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The Prelude
 

June 18, 2003
 

What the hell is he staring at? Anyway, I am used to this kind of attention, but not THIS kind of undivided attention. There’s something unsettling about the way he stares. Good thing there isn’t any possibility that I’d bump into him often. 
 

He looks kind of cute though----not really my type however. Please!
 

June 19, 2003
 

“Hi Cee. Check out the guy near the window. I think he looks really hot.” Camille whispered to me. Since we are both transferees from another College, we easily got along. “Who? That one? Hmmm, he’s okay. You could use a bit of colour though. I think he’s kinda pale.” I said uninterestingly. 
 

“Well, I do think he’s perfect. I like him.” Camille retorted. 
 

“Haha. Nice choice. I guess you can say goodbye to high heels from now on, if you want to make it work. You’re too tall for him.” I winked jokingly at her. 
 

“Damn, you have a point. It’s always the petite ones like you who get all the great looking guys. I think you’ll make a great pair.” She said testily.
 

“Nice try, hunny. Still NOT my type. Why don’t we talk about something else more interesting? He’s looking at here. He might think we’re talking about him.” I shot back.
 

“Oh let him look! I could use some attention.” She swiped a super generous layer of gloss on her lips and flicked her hair. “At least Chemistry and Algebra won’t be boring.” 
 



Chapter One: Seats of Danger
 

June 20, 2003
 

“Can I have your number? You know, just in case I need to ask something...” 
 

I took my mobile from my pocket and looked up my name on the entry list and handed him the phone. (Minimal contact with this guy is necessary) There’s just something about him that rubs me the wrong way. 
 

“Thanks. I made an entry for myself as well, so you know where to reach me.” He said with a smile. “I didn’t ask for it.” 
 

I said without even looking up from my notes. “Then delete it if you want to. I was just being nice” I looked for his name and deleted the entry on the spot. “Done.” 
 

“Are you always this rude?”
 

“Hmmmm no. Just when people place uncalled for entries in my phone.”
 

“Your baby face gives you away. I think you’re not really rude. I think you just taken a premature dislike of me, which is unfair. Why don’t we start over? Hi. I’m Win. I don’t believe we’ve met.” He said with a deeper mock voice as he extended his hand.
 

“Cee-cee.” I mumbled without looking while taking his offer of a handshake.
 

“I guess you’ll be stuck with me for the entire semester huh?” He said with a smirk.
 

“Yeah. Bummer.” 
 

This is where it all started, Room 304, Engineering Building. I came here with high hopes, having shifted to a new course. All I came here for was the pursuit of my dreams and getting over my-ex, who is now dating one of my friends. 
 

Little did I know that this will be the beginning of a new roller coaster ride for me.
 

His name is Win. He is a year or so younger than me. Our meeting had been by design. We were classmates. I never actually thought he’d mean more to me than that. He’s not actually my type. Handsome? Yes. But he reeks of the playboy vibe, which is actually the last thing I needed then. 
 

I could have strangled my Algebra professor because her idea of a great sitting arrangement meant that Win and I sit beside each other. That seemingly minor move changed the lives of two people----two alchemical tag team who are not destined to be together.
 

“What does the A stands for?” He asked me softly as we were taking down notes.
 

“What A?”
 

“Your ring. Your ring says “A”. What does it mean?”
 

“Alma. My mom’s name. Also my second name.” I explained.
 

“Interesting. I’d like to get to know you better, Alma.” He said teasingly as he nudged my elbow.
 

“Go away. Don’t you have better things to do other than annoy me?”
 

“You’re smiling. You don’t exactly look annoyed. Can I call you at home?”
 

“Don’t you have any friends? I’m busy. Besides, I live 2 hours from here. I come home very late.” I said to shut him up. It’s was no use. Damn.
 

“Then I’ll call at dawn.” He said, unperturbed. 
 

“I don’t have a home phone. Okay?”
 

“Nice try. I already saw it on your cell----743-0056.”
 

“You are such a sneak! Are you this invasive of other people’s privacy? Why didn’t you ask me first?” I said, fuming.
 

“Because I hate having to call a wrong number.” 
 



Chapter Two: Law of Action and Reaction
 

“You cannot touch without being touched. That’s Newton’s 3rd Law”
 

I used to think that fundamental branches of sciences like Chemistry and Physics in the context of love was just a big BS. It’s ironic that I have to learn that lesson the hard way, here in this very busy building that became the setting to one love story that can never be. There just seemed to be that unexplainable force that draws us together. 
 

For some reasons, he finds it very hard to take his eyes off me. I on the other hand, fought with tooth and nails just so I wouldn’t think about him.
 

In chemistry---there is such as thing as a spontaneous reaction. When two things react violently without any outside force, say a nuclear bomb, such is a spontaneous reaction. Usually, this reaction is all consuming---no traces of the original substances are left. Win and I have that kind of reaction to each other. Uncontrollable. Violent. All-consuming. Sometimes, destructive. 
 

I actually saw this coming. It’s not as if I was in total state of shock as Win and I became unofficially US. It was a gradual, little by little thing. An accidental touching of skin, subliminal flirting, a banter, and a series of addictive sweet nothings. 
 

For a moment there, I thought I was mature enough to be impersonal about it. I played along and allowed him his advances because I thought I was too much of a woman to be affected. My mistake was that, I was too much of a woman not to be affected. 
 

I remember the way he leans on me during class discussions, sitting so close to me, too close for comfort. He would accidentally touch my hand...then our elbows would touch. Seemingly innocent movements that were getting on me, making me want more. 
 

It all started with a text. Then there was a constant exchange of messages, short phone calls, and lengthy conversations inside the classroom. Then there was friendship. One thing led to another and well, feelings changed. I knew that I am starting to feel a bit more than I should. 
 

He would send me letters, telling me how much I mean to him. He said that he’s looking forward to graduation day with me beside him. Every day since I first saw him, I was sinking and sinking deeper. I knew that it won’t work, so I played it cool and tagged along, all the while ignoring my feelings.
 

For the life of me, I never actually knew how he felt about me. He always told me that I am special. But that’s it. The next semester, we were no longer classmates but we continued what we had. Sometimes, we’d go out and talk for hours hand in hand. He calls me baby, to which I told him that he’d gone crazy. 
 

I told him many times that I am older than him. “It doesn’t matter. I just wanted to call you that. And I wanted you to call me that.” It was a crazy pet name, but I must admit I enjoyed it tremendously. 
 

It was tough because, all the while I have these weird feelings, he never said anything. But he’d give me these signals----he’s very sweet, solicitous, and handy-holdy, but love was definitely something neither of us had the courage to speak about.
 

There were times when he’d see me talking to another guy and he’d act weird. Sometimes, I’d catch him staring at me or catching a whiff of scent from behind when he thinks I am unaware. Since I thought that it was unfair that I am feeling like this, while he seems oblivious to the whole thing, I tried to move on and tried to see him as a friend that he is. However, whenever I tried to let go, he’d find a way to tease me back to him.
 

 
 



Chapter Three: Roadblock 1
 

I was okay with it all until...
 

“I just want to let you know that I’m currently in a relationship. I just wanted to make sure you’re okay with it.”, he texted me one day. 
 

All hell broke loose. 
 

For the first time in three years that I have known him, it became really obvious that what I had with him was nothing more than figment of my imagination. I cried all day---emptied my drawers and threw everything that reminds me of him. 
 

I texted him saying that it’s okay and I am very happy for them both and that I hope it works out. The entire message was a lie---a lie I put together to salvage even an ounce of my pride. The following year, only weeks after that exchange, I was cursing him up and down. 
 

I had a makeover and swore never to feel for him again and that he’ll regret everything. I was okay until...my friends told me that I look like his new girl friend. 
 

“You should have seen her. It took a few seconds to pinpoint who the hell she looks like. Then bingo---It’s you. Win’s girlfriend actually looked like you!” 
 

I was sick up to my toes. The moron!
 



Chapter Four: The Ramblings of Cee-Cee
 

“Plus ca change, plus c’est la meme chose.”---- “The more things change, the more they stay the same.”. Very true. As I have seen in my life, I could have very well be the model of that slogan. 
 

Yes. A lot of things have changed for me. In a span of months I have gone through on another exhilarating roller coaster ride. Life is tough I guess—or is it love? Love indeed! The most powerful thing in the universe had decided to prove its magical prowess on me. Wasn’t I the one who said many years ago that I know all there is to know about relationships? I don’t think I know well enough. I am an amateur.
 

I wish I wasn’t still confused as I write. I wish that I was just doing this for leisure and nothing else. I’m still in a state of emotional turmoil I guess. After everything that has happened, it’s a wonder I am still sane. For the past few days, I find myself dwelling on the things I should have buried along with the last semester. I feel like a traveller who has chosen to traverse the past as if it could provide the required answers for the present. I’m still hanging on. 
 

I know how destructive that state is for me. The fighter in me forces me to still tighten my
 grip. Unfortunately, I know that I could never win this until I give myself in full surrender and accept what is seemingly unacceptable. Letting go is the one last option I have and I am too stubborn to take it.
 

Our story has taken a halt. Temporary or otherwise is something I cannot know. Unfortunately, it doesn’t change a thing. I knew from the start that this is only temporary, that one day I’ll wake up and realize that I have to give up something that wasn’t even mine to start with. What we have is bound to end. In fact, it is should be over by now. I just cannot make myself go. 
 

I don’t know just how much more torture am I willing to go through. I mean, I could always go. In fact I know that’s the only thing left for me to do. I feel lost. As if I’ve been tossed into something that’s surrounded with every colour possible that the effect is disturbing rather than awesome. I feel as if I’m standing in a barren dessert and was asked to count the sands and I don’t know where to start. It’s a never-ending battle. I wish it would just stop.
 

I mean, really, I don’t want to fight anymore because the more I do, the more I suffer. How can you be hopeful about something so obviously hopeless? True. Maybe if I keep telling myself that, I might get tired of the monotony and finally give-up. I’ve tried all sorts of escape that I could possibly come out with to make things easier for me. 
 

Like I said, I want OUT! But I’ve come to terms with the sad reality that my worst enemy is myself. A part of me wouldn’t let go no matter how difficult, no matter how painful. I guess fighting for something you cannot even explain to yourself is never easy. 
 


 I have gotten mad, like hell, forcing myself to come up with anger so strong that for a while it was effective in masking a bit of the pain. For a while, I was sedated. The anger actually made me feel a lot better. At least, I was not feeling sorry for myself the entire duration I was angry.  Then guess what, when I finally returned to normal consciousness, I discovered that it had just gotten worse. I feel so much more of the pain. 
 

It dawned on me then that anger cannot make me hurt less. It   is just a means of prolonging my suffering and weakening my defences, making me more vulnerable. I tried to character-assassinate him in my mind by over-emphasizing his faults, so that they were magnified in a way an advanced microscope can never come up with. 
 

I tried to recall so many of the reasons why it is impossible, but it never worked. How can I destroy, even just for the benefit of my own ears, someone who has given me an incomparable state of happiness? Again, I just made things worse. When will I ever realize that by hurting him, I ‘m doubly hurting myself? I’ve tried building a wall between us, to the point of making it a crime to even just talk to him, I just missed him more.
 

Oh well. I guess you can never fight the forces of nature. To feel is only natural. I have to let it run its course. I have to feel the emotion in its entirety. I can’t possibly escape or the pain will start all over again. I may be the queen of short cuts all my life, but definitely not this time. 
 

I no longer want to be bitter about this whole thing because really there is no “us” issue here. I’m beginning to think that this is solely my issue and nothing else’s. We never made any promises. None of our cards were ever exposed or at the very least, had gotten a glimpse. 
 

We are technically operating the way we used to. You know, more than the usual friends yet
 nothing more. Just like the way we were. Nothing more, perhaps maybe even less since now he is in a “relationship.” I’m beginning to hate the word for all it’s worth. Coz really, I mean, what do we have here if not a “relationship”! I feel so irritated that he had the gall to enter into a relationship with another, yet he refuses to let me go.
 

Anyway, back to what I’m saying…Actually, it’s plain and simple math. It wouldn’t take a would-be engineer to figure this out. Yes, together we’re sweeter than whatever is the sweetest thing. But then I’m alone, single and more, while he is with another and that makes him a double
 and less. I feel something; He doesn’t.  
 

We may have all the reasons why we can be, yet because of present circumstances, they are the very reasons why we can’t be. I guess when you think about it, that sums up to a big, fat, 0! The equation may be long, but then the answer is not that too complicated to ignore or let pass. Things are a lot different now.
 

But then again, I couldn’t blame him for what I “accidentally” felt and have gotten myself into. This is a free country! I could have said no a dozen times if I have to. I could have locked myself in some forsaken place where he couldn’t find me. I could have closed the door on his face if still he didn’t stop. I could have been really mean to him, throttle him senseless and beat him back to sanity hoping against hope that I’ll have my sanity back as well. Did I make enough moves to drive him away? 
 

No. 
 

As for our abnormal friendship, why didn’t I just tell him that I didn’t know how to
 play charades? Why did I have to go along with it when he’s so a demanding playmate? C’mon Cee, you know the answer damn it! It’s like asking a child to turn his back on chocolates and cotton candy. Only a heartless human being can be able to do that. 
 

I mean you tried right? It just so happened that it is something that just cannot be done. That’s the reason why I couldn’t figure out how on earth were I able to hold back this long. I know I haven’t given in entirely. It must be a very tough thing to do. Just like defying gravity. 
 

Your heart must have been partly made of quartz, Cee. Kidding of course, I’m just trying to make light of a gloomy situation. Seriously, I’m still hoping that one day, I’ll be able to utter the words “I’m happy for you.” Without feeling like I’m swallowing a handful of salt. 
 

I really wanted him to be happy. Like I said, he is my heart’s delight even if he’s the very reason why I’m struggling to keep from falling apart. He is the sweetest thing I’ve ever been blessed with, the warmest hug from God. How can I wish him anything but good? I only wish that it isn’t difficult. 
 

I really feel like I’m being asked everything I hold dear just for him to be happy. Nothing is more difficult than forcing a smile when your insides are cracking up. But then, because it would complete his happiness, I’m trying still. 
 

Lucky guy…    
     
 

It’s not a question of my being capable of living without him, or of being able to wake up each day knowing that our story can never even be “published”. I could live without him. 
 

I have done it for years before I met him. This ending is not enough to stop me from still living my life just the way I used to and from reaching my dreams in the way I’ll choose to. It’s just that I have to live each day just like before…before I knew of the sweetness and the magic the two of us can create. It’s as if two separate individuals have been given some sort of enchantment that can only be done together. 
 

Bummer. 
 

My turning away from what I feel would be a question of whether I could give up that magic. Well, the other person made a choice before he even has to. Actually, he was the one who shut the door on my face before I even think of doing it to him. He was the one who surrendered before the battle even began. 
 

Actually his choice has made my choice dependent upon his and therefore made it useless. Actually, things have been made easier for me. All I need to do now is to forget about this whole thing, go on with my life and act like the way I did before. 
 

Only the two of us and the ONE above know about this thing. In the eyes of other people, certainly, nothing has changed. It’s just a matter of acting again…until it becomes real that I’m finally over this. 
 

I think I am mature enough to handle that.
     
 

He was the one who said it, “we’re more than the usual friends”. Just where does one draw the line? This whole thing is stupid. 
 

I don’t go acting super sweet to all my guy friends. I hate to be bothered by technicalities but really! How much of these can I possibly take? He wanted me to be a lot of things for him, except that I must swallow my feelings. I thought I was wiser than this. 
 

Thinking about what everything we have been doing these past three years make me wonder if I am as wise as I thought I was. Everything is on his terms. I should have felt that it was bluntly unfair, except that I was enjoying this more than I even care to admit that I have forgotten all about fairness. 
 

Sometimes, I am just so tempted to just let it be---to stop thinking about the right thing and play for real. In a perfect world, I wouldn’t care about anybody’s feelings. In an ideal world, he’d be the one who’s writing this entry, thinking how much of a fool he is for taking me for granted. 
 

Maybe that’s exactly what I should do---just play. 
 

Actually, this game has a very simple rule. Play incessantly and toss the feelings to the wind. Feel the sensations but never store the memories.  As with every game, the most important thing is to enjoy.
 

Forget about LOVE with him, with both your definition of your friendship, there’s no room in which love can grow in there. Meaning to say, this is a wholesome, non-personal version of charades and no one is supposed to get boo-boos and any other “casualties”. I mean, it’s an indoor game right?  
 

Maybe with this approach, I can win this game after all and turn the tables. We’ll see. 


 

- CEE


 



Chapter Five: The Retort 
 

Win’s response to CEE-CEE’s Ramblings
 

I’ve been trying to get a hold of Cee these past few days. I mean, she seems to be ignoring me. During the lab, she fled in the middle of the experiment and opted to make the dry-lab. She wouldn’t talk to me in class, and when I finally get her to say a word, she looked at me as though I got a big hole in my head! 
 

What on earth is going on? 
 

Okay. I peeped into her so-called ramblings. Actually, she doesn’t know that I did or she could have strangled me. I borrowed her notes the other day, and as I scanned the pages, I found something that shouldn’t be within the confines of her notes in Statistics.  Something not so academic. 
 

She seemed kind of mad in her entries, and damn it all, I wish I wasn’t the one she was pertaining to. Well, I hope not because the word “Moron” seems to be popping incessantly from the pages of her writings. 
 

She really is MAD.
 

I miss her so, I’ve been telling her that but it couldn’t even begin to describe how. I was afraid of losing her after I had a girlfriend, afraid that she wouldn’t want to be a part of my life anymore. 
 

Well, actually I wouldn’t be surprised if she wanted out. I’ve been more than what did she call me? 
 

Oh yeah, a rotten moron… 
 

I actually don’t know what to do with her. But damn, whenever she’s around it seems all I can do is to make an utter fool of myself. Even I don’t know what is going on. There’s this time when I found myself asking her a lot of stupid questions which I’m not really interested about the answers to, just so to have an excuse to be near her. 
 

Or how about the time when I was just supposed to return her pen and ended up taking her hand instead. Or how about the time when she was reporting about a critical topic and I wasn’t able to remember a word she said because I was so busy looking at her...
 

Or the time when the smoke bomb for the float broke and she was near tears that I was tempted to give her a hug coz really, you should have seen her. She was in bad need of one. 
 

Or how about the…Aw It! The list is endless…

 If there’s one thing though, the girl is definitely out of the ordinary. I’ve never seen one the likes of her. She’s not a drop-dead beauty. Not a cover girl material. She’s actually someone you wouldn’t notice at first glance but when you finally take notice of her… Oh boy, you’re in on a lot of trouble. 
 

You wouldn’t be able to take your eyes off her. There’s just something about her that is well, you know, more than sexy… I should know. 
 

She had my complete attention the first time I had a good look at her. Actually, I found myself stealing glances from her since I saw her so hooked up while reading a magazine. That was 2 days since I first saw her.
 

Since then, I have been dreaming about kissing her. Don’t ask me why. For the life of me, I really don’t know. Day 3 of my first year in Engineering, I found out we’re seatmates in our Algebra class. 
 

What luck!
 

- Win
 



Chapter Six: Tease
 

Jan 2006
 

Just what kind of trick was he trying to pull this time? He got a girl who looks like me---so what the hell was wrong with me? I am so pissed. So basically, I am his type but he thinks this girl was relationship worthy and I am not? Oh this is too much. 
 

In fairness to me, I succeeded in my plan of ignoring him. Knowing that he has a girlfriend who bears a huge resemblance with me made me so angry---enough to kill the pain for a while. I was doing great by myself until he cornered me twice...
 

“Guys, you do the experiment. I’ll go upstairs for the dry lab.” I told my group mates.
 

“Take Win with you. We need that fast. Experiments 13 & 14 are due today. Make it quick.” Said Ac casually.
 

“Okay then. I’ll go ahead. Win can follow shortly.” I moved fast. I don’t want working with Win, not when I am trying so hard to maintain my composure. No such luck.
 

“I think it’s better if I do the research and you write. Then we’ll be faster.” He suggested. 
 

“Okay then.” I busily made some notes and started the draft. 
 

“You smell different. It’s nice. Why do you have the best fragrances? Maybe you can accompany me one day at the store so I can pick one really nice and spray it on you, so I could smell it better. You are good with scents.”
 

“I’m busy.”
 

He leaned in closer to me then and almost inhaled my entire being. 
 

“Wow. Just wow. You make me want to kiss you so badly.” His voice was several octaves lower than normal and that made me kind of panicky. 
 

“We can’t, Win. You know we can’t.
 

“What are you doing here reviewing by yourself?”
 

“What do you care?” I absentmindedly replied.
 

“Hmmmm, nothing. I was just wondering if you could join me for lunch today. It’s my birthday.  Remember?”
 

“Sure. No problem.”
 

“Great. Catch me out after the exams. I’ll just get the car.” He stood behind me and caressed my chin. My whole body tensed. I was finding it hard to breathe.
 

“I miss you...so much.” 
 

As I was walking towards the car, I was trying to convince myself that this whole thing is insane. Sure, it was just lunch, but the thought of being alone with him again is just too much. He is seeing someone already and this has to stop.
 

“Sit on the back. We have company. Ken will sit here. “
 

“What? I thought... Oh well. Who’s coming?” 
 

“Ken, Mariel, and Mhela. And us.”
 

He parked near the activity area. And as we waited for the others to arrive, I was beginning to feel panicky. Win and I have been like this for years----you know acting like a couple but not exactly a couple. Although the ones who will be joining us are familiar, still it would raise some eyebrows. 
 

Win and I do not belong in the same circle of friends. Time ticked and he attempted to make some small talk. I was too nervous for small talk. I was surprised when he moved in beside me at the back. 
 

“What are you doing here? Aren’t you the one who’ll drive?” I nervously asked him.
 

“I just want to sit here while we wait. You look lonely.” I looked at him questioningly then and he gazed at me. 
 

“I really miss you, Cee. Will you hug me?”
 

“Are you crazy?! They will be here any minute. I can’t just hug you and be fine with it. You’re seeing someone.”
 

He embraced me then and caressed my nape, all the while melting away my protests. I felt feverish with longing. Nobody ever held me like that before. His hand went inches lower and held my back. It was too much to bear... “You still owe me a kiss, young lady.” He told me as he reluctantly pulled away. “What? What kiss?” I asked him pointedly.
 

“I have been asking for a kiss since three years ago. I believe you had plenty of time to ready yourself for it.”
 

I looked at him incredulously. “Win, I do not owe you anything, much less a kiss. I can’t just kiss you.” 
 

“I cannot see why not... It’s just a kiss.”
 

“Stop it. I won’t kiss you, unless it’s a friendly peck on the cheek you are talking about. Will you be okay with that?”
 

“I don’t want a peck on the cheek. That’s just between friends. I believe we are more than that. I want a real smouldering kiss from you. Will you deny me?” He looked at my lips intently, so intently it felt that he is actually kissing me. My lips parted in response. I wonder what it would feel like. I can actually feel his desire. 
 

At that very second, Ken came rushing towards the car. He moved several inches from me automatically and pretended to discuss how tricky the exams were. I looked at him disgustedly. 
 

“I didn’t know Cee is going to join us.” said Mhela from behind. 
 

“Neither did I.” I said. 
 

“Will Kaye be here, Win?” Win looked at me uncomfortably through the rear view mirror. 
 

“She’s still in class. What would you like to eat?” 
 

The entire drive, I was so uncomfortable. I would have given anything just to get out of there. I didn’t know it was about to get worse. We went over to Mariel’s to pick her up and went to the restaurant.
 

“Okay we’re here. Go pick your seats”. I sat at the farthest end and was hoping Mhela would sit beside me. No such luck. Win seated to my left. To her left sat Mhela. Ken and Mariel sat opposite us.
 

Win held my hand from under the table while conversing with the group. I could have kicked him then. These people knew him and his girlfriend. I was so nervous I don’t think I would be able to swallow anything. 
 

“So what would you like?” Win said as he looked at me. He was acting so solicitous, seemingly forgetting that we have company. 
 

 “Why don’t you order for us, Win. Anyway you know the place. Excuse me, for a sec.” I nervously rushed towards the washroom. The moron followed shortly. 
 

“Hi there! Don’t forget about the kiss. Say you’ll think about it or I’ll kiss you right here.” 
 

“Dream on, Win. I won’t do it. Even if you’re the last man on earth and I have been kiss deprived for so long, I won’t kiss you.” I said with enough conviction.
 

“You know what, I am not sure why you’ll deny me this one thing. You’ve known me for years!” 
 

“You are sick. Get back to your seat. You’ve been gone suspiciously long enough.”
 

This was the longest meal I ever had to endure in my entire life. I know these people. I have been their class president for years. However, they don’t know about me and Win, and it’s a challenge acting nonchalantly while my hand is being lovingly caressed behind the covers. 
 

Whenever I use both my hands as I ate, he’d tenderly caress my thighs. It was a light feathery stroke that can drive a woman insane. It was made more delicious because nobody can see what he was doing. It was sweet torture.  
 

I was looking at him pleadingly to stop whatever he is up to. I don’t think he’ll take the cue however. Not when I seem to be really enjoying being held. For a moment there, I had this strange wanting to let him do more. 
 

---------------------
 

It has always been this way between us. I thought it would stop the minute that one of us entered another relationship. I underestimated the forces that hold us together. I was finding it hard to win because I think that I am a territory that is unconquerable and that love is beyond me. I was obviously handling it the wrong way.
 

In my whole defence, I tried to maintain my distance. I don’t text him when not necessary, and aside from the instances when we are grouped together in certain projects, I managed to avoid him. Most of the time, I succeeded. Sometimes, I am just so weak to say no, especially during those instances when he said he needed me.
 

The mere fact that none of us ever mentioned anything about what we feel for each other usually got on my nerves. There were times when I actually thought about telling him. I stupidly thought that humiliating myself to the very core would end all my suffering. I never told him how I felt. I’m afraid of what I’ll hear afterwards.
 

“What time will you arrive? Are you even on the road yet?”
 

“Am on my way. I told you I haven’t reviewed yet. What is it you want to tell me?” I asked, a bit irritated.
 

“I’ll tell you later. Just meet me near the football field. You’ll see the car.”
 

“Fine.”
 

An hour later, I saw his car amid the trees. I entered. 
 

“What took you so long?” He asked.
 

“I was stuck in traffic. Besides, I live far.” I snapped.
 

“You can review here. The library is packed. Don’t mind going.”
 

“Is that what you wanted to tell me?” I asked sarcastically.
 

We reviewed for a few minutes, trying so hard to ignore each other. After yesterday, the tension is still so strong. I can feel his hands on my legs still. I cannot digest any more of my lessons. Damn.
 

He moved at the back and joined me there. “I think you reviewed enough. It’s time you relax.” His hands were on my waist before I know it. “I’ve wanted you since then...” he whispered. 
 

He tickled my ears with his tongue.I moaned as he tenderly ran his tongue around my ears...It felt so good. 
 

“Oh...Win...please...” He continued tracing his tongue down my neck, all the while running his hands all over my body. Strange sensations enveloped me. I wanted more... He caught my face and attempted to kiss my lips...I looked away and pulled back. All too soon, it was over. 
 

A few hours later...
 

“Oh Cee, why did you have to stop me? I cannot remember anything about the damned exam in Physical Chemistry. All I can think about was you.”
 

“It’s wrong Win. I cannot do it.” I said indignantly. I knew it was wrong and the guilt is tearing me to pieces. Why won’t he listen to me?
 

“Isn’t about time you stop thinking about other people? It’s so obvious that you want this too Cee.” He said convincingly.
 

“No, I don’t Win. I don’t.” I lied as I walk away.
 

Of course that’s not true. I want him. I want his caress. I want so badly to be held by him. But then, thinking about his girlfriend makes me build up my guard. Besides, the semester is over. I won’t be seeing him in the next 2 months. I may have time to bury all thoughts of him---for good.
 

It’s just sad that I wasn’t able to say goodbye to him. Despite playing kissy-face with Mr. Chocolate cake and feeling guilty, I’ll miss him for sure. 
 



Chapter Seven: Roadblock 2
 

“You have a boyfriend? How? When? Who? And were you even planning to tell me?” He asked me after hearing from a conversation that my boyfriend is coming from L.A. to be with me for a month. “Yes, Win. I am seeing someone. Nice guy, so don’t worry.”
 

“Wow. Just wow. I thought I meant more to you than that. How come you haven’t told me?”
 

“I haven’t told you because I didn’t think it has anything to do with you. I am single. I am entitled to have a boyfriend. You didn’t hear anything from me when you and Kaye dated. So, don’t start.”
 

“I was just asking because I wanted to make sure you’d end up with a great fella. I don’t want to see you hurt. How long do you even know this guy?”
 

“I have known him since high school. I don’t understand why you’re making a big deal out of this. It’s not like am gonna get married. Besides, aren’t you happy for me? Don’t you want me to finally end up with someone I care about?”
 

“Whatever Cee. Whatever. I just don’t think he can make you very happy. Besides, he lives like thousands of miles away. What if you need him?”
 

“And since when have you been so concerned about my welfare? Listen, it’s gonna be fine. Don’t worry.”
 

It’s true. I was seeing someone then---Josh. Do I love him? Maybe. 
 

I’ve known him for years. All I know is that part of the reason I dated him was that I badly needed to get over win. It’s hard being Cee Cee when Win is only a few chairs away from me in class. I found out a few months before Josh came to visit that he had broken if off with Kaye. It was just a funny twist of faith that when he was finally free, I was already seeing Josh.
 

I rarely introduce a guy to the class, or to my friends for that matter. So when Josh came, there was this sudden hype concerning the man I was dating. My friends received him well, telling him from time to time what a lucky guy he is. T
 

he only one who was not taking it well was Win. I was watching his face as I introduced them. He hadn’t opened himself like he usually did and he was sporting his I’m-so-handsome smirk. 
 

The entire duration Josh was here, he made it a point to mark his territory and show up at the building either to pick me up or give me an entire flower plantation. Win tried to get in touch casually from time to time, asking if I was doing well and all that. I just ignored him. Little did he know that I was not enjoying the whole Josh thing, not when my feelings for him hadn’t changed one bit.
 

Mar 2007
 

“So he’s not gonna stay for long huh?” Win casually asked me one day when he caught me by myself at the corridor.
 

“Yeah, he’s leaving tonight. Speaking of which, I gotta go. Sorry. “ I said as I was fixing my bag.
 

“Sure. You know...I think it’s just as well. We’re nearing our last year. You need to be more focused on your studies this time.” He actually sounded like my mother and the feigned concern is damnably so obvious.
 

“Hmmmm, yeah. Maybe I really need to. Bye.” I rushed towards the exit to avoid more sermons from Mr. Chocolate Cake.
 

“You’re looking great by the way. You certainly don’t look like you’ll miss him.” He shouted.
 

“Thanks for the compliment. By the way, go to hell!” I shouted back. How dare he say that I don’t look like someone who’ll miss his boyfriend who’ll be away for the next few years!? No matter how true that may be, I don’t appreciate it coming from him. 
 

Oct 11 2007
 

“Congrats Cee! We all made it. That was one tough subject. I believe we deserve to hug.” said one of my guy classmates. Win was waiting for my response and was eyeing me curiously.
 

“Oh, come give me a hug! We really made it!” I teasingly said to the one who asked me. So we cuddled in an embrace and held for two seconds. “That feels so good. Shall we do it again?”, asked Jay.
 

“Haha. Nope, we won’t. I believe once is enough. Okay, I’m out of here!” I said as I flee to catch the girls.
 

A mere few minutes ticked by and a text message from Win came.
 

Hi there. Congrats to us. Don’t I get a hug too? Take care on your way home.
I quickly deleted the message and had some comfort food. Now, what the hell was that about???
 

------------------------------------------------------------
 

“Cee, wait up! Are you on a marathon? What are you doing here?” Win said as he caught up to me at the stairs. 
 

“I just checked something upstairs. Why are you here?” I asked as I continued walking so fast that he had to run to keep up.
 

“I forgot why I’m here. Mmmmm, you smell really nice. You always smell so nice.” He whispered slightly, not minding that he’s bumping onto some other students as he maintained his pace.
 

“Is that why you’re here? I’m actually in a hurry, Win. Cres and Audrey are waiting for me.”
 

“Okay, I’ll just accompany you to the lab, then go. Dr. A is going to roast me if I showed up late again.” He said smiling.
 

That afternoon, Win and I bumped into each other again near the stairs. 
 

“Oh, here you are again. Done with the thesis? He asked me casually.
 

“No Win, not yet. Listen, I’m actually in a hurry. Philip is looking for me at 210.” 
 

“Cee, there’s something I have to tell you...”
 

“Wha...hmmmmmm....”
 

He caught me by the waist and pressed me against his. He looked at me intently, letting me know that he would really do it this time. He kissed me gently at first, teasing my lips to part. It was the most amazing thing that has ever happened to me. He licked my bottom lip, making me melt with wanting. He teased me until my knees give. I have forgotten everything as he dipped his tongue inside kissing me deeply over and over and over. 
 

“I have waited so long to do that...”
 

“Sssssshhhh...”
 

It was my turn to kiss him this time. He placed my hands at the back of his neck and led me on. Returning my kisses, making me go crazy with his tongue----it was all too much too bear. He drowned me with his desire that I did not protest when he cupped one of my breasts and kneaded it with his hands. I was all nerve and wanting... 
 

He opened my blouse and slipped his warm hand inside, meeting my hard nipples. I was so aroused by everything he is doing to me. He continued to mate his tongue with mine, thrusting deeper and deeper until I panting. I cannot breathe. I was so intoxicated by him. As he pressed his thighs to mine, it became evident to us both what the kiss did not him. He was so hard. 
 

With a sense of guilt and panic, I pulled away. I hurriedly buttoned my blouse and acted composed. “I gotta go see Philip. I’m sorry...” I rushed away, leaving him dumbfounded. 
 

The inevitable happened. He kissed me. It was an unexpected, soulful kiss. That afternoon, my life has changed forever. It was a proof of how much feelings I have for him, a proof that no matter how hard I fought to push him away, I won’t win.
 

During the whole time we were lip to lip, I tried to think about Josh. I tried to make myself feel guilty for what I am doing. However, all thoughts were blurry. I promised myself that it would just be one kiss. One kiss to stop his banter. Maybe after, he’ll leave me alone.
 

He called me that night.
 

“Hi there. How have you been?” He said in his smoothest voice.
 

“Am fine, Win. What do you need?” I asked softly.
 

“Nothing. I was just checking on you. I hope you are not mad at me or anything.” He asked hopefully. Too hopefully?
 

“No. I’m not. We’re good you know. Let’s forget what happened.” I said quickly.
 

“How can you say such a thing? Forget what happened? The kiss was awesome. Will you let me kiss you again?”
 

“Haha, very funny. I don’t think so, Win. Once is enough. If you kiss me again, I may not recover.” I said teasingly.
 

“Non-sense! Of course you’ll recover. You have to. Remember, no strings attached...” He said cockily. 
 

It was then that the whole world stopped for a few seconds. I felt cold from head to toe. I slammed down the phone. 
 

He tried to call me several times after that, but I was so mad to pick up the phone and talk to him. Why on earth did he have to tell me that? No strings attached? Am I that demanding? As far as I can recall, I hadn’t asked him to change a thing. It’s just that the way he said it rubbed me the wrong way. 
 

I knew there were no strings attached---that we are not an item and that I shouldn’t expect anything from him. But then, the reminder was uncalled for. I was not able to sleep that night. My eyes were too puffy and my head was whirling from over-crying.
 



Chapter Eight: The Fiery Exit
 

The following day, I called in sick for class. He was desperately trying to reach me then. I went shopping, bought several bottles of fragrances----my obsession, and feasted on comfort food. I was way too upset. Moving from boutique to boutique, I was at a loss, not really so sure about what to feel. I felt so stupid and angry at myself for allowing this to happen to me. I was doing okay and I had Josh. Why did I have that let Win in again?
 

To clear my energy, I bought several stones. That time, anything that can help me feel better is my friend. I never really believed in crystal healing but I bought the stones anyway. I badly needed to feel better. True to the claim, I was actually felt a lot better with the turquoise stones on my wrist. I went home with a smile and a bit of pain remaining in my chest.
 

He texted me that night...
 

Look Cee, that’s not what I meant. 
 

I’m not exactly sure what I meant...
 

I wasn’t thinking. Could you at least send me a text just to know you’re well?
 

Win.
 

I managed to survive a week without bumping on to him. I was tired of the chase. Guilty of having to cheat on my boyfriend. It was tough, really. Good thing, there was something to look forward to. The Seven-Day batch tour. 
 

The trip was great as it gave me time to bond with my friends and forget about Win for a few days. He was included in the trip but I sit very far from him at the bus that I didn’t mind.
 

During the first day of the tour, I made a brilliant plan to just forget about him and move on. I figured, I was just sexually charged, being a virgin still. I thought that it was just a phase, something I’ll get over with in time.
 

I stayed with 3 of my friends at the hotel room. During the second day afternoon, most of them had gone for a swim. I am not much of a swimmer so I watched “Failure to Launch” instead at the hotel room. 
 

A text exchange...
 

Win: Where are you?
 

Cee: I’m in the room. I am not feeling well.
 

Win: Really? Me too. The heat is exhausting... What room are you in?
 

Cee: 217. Why?
 

Win: Are you alone?
 

Before I even replied, he was marching into the room already. It was then that my roommates arrived. They saw him and eyed the scenario with cautious curiosity. Seconds ticked... I wonder who’d give first.
 

“Okay Cee. I was just checking on you. Get well. Ummm err, your air-conditioning unit seems to have a problem. It’s hot in here.” He feigned.
 

“Bye.” I said, uninterestingly. I was so damned nervous that my friends have to see him here.
 

My roommates looked at me, amused. I pretended to be so absorbed with the movie that no questions were voiced out. Thank goodness, these people are not so nosy. 
 

Late that night, we bumped into each other while I was making cups of coffee at the main kitchen. 
 

“I thought you’re not feeling well? Why wear super short shorts? Are you trying to display your killer legs?” He teased.
 

“Why do you care? I do have an audience. At least they have tastes. Unlike most people I know...” I retorted back.
 

“I feel so hot just looking at you. You’re not helping with the tiny shorts. Meet me at the fire exit. We have to talk.” He commanded.
 

“Can’t a girl even enjoy some coffee? How unselfish you are. Can’t you see am not even interested with you right now? I want to enjoy my coffee. Sip after sip. Go away.” I said bitchily. 
 

“I’m going. If you’re not there in 3 minutes, I’d camp in your room. Now, unless you want to start raising questions from your dear friends, march your cute butt right there. Now.” He whispered.
 

I gave him my I-am-so-not-going look then. He didn’t buy it. He walked away.
 

I went back to my room to have chit chat with friends. They were fussing over some reality show and I decided to camp in there. At least I am safe with my friends. I know these people and even though they sense the tension between me and win, I know they are not the type to dig in to my personal business. 
 

The show started to get boring and I am just glad that Win did no longer force the issue. I dozed off for a few minutes, luxuriating in the feel of a warm and soft bed. 
 

My phone rang. The moron.
 

----------------------------------------
 

The fire exit was a wide softly lit room with adjoining stairs. However did he discover this place, I don’t know. It was a very quiet room. We can talk here with utmost privacy.
 

“So, here I am. What do you want?” I asked in my most convincing businesslike manner.
 

“You. I want you...”
 

He kissed me then, a raw taking. He was kissing me just like I dreamt he would. He tongue was all over my mouth, already making small thrusting movements that made me burn all over. He kissed my neck and ran his tongue all over my nape. As he gently loosened my pony tail he kissed me so slowly I thought I would collapse. 
 

He squeezed my butt with his huge hands and grinded my pelvis on his hips...He was so angrily hard. He played hard-on on my tummy, making slow circle movements. “Mmmmm Win...please.” I didn’t exactly know what I was begging for. All I knew was that I was delirious with pleasure.
 

He massaged my breast through my thin tank top, slipping his hands under. I did not protest as he eased me out of my top. My breasts are already feeling heavy. I moaned when he buried his handsome face to them. 
 

“Oooh Win...oooh...” 
 

I was moaning like a cat in heat as he took one of my nipples on his mouth. He began to suckle...Oh that was wicked. He pushed my back against the wall and continued kneading my breast. I was getting wetter and wetter by the minute. 
 

It was unbearable. 
 

As his hands travel down my waist to my shorts, I was so crazily so hot in there. The world stopped when he reached my panties. He stroked my thighs, forcing my legs to spread. I was fighting it but was unable to do anything when he pushed one finger inside me. 
 

“I’m right. You want me too. You want too so badly. You cannot deny it now... Say it.”
 

“Say it.” He pushed his finger in and pulled it out...in and out until I was gripping his neck. “I said, say it... say you want me.” He stroked me even more... I moaned louder... 
 

“I want you...I want you so badly. Ooooooh yes, that feels so good...” 
 

He kissed me as he stroked me wildly. He licked my neck, licked my breasts, my navel....going down, down until his tongue replaced his finger...He licked me and tortured me with his warm tongue, forcing my legs to spread wider. I gripped his head so he can eat me more. It feels so good to be loved like this. 
 

“You’re so sweet...” he whispered as he ate me. My whole body tensed as I released all the tension his stimulation caused. Next thing I know, he was gripping me by the hips and doing me against the wall. He was huge and he hurt me a bit. But after a series of swift thrusting, I forgot about the pain and enjoyed what has happening to me. He took me nice and slowly, torturing me with his shaft. He came full blast inside of me. 
 

It felt so good. Blissfully and wildly good.
 

We managed to avoid each other the rest of the trip. What happened to us was indescribably terrific. However, Josh called everyday during the rest of the trip, telling me how much he loves me... I felt awful. I badly needed to break it off with him. I can’t because he’d be devastated without me. Oh gosh, what I have done?
 

I began to think about Win in a different light then. I was beginning to have a surge of hope that we can work it out. I made an email to Josh that day, telling him I am breaking it off. He tried calling me several times but I was so petrified of talking to him. I was never really good with goodbyes. 
 

------------------------------------------
 

The following day, I caught Win at the lab, alone.
 

I kissed him on the cheek. “Hey baby cake. I have news for you.”
 

“What?” He asked curiously.
 

“I broke it off with Josh. Just last night.” I said almost too excitedly. Finally, I am free at last!!!
 

“You what?! Why?”
 

“Why??? Is that all you have to say?”
 

“I thought you love Josh? I thought he’s a great catch? Whatever happened to that?”
 

I looked at him incredulously. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “What about us? What about what happened there at the Fire Exit?”
 

“Cee, we were away. Things happen when people are away on some far-off place like that. I thought you are the open-minded one. You have always been casual. Why not be casual and cool about the whole thing? We can’t be. You know that.”
 

“And why not? I’m free. I broke it off with Josh. Were you even listening, you jerk?”
 

“Well, I am not. Well, I was listening. But...I am not—free. I am not free Cee. Things are going well with Kaye and I. I just met her parents yesterday.”
 

“Wow. Just wow.”
 

“Cee...” He started to say.
 

“Don’t you dare say you’re sorry. Don’t you dare! I don’t even know what I saw in you. The next time you get near me again, EVER---I’m gonna slap your face so hard--you won’t know what hit you. I mean it, Edwin. Go near me again and I swear I will tell your damned girlfriend and everyone else who’d care to listen, what has been going on between us for years.”
 

“Rot in hell, will you? You and your damnable definition of friendship----may you rot in hell!” I added as I slammed the door shut.
 



Chapter Nine: Defying Gravity
 

Just a thought, how come he manages to always get to me when I just managed to pull myself out of the misery he caused? He had done this so many times over the years. He’d lead me on, I‘d call his bluff and then he’ll irk me. It’s as if every time I am nearing that state where I am ready to pour out my feelings and open up again, he would slash me solidly. 
 

It was frustrating. I wanted to feel sorry for myself and put all the blame on him. But then, I also feel that I am a bit responsible because I haven’t put an actual stop to this. I have been so content in nursing all my feelings. Damn.
 

I have heard all about this before. I read many accounts about it, heard many songs about it and the concept is so stupid and pointless that I was so sure it won’t happen to me. I guess I looked out for all the wrong signals. I avoided the most obvious pitfalls yet underestimated the effect of proximity and self-deprivation. 
 

When I first met Win, I had a feeling that he would be a huge part of my life. I felt it the very moment our eyes met, was sure about it when he pinned his gaze on me out of the blue, as he was coming towards me one fine day while we were still freshmen students. I prepared myself then, staying away from him and avoiding him as much as possible. 
 

The thing is that, there’s just something about him that makes me let down my guard. I was so used to being wooed. I naturally attract attention. Win’s response to me was so different than what I was used to. It was obvious that he was intrigued with me and that he likes me. He told me so many times. But then, what he wants was just a casual thing. He never really laid down any rules but it’s very clear that everything was in his terms. That sealed my fate. For some reasons, I find it hard to shove him away.
 

I thought that I had the tendency to be manipulative and I had hopes that someday, he’d eventually give. I was wrong. What adds insult to injury is that he has done this a lot of times, with so many other girls. I knew all about his conquests, at first giving him the benefit of the doubt---mentally coming on to his defence. I would like to think that all those things I heard were mere rumours. Thinking deeper, I know that there’s a ring of truth to all of them. He’s a damned rake. Unfortunately, that fact has not reduced him to my eyes. It also did nothing to eliminate my feelings.
 

I wanted to believe that he did like me, even a bit. And maybe it’s a great boost to my ego that whenever we are face to face, I own him---body and soul. It should have felt good, but it still is not enough. I was deprived of the one thing that I wanted of him----his love.
 

I am his “the one who got away”. I am very sure of that. When we are face to face, I own him---body and soul. The chemistry between us is undeniable and inexplicable----the harmony of yin and yang. There is this very obvious blood current that reasserts itself every time we are mere inches from each other. I am not even sure if he is aware of his body language. Sometimes I would catch him looking at me intently and if only there are words behind those looks, I would think that he loves me. But then, we don’t operate in that kind of world. Love is not one of those things where gray areas are possible.
 

I knew that eventually, both of use will move on, meet someone new, and possibly settle down with another. It’s just sad thinking that there were true feelings and oh so very human emotions involved in a love story that is as real, yet just as fleeting as a wink. We’ve lost touch after graduation but managed to meet again after a couple of years. It all ended in a kiss—that final heart smashing kiss in which we both managed to give and to take---that kiss that made us  realize that we were both fools not to have fought for a good thing when we still can----a kiss that reminded both of us that it was already too late. What we had was only good in theory and as a theory it will remain. For always. 
 

Talk about a fine line between love and hate...
 

We’ve lost more than our direction of late...
 

Talk about a fine line between lovers and friends,
 

We’ve never been lovers.
 

Now we’re not even friends...
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