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I had high hopes for my upcoming semester at Gulf States University.

My freshman year hadn’t been terrible—I’d made friends, enjoyed my classes, and loved the campus—but my roommate in the dorm had been full-on, batshit crazy. 

My mother was prone to bouts of depression, and my first cousin was anorexic, so I didn’t throw the word ‘crazy’ around too often as most do. But my freshman year roomie, Wilbur Whitman had to be certifiable... Wilbur would hide under my bed and grab my feet while I slept, scaring the shit out of me. He would burst into song at the oddest times. He would also hide in my closet and jump out at me wearing false fangs. And at least once a week, I would wake up in the middle of the night and catch him jerking off in the dark while standing over my bed. 

Many times, I had tried to change rooms, but everyone in the dorm knew about Wilbur’s antics so no one would switch. Unfortunately, my scholarship barely covered room and board, and I couldn’t afford a room on my own, so I’d been stuck with him. 

I’d made a special point of getting on the list for another roommate for the following year. To seal the deal, I even sucked the resident advisor’s cock. I would’ve anyway, probably. 

After spending the summer at home in Biloxi, I returned to GSU looking forward to a whole new year as well as a new start, but I had no clue as to the new reality that was waiting for me there. It was something I’d secretly yearned for and something that would be the biggest challenge of my life... That challenge was named Luke Anders. 

I knew very little about my future roommate, Luke Anders, except for his name, that he was from Lincoln, Nebraska, and that he was a junior on a rugby scholarship. 

Just from the limited information, we had little in common, but I really didn’t care. Anyone was better than Wilbur. Clearly, Luke was a jock. And I knew only one thing about rugby—the players were hot as hell—hypermasculine guys, short and tall, stacked with muscle and legs more powerful than the Gods. Thighs so hard they could crack walnuts and formidable calves bulging with strength. Aussie rugby player, David Pocock was the epitome of virile male beauty and my dream guy. I’d first seen his picture on Tumblr, and I became a little obsessed, downloading every picture I could find of him onto my phone—so many that I ran out of memory on the device. He was a beautiful man with curly light brown hair and the perfect body. I’d jerked off to his pics more times than I could count. So, if Luke Anders looked remotely like David Pocock, I was going to overdose on eye candy. 

I was no jock. Standing at five foot, four, I was lean, weighing in at a buck, fifteen. With blue eyes and brown hair that hung over my eyes, I was one of the smart kids, bordering on nerdish. Luckily, being sort of cute kept me out of the nerd column, but I’d seen some cute nerds in my time. Although I’d just turned nineteen, it would’ve been a stretch to say that I looked a day over fifteen. I’d been told more than once that I looked like a bootleg Harry Potter during the earlier movies—the third to be exact. I took it as a compliment, and I liked the adult I was becoming, overall, but if I’d been a little taller or a little more muscular, I wouldn’t have complained. 
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