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Trowa dropped his backpack slash briefcase on the kitchen counter and was drinking milk out of 
the carton when one of his roommates came sauntering out of the bathroom, towel around his 
middle, and raided the same fridge for the orange juice carton.

“So Tro, how you liking Student Teaching so far.”

“Not bad, not good either, but not bad. The actual teaching itself I like. I feel out of place though. I 
think student teaching in your Junior year is a bad idea. I’m only three years older than the senior 
students. It’s weird being called Mr. Barton by them. The Freshmen not a problem, I’m just getting 
weirded-out by the seniors.” Trowa replied placing the almost, but not quite, if there is a drop left I 
do not have to go to the store to replace it, milk carton back in the door.

“You’ll get used to it. You were the one who wanted a High School assignment so don’t whine 
when you finally get one.”

“You’re probably right. And I’m not whining. I’ve only been there a few weeks. Christmas Break is 
over and this semester is trying to get my brain back in order. I was just getting used to the other 
school when my assignment changed. I’ll reserve judgment on this school until I get a feel for the 
place.”

“Sage wisdom.” Another one of Trowa’s roommates remarked coming in and setting an 
overflowing backpack next to Trowa’s.

“Jesus Wufei, did you bring home the ENTIRE Library?”

“No just the legal section.” Wufei groaned going to the frigde and taking out the Milk Carton, 
“Damn it Barton! Don’t leave a drop!”

“Who says it was me?”

“Only you and I drink Milk. Only Heero Drinks that Red Bull Crap, and Duo is a walking citrus 
Fruit.”

“Fruit yes, but citrus? I think I’m more a banana man myself.” Duo smirked swiveling his hips to 
emphasize his ‘banana”.

“God that was bad.” Trowa groaned grabbing his keys. “I’ll go buy more Milk, anything else while 
I’m going?”

“Munchies! I’m out and I don’t get paid until Friday. Pleeeeeease?” Duo begged, batting his 
irresistible big deep blue-violet eyes.

“Bugles for bugle boy. ‘Fei?”
“Tuna. Heero ate my can of Tuna.”



“HEERO?” Trowa hollered and a shaggy headed youth grunted and came out of the bedroom he 
shared with Duo.

“What?”

“I’m going to the store, do you need anything?”

Heero contemplated a moment, looked up without batting an eye, and spoke. “Lube.”

Duo grinned. “Oh yeah, that too.”

Wufei rolled his eyes. “Buy the industrial size Barton, they use enough, might as well save money 
in bulk.”

Trowa just chuckled and headed back out to the store.
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