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Just an Ordinary Love Story
Jane Colt

How likely is it that studious coed Melissa will fall for Richard -- former campus jerk
and serial womanizer -- who’s trying to mend his ways and win her heart? Not very,
since, having made it to the “friend zone,” he’s afraid to tell her how he feels. It’s even
less likely because Richard doesn’t know Melissa’s already married to her childhood
sweetheart, Sam -- who’s really Samantha.
However… it’s not impossible. Melissa is bisexual, she’s developing feelings for
Richard, and her wife is supportive of her quest to discover what her bisexuality
means. What does HEA look like for a loving, blended trio?

Chapter One
“WOW! That was one punishing hit on Harrison. Smashed high from the left!
Slammed low from the right! No wonder he did a full three-sixty before hitting the
ground. I bet it knocked the wind out of him. Wait a minute! He’s not moving, and his
leg is bent out at a really troubling angle. The EMTs are rushing onto the field with a
stretcher. Let’s hope it’s not as bad as it looks. It won’t matter in this game. Harrison has
given his team a twenty-one-point lead with just a quarter to play. But this young man is
supposed to be headed to the NFL!”
When Richard regained consciousness, he was in a fog. He fought to clear his
head but failed. He opened his eyes, but everything was out of focus.
“He’s awake.” It was his mother’s voice -- but with a serious measure of worry.
“How are you feeling, honey?”
He hurt everywhere, and his mouth was so dry he had trouble forming any
words. “Mo- Mom? Wha- What’s g- What’s going on?” he finally got out.

***
Ten months later
The young man tried to hurry up the stairs, but he was still having trouble using
crutches. When he pushed open the classroom door, his backpack swung around and
pulled him off balance. He let go of his aluminum aids to stop from falling, and the
metallic clatter as they crashed against the floor drew everyone’s attention.
Every face looked his way. Few showed sympathy. Most wore thinly veiled
smirks. Some openly displayed glee. He wasn’t surprised. He deserved it, and he knew
it. A distinguished woman in a lab coat walked over and picked up his crutches.
“Classes began a week ago, Mr. Harrison” -- she handed the crutches to him --”for
everyone,” she added sternly. “And we begin on time.”
“I understand, Professor. There were complications with my surgery. I’m sorry. I

thought this building had an elevator. It won’t happen again.”
She nodded. “Come with me.”
They walked to the farthest corner of the lab where a plain looking young woman
was adding something to a beaker sitting on a blue flame. She was staring intently
through her large protective glasses to see what kind of reaction it would produce. “Miss
Teaberry,” her teacher interrupted, “this is Richard Harrison, your new lab partner. I
know you wanted to work alone, but we don’t have enough stations. However, if you
decide this partnership won’t work, I’ll respect that.” She looked at Richard seriously. “If
so, Mr. Harrison will have to accept the consequences of his actions.”
“It’s fine, Professor. I promise to pull my weight.”
The young woman looked suspiciously at her new partner. “I’m Melissa.”
He gave her his best smile and extended his hand. “Sorry to mess things up for
you. I’m Richard.”
After looking at his hand for a few seconds, she grimaced and shook it. She
turned her attention back at the beaker. “I know who you are,” she added frostily.
“You’re Dick Harrison. Let’s just get to work.”
He groaned inside. There was no question what she meant. Please don’t let this be a
girl I slept with and have completely forgotten. I know I was bad. But that bad? He studied her
face closely. “We haven’t met before, have we?”
She turned to face him. “No. But you dated my first-year roommate, Alicia
Monti.” The accusing look told him everything he needed to know.
He winced. She was kind to say he’d “dated” her roommate. He looked straight
back at her. “For what it’s worth, you have every right to be angry with me. I was a jerk
to her -- and to more people than I want to admit. But life has kicked the shit out of me in
return. Once I figure out how to get around with these” -- he held up one of his crutches
– “I will apologize to Alicia -- and the others. They may not forgive me. But I at least
want to try to do the right thing. In this class, I only want to be a good lab partner and
not flunk out. Just tell me what to do.”
Melissa raised her eyebrow, eyeing him uneasily. “Are you being straight with

me? This isn’t some sort of con?”
His face was somber. “No. I mean it.” His tone was repentant. “I know you have
no reason to believe me. I also know that a week from now you’ll want to ask the
professor to get rid of me. And not because I’m not doing my share, but because I’m
rubbish when it comes to chemistry. Which will make me a pain in the ass as a lab
partner. But this was the only science class with an opening. I need it to graduate, so I
will do everything you want me to do. I promise I will work like crazy not to let you
down. My fate is in your hands.”
Melissa pushed her glasses up her nose, silently eyed him for a while, and
frowned. “Let’s see. You’re telling me I shouldn’t believe you and you’ll be nothing but a
burden who will jeopardize my grade. That’s supposed to win me over?”
“I’m turning over a new leaf,” he replied seriously. “I’ve been told honesty and
humility weren’t my strong suits. All I’m asking for is a chance.”
She examined the beaker again, then looked back at him. “OK. For this
experiment, I want you to stir the liquid until I tell you to stop.”
“Done.” He settled on the stool in front of the beaker, took the glass rod she
handed him, and began stirring the blue liquid.
Melissa neatened up their lab area, returned some chemicals to the storage closet,
and came back with more. She jotted down some notes, then read in her textbook. A
couple of times, the professor came by and asked, “Ready?”
When Melissa replied, “Not yet,” the teacher seemed puzzled. All the while,
Richard stirred. He noticed that no one else in the class seemed to be stirring their
beakers. Also, when the professor checked out their work, she told them they could
leave. When one hand got tired, he switched to the other.
He and Melissa ended up being the last pair in the classroom. The professor came
by one more time and glanced at the beaker. “Everything looks fine, Miss Teaberry. I
need to leave. Is there a problem?”
“Not at all, professor. We’re just being extra diligent.”
She nodded. “Very well. See you next time. Be sure to clean up before you go.”

“Yes, ma’am.”
After the teacher headed out, Richard looked at Melissa as he kept stirring. “I
assume I keep going.”
She didn’t even look up from her book. She simply pursed her lips tightly, looked
at the page, and made a stirring motion with her hand.
Thirty minutes later she closed her book. “OK. You can stop.”
He rubbed his hands together to loosen them up. He’d been stirring for more than
an hour straight. “What next?”
“Next?” Her eyebrows arched in surprise. “You’re willing to keep going?”
“If you want me to. Yes. I’ll even stay here alone and do stuff if you want. I know
this was a test on your part. I have to prove myself to you. If you want me to keep going,
I’m OK with that.”
Her look wasn’t altogether hostile. “How’d you know?”
“It wasn’t hard,” he said with a laugh. “Everyone else stirred for about thirty
seconds. The prof checked their work. They left. I assume you’d already done the
stirring before I got here. The only explanation was that you needed to see if I meant
what I said. You were giving me a chance, and I want to thank you for that.”
She narrowed her eyes. Was he playing her? He seemed sincere. But didn’t guys
like him know how to fake it so you’d believe them until it was too late?
“So, how’d I do, boss? Will you let me be your partner?”
She looked at him seriously. “As long as you do what you’re told and don’t blow
anything up, I guess we should be OK.”
He nodded and smiled. “Not exactly high praise, but I’ll take it. Thanks. I mean
it.”
After they cleaned up their lab space, she showed him where the elevator was. As
they exited the building, he stumbled again on his crutches. She looked concerned. “Are
you OK?”
“I’ll get used to them. I’ll see you in class.”
As Richard left the building and headed toward his dorm, he heard a shout.

“Dude! Wait up.”
The tall, muscular young man came up and gave him a hard slap on the back.
“Yo, dude! I heard you were back. Great to see you again.”
“You too, Alex.”
“I was afraid you were gone for good.”
“Having my career end was bad enough. I had to take time off for the operations,
but I wasn’t going to completely ruin my life by dropping out.”
His friend looked at the crutches. “Sorry about the sticks, man. But I bet they’ll
work great with the babes. A bunch of us from the team are taking the T to the Square to
hit the bars. Come with. We’ll find some hottie to throw you a sympathy fuck. It’ll be like
old times.”
“Thanks. But you and I both know the only reason the other guys from the team
would be glad to see me is to rub it in.”
“No way, man. Everybody loves you.”
Richard snorted.
“Well, maybe you weren’t the easiest guy to love.”
“It doesn’t matter. I’ve got to study. No more ‘athletic A’s’ for me.”
“Right. That sucks. Man, school’s going to be a drag for you. Word is you even
got saddled with some nerd as a lab partner. Is she hot at least? Any chance of hitting
that?”
Richard winced inside. His tone became serious.
“It’s not going to be like that. I did a lot of thinking in the hospital. I’m done being
a jerk who’s just looking to get laid. I’m not going to say nonstop sex wasn’t fun, but I’m
not heading to the NFL anymore. I need a new game plan. A different life. I need to be a
different person. I need to grow up. Besides, Melissa’s pre-med, not a party girl.”
“Wait! ‘Melissa’ as in Melissa Teaberry?” Alex laughed. “In that case, you don’t
even have to worry about being tempted. The Ice Queen herself! I hear if your junk gets
within a foot of her pussy, it’ll quick-freeze and snap off. You be careful how close you
stand beside her.” He chuckled and poked Richard in the chest.

“C’mon, dude.” He frowned. “Not cool. She’s being fair to me. And we both
know I don’t deserve it.”
“Sorry, man. Just having fun.” Alex slapped him on the arm, then gestured in the
direction of his friends. “One last chance. You sure I can’t lead you astray with some
drunken debauchery? It’ll be like old times. Fuck ‘em and dump ‘em.”
“Nah. I’m good. New leaf, remember?”
Alex narrowed his eyes as he looked at him. “New leaf? You? We’ll see. When
you come to your senses, you know where to find me -- balls-deep in some luscious
pussy. Later, dude.”
“Later, bro.”
Richard watched Alex as he walked away. He sat on the bench in front of the
reflecting pool and looked into the waters. A profound sense of shame washed over him.
A year ago, he’d prided himself on being a man-whore. I can’t believe I used to be that guy.
I was such an asshole.
He also knew that his former teammates had absolutely no interest in seeing him.
They had tolerated his arrogance because they had to. For years he’d been told how
gifted he was as a quarterback. He was going to the NFL. As far as he was concerned, he
was doing them a favor by winning so many games for them. They rode on his coattails.
He’d be one of the greats. They would be sentenced to boring jobs. He walked with a
swagger and was conceited and condescending.
He shivered with disgust. No more. You’re getting a second chance. Don’t blow it.

***
When Melissa heard the FaceTime tone, she closed her book, put her phone in
front of her, and tapped. “Hey, Sam.”
“You don’t look happy, babe. Hard day?”
“Yes. No. I don’t know.”
Sam laughed. “Covering all the possibilities? Nothing confusing there.”
Melissa ran her hands through her long brown hair. “I was already tense about
how tough this year was going to be, then I was assigned a lab partner in chemistry. He

missed the first week of classes because of problems with surgery. Everyone else was
already paired up. I’m worried getting stuck with this guy is going to ruin my GPA.”
“Whoa. Griping about a guy with medical problems? That doesn’t sound like
you. You’re the most sympathetic person I know.”
“That’s not it. I’m sorry. I’m so tired I’m not making any sense.” She took off her
glasses and rubbed her eyes. “Even he knows he’s the biggest jerk on campus.”
“What do you mean?”
“For the last couple of years, he was a football star on his way to the NFL.
Everybody fawned all over him, wanting to be his friend. He had girls throwing
themselves at him all the time. I had one indirect encounter with him. Remember the
guy who screwed over my first-year roommate? She was so heartbroken and
embarrassed, she almost dropped out of school.”
“That’s him?”
“Yeah.”
“I hope you kicked him in the balls.”
“I would have, but he was on crutches. At the end of last season, he got hurt so
badly his pro football career was over before it began. The injury was so serious he
couldn’t even finish the semester. Then he needed so many surgeries he missed the
spring semester. He’s come back this year to graduate. He swears he’s reformed.”
“Has he?”
“Can an egotistical brat who thinks he’s God’s gift to women and does as little as
possible in class change? Ha!” she scoffed. “But…” She cocked her head. “I have to be
honest and say he surprised me today. I had him do something mindless and totally
unnecessary -- just to see if he’d do it. With his reputation for doing as little as possible to
get through his classes and relying on friends to do anything difficult for him, I expected
that after five minutes, he’d be bored and snarky. And that would have been it for him.
But not only did he obediently stir a beaker for more than hour, he knew why I was
making him do it. He even thanked me.”
“Not a bad first step, if he meant it. But it might be a con.”

“My reaction exactly. A leopard and its spots. I’m still skeptical. But…” She
paused and then said thoughtfully, “If he’s really looking for a second chance, I want to
help.”
“Just don’t get taken advantage of. Hmmm. Football player. Campus
heartbreaker. He sounds like a real stud muffin. Right?”
She laughed. “Like I’d be interested.”
“You never know. You’re a red-blooded American girl. You must have felt
something. Any electricity? Do I need to be worried?” Sam teased.
“Hardly,” she said dismissively “Besides” -- her face lit up --”all I’ve been able to
think about is how much I can’t wait to see you. Are we set for this weekend?”
“Absolutely. And I’ve got some big news.” Sam beamed in return.
“The fellowship!”
“Sorry, sweets. All I’m saying is that we have a reservation at the Plaza.”
“So really big news.”
“Not telling till I see you.”
“Tease.”
“Yup.”
“OK. I can wait. Love you, Sam.”
“Love you, too. Sweet dreams.”
They blew kisses at each other and clicked off.

***
After class the following Friday afternoon, Melissa excitedly rushed to get an
Uber. She wanted to get to the hotel in plenty of time so everything would be just right
for a night of passionate lovemaking.
She decorated the room with fresh flowers and cued up their favorite sexy
playlist. She placed a bottle of champagne into the ice bucket and checked the glasses
she’d brought for spots. She pulled the covers on the bed down and even sprinkled rose
petals onto the sheets. Surveying the romantic scene, she sighed. She giggled at how
corny it was, but she loved it anyway. She’d light the candles after she’d changed.

Her original plan was to enjoy a relaxing bath, but she was too keyed up. She took
a quick shower and put on her makeup. There was no question what she’d wear -- her
favorite black lace teddy and black silk robe. The final touch was to dab Black Opium in
all the spots that would drive her lover wild.
The next fifteen minutes were a delicious agony. It had been a month since they’d
seen each other. She paced, looked at her watch, sat on the edge of the bed tapping her
foot, paced, looked at her watch, sat back on the bed, got up and turned on the music, lit
the candles, looked at her watch. When she heard the door open, she flung off her robe.
“You’re here!”
They both threw themselves into the hug. After a minute of intense kissing, they
came up for air.
Sam surveyed the scene. “Wow! Candles, flowers, our song, even rose petals!”
“To show you how much I love you,” Melissa said tenderly as she was unable to
keep herself from frantically unbuttoning, unbuckling, and unzipping any article of
clothing that kept her from pressing against the naked flesh she craved. Within seconds,
her lover had pulled off the teddy, and thrown it to the other side of the room. In a flash
the naked couple was on the bed, kissing passionately. Their hands explored each
other’s body as excitedly as they had the first time they’d made love.
“Oh, Sam, I’ve missed you so much,” Melissa moaned.
“Me too, babe. Being apart is agony,” Sam said breathlessly.
They squirmed and writhed furiously against each other. The frustration at
having been separated for so long made them desperate for release. Because they could
play out this scene only every month or two, the first orgasm would reassure them they
weren’t just dreaming. They finally were naked in bed together. After that would come
more romantic, soulful lovemaking.
Sam caressed Melissa’s breast, flicking, then kissing, sucking, and biting her hard,
pink nipple.
She couldn’t stop from groaning loudly. “More, Sam. Please.”
Sam hurriedly kissed in a straight line down Melissa’s tingling torso toward her

needy pussy.
Spreading her legs apart, Melissa encouraged her partner by displaying her wet,
aching cunt. She begged. “Please, Sam. Eat me.” Her voice was husky and desperate. In
an instant, her lover’s mouth was feasting on her swollen, red lips. Melissa fisted the
sheets, opened her legs even wider, and pushed herself against Sam’s hungry mouth.
Her lover’s stiff tongue masterfully probed her opening, and she surrendered to the fact
that she was no longer in control of her own body. She was but a puppet under her
partner’s command. She moaned loudly. “Oh, Sam. I’m so close. Make me come.” Her
lover’s enthusiastic sucking of her clit was all it took to push her over the edge. Her body
tensed, then erupted. Joy spread from her pussy to every part of her. Screaming, “Sam!”
she trembled in ecstasy.
Barely catching her breath, Melissa flipped the two of them into sixty-nine. It was
her turn to pleasure her partner, but she was already hungry for another orgasm.
The lovers began driving one another crazy with their mouths. Melissa was the
more athletic of the two, taking control. She moved the pair around the bed, turning
them over, tossing them around, moaning in delight. Sam came first. Melissa quickly
followed. They screamed out each other’s names, and their bodies shook uncontrollably.
After a few minutes of lying still, their breathing was back to normal. Sam pulled
Melissa into an embrace and kissed her tenderly.
“I love you, you sexy wife of mine.”
“I love you too, you sexy wife of mine.”
Melissa rested her head on Samantha’s shoulder and lovingly caressed her
breasts. Sam stroked her wife’s beautiful long brown hair.
Melissa took a deep breath and relaxed. “You said good news. The fellowship?”
“Yup. I got it.”
“That’s wonderful.” She gave her wife a squeeze. “I’m so proud of you.”
Sam looked at her crooked. “You proud of me? Who’s the girl who does all that
volunteer work at that hospital despite carrying a massive course load? I’d be
overwhelmed. You’re so strong.”

“Me? You’re the strong one. It was you who insisted that we come out to our
families when we did. I was terrified. But you held my hand and said, ‘We’re doing
this!’”
“But that was nothing compared to the courage you needed when you also had to
come out as bi! You’re my hero, M.”
They looked at each other and laughed. Melissa gave her wife a big hug. “No,
Doctor, no self-esteem problems here. But getting back to the fellowship, adding that to
what I’ll have, we can definitely afford the kind of apartment we’ve been talking about.
We haven’t talked much about what part of the city we should live in. School for you
will be on the upper West Side, for me, in the Village. Do you think --”
Samantha’s hand drifted down her wife’s torso -- to her navel, farther south, to
Melissa’s swollen lips. “God, I love that you get so wet.”
Melissa moaned. “You’re not listening to me, are you?”
“Sorry.” She moved her hand away.
Melissa took it and put it back. “I didn’t stay stop.” She laughed. “There will be
plenty of time to talk… after.”
The two of them moaned as Sam gently massaged her wife’s pussy. Then she
moved down, so she could take the inviting pink nipple in her mouth at the same time.
Melissa closed her eyes and smiled, knowing what to expect. Sam slipped her finger
inside. Pressing against the G-spot, she slowly and tenderly sent tiny electric ripples of
pleasure through her wife’s body. A few minutes later, she increased the pressure and
tempo. Her wife responded by tensing up and moaning loudly. Then Sam changed
tactics and treated Melissa’s clitoris to very fast and very light strokes. “Oh, babe!”
Melissa gripped the sheets. Her breathing was so deep and rapid, it sounded almost like
she was gasping for air. Then all at once her body bucked. “Oh, God!”
After she calmed down and caught her breath, Melissa turned her head toward
her wife. “I am so lucky to be married to someone who knows how to make my body do
amazing things. What did I ever do to deserve you?”
Lying beside her, Samantha smiled sweetly. “No. The question is what did I do to

deserve you.”
They kissed tenderly. Throughout the night, they would alternate between
cuddling, sleeping, and passionately devouring one another.
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