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Getting to


 Third Date












One












Dear Mother Hubbard,




I think my bf has lost my cell number. We hung out every single second of last weekend and he said he’d call. I’ve skipped class all week (my professors make us turn our cell phones off in class), and he hasn’t called yet. I’m thinking of slipping my number under his door. Do you think he would be embarrassed knowing I knew he lost my number?




Trying to Be Considerate









Dear Considerate,




Slip your number under his door? Ummmm…not if you value yourself. Don’t you get it? You’ve been dumped. Here’s what you do: Go to the campus bookstore and slip a copy ofHe’s Just Not That Into You into your backpack. There should be several copies, as I always have them restock when they run out. Read it. Twice if you need to. Then block his number on your cell and go back to class.




Mother Hubbard







I stepped closer to read what was scrawled over my column this week.




Mother Hubbard, Go Back to Your Cupboard.




In drippy red acrylic paint, someone—obviously a creatively and romantically tortured student from the Arts and Theater Department—has taken exception to my sensible advice, and this was her artistic way of telling me, or more precisely, Mother Hubbard, to take early retirement. Nice.




College. I thought it would be so different from high school. Silly me. The Mother Hubbard advice column nailed to the campus paper’s office door and the big red slashed circle, universal sign of disdain, that covered it told me two things.




One, dating in college is just like dating in high school, with the exception that there are no parents to lie to or evade after an unfortunate curfew lapse.




Two, don’t open the door to theCampus Times . I knew I should have turned around, fished my cell out of my pocket, and called Tyler, the paper’s editor in chief, to claim a migraine. Or typhoid. Maybe Ebola. But I didn’t.




For one thing, in the month I’d been writing the column Tyler had insisted I stay away from the paper’s tiny basement office—he preferred to keep me very “Deep Throat.” No one was supposed to know who Mother Hubbard was, and Tyler was determined not to be the first editor of the campus paper to let the secret slip. Not so easy in this age of teddy cams, picture phones, and instant messenger.




Maybe Tyler’s overboard Secret Service/FBI clandestine meeting type of secrecy wasn’t as overboard as I’d first thought when he’d asked (read “begged”—literally down on both knees) me to write the column.




What can I say? It was my first week on campus. I probably looked like easy prey. I was still under the naive impression that college was totally different from high school—after all, there was not a mom or dad in sight as I sat on my bed and he knelt on the floor in front of me, his head against my knee, begging me to take the column off his hands. How could I refuse? He pretended he was joking, but there was real desperation in his eyes. I’m a sucker for desperate.




Apparently the person who’d agreed to write it had switched both her major and her college over the summer, without giving him so much as a nanosecond’s heads-up. He needed a columnist, and he needed her in time for the next day’s paper. “The one everyone on campus reads,” he boasted. As if that would make the job appealing.




He’d almost made the column sound cool—my advice read by millions…well, really twenty-five thousand; stepping into the shoes of those anonymous souls before me who had kept the secret of Mother Hubbard’s identity without fail for a century.




But, if I have to be honest, it was the way his eyes turned from gold-brown to green-brown as he begged that got to me. I wanted some more time to study changeable eyes like that. Even David’s had only been one color—a vibrant blue. Okay, let’s not go there. David is history.




In my defense, I hadn’t realized I was starting another one of those hopeless crushes that made my stomach hurt and my ears buzz as if my dad’s electric razor were strapped on top of my head.




Not that Tyler was perfect. Nope.




For example, when I opened the door, offensive column in hand, it only took about two seconds for Tyler to look up and start gobbling. Yes. I do mean as in “Gobble-gobble-gobble.” With appropriate elbow flapping to simulate a big bird. That’s another thing I like about him. He’s serious, with a sense of humor. Sometimes, however, that humor is seriously sick.




I wanted to laugh, but that would only encourage him and I was looking for a cure for the crush—and was determined not to let on that I was interested. I waved the torn-out column over my head. “That would be Mother Goose, not Mother Hubbard. Brush up on your nursery rhymes.”




Clearly, he didn’t care about his gross inaccuracy, because he continued to gobble. What else can you expect from someone who is seriously ambitious, but twisted enough to think he can make his mark on the campus paper by aiming more toward the audience of theNational Enquirer than theNew York Times ? Like I said, college is really not as different from high school as it should be.




My parents had both told me that college would be hard, and that there would be adjustments to make. Foolish me, I’d been picturing adjustments like learning to say no to one guy when I already had a date scheduled with another. Juggling a social life and study sessions, keeping up with both. But no. I’d slipped right back into the high school role of best friend to my massive crush, who was too busy making goo-goo eyes at someone else to notice. Comedy Central would pay for a stand-up routine of my first month in college.




So far, the only adjustments I’d had to make were finding an alarm clock loud enough to wake me now that my dad wasn’t around to give his “third and final warning” bellow, and buying a pair of emergency jeans with a slightly larger waist for the days when I hit the dining hall ice cream cart a little too hard. Well, and learning to deal with being the most hated anonymous figure on campus, courtesy of the advice column I hadn’t really wanted to write in the first place.




At least Tyler’s teasing signaled it was okay to shed my deep cover—for the moment. The only two people in the office were Tyler and Sookie, his assistant editor and the one who refused to write the column at the last minute, even when he begged. Which meant that she was smarter than I was.




I slid over to Sookie’s desk and slipped her lighter from her cigarettes. She already has a pack-a-day habit and a smoky voice that suggests throat cancer in the next thirty years. Whenever I see her, I can’t help thinking of Lois Lane, the no-nonsense, hardcore reporter whose only fault is that she can’t tell that Clark Kent is really Superman.




Holding up the clipping of my (artistically vandalized) column, I put the lighter to it so the flame touched one torn corner. The paper began to char and smoke. Very satisfying.




Tyler stopped gobbling and leaped up. “You’re going to set off the sprinklers.” He grabbed the paper from my hand before it could burst into flame. Probably a good thing, considering the building (and its retrofitted sprinklers) were older than God. “You have to learn to take the criticism that comes with the job.”




Sookie looked up from her laptop and nodded. “You should see what comes through campus mail for me.” Sookie had the honor of putting together the campus police blotter for every other edition. No advice column for her; she’s after the dirt on campus—which football player was found with an open beer, who pulled the fire alarm at midnight at the dorm. The police might not care, but Sookie did. Yep. A real Lois Lane in the making. Well, with one difference. She didn’t think she needed a man, never mind a Superman.




“Seen it.” Courtesy of Tyler, who was probably one of the few people on earth who considered stalk-mail a compliment to his editorial acumen. The police blotter (not to mention the follow-up investigative report Sookie does) tends to bring out the worst in its subjects. She shrugged, not glancing up from her work. “At least you know it isn’t personal—no one but you, Tyler, and I even know you’re Mother Hubbard.”




Tyler frowned and looked over his shoulder as if we were under surveillance. “I’d rather you didn’t say that aloud.”




Sookie slipped a cigarette between her lips as she considered his request. She didn’t light it, because of the aforementioned overly sensitive sprinkler system, but she knew how much he hated her to have a cigarette, even if she didn’t light it. “You’drather a lot of things, Mr. Editor Man. But you can’t have everything.”




I could smell it in the air—the scent of an imminent fight. A common occurrence when two strong editorial egos collide. It was almost a tradition. Just like homecoming, graduation, and the one-hundred-year-old Mother Hubbard column, dispensing advice through the current unfortunate student minion. Like me.




I thought about saying something to diffuse the situation, but then I remembered how mad I was at Tyler for talking me into the stupid job in the first place.




“I thought you liked controversy, Tyler. Good for the bottom line.” Bottom line: The more papers that were read, the more revenue the paper brought in from ad sales.




“I’d love the Mother Hubbard controversy, Katelyn—if it made people read the paper instead of burning it in front of the student union.”




Sookie leaned forward. “Maybe I could do an investigation piece.” Her eyes lit up, and I knew how some of her investigative targets must have felt. “That paper-burning stunt was cool! The firemen came, and the police. The local TV station loved it. They were interviewing students about whether or not the advice is horrible. Maybe I could spin this in our favor. Freedom of speech is always good for some noise.”




“It is media attention.” Tyler perked up for just a minute. Then he slumped in his chair. “Of course, the TV anchors were laughing during the footage, right before they called the controversy ‘student immaturity at work.’ They didn’t even get the name of the column right—they kept calling it Mommy Dearest. They were just interested in seeing a mob of girls in shorts and tank tops clapping and shouting ‘Retire, Old Biddy!’ as the paper burned.”




Sookie, of course, taunted Tyler further, egged on by his desperation. “Maybe I could call my piece ‘Retirement Time for Old Mother Hubbard?’”




Tyler barely reacted. He was prone to giving frantic, pompous “nose to the grindstone” speeches—not slumping in his chair like he was contemplating the end of his career before it even got started. But then, he was a junior—the first junior to be editor in chief since World War II.




I was so focused on enjoying his torment that it took a minute for me to digest what Sookie had just suggested. Retiring Mother Hubbard. Oh, right. That’s what I wanted!




Except…then what excuse would I have to talk to Tyler? We had one class together, so I could ask for notes, but since we both already knew I was the better note taker, it would make my interest in him pretty obvious. Hiding my feelings for guys who weren’t feeling me was something I’d learned how to do flawlessly in high school. There probably wasn’t a single person there who knew that I spent four years wishing David Morse would stop calling me his best friend. I hid it well. Unless you counted every best-friend-turned-lover song I had stored on my iPod.




I wanted to keep my flawless record intact.




Fortunately, Tyler didn’t like the idea of retiring the oldest campus tradition (next to blowout parties, on Tuesdays, of all nights) any more than I did. “Forget it. We’re not breaking tradition on my watch.”




Not for the first time, I was glad Tyler had a teensy streak of pompous patriarchal idiot (I learned in high school a girl can’t help whom she crushes on; it just happens, like tornados or zits). Until he continued, “Katelyn, you’re going to have to give the people what they want. And fast.”




“You mean instead of giving good advice, I should just tell them to go at it like mindless rabbits? No way.”




I didn’t like his solution, although I’d heard it before. Too many times. Readers thought I was too old-fashioned. That my dating rules were strict, and my tell-it-like-it-is tone way too harsh for a mother figure from a nursery rhyme.




But I disagree. The one benefit of writing the column was that I could use the common sense I’d learned watching all the high school drama around me. Love is blind, deaf, and dumb, and if I had to write about it, the least I could do was try to help some of the hapless victims of pheromone overload see their way to avoiding a few Mr. or Miss No-Nos. For example, it’s one thing to have a crush, but entirely another to make a fool of yourself in front of said crush—whether he notices or not.




I think Tyler and I were both surprised that I’d actually said no to his suggestion —okay, really it was a demand. “Why is it so hard for you to be reasonable?” He spun aimlessly in his beat-up chair, a sign he was taking this whole thing a lot more seriously than I’d realized. “College is for learning about relationships and stuff like that.”




For a second I thought about caving and letting him off the hook. But there’s a reason why my parents tell me I’d make a good lawyer. I’m stubborn when I think I’m right. I smiled at Tyler and said smugly, “Key word: ‘learning.’ Not ‘wallowing.’”




“People already feel bad enough getting dumped, they don’t need you to rub it in.” Tyler got so mad his little tic started showing. I liked that tic, usually.




It was a blue vein that swelled and pulsed right at the left curve of his temple. Reminded me of the heroes in some of the romance novels I used to sneak out of my mother’s room when I was twelve. They had a tic when they got mad too.




I liked knowing that I could make Tyler really mad. After all, the best defense is a good offense, my high school swimming coach used to say. But this time I worried a little that the tic was going to blow.




I thought I’d lighten the mood. A little. “Why can’t people party without breaking hearts?”




Oops. Apparently, that came out a tad too serious to be funny. I brushed my hair behind my ear and felt my cheeks flushing red. Tyler stared at me. “You have to fix this. You’reruining me.”




“You? Not the paper?” Which was a joke, of course.




TheCampus Times was in no risk of ruin. In fact, it had been in constant circulation since 1906. How do I know such a thing? It was my misfortune to be drafted to search the microfiche archives to find fun or scandalous facts about the newspaper for its hundredth anniversary. (What can I say? He needed it quickly, and like I said, a girl can’t help who turns her to semi-mindless mush.)




My jab hit home because Tyler turned white. But he regrouped quickly. “I meant the paper, of course, but I am the paper—I’m the editor.” I guess that was a good sign for his future ambitions—he could give anything a positive spin and polish.




Sookie broke the tension between us by laughing. “The seventy-fifth editor, to be precise. And the paper has survived seventy-four editors, some of them worse than you.” Lois Lane to the rescue.




Only not. Because Tyler said, without looking at me, “I thought we agreed to make this paper great? We were just starting to get taken seriously.” Read, the paper was getting some decent ad money from the beer companies and local liquor stores. “I think Katelyn may have found a way to destroy the paper and our good work…or at least the integrity and longevity of Mother Hubbard.”















Two










Whoa. That was a bit harsh. We were just talking about a silly advice column—no one took it seriously, did they? Even the burning was probably what the TV news said—students blowing off steam for a little attention. Wasn’t it? It was my turn to regroup. Fortunately, I’m as good (maybe better) at it than Tyler. “Well, that’s what they fail to pay you the big bucks for. You’re the editor. Sookie’s right: You figure out how to take advantage of the controversy. Let her do an investigative piece. Leave me out of it. I stand by my advice.”




“Oh yeah? Well maybe we should run your face instead of Mother Hubbard’s tomorrow. Maybe then you wouldn’t have such an easy time telling people they’re wasting their time.”




“What’s so wrong with telling people to use common sense instead of wishful thinking? Facts are facts. The guy—or girl—who is borrowing notes is not Prince or Princess Charming. They just want to pass the class, not make a pass.”




Sookie sighed. “Spoken like an engineering major. What other kind of advice besides practical did you expect her to give, Tyler?”




“Good advice.” He frowned at Sookie and me.




As for me, I didn’t like the way Sookie made “engineering” sound like a four-letter word. But before I could say anything, Tyler’s rampage continued.




“How would you like everyone knowing you were the one giving the twisted conservative advice that didn’t even work back in the fifties?”




I’d hate it. Fortunately, so would he. We both knew it was an empty threat, and I didn’t give him the satisfaction of a direct answer. I held out my JumpDrive stiffly. “Can you just download my column so I can go home and go to bed?”




“Fine.” He plugged in the drive and downloaded my column. I held my breath while he handed me back my JumpDrive. I was almost out of the office before he read the column I’d just written. The one where I’d suggested that Miss Treated should swear off guys until the semester was over and she’d passed all her subjects.




His wolf howl stopped me cold. “You have to do the column over, Katelyn. I can’t put this one out. We’ll get bombed!”




I countered, almost hoping he’d fire me from the job I hadn’t wanted in the first place. But not quite. “I’m right.That’s what they don’t like.”




“You’re telling this girl that the guys she’s going out with are just using her.”




“Aren’t they?” I ticked off the reasons Miss Treated had sent in her letter. “One, they borrow her notes and don’t return them. Two, they say they’ll call and they never do until right before a test. Three, when she stalks them down, they run in the opposite direction to avoid her.”




He couldn’t really argue. Miss Treated was really Miss Doormat. He shrugged and mumbled, “Well, girls do the same thing.”




Oops. I had stepped too hard on Tyler’s weakness. Sophia. My roommate. His unfortunate crush. Not that he hid it well.




He was smitten with her, from her sassy black hair to her cute Italian accent. I knew about Tyler’s crush because I knew all about how people who are dying to hide their crush find ways to be with the person without letting the secret slip. For example, Tyler usually collected my column directly from my room—when he knew Sophia would be around. I really hate talking to a guy who is sneaking glances at someone else.




I think we all knew (well, except for Tyler, maybe) he could “discuss” journalism with Sophia forever and it wasn’t going to go further than that…. But somehow he thought she would eventually succumb to his editorial wiles. Yeah, right.




So while he was right, in principle, that many girls treated guys just as badly as guys treated girls, I thought it best to head off that conversation. “I don’t. I let the guy know if it isn’t working for me. I have zero game-playing tolerance.”




“That’s right. You always turn down guys for a third date if they don’t rate high by the second date.So nineteen-fifties.” He shook his head at me, as if I were a two-year-old who had just stuck my finger in a light socket. “I’m more real than that. I don’t need a stupid rating system, I listen to what’s in here.” He thumped his chest.




I was a little surprised he had remembered. I’d rambled about it one night when I’d had too much coffee and too many letters from students who seemed to cling to people whom I wouldn’t have given one date, never mind a third.




Stupid rating system? For a guy who thought he was so different, Tyler certainly seemed to think like everyone else on campus. “Whatever. I don’t know how I’ll survive with my four-point GPA.”




Sookie laughed. “Give me a hot story over a hot guy—or an A—any day.”




“Whatever.” Tyler ran his hands through his hair. He looked like the Thinker with ADD. Apparently, having his hair stand on end helped his process. “Never mind. I’ll rewrite it.”




“Whatever.” I pretended I didn’t care. I didn’t want to care. The column was stupid. The questions were stupid. But I was used to succeeding at what I did. At least at assignments and tasks. I never failed. Especially not in such a spectacularly public (if anonymous) fashion.




And I knew too, firsthand, that just because Tyler might hang around Sophia it didn’t mean he’d ever speak to me again if I didn’t come through for him with this column. I was only a goodfriend, after all. Love really sucks sometimes.




Tyler probably would have rewritten my column, complete with advice to keep the student body trapped in relationships that would only make them miserable, if not for one little thing. More precisely, my little black book (okay, it was pink), which fell out of my purse as I opened it to jam in the JumpDrive. The little pink book in question, the one that held my thoughts on all the guys I’d ever gone out with. Or had considered going out with in the future.




I didn’t even have a second to scoop it safely back inside my purse before Tyler snatched it up. “Let me just see this little rating system of yours, then, if it’s so great.”




“Hey. You won’t understand it. It’s in code. Give it back.”




He carried my book over to Sookie’s desk, and the two of them bent over it, murmuring, “Numbers…Just like an engineer…Oooh, who’s this?…Milk Dud Breath?” while I threw erasers at them (the office had a ton, left over from the precomputer era) and demanded they return my private property. I wasn’t too worried that they’d crack my code. But still. The book contained nicknames, stats, bits of information, and columns to check whether or not the guy was…




Tyler caught one of the erasers and threw it back. It bounced off my desk and landed in the trash. “What does TDW mean?”




“Third-Date Worthy.” I could have (should have) refused to explain.




“Not just date worthy?” Sookie seemed nonplussed at the idea that I’d judge a man in the same way she rated the newsworthiness of the story leads she chased down in the police blotter every week.




Not for me, though. “If they’re not even date worthy, I don’t list them.”




“Then how do you remember who you’ve already ruled out?”




Just how many guys did she think I knew? Forget that, I don’t want to know.




“I have a good memory.” I wasn’t going to put my record of one date a week up against the record of someone like Sophia’s of one date for breakfast, one for lunch, and one for dinner.




“This is the key to Katelyn—to Mother Hubbard.” Tyler held the book up like it was the Holy Grail, or a Pulitzer, which, after one beer too many and a brokenhearted night with Sophia’s paying zippo attention to him, he’d confessed he coveted winning one day. He hadn’t seemed to make the connection that scandal didn’t usually win prizes. Except maybe Deep Throat and Watergate. But that was before celebrity sex videos hit the Internet and changed the scandal scales big-time.




He thumbed through the book. “What do the codes mean? RTG1-2.”




“Nothing.”




Sookie whistled low in her throat—approvingly, I think. “Wow. You’ve got the blog address, and the online dating profile?” She looked up and grinned at me. “I’m surprised you don’t have the blood type.”




“That would come later,” I snapped. “Can I have that back, please?”




Tyler grabbed it. “Man, you have more research on guys than Uncle Sam.” His happiness was unsettling. And then a shadow crossed his face. “Anything on me?”




That wasall I needed him to see. “No. Only guys I might date. Could you give it back, please? You two have work to do, and we don’t want anyone to notice how long I’ve been in here, do we?”




For a moment Tyler held on to the book as if he wanted to go through it to make sure I was telling the truth. Not a good idea. I considered whether my six weeks of karate back in sixth grade would be enough to take him down. Maybe. If he was unconscious.




Fortunately, in typical clueless guy fashion, he only seemed relieved that I didn’t consider him in the slightest bit date worthy.




He handed me the book. “This rating system of yours would make a great column.”




“No, thank you!”




“Why not?” He seemed surprised that I wouldn’t immediately agree. “It works for you, right?”




“Of course.” Sure, if you want a catalog of losers, but I wasn’t going to go there. Especially not with Tyler.




“Maybe if the readers know why you’re so sure that giving up early is a good thing, they’ll stop sending you trash mail, right?”




“Yes.” I wasn’t sure I liked where this was going. After all, my rating system was for my eyes only. Top secret. Hush-hush. Not to mention highly embarrassing.




He got that ADD Thinker look again. “Let me get the paper to bed and then I’ll figure out where to go from here.”




“You could always just fire me.”




“That would be the traditional response.” He grinned at me and my auto no turned into a definite maybe. Serious guys with a surprise sense of humor. I’m just a sucker for that combination. “And I’m anything but traditional. I’ll think of something.”




“Great.” I didn’t even bother to fake enthusiasm as I escaped from the office (after Tyler checked to make sure no one suspicious was loitering outside). I was going to be doing some thinking too. About how to stop my hormones from dancing a little salsa whenever Tyler was in sight.




 




There are times when I resent that college kids—especially freshmen—often get stuck in classes of hundreds. Like cattle. What do they think? So many of us will fail that it isn’t worth wasting a few more teachers on us? Maybe that we’ll be so happy for the new freedom of college life, we’ll be impressed by a teacher who is so far away she’s teaching from another zip code? Oh, well. What is, is.




Look for the silver lining—which is, I guess, besides the fact that my school has a great mic system in the auditoriums, that I can sit very far away from Tyler and not have to hear whatever insane plans he’s come up with during his all-nighter putting the paper to bed, aided no doubt by a gallon of Starbucks’ finest.




I took a seat far away from my usual row in the auditorium and crouched down low so that Tyler wouldn’t see me in a casual scan of the room. I don’t know what it is about me. But I really don’t know how to give up hope with a guy. Anything else, sure. But that a guy might suddenly notice me as more than a friend? Nope. I can crush it, burn it, starve it, and stomp it, but the hope always sneaks up when I least expect it.




Like when Tyler came into the room just then in jeans that were a little too tight and a green sweatshirt that made the green flecks in his hazel eyes stand out. He stopped, noticed that I was not in our usual row. I hoped he’d just take his seat, but no such luck. He wandered around long enough to spot me, and then slid into the seat next to me. So why was I glad he was there, when I purposely tried to avoid him? Please, don’t try to force me to make sense of something that human beings haven’t figured out in many millennia.




He didn’t even know he’d insulted me the night before—or that I knew he was really taking advantage of my crush on him. Although, maybe hedidn’t know how I felt. Maybe he’s just thick and self-absorbed. Oops, there goes that little note of hope growing again. Because if he were just self-absorbed, there would still be the possibility that he might notice me as more than good old Katelyn. Then maybe his hormones would want to dance with my hormones…. What can I say, I’m hopeless.




Almost as if he knew what I was thinking, Tyler said, “So—ready to learn how to French-kiss?” Which was a funny commentary on the syllabus entry for today, or a cruel torture meme, depending on whether or not he had a clue how I feel.




“I know how to French-kiss.” At least, I’ve never had any complaints, but I didn’t need to add that aloud.




“Yeah, I hope Golding plans to explain why she thinks she needs to spend a whole class on kissing. Unless she’s going to have us practice.”




I bet half the class took Human Sexuality, not just because it fulfilled a general credit to graduate and was thought—erroneously—to be an easy-A class, but because we were naive enough to think it might be a shortcut to solving the mysteries of attraction, love, and heartbreak. Maybe give us an academic defense to guard against broken hearts, against loving someone who wouldn’t love us back. Or, at the least, a way to weed out the duds before we did something stupid, like lend them our last twenty bucks.




Class was full to the brim with plenty of young, confused, dating-eligible students—not all freshmen, I might point out. There were some upperclassmen, like Tyler and Sophia, who often have better things to do than go to class, if you know what I mean. Although, I think Sophia just liked to have her expertise in the subject confirmed. If that sounds a little bitchy, it isn’t. Sophia’s totally cool and doesn’t even seem to mind, too much, that she got stuck with a tomboyishly cute freshman for a roommate.




I almost didn’t even mind that Tyler had the hots for her. I’d gotten used to being second-string in high school, and once again college wasn’t much different. Besides, who can compete with a girl from Italy with excellent taste in fashion and room decor? It was a no-brainer that she’d take Human Sexuality just for the easy A.




 




I wonder how many other people in the class were relieved to hear, the very first class, that it wasn’t our shallowness that made it difficult to return the affections of someone deserving. It was just basic chemistry. Our bodies made the decision from a few short sniffs and a little visual selectivity.




For example, my obsession with Tyler’s eyes. Not to mention the way he smelled like peppermint and leather. And Richie’s bizarre thing for my ear. How do I know that? Because he told me. He even wrote an ode to my ear for a dramatic performance once. He gave me a private showing and I applauded, even though it creeped me out a little.




I mean, my ear? Why not my smile? Or my eyes? Heck, even my legs, which are a trigger for male fantasies, according to my professor. But I guess we’re just slaves to our own chemistry.




There was a ray of hope on the attraction front, though. Professor Golding says it eases up as we get older. Probably because we start losing our sense of smell. And our eyesight becomes fuzzier. But I’m only eighteen, and I’m not anxious to get old before I’ve been young. So I guess I’m just going to have to put up with the vagaries of pheromones. And the fact that my pheromones enjoy leading me into unrequited like with guys whose pheromones don’t reciprocate.




Tragedy in the making, I say. But my body chemistry obviously didn’t consult my wishes. If it had, I’d have gone out with David in high school. Or, at the very least, Tyler would have noticed me in the boy meets girl way during the past few weeks.




I tried not to let it get to me, although I had added to the end of my last essay, on the subject of human hormones, the rather impulsive and off-topic sentence:I wish I controlled my body chemistry rather than it controlling me.




Professor Golding had written a note alongside my lament:Ah! But the uncertainty is what makes it all exciting!




She could afford to say that—she was already at the stage where her sense of smell and her eyesight were going.




Mine, however, were still pretty sharp. And Tyler was a cutie, even though I was trying not to look at him. There was no discussion of Mother Hubbard at all from him, which threw me for a second. But then I noticed how he kept glancing at the empty seat next to me. Duh. He wasn’t being his usual overcautious self. He had something other than the paper on his mind this morning.




“Where’s Sophia?” His question reminded me that sometimes a sexy roommate can come in handy (not usually, but sometimes). At the same time I had to fight the red tide of jealousy. Damned pheremones.




Sometimes I wish I wasn’t so good at guessing what people will say—at least the things I wish they wouldn’t say. Not that Tyler isn’t nonchalant enough to fool anyone sitting nearby.




 




So I tell him only half the truth. “She wasn’t feeling well, so I promised to take great notes and fill her in when I get back to the room.” No need for him to know that the cause of Sophia’s “illness” is six feet, six inches tall and a huge fan of some sports tournament at the bar. Sophia hadn’t said good-bye to him until four in the morning—and I had cause to know since I was propped up on the lumpy, spine killer couch in the commons area of our dormitory until she gave me the all clear.




Okay, so there’s one more adjustment I had to make to college life versus high school life. Sharing a room. I’m not an only child, but my little brother and I always had our own rooms. Sharing with someone who is yin to my yang is way weird.




Not that Tyler would get it—he’s dying to yin her yang. Guys.




Golding walked into class with a massive pair of lips resting on her shoulders. At least, I assumed it was Golding, since the body beneath the lips was the same curvy yet conservatively clad figure that had somehow made the guys drool all semester.




She liked to shock us, always laughing when she got the silent hush at the sheer daring of her latest stunt. Then she’d smile a big Cheshire Cat grin and say, “It comes with the material. Can you believe they pay me to teach you guys about sex and love?”




But giant plastic lips in place of a head was a bit much. In my opinion. Tyler seemed to think it was cool, the way he was smiling. I suppose any diversion is a good diversion when you need one.




Some of the other kids clapped. Not too surprising when you think about it—a class of hundreds is bound to have a small percentage of people who like their humor on the cute but cheesy side.




Golding’s hottie grad student assistant helped her get the lips off of her head and onto the little lecture desk at the front of the classroom. Her hair was a little mussed, but not much—she patted it absently as she faced the class, and adjusted her glasses as she peered up at the faces in the crowded lecture hall.




That was something I really did like about Professor Golding—she came by her sex appeal naturally. She wore minimal makeup and her clothes were the right size, not too tight. She had a killer sense of humor and such complete comfort in her own skin that there wasn’t any way not to love her—even when she had a pair of giant lips on her head.




Even when she was outrageous. “Raise your hand if you think you’re a good kisser.”




Lots of people raised their hands—Tyler’s may even have been the first one up, he responded so quickly. Maybe he thought she’d ask him to come up and demonstrate. Hey, if my hope dies hard, I can imagine that holds true for other people, even guys like Tyler.




“No wonder no one takes your advice,” Tyler whispered when I didn’t raise my hand.




“This is a bogus question.” I crossed my arms to avoid the temptation to raise my hand. I noticed a few hands that hadn’t been up raise waveringly—no one really likes to be in the minority. Including me.




But I wasn’t going to give Golding’s lame question any validity.




I’d forgotten that Tyler could lose his sense of humor and revert back to serious in about a tenth of a second. “I am a good kisser. Are you implying I’m not?”




As if I’d know. Maybe once or twice (an hour) I’ve thought about it. Tyler has great lips, full and curved and quirked just like I like them.




Of course, I’d fall on the sharpest pencil I could find before I’d admit that to him. So I just said, “Everybody thinks they’re a great kisser—it’s the other person they think doesn’t know jack.”




He grinned, sense of humor resurfacing, as if he thought I’d agreed with him. But no, he’d heard me. “Go ahead and keep telling yourself that.”




Golding’s lecture was pretty much what I’d expected (after all, I had read the chapter she’d assigned us to read—maybe I do like being in the minority, after all). A quick historical overview, some of the more weirdo views that cultures hold on kissing, how kissing can go horribly wrong, etc.




To Tyler’s (and probably others’) disappointment, there was no practicing. Even Professor Golding restricted herself to kissing the obscenely huge lips only five times, and she didn’t French-kiss even once, although several people anonymously—and loudly—called out for it.
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