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Bonus Chapter – Ali Lyda – Old Ink 

 

Reagan 

 

 

The college campus made me feel pangs of nostalgia I hadn’t expected to spring up. The 

summer had decided to extend its reach well into October and Channing stepped out of his 

apartment building looking exquisite in a navy v-neck shirt and loose jeans. His hair was much 

longer now and he wore it down and shagged, like a Raphael painting. My stomach did a flip.  

 

“Hey, stranger,” he said as he put his arms around my neck. It had only been two weeks since 

we’d last seen each other, but that had been fourteen days too fucking long. I inhaled deeply as 

I held him close, trying to soak in as much of the cedar and mint smell of his soap as I could.  

 

“Hey,” I whispered in his ear, aware that we were in the middle of the quad but needing 

something to be just between us. “I’ve missed you.”  

 

“Mmm,” Channing said before gently stepping away. “I’ve missed you. I’m glad you came, 

though.”  

 

“You always come to me,” I replied with a smile. “Plus, I wanted to experience the campus that 

you spend so much time at.”  

 

His head tilt and smirk sent warmth spilling through me. “Sure. I need to run some errands on 

campus--mind accompanying me? I can give you the tour.”  

 

“Sounds great.” We walked close, our arms brushing as we went. Each touch reminded my 

body down to its marrow of how good it felt to be with Channing. We were making the distance 

work, but I was eager to have him all to myself.  

 

The dappled shadows of leaves helped break the heat as we strolled down red bricked paths. 

Occasionally a student or cluster of students would double take when they saw me. I leaned in 

toward Channing. “I think they’re staring.”  

 

“You’re on TV, Reagan. I bet they’re trying to remember where they know you from. Besides,” 

he turned and winked, “You’re fucking hot. Who wouldn’t stare?”  

 

Ah, right. I would never grow accustomed to be recognized in public. I felt a bit self conscious 

until Channing linked his arm in my elbow. “Can I buy you coffee?”  

 

“I’m always down for coffee.”  

 



He led me to a small cart displaying images of mugs and with a cute, limited menu on a 

chalkboard nearby. The kid behind the counter looked at Channing and grinned. But his eyes 

grew wide when he turned toward me. “Oh! Hello,” he said, his smile flustered.  

 

“Two medium black coffees,” Channing said. “Chuck, this is Reagan. Reagan, this is my favorite 

barista, Chuck.”  

 

Chuck blushed, his straight blond hair flopping over his eyes. “It’s hard to screw up black coffee, 

Channing. Nice to meet you, Reagan. What are you guys up to today?”  

 

“I’m taking him around campus and then we’ll grab some dinner.”  

 

He handed us our coffees. I immediately took a scalding sip, letting Channing handle the 

transaction. “That’s great! It’s so nice to show your dad around,” Chuck added.  

 

I snorted some hot coffee out my nose and coughed. Channing’s full-bellied laugh filled the 

small courtyard we were in. “This is my boyfriend, not my dad.”  

 

Chuck. I almost felt bad for him. He was a deep crimson and looked desperate for an escape. 

But I, with my wounded pride, wasn’t eager to bail him out. Dad. Do I look like anyone’s dad?  

 

Channing, though, took everything in stride. I even saw him slip a larger bill into the tip jar. “See 

you around, Chuck.”  

 

“Uh huh,” the kid asked, avoiding looking at me.  

 

I was half dragged by Channing away. “I do not look like your father,” I growled under my 

breath.  

 

“No, you don’t,” Channing agreed, but there was an irritating amount of amusement in his tone. 

“Don’t let that ruin your day.”  

 

“Nothing could ruin days I spend with you,” I said, reaching to grab his free hand and squeeze it. 

“But I’m going to be petulant for at least fifteen minutes and there’s nothing you can do about it.”  

 

His chuckle made my chest squeeze. “Okay. Let’s drop off my library books, then, and I need to 

grab a few new ones. You can be grumpy for that, deal?”  

 

“Deal.”  

 

The library was an enormous brick building, the kind of older architecture that gave you pause, 

with thick glassed windows and white trimmed doorways. Large stone steps led up to updated 

glass doors. I followed Channing through them and was immediately hit with the smell of paper 



and ink. It triggered my own memories of being in libraries as a student, trying to get all my 

other classwork out of the way so I could retreat back to the art department.  

 

We went through detectors and Channing walked toward a front desk, pulling his backpack to 

his front. I stood and took in the multiple floors, each crowded with rows and rows of shelves 

packed to the gills with books.  

 

There was a muffled sound of books falling. “Shit,” Channing muttered. “Sorry.” I glanced at him 

and he was apologizing to the librarian. Several books lay sprawled at his feet, his backpack 

sagging empty from where they’d clearly fallen out.  

 

“I’ll help,” I said, and we bent to collect the books. Most were various studies and criminal law 

books that I checked for damage before handing them up to the counter. But I grabbed one that 

looked familiar. On the front I saw the word Affirmations. Inside the front there was my 

handwriting, scrawled in a note written in what felt like ages ago. It was the book I’d given 

Channing before he’d left for school the first time.  

 

Half encouragement, half apology, and entirely genuine. I’d agonized over the right gift to give 

someone I’d known I’d hurt badly. To see he still had it after all this time… 

 

I swallowed hard, flipping through. There were highlighted notes and post-its and Channing’s 

own cramped handwriting in the margins. He hadn’t simply held on to it--he’d read it. Multiple 

times, I realized, feeling the soft and weathered edges of the pages.  

 

When I looked at him, he was staring at me with gentled blue eyes. “Best gift ever,” he said with 

a soft smile. I couldn’t speak, my throat squeezing too hard for words. I nodded.  

 

We gathered the remainder of the books, turned them over. He flashed his I.D. and I had to 

show my license to enter as his guest. Channing was at ease, comfortable in this place. I was a 

husk he was carrying with him, my whole self thinking about the book. About what it meant that 

he’d kept it with him, carrying it several years later.  

 

I followed him up some stairs and into a sequestered area of the library. There weren’t many 

students or staff--it was the weekend and too nice outside to be hunkered down in the darker 

corners of the library. Silence surrounded us as Channing navigated the stacks and I followed.  

 

I was deep in my mind when he rounded on me between two long shelving units. He grabbed 

my shoulders and pulled me into a fast, hard kiss. I stiffened, surprised, but quickly kissed him 

back, hungry for his taste. His lips parted for me and I swept my tongue in, savoring him.  

 

My cock grew hard as iron and Channing pressed the palm of his hand into it, cupping me 

through my jeans. I hissed. “What are you doing?” I whispered.  

 



Channing took the opportunity to lick and nibble on my neck. “I’m going to blow you in the 

library.”  

 

I didn’t think it was possible for my cock to grow stiffer, but it did. He felt it and hummed in 

pleasure. “We can’t do that here, Channing.”  

 

“We absolutely can. You’ve been looking like someone sucker punched you. Is it because of the 

book?”  

 

He was still rubbing me through my pants and without thinking I began to rock into his hand. “I 

just didn’t think it would have meant so much to you.”  

 

“Well, it did. Now, you can be my dad on a tour of the college I’m attending, or you can be my 

hot boyfriend I haven’t tasted in two weeks and come in my mouth here in the library.”  

 

“Jesus fucking Christ, Channing, you have a filthy mouth.”  

 

He nuzzled my neck before brushing his lips against mine again. I felt his hands beginning to 

unbutton my fly. “Then fill my mouth with your cock.”  

 

He didn’t wait for an answer. Channing dropped to his knees in front of me, deftly pulling my 

erection from my jeans as he went. And then his mouth was wrapped around me and I had to 

grab at a shelf to stay upright. My other hand fisted in my mouth to smother the groan I worried 

would escape.  

 

This wasn’t an elegant blowjob. But that didn’t stop my toes from curling and my balls from 

tightening as Channing licked around the head, his hand stroking my base. His talented tongue 

swirled up and down and then he took me deep. Desire and pleasure clenched in me and I 

shook, struggling to hold on.  

 

He bobbed there, back and forth, my cock hitting the back of his throat until his eyes were 

watering and I was two seconds from blowing my load.  

 

Channing looked up at me, his blue eyes glistening and earnest and so, so full of love. It was 

that look that sent me over the edge and I came, pumping into his mouth. He sucked and 

sucked and I saw his throat bob as he swallowed my come. My cock twitched in his mouth as 

he sucked the last bits. It was so fucking sexy.  

 

Then the cheeky bastard licked me clean, sending shudders of over sensitive pleasure rippling 

through me, before he stood. Panting, I tucked myself back in my pants and looked around. But 

no one was there, watching. We’d gotten away with it. 

 

“I can’t believe you just did that,” I whispered, my heart humming in my chest. His lips were red 

and swollen and I kissed him, tasting myself on his lips. “You’re incredible.”  



 

He smirked. “I’ve been dreaming of doing that since you told me you were coming here.”  

 

“If we’d been caught--”  

 

Channing chuckled lightly. “Nope. My friend works here. I may have slipped her a bit of cash to 

ensure we would have this area to ourselves for a short amount of time. Her only rule was fast 

and no mess.”  

 

My eyes bulged. “You’re insane.”  

 

“Dane might be rubbing off on me.”  

 

“I love you.” The words came out fast and unbidden, but tasting like the honied truth they were.  

 

He pulled me in for a hug, his mouth pressing to my cheek. “I love you, too.”  


