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Instructions: Read this story that some American man put on the Internet, and pay attention to the use of tenses:

· Past tense

· Past perfect tense (“a past before a past”)
· Present tense
When I was in my first year of college, I was still a virgin. I had made out with a few girls in high school, but I had never gotten past kissing. Suddenly, I found myself in a new world, on a college campus, living in a dormitory with 600 other horny eighteen-year-old guys, and there were no adults to control our behavior. Everybody was talking about sex, and it was hard to keep my mind on my classes.

One of my floor mates, Neil, the guy across the hall from me, who came from the small town of Cobleskill in upstate New York, introduced me to a girl from his town named Terry. I can’t remember her last name, but I remember her face and her body. She was short, blonde and beautiful. She looked like the mermaid in the Disney movie, and from the moment that I saw her, I knew that I wanted to lose my virginity to her.

Terry’s story was fairly interesting. She was going to an agricultural college near her home because she was interested in farming. Her family owned horses, and she was studying to get her degree in animal husbandry, which has something to do with getting farm animals to have sex with each other. The reason that she had come to visit Neil at my college was that she had just broken up with her boyfriend, whom she had met at her school and who had been cheating on her. Neil told me that Terry’s lousy boyfriend had had sex with many other girls on campus, but not only that. Apparently, he had also had sex with his prize cow, the one he was raising to show in a competition later at a state fair. I told Neil that I couldn’t believe that a person would actually have sex with a cow, but Neil assured me that that kind of thing happened all the time in agricultural communities. Poor Terry! She was playing second fiddle to an animal. If that wasn’t humiliating enough, that cow’s photo had been on her boyfriend’s desk in his dorm room the entire time that they had been sleeping together.

Terry and I hit it off together from the start. She stayed that weekend on our dorm floor because one of the guys had left to visit his parents for the weekend, so he had lent her his room as a favor to Neil. We went to a bar that weekend and she taught me about ginger brandy with ginger ale, a drink which gets you drunk very fast because you can’t tell that there’s any alcohol in it, so you drink it like soda. She taught me how to tie the stem of a cherry into a knot inside your mouth with your tongue. We kissed a lot. On that weekend, I kissed more than I had kissed during my entire high school “career.” When it was time for her to go back to her school, we agreed that she should come back to visit again the following weekend but that this time she should stay with me, in my room, in my bed. Hallelujah! I was now officially a man!

As that following weekend approached, I started to get nervous. I realized that I was about to try something that I knew nothing about. I didn’t want to make a mess of it with her. I wanted her to think that I was cool. I didn’t want her to know that I was a virgin. I wanted to practice having sex with somebody before I finally had sex with her so that I wouldn’t appear to be a total idiot.

It happened that there was a girl on campus who was generally known to be a slut. That is an unkind way to label somebody, but that was the term we boys used back then. Sarah was very self-confident and assertive. She liked having sex with boys, and she especially enjoyed having sex with shy guys whom she could dominate. She had had sex with practically everybody on my floor except me, so the next time she was on our floor, I asked her if she’d like to come to my room. She didn’t hesitate for a second. Her response was, “Sure! Let’s go!”

Sarah was my first. I didn’t particularly like her. I didn’t think she was attractive. She was available and convenient. That was all. I had sex with her, but I didn’t feel much of anything. It wasn’t romantic. It wasn’t enjoyable. When she left my room, I felt ashamed of myself. I knew that I should have trusted Terry with the truth. If I had done that, she would have been kind, and my first experience would have been romantic, not empty.

God has interesting ways of punishing people for their stupidity. When Terry arrived that weekend for her visit, she stayed with me in my room, and slept with me in my bed. When I started to move near her to touch her arm and start making love to her, she told me that she didn’t want to have sex with me because she was still fragile after her horrible experience with her previous boyfriend. She asked me to sleep beside her but not to touch her. I was not a rapist, so I dutifully obeyed.

A few weeks later she called me from her college and invited me to spend a weekend with her in her dormitory because they were having their annual Winter Carnival, with lots of parties and skiing. I was so excited because I realized that she had finally decided to trust me enough to allow me to be intimate with her. When I got there, she told me that it would be better for us not to sleep in the same bed since I was obviously horny all the time and she was still not ready for sex. In fact, she told me that her previous boyfriend and she had become friendly again, not romantically, but socially, and that her previous boyfriend was away for the weekend on a ski trip and had been nice enough to offer his room to me so that I could have somewhere to sleep.

What a guy! That weekend, Terry and I went skiing and to some parties, but at night, I slept in her ex-boyfriend’s bed. Watching over me as I slept, from a framed photo on his desk, was Bessie, his prize cow. 

Terry and I never saw each other again after that weekend. I didn’t call her, and she didn’t call me. I don’t know what she’s doing now, or where she is. However, her beautiful face is still etched into my brain. Hers…and Bessie’s.


