hand. “I just got the coffee on. Would you like a cup?”


			Hudson’s gaze darted to the pot that had started to gurgle and send out its alluring aroma. She looked back at Callie, eager but wary. “If you’re sure it wouldn’t be too much trouble.”


			“I’m sure. I’d never send someone off after spending the night without at least that much.”


			Hudson’s features softened. “That would be great.”


			“How do you like it?” Callie went for a smirk, believing it was never too early in the day for a little double entendre.


			“Oh. Um. Black is fine.”


			Quips about the austerity of that preference flitted through her mind, but she held them in check. Was Hudson having regrets about last night? Perhaps the veil of shy and awkward returned in the light of day, or perhaps Hudson simply wasn’t a morning person. Hopefully one of the latter. Even if they never crossed paths again, she didn’t like to be something someone regretted. Though, honestly, in a town the size of Ryekill, chances were high they would. In fact, it was entirely possible—likely?—Hudson had moved to town because she’d been hired at the college. 


			Callie poured two cups of coffee, adding her favorite oat milk and brown sugar creamer to her own, and set all those thoughts aside. “Here you go.”


			Hudson had the grace to take it in both hands and offer a genuine smile. “Thanks.”


			“Feel free to sit.” She gestured to the thrift shop table she’d refurbed the summer she bought the house. “There are also some chairs out on the back deck.”


			“This is great. Thank you.” 


			Since the chairs outside would be all dewy, she didn’t argue. Even though coffee outside was one of her favorite summer weekend luxuries. “I’ve just got to let Lucy in.”


			Hudson took a seat, and Callie would swear it was more to be out of the way than anything else. Funny how a person could take command in bed with such ease and be borderline meek after the fact. Of course, if she could only pick one, she’d take commanding and confident in bed any day of the week.


			She opened the back door, and Lucy trotted in like she owned the place. Which she sort of did. Callie set down her breakfast, then joined Hudson at the table. They sat silently for a moment and Callie wondered once again if it was a morning thing or an uncomfortable thing that had Hudson so quiet. “It’s going to be a gorgeous Sunday, I think,” she said with all the cheerful banality she’d bring to a faculty/staff social.


			“Is it? Oh, that’s nice. I’ll have to take my laptop outside.”


			Curiosity swirled, but Callie held it in check. Hudson had seemed reticent to talk much about herself the night before, and she doubted that would change now. “I do my best to leave mine at the office, but I’ll definitely be outside. My conundrum will be whether to lounge in the hammock or yank out some of the weeds that seem much more eager to grow than my flowers.”


			Hudson chuckled. “Weeds are like that.”


			Since she didn’t volunteer anything else, or ask any questions, Callie let it go. But before the lack of conversation could get weird, Hudson tipped back the contents of her mug and set it on the table. “Thank you for the coffee. It was exceptional.”


			“My pleasure. Can I—”


			“I’ll let you get on with your day.” Hudson stood.


			“Yeah. Sure.” She certainly wasn’t about to beg Hudson to stick around.


			Hudson didn’t take her time heading to the front door. She slid into her shoes and all but yanked it open. Callie hovered a couple of feet behind her. But just when she thought Hudson might bolt without so much as a backward glance, Hudson turned. She gave Callie a slow, appreciative once-over, and her eyes had all the confidence of the night before. Callie became acutely aware that the satin robe barely skimmed the tops of her thighs. “Thank you again for last night. I had a really great time.”


			“Thank you back, because the feeling is entirely mutual.” Which it was, even if things had gone a little weird this morning.


			Hudson seemed to realize she was staring and gave a brisk nod. “Enjoy the good weather.”


			“You, too.” Callie offered a wave and resisted saying something about seeing each other around. 
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        * * *


      


			Hudson retraced her steps from the night before. A cleanup crew was already at work in the park, breaking down the main tent and hauling away bags of trash and recyclables. Hers wasn’t the only car abandoned in the lot, making her smile. She hoped their owners had spent their nights as pleasurably as she had. 


			She debated going home to change but decided she still enjoyed enough anonymity to buy groceries in the same clothes as the day before without anyone taking notice. She had a crap ton of work to do, and it would be silly to waste twenty minutes to avoid feeling self-conscious at the store.


			Despite her commitment to efficiency, she wandered the aisles, tossing way more than she needed for the week into her cart. She’d yet to fully stock her new kitchen, after all, and the sauces and spices and staples she relied on wouldn’t simply appear. And while the local market was a far cry from the sprawling Whole Foods she frequented in California, it boasted a nice balance—fresh produce, all the essentials, and more than a few things she’d missed or forgotten about during her time on the West Coast.


			She got so caught up in the selection of mustards, she almost forgot where she was. 


			“You look like a local already.” Henry Hazelton, chair of the Coteau College English Department—not to mention the person who’d hired her—offered a jovial smile.


			Hudson started, almost dropping the jar of hot ’n’ spicy she’d been studying. “Henry. Hi. Yes. Gotta get the fridge up to snuff.”


			“A woman after my own heart.” He pointed to one with a bright red label. “If you want a local delicacy, try Noltz’s. It’ll clear out your sinuses and leave you wanting more.”


			She’d have taken the suggestion to be polite, but it sounded right up her alley. “Sold.”


			Henry gave a nod. “You won’t be disappointed. You’re all set with your office, right? You don’t need to move in until August, but I imagine you might want to get settled in sooner than that.”


			Was it weird to admit she planned to be doing a lot of work there, too, even over the summer? “I am. I might be further along unpacking there than my house.”


			“Spoken like a true professor. I confess Storey is rather a ghost town in the summer, but Betty will be there. She’s got an abbreviated schedule for June and July, but she’s in more days than not.”


			Hudson was pretty sure she and Betty had been the only people to set foot in the building shared by the English, Philosophy, and Comparative Religions Departments in the last two weeks. “We’ve bonded over the belief that no classes or administrative tasks should happen before ten.”


			Henry laughed. “Remind me not to give you any eight a.m. classes next semester.”


			“I would absolutely teach at whatever time you assign.” Hudson lifted both hands, afraid Henry might have taken the comment seriously and, by extension, think she was the sort of self-entitled new professor who presumed to make such demands.


			Henry reached across his cart to clap a hand on her shoulder. “Relax. My goal is to protect my junior faculty, not torture them.”


			He had an earnestness about him that Hudson appreciated. It balanced out his middle-aged white-dude-ness. In addition to all the other reasons she’d chosen Coteau from the three offers she’d received, she really liked the vibe of the department. Reasonably diverse, not super competitive with one another, and with enough different research interests that she’d be one of only three faculty members with a focus on American literature. And as far as she could tell, her particular interest in queer and female writers was unique. What she might lose in esoteric banter she’d make up for in getting dibs on teaching in her preferred areas—at whatever time her chair deemed appropriate. “Well, this junior faculty member thanks you.”


			“Good, good. I’ll let you get on with your shopping. I’ve got to get home myself before Isa thinks I’m stalling at the store to avoid mowing the lawn.” He let out a self-deprecating chuckle. “You holler if you need anything. Otherwise, I’ll see you in August.”


			She thought that might be a joke, too. The see you in August bit, not the comment about his chores or his wife’s expectations. But when he didn’t shoot her a wink or mime an elbow to her ribs, she realized he wasn’t kidding. Full professor prerogative, apparently. Even if he was the chair of the department. Someday. “Hopefully I’ll have my bookcases organized by then.”


			He did chuckle at that. “Nineteen years and mine are still a mess.”


			She liked that about him, too. Earnest, but a chaos Muppet deep down. “Oh, I was going to email you. Do you need to sign off on my syllabi before classes start?”


			Henry’s eyes narrowed, like the thought hadn’t even occurred to him. “I suppose I should. Due diligence and all that. You send it to me when it’s done, but I’m sure it’ll be fine. You know where to find all the boilerplate mumbo jumbo, yes?”


			Hudson wondered if the words “boilerplate” and “mumbo jumbo” had ever been used together. Then she wondered if she should mention that “mumbo jumbo” was one of those phrases not inherently racist but problematic enough to retire from daily use. She settled on neither—junior professor prerogative. “I do. Thanks.”


			“Excellent. Well, then. Enjoy the rest of your summer.”


			He continued down the aisle. Hudson did the same, making sure to turn her cart in the opposite direction. She finished her shopping, deciding to grab a rotisserie chicken on her way out to save her having to actually cook for the next few days.


			She checked out and headed home, loving that the drive took all of ten minutes. She also loved taking her groceries in and putting them away exactly how she wanted. Sharing an apartment in Berkeley had been the financially responsible thing to do but also kind of a pain. Having her own space, even if it was a rental, was a delight.


			Since it was, and she didn’t need to negotiate her comings or goings or anything-in-betweens, she decided to take her comment to Callie to heart and take her lunch and her laptop outside. After a shower, though. A day of being outside followed by a night of sex and a morning in old clothes had left her feeling gnarly.


			In the bathroom, she peeled off her clothes and turned on the taps. While waiting for the water to warm, she glanced in the mirror. And was promptly mortified by the reflection staring back. Her attempts to finger comb her hair had proven futile, or perhaps more accurately, temporary. Worse, the smudge of pink on her neck could be mistaken for nothing other than the lipstick it so obviously was.


			Had Henry seen it? Had he taken one look at her and immediately known what she’d been up to the night before? Was he at home now, telling his wife about running into the new junior faculty member at the store after a night of debauchery? Was he judging her or, worse, laughing at her? Would he never take her seriously now?


			“Whoa, there. Slow down, bud.” Hudson spoke to herself the way she might try to calm a friend stuck in an anxiety spiral. It made her feel silly, but it worked.


			It was fine. Everything was fine. She was a rising scholar, courted and hired for her impressive list of publications and her above average teaching evaluations. And she was an adult, free to do whatever she wanted in her free time. It wasn’t like she was sauntering into Survey of American Lit looking freshly laid.


			Hudson nodded to her reflection, soaked in the nod it gave her in return. Last night had been an aberration. A delightful aberration, but an aberration all the same. She had no plans to date or get involved with anyone, and least not during her first year on the tenure clock. And as gorgeous and deliciously distracting as her night with Callie had been, it wasn’t who she was or what she was about. And it wasn’t like she’d be seeing her again.
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