

“Holy shit, Paige!” Dean yelled out as soon as he entered my dorm room.

“What are you so excited about,” I replied with laughter.

“I just saw the hottest girl on my way over here,” he replied.

“Did you talk to her?” I inquired.

“She was with a group of people, but as soon as the opportunity presents itself, I’m going in for the kill,” he answers.

“Good luck with that,” I replied.

“Luck has nothing to do with it, Paige,” he responded.

I hated to admit it, but I missed the old Dean and was happy he was back.

I knew the old Dean would leave a trail of destruction behind him, but he never forced a girl into doing anything she didn’t want to do.

Dean was just good as his craft.

Dean and I had been best friends since childhood.

Our mothers gave birth to us on the same day, hours apart.

Every birthday picture I’d ever taken included Dean, even the photographs I didn’t remember taking.

As if it wasn’t crazy enough to have been born hours apart, we were also next-door neighbors.

Dean was always a good-looking kid who was always into sports.

He played baseball, football, and basketball.

In elementary school, Dean was the apple of all the girls’ eyes.

In junior high school, he was the boy all the girls wanted to date.

In high school, Dean was the boy who dated and had sex with all the girls.

He may have had sex with over half the girls in high school but never with me.

Dean may be tall, handsome, fit, and muscular, but he’s like my brother, and I’m like his sister.

Our high school may have had thousands of students, but I would have been invisible if it weren’t for Dean, not that I cared much about being invisible.

Most of the girls in high school attempted to befriend me because I was Dean’s best friend.

Since Dean and I were always together, the girls knew when being around me they’d be around Dean.

I always had worn my hair in a ponytail and was on the heavy side.

I didn’t even wear makeup, much to my mother’s dismay.

My wardrobe mainly consisted of sweatpants, sneakers, tees shirts, and pullover hoodies.

When I wasn’t with Dean, I was working at the local diner.

The hourly pay was terrible, but I always earned a decent amount of tips.

My mom hated that I wasn’t a girly girl, but my dad loved it.

My dad hated the idea of boys calling on the phone and showing up at the house to take me on a date.

I didn’t want that either.

I didn’t care about boys wanting to date me and kiss me.

I didn’t want boys, period.

I knew I was a lesbian at an early age, but I never wanted anyone to know.

I was worried about what people would think of me, most importantly, my family.

When I entered high school, I began to feel that I was living a lie.

That I was pretending to be a person I wasn’t, and it was affecting me psychologically.

I began having trouble sleeping, didn’t want to eat, and was in a bad mood most of the time.

It was a Saturday night, and I was surprised to see Dean walk into my bedroom as I watched a reality show on teMitchellsion.

“Didn’t you have a date tonight?” I asked.

“I did, but unfortunately, Michelle got grounded, so you’re stuck with me tonight,” he replied.

“Oh, joy,” I responded as he looked at me oddly.

“I don’t know what’s been going on with you lately,” he sighed.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“You’re not you, and you haven’t been you for a while.

You’re normally fun to be around, but it’s been torturous just trying to get you to smile,” he told me.

“Whatever, Dean,” I responded.

“Not that it would have killed you to lose a few pounds, but I’ve noticed you’ve dropped a few,” he said to me.

“Fuck you, Dean,” I replied with annoyance.

“You have bags under your eyes which tells me that you’re not sleeping much either,” he said to me.

“I’m sleeping fine,” I snapped at him.

“Paige, I know I bust your chops all the time, but you know I love you.

If there’s something you need to get off your chest, you know that whatever we talk about always stays between us,” he replied with sincerity.

It wasn’t that I wanted to tell someone.

I needed to tell someone.

I knew I could trust Dean with my secret, but I was worried it would change our relationship.

Dean kept staring at me, and I wasn’t sure if I could tell him or not.

“Is there anything I could ever say to you that would ruin our friendship?” I asked.

“For starters, we’re not friends.

I mean, we are friends, but we’re family and no.

I’m insulted you needed to ask me the question,” he said to me with a smirk.

“I’ve been hiding something, and it’s been bothering me,” I said to him nervously.

“If you’re talking about your tits, I’ve unfortunately noticed them,” he said with laughter as I looked at him with seriousness.

“I’m not about my breasts!” I barked at him.

“Please tell me what’s bothering you before I jump out of your window,” he replied.

“It’s serious,” I told him as he raised both of his hand's ad moved his fingers toward himself over and again.

“Dean, I’m gay,” I said to him.

The words had only been out of my mouth for seconds when he began to laugh hysterically.

Dean was laughing so hard that tears were leaving his eyes.

“You’re such an asshole!

I tell you I’m gay, and you find it funny! I exclaimed.

“I’m not laughing because you told me you’re gay.

I’m laughing because you thought I didn’t know you were gay,” he responded.

“How in the hell do you know I’m gay?” I asked with shock.

“Paige, you dress like a dude and look at your room,” he replied.

“I know how I dress but what’s wrong with my room?” I asked.

“You don’t watch wrestling, and you have not one but two posters of Alexa Bliss on your walls.

You know I have one of the two posters, and I know why I have it,” he responded.

“What else?” I questioned.

“You have pictures and posters of women everywhere,” he replied.

“Oh, just because have posters of men in your bedroom that should lead me to believe you’re gey then,” I retorted.

“I have posters of men who are athletes who I admire.

Mike Trout is my favorite baseball player, and Kobe Bryant is my favorite basketball player.

Unlike you, I watch wrestling, which is why I have a poster of John Cena, which is odd considering I shouldn’t see him.

In addition to my favorite athletes, I have posters of Alexa Bliss, Adriana Lima, Scarlett Johansson, and others because they’re all smoking hot.

You don’t even watch sports, yet you have posters of WNBA players Sue Bird and Ella Della Donne, who are gay.

Lindsey Vonn is hot, and it’s hard to tell in her skiing gear, but your poster is of her holding skis in a bikini.

You also watch any movie with Emma Stone.

That’s about it for your room,” Dean said to me.

“Oh fuck!

Do you think my parents know?” I asked in terror.

Dean shrugged his shoulders and then looked to be deep in thought.

“Your mom and my mom are close, talk about everything, and you know my mom can’t keep a secret.

If your mom said something to my mom, I would know by now,” he answered.

It was dumb to think the person who knew me best wouldn’t have known that I was a lesbian.

Regardless, I was relieved to know that Dean didn't care and for as close as we had always been, I felt closer to him after that day.

Dean and I always planned on going away to college together.

It was a pact we made when we were in junior high school.

We applied to the same colleges and agreed to decide where to attend based on where we were both accepted.

Toward the end of our junior year of high school, Dean had been on a hot streak and was loving life, but he was unusually quiet as he drove us home.

“Why are you so quiet?

I know you fucked Rebecca Miller last night, and I would think you’d be foaming at the mouth to give me every sorted detail,” I said to him.

“How did you find out?” he asked me with curiosity.

“I heard her talking to her friends in the locker room after gym.

Good job, by the way,” I said to him.

“Yeah, thanks,” he responded with a sigh.

“You’ve wanted to get with her since freshman year, so why are you all blah right now?” I inquired.

“This year is almost over, and next year it’s completely over.

Yeah, I’ll have the summer, but college is an entirely different ball game,” he said to me.

“Shut the fuck up.

Is God’s gift, Dean Baxter, afraid of college life?” I said to him in a pouty voice.

“I’m not afraid, but I know it’s going to be different.

It may be hard to believe, but no matter where we decide to attend, there will be guys who will be better looking than me.

That’s not even my biggest issue.

There are going to be college girls who don’t even mess around with college guys.

I’m a big fish in a small pond who will be a small fish in an ocean,” he told me.

“I would love to help you with your issue, but I have thought of nothing, and I'm not,” I said to him.

Dean stopped the car in front of his house and then looked at me oddly.

“You know that no matter where we’re going to college, it’s going to be a major party school,” he said to me.

“No shit, that’s why we’ve applied to where we have,” I replied.

“There’s going to be hot girls, lesbian and curious girls everywhere,” Dean told me.

“No shit, captain obvious,” I responded.

Dean stared at me as a devilish grin slowly appeared on his face.

“Okay, you know how girls are always trying to become friends with you because of me?” he asked,

“Is that a thing?

I thought I wasn’t invisible because of my charming personality and devastatingly great looks,” I answered.

“Paige, college life for both of us is going to be different from high school.

My stock is going down, but your stock can be sky-high.

I don’t want to say this.

It makes me want to puke to say this to you, but I need to.

Paige Anderson, my best friend, my sister, you can be so fucking hot,” he said to me.

I looked at his serious expression and immediately shook my head.

“I don’t know why you felt it necessary to say that, but you’re out of your fucking mind.

I can be many things in the future, but hot is not one of those things,” I responded.

“Patty is hot, and you’re like her doppelganger,” he said to me as I opened my eyes wide.

“Dean, you just said that my mom is hot.

She’s like your second mother, and it’s fucking disturbing,” I said to him half-jokingly.

“Please, Paige.

You know your mom is hot, and so is mine,” Dean replied.

“Holy shit Dean.

In addition to stating that my mom is hot, you also just said that your mom is hot as well,” I responded as I looked at him.

“I know my mom is hot because all of my guy friends have made remarks that I don’t care to repeat, and my dad is pussy whipped.

All the guys who have said shit about my mom have said the same shit about your mom.

Anyway, it’s not an opinion that Patty is hot.

It’s a fact.

Your dad is more pussy whipped than my dad for a reason.

It’s also a fact you look exactly like Patty.

You could be her when she was your age,” he responded.

“Why does any of this matter?” I asked in confusion.

“You’re my best friend, but chicks in college aren’t going to know that off the bat.

A hottie will see me with you and want me because she sees me with you.

It’ll be like I’m you, and you’re me currently,” he answered.

“I don’t follow,” I replied truthfully.

“You want to go to college as much as for the experience as it is for the degree.

You’re not going to get any action unless you take pride in your appearance.

I want to help transform you into Patty 2.0!

All you need to do is let me be your fitness trainer.

You’ll drop pounds, become fit, and it's on,” he said to me.

“In case you haven’t noticed, I’m not a girly girl.

I don’t dress the part, don’t look the part, and I don’t know how to,” I replied.

“You know how much Patty hates that you aren’t a girly girl, and you know she’ll help you with that,” he retorted.

I thought about our conversation as we sat in his car in silence.

Dean had made a great point.

If I attended college as high school Paige, the college girl’s I would want to be with, wouldn’t want to be with me.

I was the spitting image of my mom, and I could turn myself into how she looked when she was my age if I dropped weight and dressed as a girl should.

“Let’s do this shit!” I exclaimed as Dean then took hold of his steering wheel and hollered in joy.

I had agreed to allow Dean to become my fitness trainer, but I had no idea how difficult it would be.

It was hard while school was in session, but when school was out for the year, I wanted to fucking die.

I learned that I wasn't allowed to consume almost everything that tasted good, and I was constantly sore.

“I know It hurts, but it’s a good pain,” Dean would say to me over and again.

I lost twenty pounds in thirty days!

I felt as good as I had ever felt before, but I wasn’t happy with how I looked.

I was having breakfast on a Saturday morning with my mom and dad when my dad said, “I don’t know why you decided to start working out with Dean, but you look fantastic.”

“Thanks, daddy,” I replied.

My mom smiled at me as she took hold of her glass of juice.

As she began to drink the juice, I asked, “Mom, can you take me shopping?”

She was so stunned by what I had asked that she not only spit out the juice in her mouth, she choked.

“You want me to take you shopping?!” she exclaimed.

I had always gone clothes shopping with my dad because it was fast and easy.

I understood why she was shocked but didn’t expect her reaction when I said what I did next.

“I was hoping that maybe you could help me look more like you,” I said.

She looked at me in a way I had never seen before.

“Why would you ever want to look more like me?” my mom asked.

“I’d like to look as beautiful as you always do,” I answered.

I watched as she placed her hands over her mouth, saw tears form in her eyes, and then watched the tears stream down her cheeks.

“Nick, I’m having a mother-daughter day with Paige today!” my mom yelled out in happiness.

“Patricia, we have plans,” my dad responded.

“Plans change, sweetheart.

Cancel our plans, play golf, or do whatever you’d like to do today.

I’m going out with Paige,” my mom replied.

My dad didn’t say a word in defiance.

He smiled, looked at my mom lovingly, and replied, “Have a great time, girls.”

At that moment, I thought back to my conversation with Dean when he told me that my dad was pussy whipped.

I needed to leave the table because I couldn’t hold back my laughter.

That day was when my mom showed pride that I was her daughter for the longest time.

She didn’t take me clothes shopping that day.

We went out for manicures and pedicures.

The following weekend my mom took me clothes shipping at her favorite boutiques and shops.

We left the house early and arrived late at night.

“This is my daughter Paige,” she introduced me all day long with joy.

“It’s so nice to meet you finally,” “I’ve heard so much about you,” and “You could be sisters,” I heard all day long, over and again.

I had never felt that as I was so much her daughter as I did that day.

I hadn’t realized that doing things together like getting our nails done or going shopping meant so much to her.

I could have been doing these things with her for years, but I chose not to.

I felt like the worst daughter in the world.

My mom was always affectionate toward me, but they seemed to last longer when I felt her kisses on my forehead and cheek.

Whenever she hugged me, I knew she loved me, but it was now like I could feel her love for me.

She had told me the story so many times I lost count of how she felt when she first held me in her arms after giving birth to me.

When she now told me the story, the tone in her voice sounded different.

My mom scheduled an appointment at her salon to get my hair cut, colored, and styled.

When I looked in the mirror, I couldn’t believe it was me.

For the first time in my life, I looked at the reflection staring back at me and was happy with what I saw.

My mom was so taken back by how I looked she cried.

I felt as if I were the worst daughter in the world, but I was becoming unglued.

I felt I was finally the daughter my mom had always wanted me to be, but I was terrified.

I was terrified that we had become as close as we had ever been, and my sexuality would ruin it.

My dad was out with his friends for a guy's night out.

Dean was with his latest victim, and I was home with my mom, outside by the pool.

“Have a glass of wine with me,” she said that night.

“I don’t drink, mom,” I instantly replied.

“Paige, I was once your age, and don’t think for a second I haven’t witnessed a certain boy who lives next door carrying you into the house on more than one occasion,” she responded.

A glass of wine turned into two.

Two glasses of wine turned into a bottle.

A bottle turned into a second bottle.

“Dad’s pussy-whipped!” I exclaimed as my mom's eyes opened wide for a moment.

She then laughed hysterically.

My mom looked at me and said, “He is, but your father can never know about this.

Not anytime soon, anyway.

Maybe after you get married, and your father and I are both old and gray.

Kids are snitches, and your kids won’t be any different.

One of your sons or daughters will walk up to me and ask me to tell the story of how I got drunk with mom in front of your dad,” she said to me.

“I don’t know if I want kids,” I responded.

“I didn’t until I became pregnant with you,” she replied.

I know now it was because of the wine I had consumed that I took her words to mean something they didn’t.

I felt like that worst daughter in the world.

I was becoming unglued, and at that moment, I thought my mom was saying that if I accidentally became pregnant while married, I would realize I wanted to be a mother

There was no chance I could accidentally become pregnant.

If I decided to become a mother, I would need to carry the child, or my wife would.

There could never be an accidental pregnancy among two women.

We had become so close I couldn’t bear the thought of us becoming closer and then have it all go away.

To this day, I can’t believe I said it, but I did.

I sipped my glass of wine and then looked at my mom.

“That would never happen to me, mom, because it can’t.

It won’t and can’t happen because I will never have sex with a guy.

I’ll never have sex with a guy because I’m a lesbian,” I said to her.

As soon as the word lesbian left my mouth, I regrated, saying every word I had.

She looked at me with the most serious of expressions.

As I looked at her, I became emotional.

I had told my mom that I was a lesbian, and I couldn’t take it back.

I immediately began to cry and apologize,

I told her how sorry I was over and again when she did something I didn't expect.

My mom took hold of me, looked into my eyes, and said, “Don’t ever be sorry for who you are.

Your father and I have always known.

We don’t love or will ever love less than we do because you're gay,” she said to me.

I was stunned!

“You and daddy know?!” I cried.

“We’re not blind, sweetheart.

Your father and I have both been in your bedroom,” she said to me.

That’s how I came out to my mom, but I was nervous about telling my dad even though my mom had told me he already knew.

I waited for him to come home from his guy's night out.

I watched him exit the cab and walk crookedly down the driveway toward the front door.

I slowly walked down the stairs and entered the kitchen.

“Where’s mom?” he asked.

“Sleeping, why?” I inquired in reply.

“She loves my grilled cheese sandwiches but more for us,” he replied.

He sighed and then looked at me.

“I forgot you’re on this new health kick thing,” he said to me with disappointment.

It took me aback that my extremely inebriated dad would make grilled cheese sandwiches in drunken hunger, and he thought of my mom.

It also made me feel sad that he thought I wouldn’t eat his delicious over cheese-filled slices of grilled perfection.

“How is it that you love mom as much as you do?” I asked him as he opened the bread bag and began to lay the slices on the counter.

“I love her as much as I do because we have you.

I loved her before you, and I’ll love her until the day I die, but I love her as much as I do because of you, Paige.” he said to me.

I smiled at him, believing his words and feeling his words.

“Daddy, you know I prefer Swiss,” I told him as he nodded his head.

As he made the sandwiches, he asked, “What did my two girls do tonight?”

“We hung out, and I told mom I’m gay,”

He didn’t flinch or bat an eye.

“Please tell me we have tomato soup,” he said as I then opened the cupboard.

I grabbed a can of soup and placed it on the counter.

“Did you hear what I said, daddy?” I asked.

“Yeah, but if you don’t want burnt grilled cheese sandwiches, can you please take care of the soup?” he answered.

I took care of the soup, we ate, and that was it.

I didn’t say anything more, and neither did he.

It felt great to have the most important people in my life have no issue with my sexuality, and I felt great looking the way I now did.

Toward the end of summer, I was at Dean’s house as we hung out in his yard, swimming in the pool and working on our tans.

Dean’s cousin, Sammy, came to hang out with us.

Sammy was a couple of years older than Sam and I, and I hadn’t seen him in at least two years.

Dean and Sammy greeted one another in the way the overly masculine way that guys sometimes do.

I could see Sammy staring at me through my sunglasses when a huge smile appeared on his face.

“You have a new girlfriend?” Sammy asked Dean.

“You know I don’t do the girlfriend thing,” Dean answered.

“Introduce me,” Sammy responded as Dean then laughed.

“Dude, you already know her.

That’s Paige,” Dean said to Sammy.

“Paige as in the girl next door?” Sammy inquired.

Dean nodded his head as I removed myself from the lounge chair and walked to Dean and Sammy.

I removed my sunglasses and placed them on top of my head.

I had never had anyone look at me sexually until Sammy did that day.

It made me feel extremely uncomfortable

“Damn Paige, you’re smoking fucking hot!” Sammy exclaimed.

Dean looked at him with an annoyed expression and said, “Don’t do that!”

Dean sounded both annoyed and angry as I looked at Dean.

“I’m going to go,” I told Dean.

“Okay, see you later,” he responded as he then took hold of Sammy and tossed him into the pool.

That night Dean came into my bedroom as I looked at him with concern.

“I’ve known Sammy for years, and even though I haven’t seen him in a while, why did he look at me that way and say what he did?” I asked.

“Paige, you look amazing and take it as a compliment.

The plan all along was to transform you into what you now are.

People are going to take notice, and this school year is going to prepare you for college life,” he explained.

It was the first day of senior year, and I was nervous.

I wore clothes that accentuated my assets during the summer, but I was worried about dressing the same way at school.

Dean and I were walking from his car toward the building when Brian Anderson approached us.

“Reynolds, my man!” Brian exclaimed, calling Dean by his last name.

Dean and Brian have each other a fist bump when Brian looked at me.

He looked at me in a worse way than Sammy had looked at me that day in Dean’s backyard.

“Hi, Brian,” I said to him as he looked at me with his mouth open wide.

“Damn, Paige!” he yelled out as I placed myself behind Dean.

“Don’t do that,” Dean said to him.

“My bad,” Brian responded as he quickly walked away from us.

I had almost been practically invisible but now was the talk of the school.

People who used to walk past me as if I didn’t exist were now greeting me and trying to talk to me.

I did the best I could to deal with my attention for months, but it was hard for me.

It was the end of school on a Friday afternoon, and I was looking forward to the weekend.

My aunt and uncle were visiting with my cousins and spending the holiday weekend with us.

I was putting a few books into my locker when Zander Barnes approached me.

Zander was one of the most popular guys in school and was friendly with Dean.

“Hey, Paige,” he said to me as he leaned against the locker next to mine.

“Hey,” I replied with puzzlement.

“Do you have plans this weekend?” he inquired.

“Yeah, I have family from out of town visiting,” I answered.

“How about next weekend?” he asked.

“I don’t, but why?” I ask with confusion.

“I’d like to take you out,” he responded with a smile.

Zander Barnes was asking me out?!

He hadn’t said two words to me the entire time we’ve been going to school together, yet now he wanted to take me out?!

I closed my locker and faced him.

I looked at him flirtatiously and smiled.

“I don’t think so, Zander.

I’ve been nonexistent to you for over three years, so let's keep it that way,” I said to him, followed with a wink and a giggle.

“Crash and burn!” someone yelled out as people in the hallway laughed and whistled.

I knew I had embarrassed Zander, but I didn't care.

I had had enough of people treating me differently because of the way I now looked.

That was the day I decided not to hold back my feelings any longer.

If I wasn’t good enough to associate with before, there was no reason to associate with me during my last year of high school.

A week later, I was sitting in a bathroom stall when I heard a few girls enter when one said, “Paige Baxter thinks she’s hot shit now.”

Another girl said, “I wouldn’t be surprised if she’s letting Dean have his way with her,”

“What a cunt,” another voice stated.

I felt my temperature side as I quickly opened the bathroom stall, walked to the sink, and washed my hands.

As I was drying my hands, I looked at Tara, Sandra, and Anna.

“I don’t think I’m hot shit just because I chose to lose weight and take pride in my appearance.

I didn’t before, so I wouldn’t have to deal with the bullshit that comes along with it.

The only thing that’s changed about me is the way I look.

I’m not spreading my legs for Dean, by the way, but you three know all about that.

Keep my name out your fucking mouths, and if you don’t, I’m going to tell the entire school what all of you let Dean do to you,” I said to them.

I had never stood up to the mean three before, and it felt amazing.

The shy, introverted, overweight Paige was gone.

She was replaced by speaking her mind, and confident Paige and I liked the new me much better than the old me.

I found myself facing the issue that guys who had always been nice to me were asking me out.

I’d politely decline, using one excuse after another, and although I shouldn’t have cared about the rumor that was starting about me, I did.

The rumor was true, that “Paige Baxter is gay,” but I didn’t want the entire school to know.

I had come out to Dean and my parents, but I wasn’t ready to admit the truth to everyone.

Coming out to the closest people in my life was hard enough, and even though I would be open about my sexuality in college, I never planned on coming out in high school.

“Dean, I don’t know what to do,” I admitted to him with worry.

“Paige, in four months, high school will be over, so let people think what they want and say what they’ve been saying,” he told me.

“I don’t want to spend my last remaining months of high school as a pariah.

That would be way worse than it ever was to be invisible,” I said to him.

“Go out on one date, and the rumor will stop,” he responded.

“I don’t want to lead anyone on,” I retorted.

“Then I don’t know what to tell you other than deal with it,” he told me.

I did my best to deal with the true rumor, but it was getting more difficult by the day.

“Paige, I know your dad doesn’t let your date, but I was hoping you would make an exception for me,” Connor said to me as I stood at my locker.

Connor was cute and was nice to everyone and especially always nice to me.

“I’m sorry, I can’t,” I replied as I heard Sandra say, “She can’t because she’s a dyke.”

I looked at Sandra standing in between Ana and Tara and felt my heart begin to pound.

“No, I’m not whore!” I exclaimed as the hallway became silent and people began to surround us.

“My daddy won’t let me date anyone is a weak ass excuse not to go out one fucking date as are your other bullshit excuses.

The reason you keep shooting guys down is that you’re a kitty licker,” Sandra said.

Everyone’s eyes were on me, and I felt as if I were to panic.

It may have only been seconds that people awaited my reply, but it felt like an eternity.

“Make way, coming through!” I heard Dean say as he was suddenly standing in front of me.

“Baby, time to go,” Dean said to me as I looked at him with confusion that he called me baby.

Dean took hold of my hand and pulled me to walk with him.

“Look, everyone, her bestie is covering for her!” Sandra yelled out.

Dean stopped pulling me and let go of my hand.

As if reality were in slow motion, he placed his hands on my hips, pulled me into him, and kissed me!

I was stunned and opened my mouth slightly.

As soon as I did, Dean stuck his tongue in my mouth and proceeded to squeeze my ass at the same time.

I pulled away from him, screamed, “Dean, what the fuck!” and then pushed him away from me as the crowd gasped.

Dean stared at me and shrugged his shoulders as I scanned the crowd that had become larger.

All eyes were on me as I slowly turned around and faced Sandra.

“The rumor is true. I’m gay but don’t worry, Sandra, you’re not my type,” I said as I heard someone yell out, “Holy shit, Paige is gay!”

The reality quickly set in that I had confessed that I was a lesbian as I again scanned the crowd.

Sandra smirked at me, and I didn't know what else to say, so I said nothing else.

At that moment, I knew my life would never be the same.

I turned around and walked past Dean as the crowd behind him separated to let me through.

I walked past the crowd, and then I took off and ran out of the building as fast as possible.

“Paige!” I heard Dean yell my name as I sprinted across the campus.

I stopped running as Dean caught up to me.

“Everyone is going to know now,” I said to him as I grabbed hold of him and began to cry.

“It’ll be okay, Paige,” he said to me as he took hold of my hand and walked me to his car.

I cried as I looked out the window of Dean’s car.

“I’m sorry I did what I did,” he said to me apologetically.

“It’s okay.

I know you what you were trying to do, but at the moment, it freaked me out,” I admitted to him.

I knew my life would never be the same, and it changed the very next day at school.

It wasn’t as bad as I thought it could be, but it wasn’t a pleasant experience.

There were many girls that I had been friendly with that wouldn’t look me in my eyes or look at me at all.

After gym class, when I entered the locker room to change, at least ten girls were in the aisle where my locker stood.

By the time I got to my locker, there were only three girls who hadn’t left.

“That was brave of you,” Melanie said to me.

“I don’t know about that, but thanks,” I replied.

It was a new reality to see so many girls intentionally avoid me as if being lesbian meant that I was after all of them.

The way people looked at me made me feel as uncomfortable as I had ever felt before, and I began to dread going to school.

At least I had Dean as always had, but I hadn’t dealt with being an out of closet gay girl at school without him until I did.

Dean had always driven me to school and had lunch with me, but he was sick as a dog on this day.

During lunch, I took a seat across from Betty and Kiana, and as soon as I did, they both got up and moved to a different table.

I had eaten lunch with Betty and Kiana many times before, and it was never an issue, but on this day, it was.

I felt I was going to cry, but I calmed myself down by taking a deep breath.

I could see the cheerleaders sitting at the table across from my now empty table, and I knew they were talking about me even though I couldn’t hear what they were saying.

I couldn’t take my eyes off Sharon Alexander, and it wasn’t because she was gorgeous, head cheerleader, and queen of the school.

It was because she had slammed her hand on the table, got up from her seat, and was walking toward me with her lunch.

Sharon sat directly across from me and smiled.

We hadn’t ever said much to each other, but even when I didn’t look the way I did, she was never mean to me.

She always acknowledged me with a tilt of her head, quick smile, or wave of her hand.

“People can be disgusting and ignorant but screw them,” she said to me.

“That’s my issue.

Half the girl's thing I want to screw them,” I responded as she then laughed.

“Have your eye on anyone?” she asked as I slowly shook my head.

“Can’t say that I do,” I answered as she again smiled at me.

“I know we’ve never been the best of friends or even talked much, but I have your back,” she said to me as I looked at her with surprise.

“Why?” I asked.

“My cousin is gay, and I know how difficult life was for her when she was outed.

I felt horrible that I couldn’t do anything for her, but I can do something for you.

I don’ want to sound conceited, but I pull a lot of weight around here,” she said as I smiled at her.

Within two minutes, half the cheerleading team was sitting with us.

That one act of kindness from Sharon changed things for the better.

The fact that Sharon didn’t care I was gay made it acceptable to others.

It bothered me that girls weren’t genuine, but it was better than being made to feel that I was a sex-crazed lesbian.

Sharon, I started hanging out during lunch and after school on occasion.

We were at the mall one day when the mean three bumped into us.

Anna looked at Sharon and said, “Look at the cute couple,” and smirked at us.

“We’re not a couple.

We’re fuck buddies,” Sharon responded as Anna looked at us in disbelief.

Anna slowly walked backward away from us walked into a store with her two besties in tow.

“They’re going to tell everyone we’re having sex,” I said to Sharon.

“I don’t give a shit.

In a few months, high school will be over, and it’ll be one more rumor to go along with all the other crap people say about me,” she responded.

“It doesn’t bother you what people say about you?” I asked.

“It used to but not anymore.

If I let people's opinions affect me, it means they have control over my life, and I don’t,” she answered.

Sharon made me realize that I was letting people’s opinions of me do to me what it had been doing to her.

Sharon made me understand that if I was going to live a happy and normal life, the only opinion that mattered was what I thought of myself.

That one conversation with Sharon gave me a new outlook, and from that day on, I decided not to concern myself with what people thought of me.

I went to prom with Dean and had an amazing night, but it wasn’t because of what happened at prom but what happened after prom.

During the prom, I watched Dean win prom king and Sharon win prom queen.

After prom, we headed to Xavier Scott’s parent’s vacation house on South Padre Island.

It was no secret that Xavier’s parents were rich but holy shit!

The house had three levels and was on the beach.

It had a humungous pool and a pool house close to my house's size.

Half the school must have been there, and Xavier even had deejay.

“I need to talk to you in private,” Sharon said to me.

“Okay,” I replied as we entered the house and found a non-occupied bedroom.

Sharon locked the door behind us and said, “Two things.”

“I know that you and Dean are friends, but we’re friends, and I don’t want anything to be weird between us.

Are you okay with me hooking up with Dean?”

“It’s not an issue, but you know how he is,” I replied with worry.

I wasn’t worried about Sharon.

I was worried about Dean.

Dean had been completely obsessed with Sharon from the day he saw her for the first time freshman year.

He was always confident and disgustingly arrogant around girls even before he hit puberty, but he wasn't when it came to Sharon.

He would get tongue-tied, nervous, and unsure of himself.

If Dean were superman, Sharon would be kryptonite.

I had never seen him as happy as when Sharon and Craig broke up, but I didn’t understand why he was.

I knew he still wouldn’t approach her even though he swore he would.

“I know, but I want to make sure you’d be good with it,” she responded.

“If you want to be another notch in his belt, that’s on you,” I told Sharon.

“I said hook up, not have sex with him,” she said.

“Fine, but what’s the other thing?” I asked.

“We talk about a lot of things, but one thing we’ve never discussed is your type,” she replied.

“Type of what?” I asked with confusion.

“The type of girl who does it for you,” she answered.

“Why are you asking now?” I asked in query.

“I’ll tell you after you answer the question,” Sharon told me.

“The type of girl who straight guys go for,” I responded.

“I need more information than that, Paige,” she replied.

“You,” I responded as then stuck my tongue out.

Sharon looked annoyed as she rolled her eyes.

“I don’t know, Sharon.

I like pretty girls.

It would be easier if you told me why you’re asking,” I replied.

“I know someone who’s into you, and I told her I would talk to you before she makes a move,” she replied.

Sharon knew everyone, and I was surprised that she was talking to me on behalf of a girl who had an interest in me.

I needed to know who it was.

“Tell me who it is, and then I can tell you yeah or nay,” I said with anticipation.

“Please promise me that no matter how you feel about her or what happens tonight, you can’t say a word to anyone, ever,” she told me.

“Cross my heart,” I instantly replied with a chuckle.

“I’m serious about this, Paige,” she said to me with seriousness.

“Okay, jeez,” I responded.

“Lisa,’ she said.

“Which, Lisa?” I asked.

“My Lisa,” Sharon instantly answered.

I was stunned.

Sharon’s Lisa was the Lisa as in Lisa Pocorobba.

Lisa was Sharon’s best friend who was on par with Sharon in looks and almost as close in popularity.

If Sharon didn’t exist, Lisa would easily be the queen of the school.

Lisa had long black hair, light brown eyes, and an amazingly voluptuous body for a girl as petite as she was.

I was stunned that Sharon was talking to me for Lisa, but more than one reason to feel that way.

I had no idea that Lisa liked girls, but she had a boyfriend.

Lisa had the same boyfriend, Chris Harper, since freshman year of high school.

“No way, Sharon, not happening,” I responded.

“Why?” she asked.

“She has a boyfriend!” I responded.

“Lisa has a boyfriend in title only.

Chris does for Lisa what Dean tried to do for you the day you came out,” she explained.

“Chris is one of the best-looking boys in school, and he’s captain of the football team.

Chris could probably get laid more than Dean does, so why would he do that for Lisa?” I asked with bewilderment.

“For the same reason, she has,” Sharon answered.

“Chris Harper is gay?” I asked in shock as Sharon stared at me to ask if I needed her to answer my question.

“I don’t know, Sharon.

“You cannot let her know I told you this, but she’s been crushing on you for years,” she said to me.

“Bullshit.

If I didn't look the way I do now, we would not be having this conversation,” I responded.

“No, Paige.

It’s because you look the way you do know that she can’t take it anymore.

I know you're probably thinking I’m telling you this because she’s my best friend, but I’m honest.

It’s not like you were ugly and the size of the building before.

All you did was become fit, style your hair, and stopped dressing as if you rolled out of bed.

You've always been pretty.

The only difference between the new and old you is that you realize it now,” she replied.

“Why didn’t she ever approach me?” I questioned.

“No one knew you were you were gay,” Sharon replied.

“Up until a couple of months ago, you and I hardly spoke, but that’s more than I ever have with Lisa,” I responded.

“What should I tell her?” Sharon asked me.

“Tell her I’m intrigued,” I answered.

We left the room and went back outside as I watched Sharon whisper something into Lisa’s ear.

Lisa immediately made eye contact with me and flashed a smile.

As I walked to the keg, Lisa, too, walked to the keg.

We had our cups filled when she leaned into me and said, “You want to take a walk on the beach?”

“Yeah, sure,” I responded.

Lisa and I walked and talked, and as nervous as we both were, the conversation felt natural.

We walked until Xavier’s house was no longer in sight, and then both sat on the sand.

It was a perfect night.

The weather was comfortable, and the sky was so clear the stars were in plain sight.

“So,” I said to her with my heart pounding.

“So, “ Lisa replied as she inched closer to me as I did the same.

“It’s a nice night,” she said.

“Close to perfect,’ I replied.

Lisa and I locked eyes and slowly moved our faces toward one another.

Our lips pressed together.

As Dean had done to me when I opened my mouth ever so slightly, I did the same to Lisa.

As our tongues touched, my body felt electric and tingled as never before.

Dean may have been my first kiss, but Lisa was my first real kiss and more.

When the day began, I had no idea that I would have my first real kiss.

I also had no idea that a girl would make me an orgasm, and I would make a girl orgasm, but that’s what happened.

Not in my wildest dreams did I think I would lose my virginity on the same night, but that’s also what happened.

Within minutes of Lisa and I kissing, we laid on the sand side by side.

We unzipped and unbuttoned each other jeans and played with each other as we kissed until we both climaxed.

I orgasmed first, but Lisa wasn’t far behind me.

Afterward, we rose to our feet, fixed our clothes, smacked sand off one another, and walked down the beach hand in hand until Xavier’s house came back into view.

We entered the party, drank, and talked for hours as the party slowly began to shrink in size.

Dean and Xavier were extremely good friends and had been since elementary school.

It was no secret to anyone who remained at the party that Dean and I were best friends and that Sharon and Lisa were best friends.

There would be no question why the four of us would be staying in the pool house together or why Dean had the pool house.

As soon as we entered the pool house, Dean and Sharon went into the bedroom, leaving Lisa and me alone.

There was a large sectional couch with enough room for Lisa and me to sleep comfortably, but sleep was not on our minds.

Within minutes of Sharon and Dean going into the bedroom, Lisa and I started fooling around.

I needed to pee badly, so I excused myself to use the bathroom but never expected Lisa's to join me as I was about to exit.

She kissed me, turned on the water in the shower, and not much longer after we were both nude, kissing, caressing, and washing each other bodies.

We exited the shower, dried off, and went back to the couch wrapped in towels that didn’t remain on our bodies for long.

I had imagined what it would be like to feel a girl's tongue explore me but never imagined it would feel as amazing as it did to cum in her mouth.

I had imagined what it would be like to give a girl oral to orgasm but never thought it was possible to enjoy it as much as I did.

After having sex, Lisa and I dressed and cuddled on the couch, talking until the sun came up.

“Paige, no one can know about what happened between us.

It’s not because I’m ashamed or regret what happened because I don’t.

It’s that things are complicated,” she explained to me.

I didn't want her to know that I knew the complication was that Chris was gay, so I told her I understood but wanted to see her.

As soon as we heard the door open, we separated from one another.

Sharon appeared and looked pale as she stared at Lisa and me.

“Lisa, time to go,” she said.

“Are you okay, Sharon?” I asked as she replied she was fine, although she didn’t look like it.

Lisa and I kissed goodbye, and I then entered the bedroom.

“I think I’m still drunk,” Dean said to me.

“I’m good, so I’ll drive home,” I replied.

I took one look at the floor and realized why Sharon looked pale.

On the floor were two used condoms.

“Dean, you had sex with Sharon!” I shouted.

“I did,” he responded with an odd look on his face and tone in his voice.

Dean would normally begin to brag about how much of a sexual God he was and tell me every detail of what happened, but he didn’t.

He looked and sounded off, but I didn’t question why.

As I drove us home, I told him everything that happened with Lisa as if I was him and he was me.

He listened but didn’t say a word the entire drive.

I knew I had promised Sharon I would never say a word to anyone, but Dean wasn’t just anyone.

I parked his car in front of his house, and we exited.

“Thank God my parents aren’t home,” he said with relief as I waved to my dad, who was washing his car in the driveway.

“You want to hit the pool?” he asked.

“Mine our yours,” I asked.

“Mine.

Go change and meet me,” he responded.

When I entered the backyard, I was concerned to see Dean lying on a flat with his shades with a beer sitting in the cup holder of the float.

I dove into the pool and swam to the side of his float.

“Dean, talk to me.

Sharon looked pale as a ghost this morning, and you would have normally bragged about everything you did with her,” I said to him.

“I’m a fucking idiot,” he said to me in an upset tone of voice.

“Why are you an idiot?” I asked.

“I told her I love her this morning,” he said to me.

“You told her what?!” I yelled out.

“It just came out of my mouth,” he said in despair

“What happened?” I asked.

“She was flirting with me all night at prom, and you know how I get around her.

When we got to Xavier’s party, she was more flirtatious than she was at prom.

Toward the end of the party, she asked where I was crashing, and I told her that Xavier gave me the pool house and I was crashing with you.

Then she kissed me and said, you wouldn’t mind if she crashed with me.

We went into the bedroom and started fooling around.

I was drunk as fuck, and I spilled my guts when she asked me why the prom king never made a move on the prom queen.

We had sex, we talked, and then went to sleep.

When we woke up, we had sex again, and she told me that she had no intention of sleeping with me and losing her virginity.

I told her I thought she and Craig had sex, and she told me that was the reason they broke up.

I realized the girl I’ve been insane over for so long gave me her virginity, and then I said it as she was getting dressed.

She finished getting dressed and then left the room without saying a word.

It was the greatest and worst night of my life wrapped into one,” he told me in anguish.

I felt terrible for Dean, but I didn’t know if I would have done anything differently from what Sharon did.

It was shocking to see Dean dreading going to school on Monday morning.

He pulled into the parking lot, and he didn't want to get out of the car.

“Let’s go, Dean,” I said to him.

He sighed, and we walked into the school as we always had.

When it was time for lunch, I took a seat at my usual table and waited for Dean to arrive.

Sharon was sitting at her usual table with the cheerleading time, and when we made eye contact, she smiled, winked, and waved at me.

I could see her continuously looking over her shoulder at the entrance to the lunchroom.

I watched Dean enter the lunchroom and could see Sharon’s eyes following him as he walked to my table.

As soon as Dean sat down, Sharon rose from her seat.

Dean looked at me with worry as Sharon then walked behind Dean and tapped him on the shoulder.

Nervously, Dean rose to his feet and stood before Sharon.

Sharon grabbed the back of Dean's head, pulled Dean toward her, and kissed him.

Within seconds they were playing tonsil hockey as the lunchroom erupted into chatter, oohhs, and aahhs.

That was the official start of Dean’s relationship with Sharon.

It was fun to pretend that we weren’t seeing each other and exciting to sneak around to spend time with her when it came to Lisa and me.

However, it didn’t take long for Lisa and me to realize the only thing we had in common was that we were hot for each other.

The sex was great, but that was the only great thing.

Lisa and I talked about it and decided that it would be best to keep our relationship casual as in friends with benefits.

I was glad that Lisa and I decided what we did as it could have made Sharon and Dean’s relationship difficult if Lisa and I didn’t get along.

Dean had one thing in common with both my dad and his dad.

Dean was one hundred percent pussy whipped, and busting his balls over it was amusing as could be for me.

After graduation, I was over the moon with happiness, but Dean was sad.

After a small dual graduation party at my house, Dean and I went for our usual drive around town and wound up in the high school parking lot.

We sat on the hood of his car and looked through the fence to the football field.

“It’s over, Paige,” he said to me.

“Thankfully,” I replied with a chuckle.

“I’m going to miss this place,” he said with sadness.

“I know you will, but I won’t,” I replied.

“Yeah, I know,” he said with a small smile.

“I’m going to go for a walk,” he said to me as he got off the hood of the car and began to walk.

The high school experience was something I was happy to leave behind, but I understood why Dean felt as he did.

Dean was leaving more than the high school behind.

I knew he was thinking of something other than leaving competitive sports and his status as the king.

I knew he was thinking about Sharon.

He was finally with the girl he had always wanted, but their time would soon be over.

In a little over two months, Dean and I would be staying in Texas to attend college together, but Sharon would be leaving Texas for college in Massachusetts.

It was the middle of July before I finally asked what he and Sharon were going to do.

“We’re going to make it work.

We’ll text, talk, video chat, and then we’ll have the winter break, spring break, and summer break,” he explained.

“Dean, she’s going to be on the other side of the country.

Do you think it’ll work?” I said to him.

“It’ll work because we’ll make it work,” he said to me.

Dean and I would be leaving for college in two weeks, but Sharon was heading to Boston in days to get situated before classes began.

Sharon, Lisa, and I were at the mall shopping, and I couldn’t help but notice that Sharon wasn’t her usual self.

“It’s great that you and Dean are going to try to make it work,” I said to Sharon as Lisa looked at me, then at Sharon.

“I’m going to grab a coffee.

Does anyone want anything?” Lisa asked.

Sharon and I told her we were fine, so Lisa walked away and would meet us at the same spot in ten minutes.

“I know you'll take care of Dean,” Sharon said to me.

“Of course.

That goes without being said,” I replied.

“We’re friends, and I didn’t want to tell him before telling you,” she said to me as I looked at her with worry.

From the expression on her face, I knew what she was about to tell me.

“I’m going to end it with Dean tonight,” she said to me.

“You don’t love him,” I said to her with seriousness.

“I do love him, which I was I’m ending it.

We’re going to be thousands of miles away from one another.

By the end of freshman year, we’ll have been apart for longer than we’ve been together.

I’ve thought about this long and hard, constantly, and I know I’m doing the right thing.

Maybe after college, we’ll come back together.

Maybe while away at college, he’ll find the girl he’s supposed to be with, and I’ll find that guy.

All I know is that neither Dean nor I should put our lives on hold for each other,” she said to me.

“I’m going to miss you,” I said to her as we then hugged.

“I’m going to miss you too, but we’ll stay in touch,” she replied.

I knew she was doing the right thing, but I worried about how Dean would handle it.

I kept looking out my window, waiting for Dean’s car to pull into his usual parking spot.

I saw his car come to a stop, and his headlights turn off, but I didn’t see him get out of his car.

I sprinted down the stairs and outside my house.

As I ran to his car, Dean got out.

Dean looked at me as I looked at him when he closed his eyes and began to sob.

I wrapped my arms around him as she squeezed me tightly.

I had seen Dean cry before with frustration or when he got hurt as a kid, but I had never seen him sob over a broken heart.

He unwrapped his arms around from around me and wiped his eyes.

He flashed a smile and then sadly and slowly walked into his house.

Two weeks later, I moved into my dorm.

Dean and I had enrolled in one of the country's largest and best party universities and by far the best party school in Texas.

Lonestar State University would be our home for the next four years.

My dorm room was close to the size of an apartment and consisted of a large living area, small kitchen, and two bedrooms for two girls in each bedroom on each floor.

Each floor had a large bathroom with double sinks and two shower stalls.

Mikaela and Courtney would share the bedroom upstairs, and I would be sharing a bedroom with Kim.

Mikaela was ridiculously hot and knew it.

She carried herself as if her shit didn’t stink and she was better than everyone.

Courtney was the girl next door, pretty, and was bubbly, and sweet.

Kim was a hot little package but extremely introverted.

At best, Kim was five foot two and had long red hair and light freckles that I found adorable.

When we had a dorm meeting to go over our likes, dislikes and made rules to live by so that we were all comfortable, I took that opportunity to let them all know that I was gay.

I didn't want any of them to find out later and be uncomfortable living with me.

It bothered me that I needed to tell them.

It’s not like Mikaela needed to stand in the middle of the room and say, “I need to let you all know that I’m straight.”

Thankfully no one had an issue with my sexuality.

Mikaela looked around the room at all of us and sighed with relief.

“I was worried that I would be living with a bunch of hideous porkers, but thankfully this isn't the case.

I think this will be a fun year, and I’m looking forward to getting to know you all,” she said.

Mikaela then looked at me and said, “No, it’s never going to happen,”

I smirked at her and replied, “Never say never,” as I looked at her with fake lust and kissed the air.

Mikaela looked at me as if she didn’t know how to react until I started laughing.

As soon as I started laughing, everyone else started laughing.

The one thing I wasn’t all too fond of was that Dean’s dorm room was on the opposite side of campus.

Dean met Mikaela, Kim, and Courtney for the first time when he stopped by to check out my dorm on that first day.

Mikaela immediately began to flirt with him, but Dean didn’t respond as he normally would.

When he went to use the bathroom, she asked me if Dean was gay.

I told her that he had a broken heart.

She then told me she could help him get over it and would at some point.

Dean’s dorm room was similar to mine, except it had one floor, and he only had one roommate.

His roommate’s name was Josh, and he seemed like a nice enough guy until he started hitting on me.

“Dude, she’s like my sister, so stop your shit unless you want to start having meals through a straw,” Dean yelled at him.

“Say no more, man,” Josh replied with a bit of fear.

It was during my first week at college that I met Zuri.

Of my five classes for the semester, Zuri was in three.

We didn’t acknowledge each other during the first two classes, but when she saw me in our third class at the end of the week, she took the seat next to me.

We talked for a little bit before class, but we both laughed that Saturday morning when we bumped into each other at the gym.

Zuri was naturally pretty, always wore her hair in braids, and was self-confident.

Unlike me, she didn’t get along with her roommates much, but my roommates loved her.

Zuri spent more time at my dorm than she did inside her own.

I was enjoying the college experience as much as I could, but it felt off without Dean.

He was supposed to be my partner in crime, but he wouldn’t go out to party.

I went to bars, clubs, and frat parties with my roommates and Zuri while Dean lived like a hermit.

Dean had always been a party animal, and I expected him to be on a different level in college.

Instead, he went to class, went to the gym, completed his assignments, and would lock himself in his room on the weekends watching movies.

As Dean had explained, back in high school,  college was crawling with girls.

However, it didn't take me long to realize that college wasn’t exactly what I had expected.

If I came across a lesbian girl, she wasn’t my type.

Many of the bisexual girls propositioned me for a threesome with their boyfriends.

It felt like mission impossible to figure out what girls were at least curious about being with a girl.

I had hooked up with a few girls during my first semester, but I hadn’t gone all the way.

I did keep in touch with Sharon, but our conversations mainly consisted of checking in with me about Dean.

I was at a club with Zuri about a month after winter break, and the drinks were flowing.

Kim had decided to stay in, Courtney was out on a date, and Mikaela was at a frat party.

The club was a sausage fest, but since guys were buying me drinks all night long, I decided to make a night of it.

That was until Zuri told me she was leaving with a guy.

I didn't want to stay out by myself, so I decided to call it a night.

I arrived at my dorm close to 2 AM and went upstairs to discover that both Courtney and Mikaela were still out.

I took a shower, wrapped myself in a towel, and carried my folded clothes into my bedroom.

I turned on the light and looked in disbelief at Kim.

Kim was nude, masturbating with her eyes closed and holding a pair of panties to her nose.

She was so into what she was that it took her a moment to realize I had turned the light on and stood in the room.

She opened her eyes and looked at me in horror.

She tossed the panties to the floor, covered her breasts, and crossed her legs.

“Kim, are those mine?!” I asked in shock.

“Oh my God!” she cried out as I stared at her.

I don’t know what most girls would have done had they walked in on their roommate masturbating with their panties, but I’m confident that most wouldn’t have done what I did.

I hadn’t had sex since just before leaving for college, and it had been over six months since I last had sex.

I placed my folded clothes on the top of my dresser and sat on the side of her bed.

“Is that the first time you’ve done that?” I asked in a low tone of voice.

Kim’s face was completely red as she looked at me.

“No,” she confessed.

I smiled at her and gently pulled her arms apart, and then stared at her bare breasts.

I rose to my feet, removed my towel, and stood before Kim.

“Do you want to touch me?” I asked with lust as she slowly sat up in her bed and nodded her head.

“Touch me then,” I said to her as she slowly got off her bed and then stood inches away from me.

With her shaking hands, she touched my tits as I slowly moved my face towards hers and kissed her lips.

We kissed as I walked her backward to her bed and found myself on top of her.

I stopped kissing her, licked her nipples, and licked quickly down the middle of her stomach.

I could feel the tension in her body and then felt it release as I began to taste her.

Kim’s pussy was sour, and a bit salty and didn’t taste similar to Lisa's.

Kim was into it and was grinding herself into my mouth as I stopped going down on her only long enough to get myself into a sixty-nine position.

As I ate Kim’s pussy the anticipation of her tasting me consumed my body.

I felt her tongue lick a couple of times and then stop.

I assumed that she didn’t like it for a second or two when she then began to vigorously lick every inch of my wet pussy.

I finger fucked her while sucking on her clit until she orgasmed.

As soon as Kim orgasmed, I stopped finger fucking her and sucking her clit.

I turned my body around and kneeled over her face, and placed my hands on the wall.

I rode her tongue and mouth until I orgasmed.

I removed myself from Kim’s face and got off the bed as she then sat up with her face saturated in my juices.

She slowly got off her bed and went to her dresser for clothes.

She opened the bedroom door with her clothes in hand and gently closed the door behind her.

Having been sexually satisfied and feeling the effects of the alcohol, I went to bed and closed my eyes.

When I awoke that morning, Kim was neither in the bedroom or the dorm.

I went to Dean’s room and gave him a play-by-play of what happened with Kim.

At that moment, I felt as if Dean and I had exchanged places.

He was normally the braggart and me the listener, but there I was bragging as he listened.

Kim and I talked later that night, and she told me she had been curious, and although she didn't regret what happened, it was a one-time experience for her.

Having sex with my roommate was something I didn’t think would happen but having sex with two of my roommates was something I never imagined.

It was close to the end of the second semester when Mikaela and I were in the living area playing quarters.

Courtney was out with her boyfriend, Kevin, and Kim had gone home for the weekend to get a jump start on moving her things out of the dorm.

Kim had decided to transfer colleges to be closer to home.

Mikaela and I had already drunk a six-pack of beer each, and we were both feeling the effects.

“Do you think Kim decided to transfer colleges because she had sex with you?” she asked.

“Kim told you what happened?” I asked.

“She told Courtney and me,” she replied.

“No, I believe that she wants to be closer to home.

Besides, it happened one time, and there was nothing awkward between us,” I responded.

“How did it happen?” she inquired.

“I walked in on her laying in bed butt naked while masturbating with my panties,” I explained.

“Shut the fuck up!

She was not doing that!” Mikaela exclaimed.

“I’m not bullshitting you,” I responded.

“I was fooling around with this guy Chad last week, and we were both hot and ready to go.

The fucking guy looked at me and told me he wanted to eat my ass,” she said to me.

“How was it?” I inquired.

“I got dressed and got the hell out of there!

I was going to let him eat my ass!” she yelled out.

I laughed and shook my head.

“It feels amazing, and not only had I had it done to me, but I’ve done it myself,” I told her.

“That’s disgusting!” she screamed out as she then opened a beer and took a drink.

“Sure, if t were dirty,” I replied with laughter.

“Did you do that to Kim?” she asked.

“No, this girl, Lisa, I used to have sex back in high school,” I answered.

“To each their own,” she said as I shrugged my shoulders and finished my beer.

“Don’t knock it until you try it.

Once you have it done, you’ll become a fan,” I said to Mikaela.

“How well does it feel?” she asked.

“Fucking amazing!” I exclaimed.

“Shit.

Maybe I should have let him do it to me.

Now I’m curious, but I don’t think most guys would do it, and I would feel funny about asking a guy to do it,” she told me.

“I’ll do it to you,” I said to her jokingly.

“What the fuck do you mean you’ll do it to me?” she with laughter.

“Take off your pants and panties, bend that ass over the couch, and I’ll do it to you,” I replied, not being serious at all.

Mikaela looked at me and squinted her eyes.

“I can’t tell if you’re joking or not,” she said to me with seriousness.

Mikaela was gorgeous, and I knew that I would have sex with her if given the opportunity.

I figured I would act seriously to find out if she would bite.

“If you want to know what it feels like, I’ll do it to you,” I said with a serious tone and expression.

“Seriously?” she asked.

“Seriously,” I responded.

She again looked at me with squinted eyes and again asked, “Seriously?”

“Mikaela, I’m serious,” I responded.

“You wouldn’t tell anyone, right?” she questioned.

“As if I’m going to run around campus telling people, I ate your ass,” I said to her with a roll of my eyes.

As if time were in slow motion, I watched Mikaela unbutton her jeans, pull her zipper down and remove her jeans.

I watched her slide her panties down to her ankles and remove them

As I had jokingly told her, she bent herself over the couch.

“Lock the door,” she said to me as I quickly walked to the door and locked it.

I placed myself behind Mikaela and looked at her near-perfect ass.

I kissed each of her ass cheeks and began to rim her ass.

I slowly entered her ass with my tongue as she moaned and said, “Oh shit.

That does feel good.”

I couldn’t help myself with her bare pussy inches away from my mouth.

I removed my tongue from inside her ass.

I then licked her from the top of her asshole down to her pussy and the up.

Mikaela didn’t object and was moaning loudly.

Over and again, I licked the from top of her asshole down to her pussy and up.

Before I knew it, I was no longer eating her ass but devouring her pussy.

Mikaela stopped leaning over the couch and placed herself into a seated position with her legs on my shoulder.

Mikaela was now the third girl I had gone down on, and I realized every girl had a unique taste.

When it came to Mikaela’s taste, I found it to be extremely pleasant.

She tasted more tart than sweet, but the tartness wasn’t overpowering.

I inserted my middle finger inside of her and fingered her as I concentrated on her small clitoris.

“That feels so fucking good!” she exclaimed as she then began to say the words, “Don’t stop,” over and again.

As I pleased, Mikaela, I also pleased myself, and to my surprise, I made myself cum before I made her cum.

After she orgasmed, I slowly rose to my feet as she stared at me.

“Not a word about this to anyone!” she said to me as I flashed a smile and nodded my head.

As if I wasn't going to tell Dean about what happened with Mikaela.

I’ve said it before, and I’ll say it again, Dean isn’t anyone.

“You’re a roommate fucker!” he exclaimed with laughter as I too laughed and nodded my head in agreement.

As with Kim, I expected what happened with Mikaela to be a one-time thing, but it wasn’t.

The next time something happened with Mikaela was when she told me that I had ruined oral sex for her a couple of weeks later.

I told her that I liked going down on her and would do it whenever she wanted but didn't expect her to reply, “Okay instantly,” but she did.

When she said, “Okay,” I went down on her, again making her orgasm.

My only issue with Mikaela was that she was the definition of a pillow princess.

She loved getting oral from me, but she wouldn’t do it to me.

I was getting myself off while getting her off kind of defeated the purpose, but it beat a blank.

I don’t know if I would have continued to do what I did with Mikaela if she returned for our sophomore year.

Mikaela was a party girl, but I didn't know her grade point average was well below two.

Her parents wouldn’t pay her tuition and made her enroll in a junior college.

When I returned the next year, Courtney and I had two new roommates.

Cindy replaced Mikaela and Nicky replaced Kim.

Cindy was a stunner.

Beautiful face, a near-perfect body, and a great personality made her even more attractive.

I was happy that she was rooming with Courtney.

On the other hand, Nicky was one hundred percent goth, and I found her personality to be such a downer that I didn't want to be around her much.

I thought if she weren’t goth, she’d probably be pretty.

Zuri had entirely new roommates and a different dorm room, and as she had done the year prior, I then did sophomore year.

I spent more time inside of Zuri’s dorm room than I did my own and even had a cot that I used to crash on from time to time.

Thankfully, Dean was starting to go out occasionally with me, but he still wasn’t Dean.

“Dean, it’s been over a year since Sharon.

College is going to be over before we know it.

We were supposed to be wreaking havoc here together,” I said to him.

I’ve had more pussy in high school than most guys have had in their lifetime,” he responded with annoyance.

“I know that, but we were supposed to be a tag team,” I replied.

“We are, Paige,” he responded with ever greater annoyance.

“What’s your issue then?” I asked.

“As a dude, I have a lot of risks.

You take home a drunk girl, and it’s no harm, no foul.

I take home a drunk girl, and if she doesn’t remember, I’m fucked.

I take home a drunk girl, and I shoot her down after the fact I’m fucked,” he explained.

“You’re making excuses.

You used to have your way with drunk girls all the time back in high school, but now that we’re in a college, it’s an issue.

Girls here are looking to get laid just as much if not more than guys,” I retorted.

“Maybe, but I’m good,” he responded as I rolled my eyes

“Sharon was drunk as a skunk when you finally got with her,”  I said to him, instantly regretting it.

“I’m done with this conversation, Paige!” he yelled at me as he then walked out of my dorm room.

Dean hadn’t even kissed a girl since Sharon, and I wanted my friend back.

We had always had the best time together doing nothing, but Dean had become a downer.

I felt that instead of college making us closer, it was creating a divide.

“Zuri, would you have sex with Dean?” I asked.

“Dean is good-looking, but he’s not my type,” she answered.

“Is it because he’s white?” I inquired.

“No, it’s because he’s no fun,” she responded.

“Are you sure it’s not because he’s white?” I asked.

“I wouldn’t have sex with you not because you’re white but because I like having sex with guys,” she replied with a wink.

“Race has nothing to do with anything.

The guy you described him to be is not the guy he now is,” she said to me.

I knew Zuri was right, but it bothered me.

No one at school knew the Dean that I had always known, and I wanted him to enjoy college life as he had once wanted to.

I would rattle of girls to him that I knew, but he had no interest.

I would point our girls to him on the rare occasion he was out with me but again, nothing.

Instead of going out as much as I had freshman year, I took a step back and started hanging out with Dean in his dorm room, drinking and watching teMitchellsion and movies instead of bar hopping.

It was after one of these nights with Dean that it happened again.

I yet again had sex with one of my roommates, and it wasn’t Courtney or Cindy.

I had sex with Nicky’s goth ass!

Dean, Josh, and I played drinking games with beer and rum when I tapped out and decided to go home.

Had I known the little yellow pill with a smiley face on it was what it was, I wouldn’t have drunk the beer that she placed inside of the beer bottle.

When I stumbled into my bedroom, I asked Nicky what she was doing.

She told me she was about to hang out with Molly.

Being as drunk as I was, I thought Molly was a friend she expected to come over.

When I asked her what it was, she replied that the pill was “peace” and “clarity,” I didn’t put it all together.

I drank the beer, and almost an hour later, I felt euphoric.

I felt like all my senses were heightened, and when Nicky turned on music, I had never heard before.

We started dancing, and I felt as if I could run a marathon.

I remember our bodies rubbing against each other’s as we locked eyes and then kissing.

The next thing I remember was being awakened by Courtney yelling, “You have got to be kidding me, Paige!”

I slowly opened my eyes and realized Nicky had her arm draped over me.

I pulled the sheet up to discover Nicky, and I was both nude.

I didn’t recall having sex with Nicky but knew I had because I was extremely sore below.

Courtney began to laugh as she told me to get dressed for class and exited the room.

As soon as I got out of Nicky’s bed, she told me we should do that again.

I smiled, told her I had class, got dressed as fast as possible, and left my bedroom.

That night, I slept in Cindy and Courtney’s room as they both laughed their asses off as I held a pillow over my head.

When I told her that I didn't remember what happened between us, she told me, “Curiosity will not kill this cat,” whatever the hell that meant.

After that day, I practically moved into Zuri’s dorm room.

Of course, Zuri and her roommate Keyana felt it necessary to bust my chops about sleeping with Nicky, but I grinned and bore it.

I received the worst ribbing of all from Dean, who decided to dress goth for Halloween.

All night, he talked in long, drawn-out sentences like Nicky did, but it made me laugh.

A few weeks later, while Cindy, Courtney, and I were out attending class, we came back to the dorm to discover Nicky was gone.

We asked the housing office if we would get another roommate.

When we found out we weren’t, the wheels began to turn.

Cindy’s idea was to make my bedroom a three-person room to make the upstairs bedroom a lounge.

Courtney and I loved the idea, so that’s what we did.

We enlisted the help of Dean, Dean’s roommate Josh and Courtney’s boyfriend Kevin to move Courtney downstairs.

Unfortunately, that day was when I received my nickname of TRF, an acronym for “the roommate fucker.”

I loved that I was ivory to Zuri’s ebony, but TRF was a nickname I wasn’t thrilled over.

“Kev, I don’t know, bro.

I’d be worried,” Dean said to Kevin.

“He’s not worried, he’d be thrilled, and at worst, Kevin would be upset that he wasn’t able to watch,” Courtney replied as we all laughed.

Dean then looked at Cindy and said, “Cindy, you could be number four.

The fourth victim of TRF!” he said with laughter as everyone again, including myself, laughed.

I may not have been fond of my new nickname, but it made me happy to see Dean joking and, most important, smiling.

I had trouble remembering the last time I saw Dean with a huge smile and heard his laughter.

It gave me hope that my Dean was coming back.

I would love to take full credit for old Dean coming back and may have played a role, but the truth is it was Sharon.

Sharon, the girl who turned Dean into the no fun, no partying, hermit, was responsible for his turnaround.

Dean and I were home for winter break when he stormed into my room and looked at me with his jaw clenched.

He looked as angry as I had ever seen him.

“What bug crawled up your ass and died?” I questioned.

“Sharon!” he yelled out.

“You saw her?” I asked with concern.

“My mom sent me to the bakery to pick up bread and a cake for the New Year’s party.

I was standing in line at the bakery and when I saw Lisa walk in.

I waved at her, and then Sharon walked in.

I wanted to run to her, take hold of her, lift her in the air, and kiss her.

She smiled at me, walked over to me with Lisa, and we all talked a little bit about being home for the holidays and how college was going.

I was about to tell her how fuking miserable I’ve been since she dumped me when some guy walked.

He walked to Sharon and took hold of her hand.

She said, “Dean, this is Harrison.

Harrison, this is Dean.”

The fucking guy let go of her hand, extended his hand to me, and said, “Sharon’s boyfriend, Harrison,” with a smug British accent.

My immediate thought was to punch him right in his smug fucking face, but then something dawned on me.

I’m about to go into the second semester of my sophomore year of college, and I haven’t done what I set out to do because of her.

I’ve done nothing other than miss her.

All I’ve done was think about her and cry like a bitch over her, and there she was.

There she was with a boyfriend she brought home for the holidays!

She wasn’t looking at our prom picture, wondering what could have been or hurt over me!

She moved on!

She moved on so far from me that she brought that dude home to meet her family!

I squeezed that British fuckers hand tight and said, “What’s up with the limp wrist, dude?

A real man has a firm handshake,” with the smirk that used to drive Sharon insane.

I intimated that fuck so bad he didn’t say a word when I let go of his hand.

I looked at Sharon, and I wanted to make her feel as bad as she had made me feel, even if it were for a few seconds.

I looked at her and asked, “Which family are you bring him home to?” he told me.

“Dean, that was harsh,” I said to him.

“I know it was, and what I said had the effect I wanted.

The pain she felt at that moment wasn’t close to the pain she’s given me for all this time.

All I wanted to see was a tear for all the tears I’ve cried, and I saw it.

She ran out the bakery with the crumpet eater chasing after her,” he said to me.

Lisa called me an asshole and then asked about you.

I told her that you looked great.

Lisa flashed a smile and left the bakery,” he responded.

“How does Lisa look?” I inquired.

“She looks good, but she still needs to drop fourteen of the freshman fifteen,” he responded.

When the ball dropped to signal the coming of the new year, Dean looked at me and handed me a glass of champagne.

“Happy new year, Paige.

I’m sorry and have been sorry, but I’m back and am going to be better than ever,” he said to me.

We clinked glasses, drank our champagne, and hugged.

When I began this story, I wrote about how I hated to admit it, but the old Dean was back.

Now that I think about it, I don’t hate to admit it.

I loved that he was back.

Anita Toscani was the hottest girl he had seen when Dean came to my dorm room over who he was going in for the kill.

When I saw her, I didn’t think she was all that but what I thought didn’t matter.

The only thing that mattered was what Dean thought.

As he had told me, he did go in for the kill.

I don’t know what he did to that girl, but afterward, she kept coming to my dorm room to talk to me about Dean.

When I told her that she and Dean would never be and to stop begging me to “fix” things, she finally got the hint and stopped.

My second semester of our sophomore year turned out to be what Dean and I had discussed before my transformation.

He had an uncanny ability to know what girls were gay, straight, and curious.

He would say something like, “Ten o’clock,” or “Chick in the red shirt,” and I would know what girl was checking me out.

As he had told me, having girls see him with me made them more interested.

We would walk into a bar, club, or frat party and pretend to be together.

We’d enter holding hands, and like bees to honey, girls swarmed him.

I had been in college for over a year and a half and had only been with three girls.

All three of whom were my roommates.

From February to spring break of that year, I’d been with five more girls.

I’d been with two lesbian girls, a bi-curious girl, and had two gay women at the same time.

I refer to them as women because they were both closing in on thirty, a married couple at that.

Never in my wildest dreams would I have thought I would have a threesome with married lesbians, but I did.

Zuri, Dean, Kevin, Courtney, Josh, and I went to a club.

Zuri, Josh, and I were dancing when an attractive older woman took hold of me and pulled me away from Zuri and Josh.

As we danced, our lips were so close that we could have easily kissed at any time.

When the song changed, she took hold of my hand and walked me to a table where an even more attractive woman sat.

I sat in between the two as we drank and talked, and minutes later, I was alternating kissing the two.

I thought my head would explode as I had my ass and pussy eaten simultaneously.

I had the most intense orgasm I had ever experienced.

The craziest part of the experience was that I never asked or was told what their names were.

All I knew was one was Asian, and the other was a Latina.

After the experience, I truthfully didn’t know how I felt about it.

Dean, Zuri, Josh, Courtney, and Kevin went to Cancun, Mexico, for spring break.

I was excited because both Dean and I had never left the country before.

The week in Mexico was great.

We all went to a foam party, went to a beach party, spent a day drinking and lounging around the hotel, among other things.

On our last night there we all went to a dance club.

I watched Dean constantly looking over at Courtney and Kevin.

The more Dean drank, the more he looked over at them.

The more he looked over at them, the more upset he appeared to become.

“Dean, what’s going on?” I asked.

He was about to answer my question when a cute girl with a heavy southern accent approached him.

“Rumor has it you want to but me a drink,” the girl said to Dean as he scanned her body from head to toe.

He smiled and replied, “How about we get a drink somewhere else?” he responded.

“Sounds good,” she answered as he then winked at me and walked away holding the girl's hand.

Zuri and Josh said they weren’t into the scene and left together, leaving me with Courtney and Kevin.

Being at the dance club without Dean was no fun.

The place was full of guys, and guys kept approaching me.

Normally, Dean would come to my rescue, but I decided to tell Courtney and Kevin that I was leaving.

Courtney and Kevin decided they would leave the club as well, but I couldn’t get how increasingly upset Dean had looked throughout the night.

The three of us went back to the hotel and decided to lounge around the pool.

Courtney and Kevin had started dating at the beginning of freshman year, and they were always together.

I had been around the two of them so many times that I had lost count, but I never noticed how they interacted.

They held hands when in the pool, kissed each other often as they looked into each other’s eyes, and Courtney was constantly hugging him,

The more I thought about it, the more I felt that Dean watching Kevin and Courtney together made Dean think of Sharon.

I couldn’t understand why Dean would still be thinking about Sharon after so much time had passed.

Dean was with Sharon for five months of Dean’s life.

They’d broken up for almost two full years, and he had only seen her once, for a few minutes in that time.

Since Courtney was in a relationship, I figured she could explain why Dean could still be thinking of Sharon.

“Court, when did you know you were in love with Kevin?” I asked.

“Why are you asking?” she replied in question.

“Dean kept looking over at you and Kevin tonight, and I think it made Dean think about his ex-girlfriend Sharon.

They were only together for five months, and they’ve been apart way longer than they were together, and I don’t understand why Dean is feeling the way he is,” I answered.

“Why did they break up?” she asked.

“Dean was staying in Texas, and she went away to college in Boston, so she broke up with him,” I explained.

“Oh, poor Dean,” Courtney replied with a sad facial expression.

“It was only five months.

The only reason is that he’s back to his old ways is because he saw her with her new boyfriend over winter break,” I further explained.

“You’re going to make me cry,” Courtney responded.

“Why?” I asked in confusion.

“He still loves her,” she immediately replied.

“Court, that’s insane.

You’re telling me that Dean was so in love with Sharon in that short amount of time that he’s still not over her after all this time,” I said to her with puzzlement.

“Time has nothing to do with it, Paige.

I knew I was in love with Kevin in less than two months.

I would still be devastated if he needed to break up with me after five months, especially knowing what I know now.

Dean was in love with her, and it probably drives the poor guy insane thinking about what could have been,” she explained.

“I still don’t get it, Courtney,” I admitted.

“That’s because you’ve never been in love.

Sharon broke up with him because she was so in love with him she wouldn’t have been able to handle being in a long-distance relationship and knew he wouldn’t have been able to either.

I’m constantly with Kevin, but it breaks my heart when we’re apart for summer break, and my mind goes insane.

I trust Kevin, and he trusts me, but distance puts things in my head that shouldn’t be there.

I know I shouldn’t think of the things I do, and I can’t help it.

Kevin can tell me he’s going out to hang out with his friends.

I’ll tell him to have a good time, but then I start thinking that some girl who’s prettier than me will hit on him.

Then I start thinking that he may cheat on me with this imaginary girl.

I couldn’t imagine Kevin being in Arizona with me in Texas full time and only seeing him during breaks when I can’t stand to be apart from him for a break.

It would never work.

It’s fucked up, but that’s love,” she responded.

“Does Kevin freak out over summer break?” I asked with curiosity.

“Last Fourth of July, my parents had a BBQ.

I invited a bunch of my high school friends to come over.

Kevin knows that I’m still close friends with my ex-boyfriend, Johnny.

Johnny came to the BBQ with his girlfriend, my friend, and she took a picture of us.

I took tons of pictures that day that I posted on Instagram.

When Kevin saw the picture of Johnny and me, he freaked the fuck out.

We had a week-long argument over that one fucking picture.

We honestly almost broke up over it,” she answered.

I mulled over what Courtney said to me, and it was like a light bulb went off.

“I’m starting to think that Dean is back to his male whore ways because he’s trying to get Sharon out of his head,” I said to her.

“Probably.

I know it’s not the same thing, but I think there’s a correlation.

My dad was engaged to another woman, Wendy before he married my mom.

She died in a car accident a couple of months after they got engaged.

My dad dated a few women after, and then he met my mom.

My parents have been married for twenty-six years, and I know he still thinks about Wendy to this day.

There were days where my dad would come home from work, open a beer and sit out in the yard staring off into space.

My parents couldn’t be happier, but even after twenty-six years of marriage and three kids, he still thinks about what could have been.

Dean will probably live with that as my dad does for his entire life,” she told me.

It was an eye-opening conversation with Courtney, and it made me feel terrible that I had only been thinking about myself.

Courtney and I went for a dip in the pool when Dean arrived.

“Finished up already?” I asked with laughter.

“Fucking slut has a boyfriend back home,” he responded.

“When has that ever stopped you?” I asked.

“I’m sure she’s cheated on him before, and even though I don’t know who the hell he is, it’s not right,” he responded.

Courtney looked at me with a sad expression.

“I’m going to call it a night,” he said to me.

If there was one thing that college taught me was to expect the unexpected.

I didn’t find out until over a month later that Josh and Zuri more than hooked up in Mexico.

Not only did they have sex, but they were into each other and became a couple.

I didn’t understand why people wanted to be in relationships while in college.

Kevin was with Courtney, Zuri was with Josh, and Cindy was with Damon.

Over the summer break, I went waitressed at the diner I used to work at during high school to save money for the next school year.

Dean decided to spend the summer with Josh in Lousiana to work at Josh’s uncle’s construction company.

It was a couple of days into my junior year when I saw her for the first time.

I was sitting on a bench talking facing the parking lot with Zuri, when I noticed her talking to a guy.

She had long brown hair with blonde highlights and had the most amazing smile I had ever seen.

When she smiled, I leaned my face into my open hand and sighed.

She was wearing an unbuttoned thin red leather jacket and a black shirt with a light denim skirt.

Her shirt was tied into a knot exposing her flat stomach.

I was in awe of her.

“Earth to Paige, do you copy?” Zuri said to me as I quickly turned my head to face Zuri.

“Huh?” I responded.

“Frat party, Friday night, yay or nay?” she asked.

“I’m not sure yet,” I replied in a low tone of voice as I watched the girl smile again, and then she shook her head.

The guy she had been talking to walked away from her in defeat.

As I watched her walk toward Zuri and me, I locked eyes with her.

As she walked past us, she smiled at me and then looked away from me as she walked toward campus.

I had goosebumps on my arms as I again sighed.

Zuri looked at me and then laughed.

“What,” I said to her.

“You look gaga,” she said to me as I rolled my eyes.

It was the strangest feeling I had ever had.

I had seen the girl for maybe two minutes, but I couldn’t get her image out of my head.

Two days later, I’m jogging through the park early in the morning, and there she is again.

She’s running toward me with earbuds in her ears and is wearing an all-black body-tight outfit.

As we run toward each other, we lock eyes as we had a couple of days earlier.

She smiles at me, and I again feel goosebumps on my arms.

She runs past me, and I stop running.

I turn around and watch as she continues to jog.

I feel like chasing her down, but what would I possibly say to her if I did?

I watch her continue to jog out of my sight.

I wonder who she is and why I’ve never seen her before.

A week later, I’m walking with Josh across campus for class when there she is again!

“Holy shit!” Josh exclaims as I look at him with anger, knowing he sees as well.

“Josh, you were Zuri!” I yell at him.

“No way…it can’t be,” he says in a low tone of voice as we stop walking.

Josh is staring at the girl, and I’m becoming upset when he’s in a relationship with one of my best friends.

She’s looking at me and again smiles with her amazing smile as she continues to walk toward us.

She stops looking at me and begins to stare at Josh as she walks.

As she’s about to walk past us, Josh yells out, “Becka?!

She stops dead in her tracks and continues to stare at Josh.

“Joshua Abrams?” she asks as a smile appears on his face.

“No way…no fucking way, this is crazy.

I thought it was you, but you look so different,” he says to her.

“I haven’t seen you in forever.

How have you been?” she asks.

The sound of her voice brings a shiver to my spine.

“I’m great.

What’s new with you?” Josh inquires.

“A lot since we last saw each other.

Do you go to school here?” she questions.

“Yeah, I live on campus.

Are you living on campus?” he asks.

“Yeah, I am,” she answers.

“Oh, Becka, this is my friend Paige,” Josh says to her as she looks at me and smiles.

She has the most amazing light blue eyes I’ve ever seen.

I could look into her eyes forever.

“If I didn’t know better, I’d think you were stalking me,” she says with a laugh.

I find her laugh to be intoxicating.

What the hell is going on with me?!

I can’t bring a word to my lips.

I did not just laugh like that!

I feel so uneasy and nervous!

“Okay then,” she says as she then looks at Josh.

“We need to hang out.

Take my number and let’s make plans,” she tells Josh.

“Definitely.

You know what?

My girlfriend and I are going to go out for dinner tonight.

You should join us so we can catch up, and you can meet her,” he says to her.

“That would be great!” she exclaims with excitement.

I watch in silence as Josh and Becka exchange numbers.

She again smiles at me and walks away from us.

“Holy shit…Becka Mitchell!” he yells out in disbelief.

I clear my throat and look at her as Josh looks at me and laughs.

“We were friends from elementary school until the start of sophomore year of high school when she moved out of state.

When she moved away, we kept in touch for a while but lost touch.

Wow, small world,” he says to me with a chuckle.

Josh looks at his watch and says, “I’m out,” as he takes off running toward his class.

While I’m in class, I can’t think straight.

All I can think about is Becka’s smile, her laugh, and her amazing eyes.

I exit the lecture hall, and as I’m walking out of the building, I see Dean talking to a girl.

She’s looking at him as if she’s starving and he’s her next meal.

I watch as she hands him a small folded piece of paper and walks away from him.

I walk to him, and he looks at me.

“Why do you have that look on your face?” he inquires.

“I don’t have a look on my face,” I answer.

“Paige, I’ve known you my entire life, and I’ve never seen that look on your face,” he says to me.

I shrug my shoulders as we walk side by side across campus and toward his dorm room.

“That girl has no idea what she’s in store for,” he says as we continue to walk.

Deans says something, but I’m not paying attention.

I can’t get Becka’s image out of my mind.

“Paige!” Dean shouts as I become startled and look at him.

“I just said that girl is a transexual from the andromeda galaxy, and no response,” he tells me.

“Did you?” I ask in reply.

“Are you high on something?” he asks with worry.

“No, Dean, I’m not high on anything,” I reply as I stick my tongue out at him.

We enter his dorm room, and I’m disappointed that Josh isn’t here.

“Do you think Josh is coming here after class?” I ask.

“He has back-to-back classes, and then he’s going out with his girl.

He won’t be back until tonight, if at all, ” he replies.

“Have you ever met anyone before and felt an instant connection?” I ask.

“All the time,” he replies with a wink.

“Dean, I’m serious,” I say to him.

“Yeah, why?” he replies in question.

“Forget it.

It’s stupid,” I respond.

“I’m going to the gym, so if you don’t feel like coming, see you later,” Dean says to me.

“See you later,” I say to Dean.

As soon as I arrive in my bedroom, I open my laptop and decide I’m going to try to find any social media accounts I can for Becka when Cindy walks in.

As soon as she does, I slam my laptop lid shut.

“Damon is fucking dead!” she yells out at the top of her lungs.

“What’s going on?” I question.

“He swore to me when we hooked up for the first time that he had broken up with Jenna!

I just found out that he didn’t break up with her until after we started dating!” she yells out.

“What does it matter?” I ask.

“He’s a fucking cheater!

He cheated on Jenna with me, and tigers don’t change their stripes!

He cheated on her, which means that he’ll cheat on me!

Damon and I are over!

I’m one thousand percent done with him!” she screams out.

Cindy looks at me with fury in her eyes and then suddenly starts crying.

“I love him,” she sobs as she lays herself flat on her stomach on her bed.

Cindy crying her eyes out has convinced me that falling in love at a young age is the worst possible thing anyone can do.

Dean fell in love with Sharon in high school, and he’s still not over it.

Courtney is so in love with Kevin that she can’t even think about what will happen when they graduate without becoming emotional.

Zuri’s family is furious that she’s in a relationship with a white guy, but Josh’s family is even angrier that he’s with a black girl.

Even if Zuri and Josh stay together after graduation, they’re going to need to deal with family bullshit until it tears them apart.

It’s all so pointless, which is why I will continue to do what I've been doing.

I’m going to party my ass off, try to get laid, and enjoy college.

When I decide to fall in love, it’s going to be a long time from now.

I have no idea what to say to Cindy.

I feel as if a weight has been removed from my shoulders when Courtney walks through into our bedroom.

“Help,” I say to Courtney.

I watch her sit next to Cindy and then say, “Talk to me, girl.”

“I’ll leave you to it,” I say to Courtney as I exit my bedroom and sit inside the living area.

I don’t know what Courtney and Cindy are talking about, but they've been talking for hours while I’ve been watching teMitchellsion.

“What up, ebony?” I ask when Zuri enters my dorm room.

“Why haven’t you answered my texts?” she asks.

“Cindy is going through some shit with Damon, and Courtney’s been consoling her for hours.

My phone is inside, and I’m not trying to go back inside there anytime soon,” I answer.

“Weren’t you out with Josh and his friend?” I inquire.

“I was, but I told them I wasn’t feeling well so I could leave.

I felt like the third wheel,” Zuri tells me.

“Are you upset?” I question.

“Not all.

They used to be good friends and haven’t seen each other in a long time, so I get it,” she answers.

“What did you think of her?” I ask her.

“It’s funny, but she reminds me of you,” she responds.

“In what way?” I ask with wonder.

“Most girls who look like her act snobby about it and act like their shit doesn’t stink, but you never have, and she doesn’t seem to either.

She seems sweet and sincere, which is also like you.

Based on my first impression of her, I could see myself becoming friends with her.

That’s a good thing since I know that Becka and Josh are going to become good friends again,” she says to me.

“She’s really pretty.

You’re not worried about her spending time with Josh?” I question.

“I trust him, and he knows better.

He knows if his dick goes anywhere near another girl, I’ll chop his shit off and suffocate him to death with it,” she says to me with a grin.

“A bit extreme, no?” I say.

“I’m an extreme bitch, ivory, but I’m not a jealous bitch” Zuri replies.

Not a jealous bitch, my ass!

It’s been three weeks since Josh and Becka reconnected, and Zuri is losing her shit!

“I can’t take this shit, Paige.

They’re always hanging out together, and when Josh and I hang out, all he does is talk about her,” she vents.

“You think he has a thing for her?” I ask.

“I don’t want to think that, but it might be the case,” Zuri replies with glassy eyes.

I know Becka is gorgeous, but I will fuck Josh up if he hurts Zuri!

I’m going to get his ass alone and get to the bottom of this!

I text Josh, and of course, when I ask him what he’s up to, he replies he was hanging with Becka, but he’s in his room now.

“I’m going to talk to him,” I tell Zuri as I leave her dorm room and walk to Josh’s.

I walk into Josh’s room and ask, “Where’s Dean?”

“Chilling with a little hottie met a few days ago,” Josh replies.

“Josh, Zuri is one of my best friends, and it’s not right that you're spending all your time with Becka!” I yell at him.

He looks at me with his eyes wide open and shakes his head.

“I love Zuri, and I would never cheat on her.

I know I’ve been spending a lot of time with Becka, but she doesn’t know anyone here.

She also doesn’t have many friends.

The girl is lonely, and I’m a familiar face,” he explains.

“Tell me you’re not attracted to her,” I say to Josh.

“Becka is hot, but again, I love Zuri.

Becka and I are just friends, I swear,” Josh responds.

I know Josh well enough to know when he’s lying, and I don’t believe he is.

Josh stares at me and then smirks.

“You like pink,” he says to me.

“When have you ever seen me wear pink?” I ask.

“No, the artist Pink!” he shouts.

“You know I do,” I reply.

“Becka has two tickets for a Pink concert this Saturday night.

I like her and all, but I cannot subject myself to that shit.

I told her I would let her know, but since you like Pink, you should go with her,” he says with a huge smile.

“I do like Pink, but I don’t know Becka,” I reply.

“You two have a lot in common.

Go to the concert with her and maybe the two of you will become friends.

You become friends with her, she and I spend less time together, and Zuri and I are good,” he responds.

Nervously  I reply, “I don’t know Josh,” as I watch him make a call on his cell phone.

“Becka, listen.

I can’t go to the concert with you because the truth is I’d rather claw my eyes out.

My friend, Paige, who you met for a few minutes when we first saw each other again, is a huge fan, and I thought you should go with her,” he says to her and then listens.

“I talked to her already, and she’s in,” Josh says.

“Awesome!” he exclaims as he ends the call.

“Done deal, Paige,” he says to me and then hugs me.

“Get off me, Josh,” I say with laughter as I push him away.

“Becka will pick you up at your dorm on Saturday around 6 PM,” he says to me.

“Great,” I reply.

I’m so nervous I feel that I’m going to be sick.

The one time I had a chance to talk to her, I froze and made myself look like an idiot.

“Court, how do I look?” I ask.

“You look hot,” she replies.

“Kevin?” I ask.

“I’m not falling into that trap,” he responds.

“That’s his way of saying he agrees,” Courtney says to me.

“Where is Cindy?” I ask.

“With Damon,” Kevin replies as he flips through the channel guide on the teMitchellsion.

“Why do you look so nervous?” Courtney asks.

“I’m nervous, and I don’t know why,” I admit.

We hear a knock on the door.

Courtney walks to the door, opens it, and Becka walks inside.

Becka walks to me as Courtney stands at the door.

Courtney points to me and lips, “I know why you’re nervous.”

“Hi Paige, it’s nice to see you again.

Are you ready to roll?” she asks.

Becka looks amazing, and I feel myself becoming sweaty.

Damn it!

It’s happening again.

Don’t freak out….remain calm.

Speak, you fucking idiot!

“Ah huh,” I reply.

Better than not responding, I guess.

“Great, let’s go,” she says to me.

Becka walks out the door, and as I walk past Courtney, she says, “Loosen up,” in a low tone of voice.

“I hope it’s okay that I’m driving,” Becka says to me.

I nod my head and smile as I’m again having difficulty bringing a word to my mouth.

We enter her car, and when I inhale the scent of her perfume, it brings a smile to my face.

Becka turns the engine over and then turns it off.

She looks at me and says, “I feel like a loser right now.

I know that Zuri hasn’t been happy that I’ve spent so much time with Josh, and I feel like he pawned me off to you.

Do you even like Pink?” she asks.

Loosen up, Paige.

You need to speak to Becka and act normal.

“I love Pink, and even though I don’t listen to music when I jog, when I do, I listen to her,” I reply.

“Me too,” Becka smiles with a relieved looked on her face.

She turns the engine over again, and we drive to the venue, which is thankfully only a few minutes away.

“Do you want anything before we find our seats?” she asks.

I’m starving, but I can’t eat.

I’m way too nervous.

“I’m good,” I answer.

The seats are so close to the stage!

I was as nervous as possible, but I feel loose now as Becka and I sing along to Pink.

Becka and I continuously look at each other as we sing along and dance in front of our seats.

I know the concert is almost over, as the venue becomes silent as Pink approaches the front of the stage.

She addresses all in attendance and thanks us for coming.

I’ve had such a great time, and I love her music so much I can’t help myself.

As soon as Pink stops speaking, I scream out, “I love you, Alecia!”

Pink looks at me as we lock eyes.

She smiles and then says into her microphone, “I love you too, sweetheart!”

Becka grabs my hand and screams out, “I can’t believe that just happened!”

“Me neither,” I gush as we lock eyes.

She slowly loosens her grip on my hand, and we then face the stage.

After the concert, we walk to her car and enter.

My stomach makes a loud noise, and I feel embarrassed.

“I’m starving,” she says to me as I no longer feel embarrassed.

We drive the diner closest to campus and are seated.

“I’ll have mozzarella cheese fries with gravy and a vanilla milkshake,” I tell the waiter.

“I’ll have a mixed salad, no dressing, and I’m good with the water,” she places her order with the waiter.

“Thank you so much for taking me to the concert.

It’s a night I’ll never forget,”  I say to Becka.

“Thank you for coming with me,” she replies.

I know why I feel warm, tingly, and nervous all at the same time around her.

I’ve never felt such an immediate attraction before.

Everything about her looks makes me want to attack her, but it’s also more than that.

Zuri was right.

She’s beautiful but not stuck up.

She’s sweet, and her personality makes me want her so much more.

The waiter places our food on the table.

As I begin to eat, I can’t help but notice she keeps eyeing my plate.

“Would you like some?” I ask.

“No, but thank you,” she instantly replies as she bites down on her lip.

“I can’t eat all of this, and most of it is going to get tossed,” I reply.

“I’m good but thank you,” she responds.

I move her salad to the side and place my plate in the middle of the table.

“Maybe just a bite,” she responds.

“This is so bad,” she says as she eats.

“You have an amazing body, and I know you work out harder than I do.

It’s okay to have a cheat day every so often,” I say to her.

“I try not to have cheat days,” she tells me.

“Why not?” I ask.

“It took a lot of hard work to get into the shape I’m in, and I didn’t have the healthiest relationship with food.

I used to be a big girl, and I mean big.

My stepmother is a personal trainer and nutritionist and put me on the right path.

I don’t know how much we have in common, but Pink and being overweight is a start.

I think I will share my story with her, but I decide to hold off with her cell phone ringing.

She looks pissed as she looks at her cell phone.

She ignores the call, but within seconds it begins to ring again.

Becka again ignores the call, but again, within seconds, it begins to ring.

She turns her phone off and slams it onto the table.

“Fucking Sam,” she says out loud.

“Sam?” I ask.

“My ex.

It could have been more than it was, but when cheated on, among other things, I decided I had enough.

I ended it, and suddenly Sam feels it necessary to harras me,” she explains.

You are an idiot, Paige.

I’m doing the worst thing a lesbian can do.

I’m sexually attracted to Becka and let my attraction omit an important aspect.

I’m a lesbian, and she’s straight.

“I’m about done if you are,” I say to her as she nods her head in response.

Becka drives me back to the outside of my dorm and stops her car.

“I had a great time with you tonight, and I hope we can hang out again,” she says to me.

“Definitely.

Besides, you’re close with Josh, and I have Dean, so I’m sure we’ll hang out again,” I reply.

We say goodnight to each other, and I enter my dorm.

I’ve never been as attracted to a girl in my life, but of course, she’s straight.

Not only is she straight, but I’m going to be spending a lot of time with her.

It’s been a week since the concert, and I’ve thankfully have not seen Becka.

I enter Dean’s room to find Dean, Zuri, Josh, and Becka hanging out.

Dean is looking at me in the way he used to.

I don’t think he’s going to do it.

Damn.

He is going to do it!

Dean gets into his stance as I yell, “Dean, don’t!”

“You can’t see me!” he yells as he takes hold of me, picks me up, and places me onto his shoulders and behind his head.

We haven’t done this in a long time, but I know Dean's moves.

He’s going to try and toss me onto his bed as his favorite wrestler, John Cena, would if John Cena were going to end a match.

As I begin to fly through the air, I wrap my arms around his neck and give him the finishing move of the wrestler he hates most, Randy Orton.

“RKO, bitch!”  I yell as Dean pretends to be knocked out and places himself onto the floor.

I place my body over his and hook his leg to pin him as a wrestler would as Josh plays the role of the referee and counts to three.

“Where the hell did that come from?” Dean asks.

“I’ve been planning that for a long time, but where is it?” I ask.

“It’s not here,” Dean replies.

“You lying sack of shit.

You know how this works, so give it up,” I say to him with laughter.

“I’m getting it back!” he says out loud.

“Probably, but for now, it’s mine,” I respond.

Dean goes into his closet and hands me his replica heavyweight championship belt.

I place it over my shoulder and then raise my arms.

“Okay, champ.

We’re going to a show this Friday night,” he says to me.

“Who is going where?” I question.

“All of us are going to a wrestling show!” Dean says with excitement.

“Who is all of us?” I inquire.

“Me, you, Becka, Josh, and Zuri,” Dean answers.

“You like wrestling?” I as Becka with surprise.

“I’m a huge fan.

My dad got me into it when I was little.

Dean told me, you love Alexa Bliss,” Becka says to me.

I would be embarrassed to admit that wrestling has nothing to do with why I love Alexa Bliss.

“She’s my favorite,” I respond as Dean grins at me.

The only time I ever watch wrestling is with Dean, and it's not often.

I can do without wrestling, and even though I know I have no chance with Becka, I can think of worse things to do than hang out with her and my friends.

I haven’t been to a wrestling show in years but seeing Dean so happy and excited makes me happy.

I feel like a little kid again as I jump onto Dean’s back and make him carry me up the steps to our seats toward the top of the arena.

Josh sits in between Zuri and Becka.

Dean sits next to Zuri, and I sit next to Josh.

Even with four people sitting in between me and Becka, I can’t stop myself from looking over at her.

All night long, I turn my head to the right to take glances at Becka’s smiling face as she jumps up and down during the matches.

Whenever she notices me looking at her, I look away and toward the wrestling ring.

At the show's end, we have a stranger take a group photo of all of us.

All night long, I’ve done my best to keep my distance from Becka even though I haven’t been able to take my eyes off her.

As we walk back to our cars, Becka says, “You and Dean have such a great relationship.”

“Yeah, we always had a special bond,” I say to her.

Zuri and Becka get into Josh’s car as Dean and I get into Dean’s car.

Josh runs over to the Dean and says, “I need the room tonight.”

“Have fun,” Dean says as he looks at me and smiles.

“Guess you’re crashing with me, then,” I say to Dean.

I’m awake but shave my eyes closed.

I slide further into the bed when my butt makes contact with Dean.

I hear a knock on the door and yell out, “Come in!”

Zuri enters my bedroom with Becka as I roll over and face them.

“You want to join us for breakfast?” Zuri asks.

“No, I’m good, but thanks,” I reply as I then look at Becka.

I watch as she scans my bedroom for a few seconds and then looks at Dean still sleeping.

“Have fun last night?” I ask Zuri.

“Always do,” she giggles in reply.

“Cindy wants to party here on Thursday night, so don’t make plans,” I tell Zuri.

“Alright,” she replies as Becka and Zuri exit my bedroom.

On Thursday night, in my dorm room, there are about thirty people playing drinking games and having a good time.

A little after 10 PM, Zuri, Josh, and Becka arrive.

I take one look at Becka, and my pulse begins to race.

She looks as hot as I’ve ever seen her before.

I’m doing my best not to stare at her and keep my distance, but I keep finding myself within a few feet from her all night long.

It’s close to 3 AM, and the only people who remain are Becka, Cindy, Dean, Damon, Zuri, Josh, Kevin, Courtney, and myself.

“I’m confused,” Becka says as we all sit in the bedroom that serves as our lounge.

“About what?” Josh replies in question.

“Aren’t there supposed to be four girls living here?” Becka asks.

“I have a friend who’s on scholarship but has an off-campus apartment.

We like our living arrangement, so on paper, she lives here with us,” Courtney explains.

“Besides, roommates aren’t safe from TRF!” Kevin exclaims with laughter.

“TRF?” Becka asks.

“The roommate fucker known as Paige!” Kevin yells out with constant laughter.

“Huh?” Becka replies in confusion.

“Paige here bedded three of her roommates!” Kevin exclaims as everyone except Becka, and I laugh.

“You have to trust you’re own madness,” Dean says, mimicking Nicky’s voice.

“I don’t live in darkness.

Darkness lives in me,” Cindy says with laughter.

“I don’t follow,” Becka says out loud.

“Freshman year, Paige had sex with our roommates Kim and Mikaela.

Sophomore year, Cindy and Nicky replaced Mikaela and Kim.

Nicky was a straight-up goth girl who my girl, Paige, claimed as victim number three,” Courtney explains as I roll my eyes and take a sip of my drink.

“I don’t even remember having sex with Nicky!” I exclaim as the entire room again laughs, except for Becka and me.

Becka has a confused look on her face.

“I thought you and Paige were a couple,” Becka says as to Dean as he spits beer from his mouth.

“Paige is like my sister!” Dean says, acting as if he’s disgusted by the thought.

Becka, not having an idea that I’m lesbian surprises me.

I honestly thought that someone would have said something to her at some point.

“We prefer not to add another girl so she can’t fall victim to TRF,” Cindy says.

“There’s still time for us,” I say to Cindy as I wink at her and stick my tongue out.

“I’m good with it!” Damon yells out as Cindy then looks at him and rolls her eyes.

“You’re such a fucking guy!” Cindy yells at Damon.

“Let me show you how much of fucking guy I am,” Damon says to Cindy.

“Okay,” she replies with a giggle as she and Damon exit the lounge.

“I’m out,” Dean says as soon as his cell phone buzzes and he looks at it.

A few minutes later, Zuri and Josh exit leaving Becka and me alone.

“Can I get you another drink?” I ask Becka.

“I shouldn’t but one more before I take off,” she says to me.

I leave the lounge, make Becka a drink and go back into the lounge.

I hand her the drink, and she thanks me.

Becka seems uneasy, and I have a feeling I know why.

“I can’t believe you thought Dean and I were a couple,” I say to her as she shrugs her shoulders and now looks embarrassed.

“Don’t be embarrassed.

We sometimes act like a couple when Dean and I are out and about.

It keeps guys away from me,” I explain.

“So you’re uh…um….” Becka says.

“Yeah, I’m gay.

Does it make you uncomfortable that I am?” I question.

“No…not at all.

I’m uh, ah…surprised is all,” she admits to me as she locks eyes with me.

I love her fucking eyes!

I know I’m staring into her eyes, so I look away and take a seat.

Becka seems oddly nervous, and I don’t know what to make of it.

“I had a good time tonight.

Thank you for inviting me over,” she says with gratitude.

“I know the year is still young, but I haven’t seen you out once yet,” I say to her.

“I know, but going out and partying is not my thing.

It’s hard to go out and have a good time without being harassed, so I’d rather not deal with it,” she replies.

“I know what you mean,” I admit to her.

“I’m exhausted, but thanks again,” she says as I watch her place her dink on the table and then leave.

I don’t see Becka often, but I can’t take my eyes off her when I do.

She’s so sweet, but I always find myself almost uncontrollably nervous when I’m around her.

It seems that the only time I can somewhat be myself around her is with liquid courage flowing through my bloodstream.

I’ve never really cared what people in college think about my sexual exploits of the past.

Still, I find myself become red with embarrassment whenever anyone says anything about those things to Becka.

It’s mid-October, and although I’ve gotten to know her a little better, I don’t know much about her.

I could always speak to Josh about her, but I don’t want to give him the wrong impression.

I know she’s straight, but I can’t help that I’m as attracted to her as I am.

I’ve gone as far as trying to find her social media accounts, but I haven’t been able to find one.

Cindy, Courtney, and I are throwing a Halloween party, and although Becka told me she was coming the way she said, it leads me to believe she’s not.

However, I do know when Jamie told me she was coming, I believed her.

Since last school year, I’ve been working on getting into Jamie’s pants, and I know I’m as close as ever.

Jamie has a terrible personality, but she’s gorgeous.

I’m not looking to date the girl, but I want her to sit on my face.

If I play it right tonight, I think I have a great shot at having it happen.

The music is great, the drinks are flowing, and Jamie has given me every signal I want.

She’s been touchy-feely all night and complimentary of my nurse custom, but I keep looking for Becka.

“Why do you keep looking at the entrance?” Jamie asks.

“Have I been looking at the entrance?” I ask.

“All night long,” she replies with annoyance.

As soon as the words leave her mouth, I see Becka enter.

One look at Becka’s witch costume, and I feel unsteady on my feet.

She smiles as she sees me standing next to Jamie and walks over to us.

Jamie looks at Becka and then looks at me.

“Your guest is finally here!” she barks at me as she looks at Becka and rolls her eyes.

“Enjoy your night,” Jamie says as I grab her hand.

“You’re leaving?” I ask with surprise.

“I’m not playing second fiddle to anyone,” she says as she pulls her hand from mine, and I watch her leave.

Becka looks at me with confusion.

“Don’t mind her.

She’s a bitch,” I say to Becka.

“I feel so uncomfortable, but Zuri told me I look good,” she says to me.

“You don’t look.

You look amazing,” I say to her as she looks at me with an uneasy look.

“I’m serious.

You look great,” I say to her as she lets out a long exhale.

Josh walks over and says, “You hate attention, but you’re wearing that,” with laughter.

“I’m leaving,” Becka says as I look at her and shake my head.

“You just got here.

Don’t worry, I’ll protect you,” I say to her as she looks at me and flashes a small smile.

During the diner after the Pink concert, Becka’s cell phone rang nonstop and has done the same tonight but worse.

As she drinks and her cell phone keeps going on, she’s become increasingly upset.

“Sam?” Josh asks.

“Yeah, Sam,” she responds.

“I thought you took care of that,” he says to Becka.

“I thought I did, but it looks like I need to take care of it again,” she replies.

I watch as Becka walks up the stairs with her cell phone pressed to her ear.

I slowly walk behind her and watch as she enters the upstairs bathroom.

I, too, enter the upstairs bathroom but enter the small room with the toilet.

I lock the door and press my ear against the door.

“Sam, I don’t know what more I can say to you to make myself any clear, so I’ll say it again.

Leave me the fuck alone,” she says and then becomes silent.

“No, stop it!

I’m not going to listen to your bullshit again!” she yells out, and again silence.

I can hear her begin to cry, but I don’t know what Sam said to her to make Becka cry.

“Had you been honest with me from the start, I would never have become involved with you.

Our entire relationship was a lie!

I will never forgive or forget that fact!

Stop texting me and stop calling me!

Stop leaving me voicemails and leave me the fuck alone!

You reach out to me one more fucking time, and I swear I’ll go to the police!” she yells out in pain.

I flush the toilet so that she thinks I was using the toilet and then unlock the door.

I step out into the bathroom to see Becka with her mascara running.

“Are you okay?” I ask.

“No, not even close,” she says to me.

“You want to go for a walk and get some air?” I ask.

“I do, but this is your party,” she answers.

“I don’t care,” I say to her with sincerity.

“Are you sure?” Becka asks.

“Positive,” I reply.

Becka and I exit my dorm, walk across campus, and sit together on a bench.

“Sam has this way of talking to me that makes me feel guilty even though I shouldn’t.

I’ve always had a hard time letting people in, but I let Sam in,” Becka says to me.

“Is Sam why you transferred colleges?” I ask.

“No, the plan was always to come here.

When I was in high school, I moved from Baton Rouge to San Marcos.

When I graduated high school, I went to community college to earn my associates and save money,” she explains.

“Dean and I were born and raised in Austin,” I respond as she smiles at me.

“That’s only like forty-five minutes from home,” she responds.

“I don’t want to pry, but what happened between you and Sam?” I ask.

“I was in like a lot working on love, and I found out that during our entire relationship, I was the other girl.

I always felt that something wasn’t right, but I let myself believe the excuses and chose to look past the obvious.

It serves me right to get involved with someone older than me but live and learn.

As soon as I found out, I ended it, but Sam won’t let it go,” she further explains.

“Has it been long?” I inquire.

“Yeah, it has.

We’ve been apart longer than we were supposedly together, and I want nothing more to do with any of it.

I’m over and past it,” she says to me.

“That’s good, but if you’re over and past it, why were you crying?” I ask.

“It wasn't tears of sadness but frustration,” she instantly responds.

“Was the girl in the devil horns who looked at me like she wanted to rip the hair out of my head a potential girlfriend?” Becka asks.

“God, no!” I exclaim.

“She’s not your type?” she questions.

“She is my type, but I don’t want a relationship, especially not with her,” I answer.

“You don’t want to meet a girl and fall in love?” she inquires.

“I do, but not anytime soon,” I respond.

“What if you met that girl, now?” she asks.

“I tend not to think about things that are unlikely to happen, and I don’t want that anyway.

I’m nineteen, and all I want from life right is to enjoy it,” I reply.

“By enjoying your life, you mean having sex with roommates?” she asks humorously.

“It wasn’t like that.

Kim and Nicky happened out of nowhere.

Mikaela wasn’t even gay, but yeah, kind of,” I respond.

“How much have you enjoyed living here at Lonestar State University?” Becka questions.

“If you’re fishing for a number, then you first,” I respond with a smirk.

“Two,” she responds without hesitation.

“Two since you’ve been here?” I ask with surprise.

“No, Paige, in total,” she retorts.

“Wow, I feel like a slut,” I respond.

“I told you, so it’s only fair you tell me,” she replies.

“Total?” I ask as she quickly nods her head.

“Nine,” I answer.

Becka’s eyes open wide, as does her mouth.

“Holy shit!” she responds as then laughs.

“It’s not that high of a number,” I say in defense.

“You’re going to be in double digits with your next conquest,” she says to me.

“You think am I slut then?” I ask with annoyance.

“I didn't say that,” Becka responds.

“You inferred it,” I quickly retort.

“I didn't mean to infer anything.

If I looked like you and had as many opportunities, I think I may have blown past your number by now,” she says to me.

“Look like me?

I used to suffer from low self-esteem, but I don’t any longer, and I’m not even close to you in the looks department,” I say to her honestly.

“You’re so much prettier than I am,” she immediately responds.

“How much have you had to drink tonight? I ask.

“A few but not a few too many,” she responds.

“Let’s agree to disagree,” I say as she smiles at me and nods her head.

We’re both smiling at one another as I find myself moving closer to her.

Even with her mascara lines down her cheeks, she looks beautiful.

As I gaze into her eyes, I feel lost.

Her lips look so soft.

All I want is to feel them pressed against mine.

I move my face toward hers as she moves her face slowly toward mine.

My lips are so close to her I can almost feel them!

I’m about to close my eyes when Becka suddenly turns her head and gets off the bench.

“Thanks for the walk and talk, but I’m going back to my room,” she says to me, talking fast.

“Becka….” I begin to say.

She stares at me for a split second and then walks away from me so quickly she’s almost running.

I tried to kiss her and made her feel so uncomfortable that she ran away from me in horror.

Whatever I felt in that moment that made me want to kiss her, she didn't feel.

Why would she?

She had told her ex-boyfriend off, and I took it as an opportunity to make a move on her.

I’m a fucking idiot!

I quickly walk back to the party and see Zuri making out with Josh against the wall in the living area.

“At least someone is having a good night!” I yell out as Zuri stops kissing Josh and turns to face me.

“What happened to you, girl?” she asks.

“Nothing other than I might be the dumbest fuck on Earth!” I scream out.

“Where the fuck is Dean?!” I scream out.

“He left like an hour ago with some chick,” Josh answers.

“Of course he did!

I could have been in between Jamie’s legs tonight, but of course, I’m not!” I vent to Zuri.

“Do you need to talk?” she asks.

“No, what I need to do is get fucked up.

Who’s getting fucked up tonight?!” I yell out with my arms raised high in the air.

People at the party start hooting, hollering, and clapping.

“Zuri, shots, now!” I yell out.

“Yeah, get that nigger away from the nigger lover!” a guy’s voice says.

“Who the fuck said that?!” Josh yells out as the party becomes silent.

“Say it again to my face, damn it!” Josh yells out with fury.

“Party over!” Courtney screams out at the top of her lungs.

“Fuck that!

Whoever said that shit, be a man and say that shit to my face!” Josh yells as he punches the wall, making a huge hole in the wall.

“Party over!” Kevin yells out as he turns off the music.

“Everyone, get the fuck out before campus police show up!” Kevin yells.

Twenty minutes later, all who remain are me, Zuri, Josh, Courtney, and Kevin.

“Shots?” I ask Zuri in a low tone of voice.

“Fuck yes, ivory,” she says to me.

“I don’t know who said that word, but it wasn’t right,” I say to Zuri as she pours us shots.

“I don’t care about that shit,” she says to me.

“It’s okay to admit that you do, Zuri,” I say to her.

We drink the shots as she then looks at me.

“The only difference between Josh and me is the pigment of our skin,” she says to me.

“Really?” I say to her as I take hold of her hand, and we both look at our hands.

Zuri begins to walk and is pulling me as we go up the stairs and into the lounge.

She locks the door and leans against it.

“I love Josh, but I don’t know if I can keep doing this,” she says to me with glassy eyes.

“It was one stupid fuck at a college party,” I respond.

“I can’t have a conversation with my folks without them talking to me about Josh.

Tonight it’s a drunk asshole at a party, and then it’s kids in school looking at our kids as if something is wrong with them.

I hate to admit it, but you’re right.

Falling in love at this age is foolish,” Zuri says to me.

“I’ve said that time and again, but that’s just me.

I don’t get it, but you do,” I respond.

“You have no idea what it’s like, Paige.

When Josh and I are out on dates, the way people look at us,” she says to me.

“Zuri, listen to me!

You had his tongue in his throat when I walked in, and if I didn’t try to pull you away, those words would have never have said by that asshole!” I say to her.

“You don’t get it.

You have no idea what it’s like to be a black girl in love with a white guy,” she says to me.

“There will always be people who want to tear you and him down for being with one another.

You will be if that’s what you allow to happen.

I know is you love him, and as much as you bitch and moan about your family, you’re still with him.

You’re the strongest person I know, and you’re my best girlfriend.

You’re black, and I’m white.

Ebony and ivory since the start and believe it or not, I understand.

I see what you see when we’re together, but I don’t care.

No one could ever say anything that would make me not be your friend and not love you.

Seriously, if your folks said we couldn’t be friends because I’m white, would you stop being my friend?” I ask.

“Never, Paige!” she yells out as she becomes emotional.

“Josh loves you, and you love him.

I know your dad is the biggest issue, but when he gets to know Josh the way you and I do, he’ll have no choice but to come around.

Honestly, it could be way worse,” I say to her.

“How so?” she asks.

“Imagine you were gay and in a relationship with me,” I say to her as I then stink my tongue out and make out with the air.

“You’re are a crazy bitch!” she screams out with laughter.

“I’m your crazy bitch, bitch,” I say to her.

“This shit sucks,” she says to me.

“I don’t doubt it, but at least you didn't make a move on a straight girl,” I tell her.

“You made a move on Becka!” Zuri exclaims.

“I didn’t mean to, but I did.

We had a long conversation, and I started moving closer to her.

I was as close as close can be to kissing her, and then she ran off,” I tell her.

“Don’t worry about it.

You’re good,” Zuri says to me.

“What the fuck do you mean I’m good?” I quickly ask her.

“I can’t tell you why but I can say this.

I was jealous when Becka and Josh were spending so much time together, but I shouldn’t have,” she responds.

“Josh is pussy whipped, and they’re just friends.

Don’t be obscure,”  I tell Zuri.

“I love you to death, but I can’t break my trust with Josh and Becka,” she says to me.

“Fuck you, ebony.

I talked you out of thinking about breaking up with Josh, and although you love him, you love me, and we’ve known each other longer.

You don’t even know Becka like that.

You’ve known her for like two months and me for over two years.

If you know something I don’t that you feel I should, then you should tell me without a second thought,” I say to her.

“How about I tell you what I know if you do something I’ve been asking you to do with me?” she responds.

“I don’t do drugs!” I yell at her.

“The shit is hardly a drug.

Come on, ivory.

If this shit gets back to Josh, I can’t tell him it was because I was drunk.

However, if I’m drunk and high, it’s a different story,” she says to me.

“Not happening,” I reply.

“Paige, you did ecstasy with Nicky, but you can’t smoke a tiny little joint with your girl who you love?” she asks.

“You’re not going to tell me unless I do,” I say to Zuri.

She grins at me as I then yell out, “Fine!”

We hear a knock on the door as Zuri removes herself from the door and opens it.

“I’m out.

You coming?” Josh says to Zuri.

“I need to chill with Paige for a while, but go back to your room, leave the door unlocked, and I’ll wake you up when I get there.

You know, the way you love to be woken up,” she says to him as she licks her lips and smiles at him.

“God, I love you,” he says to her as she then kisses him.

“I love you too,” she says.

“Where is everyone else?” I ask.

“Ghost,” he responds.

“See you soon,” Zuri says to Josh as he leaves.

“Do you need to go back to your room to get anything?” I inquire.

“Girl, please,” Zuri says to me as she pulls a cigarette box from the right pocket of her pants.

“Contraband!” she then yells as I can’t help but laugh.

Zuri is a correction officer, and Josh was an inmate for Halloween.

She places the joint in my mouth and says, “Inhale,” as she places her lighter in front of it.

As soon as I inhale, I cough.

“Again,” Zuri says to me as I inhale and again cough.

Within minutes, I feel happy, and my mind races as I remove the joint from my mouth and hand it to Zuri.

I feel so relaxed as I lean far back into my seat.

“Why haven’t I done this before?” I ask as Zuri smiles at me.

“You want to know what I know?” she asks.

“Yes!” I shout.

“Becka Mitchell reminded me of you in many ways, but there is one thing that isn’t all too common that you two have in common,” she says to me.

I make the sound of a drumroll and then stop as I look at Zuri with anticipation.

“The girl you are hot and bothered over is also hot and bothered over you.

Becka is also a lesbian,” Zuri says to me.

“She has an ex-boyfriend names Sam who won’t leave her alone,” I reply.

“No, Becka has an ex-girlfriend named Samantha who won’t leave her alone,’ Zuri says to me.

“Sam is a girl?!” I ask in shock.

“Sam is a fucking woman.

Sam is a mid-twenties married woman who owns a boutique in downtown Austin.

Long story short, Samantha was cheating on her husband with your girl Becks.

Becks found out when she was working at her dad’s girlfriend's studio, and Samantha and her husband came in for a private workout session,” Zuri explains.

“That’s so fucked up!” I shout.

“You don’t know the half of fucked up.

Josh told me back in high school, Becka had the hots for a girl.

The girl told Becka she felt the same way and wanted to be with her.

They kissed, the girl undressed her, and then told Becks she needed to pee and left her in the bedroom.

When the girl came back, she didn’t come alone.

I can’t imagine what that shit was like, but there was Beck's butt ass nude when people came into the room with their cell phones out.

They said all sorts of fucked up shit to her while taking pictures and recording videos.

She ran out of the bedroom and ran home wearing nothing more than a jacket she grabbed on the way out.

She got outed.

The Becka got sent to live with her father, who she hardly knew, Zuri tells me.

I’m high as a kite as I look at Zuri.

“She’s hot and bothered by me?” I ask.

“No doubt!

That girl has told me time and again that whenever she sees you, she can’t stop herself from smiling.

She’s told me she doesn’t understand why but doesn’t know what Josh told me about her.

One thing, though.

She isn’t the type to sleep around, and she doesn’t need you getting her into bed for a one-night stand,” Zuri says.

I would want to have sex with Becka more than once so she wouldn’t be a one-night stand.

Based on my conversation with Becka, I know she has self-esteem issues.

Becka told me she thought I was prettier than her, but I don’t think so.

We both love the artist Pink, and I don’t mind that she loves wrestling.

Getting Becka into bed would be great, but having tryst after tryst with her would be fucking amazing.

I can’t let Becka know what I know, but now that I know she likes how I look, maybe something will happen between us.

On the flip side, there must be a reason that she ran from me instead of kissing me.

Maybe she likes the way I look but doesn’t like my personality.

Fuck!

Maybe I’m to Becka what Jamie is to me.

I need to stop thinking and get something to eat.

“I’m starving!” I yell out to Zuri.

“Munchy time,” she responds.

A week later, after class on Thursday, I go to Dean’s room.

I enter his room to find Dean talking on his cell phone.

Becka is typing away on Josh’s laptop at his desk, and I can hear the shower running inside the bathroom.

“Yes, I will see you tonight,” he says as Dean ends his call.

“What or who will you be doing tonight?” I ask as Becka looks over her shoulder and smiles at me.

“I will be going to Coasters where I will put the full-court press on Gabriela,” he answers.

“Who is Gabriela?” I inquire.

“The girl I left your party with last week,” he replies.

“She must be good if you want to see her again,” I respond.

“You have no idea,” he says with laugher.

Becka gets off her seat and looks at Dean.

She rolls her eyes and shakes her head.

“How do you not feel bad for these girls?” Becka asks.

“I have no reason to feel bad.

It’s not like I’m pretending that I want to be in a relationship.

I tell every one of them that all I’m looking for is a good time,” he explains.

“I get that, but don’t you think some of these girls play along thinking they can persuade you into a relationship?” she asks.

“That’s not my fault,” he responds.

“You’re a pig,” she says to Dean with seriousness.

“Oink, oink,” Dean responds and then laughs.

Dean looks at me and asks, “You coming out tonight?”

“Not in the mood,” I respond as I look at Becka.

“What are you doing tonight?” I question.

“Nothing much,” she responds.

“You maybe want to do nothing much with me?” I ask.

“I’m going to watch a movie tonight,” she replies.

“What movie?” I ask.

“The Notebook,” Becka replies.

“Oh my God!” Dean yells out.

“That’s my favorite movie of all time,” I say to Becka.

“Mine too,” she responds with a warm smile.

“That movie is the biggest crock of shit ever made.

As if two people can force themselves to die together,” he says with disgust.

“That’s how strong their love for each other was!” I yell at him as Becka nods her head in agreement.

“It’s on cable tonight at 9 PM if you want to watch it with me,” Becka says to me.

“Okay,” I reply.

“Come to my room.

I’m the first door on the right as soon as you walk into the building next to this one,” she says to me.

Josh comes out of the bathroom and says, “You ready, Becka?”

“Yeah, let's go,” she replies as Josh and Becka then leave the room.

“Smooth, Paige, very smooth,” Dean says to me with a wink.

I arrive at Becka’s dorm room and look around for a moment.

“I’ve known you for a couple of months, but you never talk about your roommate.

Do you not get along with her?” I inquire.

“I only met her a handful of times.

She lives with her boyfriend off-campus, but her parents don’t know,” she explains.

We sit in bean bag chairs and are both in tears at the end of the movie.

“I cry every time,” she says to me as I look at her and say, “Me too,”

Becka goes into her bathroom as I get off the bean bag chair and look at the pictures and posters on her wall.

There’s one picture in particular that grabs my attention.

I take hold of the picture and stare at it.

Becka told me that she used to be a big girl but holy shit!

Becka exits the bathroom and walks over to me.

“That’s my dad,” she says to me as she points to the man in the picture with her.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to snoop,” I say apologetically.

“You’re not snooping,” she replies as I place the picture back from where I took it.

“Is that your mom?” I ask, looking at another picture.

“No, that’s my stepmom,” she responds.

I find it odd that the few pictures she has are all of her dad and stepmother.

There is not one picture of her with a friend or one of her mom.

“Thank you for last night,” she says to me as I then smile at her.

“Has Sam reached out to you since last night?” I ask.

Becka shakes her head.

“Hopefully, I won’t ever again,” she says to me.

“I’m sorry I tried to kiss you last week,” I say to Becka.

She stares at me in silence and says, “It’s getting late, and I’m tired.”

“Is this your way of telling me you don’t want to talk about it?” I question.

“There’s nothing to discuss.

Nothing happened,” she replies.

“I know, but I am sorry.

You were upset over your argument with your ex-boyfriend, and then I tried to kiss you.

It wasn't right, and I apologize,”

Nervously, she asks, “Why did you try to kiss me?”

“Becka, I like you,” I respond.

“You like the way I look,” she replies.

“Yeah, I do, but I like you as a person just as much.

We have things in common, but I get it.

I’m gay, and you’re not, so again, I’m sorry.

I’m so sorry I tried to make a move on you,” I tell her.

She nods her head and flashes a smile.

“It was great hanging out with you tonight,” I say to her as I begin to walk toward the door.

“Sam isn’t my ex-boyfriend!

Sam is my ex-girlfriend, Samantha!” she shouts.

I turn around and look at her.

“You’re gay?” I ask, pretending to be as shocked as I can be.

“I’m a lesbian,” she admits.

“Is it that you’re not attracted to me or that you don’t like my personality?” I ask.

“I am attracted to you, and I like your personality,” she instantly responds.

“Why did you run away when I tried to kiss you then?” I question.

“You made it clear that you’re not interested in having a relationship, and I’m not the type of person to sleep around, but it’s more than that.

Reconnecting with Josh has been the best thing to happen to me in a while.

I met you, Zuri, Courtney, Cindy, Kevin, Dean, and Damon through Josh.

I’ve always been a loner, but I have friends again for the first time since I left Louisana, and it means a lot to me,” she explains.

I close the distance between us and gaze into her beautiful eyes.

She may not be the type to sleep around, but I wouldn’t have a problem only having sex with her for a while, at least.

I need to think of something to say to her.

“I want to date you,” I say to her as I run my fingers through her hair.

“You want to date me so you can get me into bed.

After that, you’ll move on, and I’ll lose my new friends,” she says to me.

If the sex is that good, there would be no reason to look for it elsewhere.

“Is that what you think of me?” I ask.

“It's what I know of you, Paige,” she responds.

“People can change, Becka,” she responds.

“Last week, you had no interest in a relationship, but now you want to date me,” she says to me.

Oh shit.

What do I say to that?

“I didn't know you were gay last week.

You like me, and I like you, so I don’t see the problem,” I say to her.

“You don’t know me well enough to know you want to date me.

I’m a difficult person, and I have issues that will ultimately be too much for you to handle.

I’m not in college to get hurt again, which will happen if we become involved.

We should remain friends and nothing more,” she says to me.

I don’t want to hurt Becka!

All I want to do is pleasure her over and again!

“Friends, it is,” I respond.

“Great,” she replies.

“I need your number, friend,” I say to her with a smile.

“Then I should have your number too,” she responds.

We exchange cell phone numbers, and I then leave her room.

The following day I meet Dean for lunch and tell him what happened between Becka and me.

“So, that it’s.

You’re giving up?” he asks me.

“It takes two to tango, and she doesn’t want a dance partner,” I respond.

“Paige, you’re looking at this all wrong.

The only difference between being Becka’s friend and dating her is that there’s no fooling around.

You can date her all you want without her even realizing it,” Dean tells me.

“I’m lost,” I admit.

“What did you do with her last night?” he asks.

“I told you.

We watched a movie and talked for a little while,” I answer

“What are we doing now?” he asks.

“I’m watching you demolish chicken wings while trying to enjoy a tasteless said,” I retort.

“Or you can look at what you did and are doing at the moment in another way.

You had a movie date with Becka last night and have the privilege of being on a lunch date with me,” he says with a wink.

“I still don’t follow, Dean,” I respond with frustration.

“Hang out with the girl as much as possible.

Do things that would be considered a date but don’t call it a date.

To her, she’ll be doing nothing more than hanging out with her friend, Paige, but you’ll be laying the groundwork.

Spend enough time with her, and before you know it, magic,” he explains.

“Isn’t that deceitful and underhanded?” I question.

“Sure, but if you don’t want Becka that bad, forget it,” he says to me with a smirk.

“No, I do want her that bad, so tell me more,” I say to Dean.

“Once you spend enough time with her and you think she may be interested in being more than friends, you’ll need her to make a move.

If she makes a move, she can’t deny that she doesn’t want to be more than friends,” he tells me.

“How do I get her to make a move?” I ask.

“That’s easy, Paige.

Make her jealous.

Once you get to the point where the two of you are hanging out constantly, pull back.

Go out on dates and then report back to her as your friend.

She’ll slowly lose her mind and then bang!” he says to me.

“Devious,” I say out loud.

“It’ll be a lot of work, but if you want Becka that bad, it’ll work,” he says to me.

“Wait a minute.

You’ve had one relationship in your entire life, so how do you know this will work?” I question.

“I’m living proof.

That’s how my dad got my mom,” he says with a wink.

I know I’ll be going into uncharted waters, but something about Becka makes me want to head out to sea.

I’ve never dated anyone before, but Dean is right.

Doing something as simple as going shopping for clothes and having dinner would be a date, but there would be no pressure by not calling it a date.

Going to the Pink concert with her could have been considered a date.

We didn’t know each other and had a great time, so I guess it was a date?

I hate when I overthink things!

I know Becka and I have things in common, but I don’t know enough about her to know all the things she likes to do.

There is one thing I know she likes to do for a fact, running!

I text Becka to ask if she’d like to go running with me in the morning and am happy when she replies she does.

As we run through the park where I had seen her for the second time, I know this is the first step into getting into her pants.

It’s our official first date non-date.

As we run side by side, I ask, “Is running how you dropped all your weight?”

“No, I didn’t start running until I dropped the first fifteen pounds.

I run for the cardio,” she replies.

“I would kill to have a body like yours,” I say to her.

“It was hard at first, but it’s like second nature now.

All I do is watch what I eat, leg lifts and squats,” she replies.

“Why the cardio, though?” I ask.

“Why do you run?” Becka asks.

“I don’t run a lot but mostly to burn calories,” I reply.

“I run as it’s part of my training regimen,” she retorts.

“Are you training to run a marathon or something?” I question.

“No.

When you’re in a fight, if your cardio isn’t good, you don’t stand a chance,” she answers.

“You fight?” I ask with surprise as we stop running.

“I don’t fight, but I never know when I may have to protect myself.

I’ve been doing Krav Maga since before I moved to Texas.

It’s how my stepmom Jen met my dad,” she explains.

“Are you good?” I ask.

“I earned my black belt last year,” she says to me.

Becka is beautiful, smart, has a great body, an amazing personality, and is deadly.

“You should show me a few moves some time,” I say to her.

“Whenever you want,” she replies.

She has no idea I just set up unofficial date number two!

I thought this was going to be difficult.

“How about tomorrow?” I inquire.

“Yeah, not a problem,” she replies.

I learned that she was a Krav Maga black belt when we went running.

I found out that she loves to go bowling as much as Dean and I do, so the three of us went bowling.

Dean started talking about how I always beat him at mini-golf during bowling, and she bragged about how good she was, so Becka and I went out to play mini-golf.

While we played mini-golf, I talked to her about when I went to a comedy show with my parents.

She told me she loved to watch stand-up comedy but had never been to a show, so we went to a comedy show together.

Every time Becka and I hung out during our non-dates, I learned that we had more and more in common.

Whenever we found out there was something we both liked to do, we would do it.

If there were something either of us had wanted to do but hadn’t, we would do that.

Becka hanging out with me all the time meant she wasn’t hanging out with Josh, which strengthened his relationship with Zuri.

Zuri is my best girlfriend, and the fact that Becka and Zuri get along so well makes me happy.

When Becka told me, she had always wanted to smoke a joint but hadn’t, Becka, Zuri, and I had a burn session.

Becka freaked out the next day when she remembered she ate an entire giant bag of cheese doodles that she ran an extra mile the next day.

Becka and I have been together constantly for a little over the last month, and I love being around her.

I can’t wipe the smile off my face whenever I'm with her, but I feel sad when I’m not with her.

It makes no sense to me, but I can be hanging out with people and shouldn’t feel lonely, but I do if Becka isn’t with me.

“I thought since you live so close to me that we can hang out over winter break,” I say to Becka.

“I would, but I won’t be home for the break.

I’m spending the break with my dad and Jen at my grandparents in Florida,” she replies.

“Are you close to your grandparents?” I ask.

“Yeah, and I miss them so much.

When my parents divorced, my dad and I lived with them for a few months, and when we moved out, we lived within walking distance to them.

My grandpa loves golf as much as breathing, so they moved down to Florida and had a house built on a golf course,” she responds.

“I’ll miss you,” I say to her.

Becka smiles at then hugs me.

“I’ll miss you too, but we’ll talk during the break,” she replies as I nod my head and do my best to hide that I’m upset.

I thought I would be able to spend time with Becka over the break.

I know it’s only two weeks, but I don’t want to be apart from her.

I’m at the mall finish up my Christmas shopping when I hear a once familiar voice say, “Paige?”

I turn around and can’t believe my eyes.

“Lisa!” I exclaim with surprise as we embrace.

“You look amazing,” she says to me as I giggle and reply, “So do you.”

She looks so different!

Lisa’s long black hair now has blonde highlights, and her light brown eyes seem lighter.

She always had an amazingly voluptuous body for a petite girl, but I don’t remember her breasts being so large.

“Are you here alone?” she inquires.

“With my mom, but we did the split and are going to meet up in the food court,” I answer.

I’m about to ask Lisa if she’s here alone until I see Sharon.

“No way!” I yell out as Sharon sees me and walks over to me quickly.

We embrace tightly and then smile at one another.

“Wow, Paige, you look great!” she exclaims.

“Is it possible you’ve become prettier since the last time I saw you?” I ask her with laughter.

“Maybe,” she replies with a chuckle.

“I don’t know if you’re doing anything tonight, but Sharon and I are going to Brewster’s for old time's sake,” Lisa says to me.

“Didn’t that place get shut down for serving minors?” I ask with amazement.

“Yeah, but it’s back,” Sharon replies.

“Hell yes,” I reply.

We talk for a little while until my mom texts me that she’s waiting for me.

Lisa, Sharon, and I agree to meet at Brewster’s and part ways.

I was worried about telling Dean that I would be seeing Sharon but was relieved when he told me he had plans to meet up with Xavier and a few other guys.

Hanging out with Sharon and Lisa is great.

The sexual attraction Lisa and I had back in high school hasn’t gone anywhere and seems to be increasing with every round of drinks.

Sharon, Lisa, and I have been drinking for hours, and I’m feeling it.

“Are you still with that British guy?” I ask as Lisa bursts into laughter.

“No, Harrison and Sharon were not meant to be and ceased to exist shortly after winter break of freshman year,” Lisa answers in a perfect English accent.

“I’m sorry we lost touch,” Sharon tells me apologetically.

“It’s a two-way street, so I’m sorry too,” I reply.

“Sharon, don’t do it,” Lisa says to Sharon.

“How is Dean?” she asks me as Lisa shakes her head and rolls her eyes.

“Dean’s good,” I answer.

“He’s probably fucked half the college by now,” Lisa says as I giggle and reply, “Not half but possibly a quarter.”

Sharon has a smile on her face, but it looks forced.

“Always the lady's man,” Sharon says in an upset tone, finishes her drink, and orders another round.

“I’m going to use the little girl's room,” I say out loud.

“I need to go to,” Lisa says to me.

We both get up from our seats, and as we are approaching the entrance to turn toward the bathroom, Xavier, Paul, Chuck, and Dean enter.

“It’s like a high school reunion!” Lisa yells out as she and I greet everyone.

Dean has a huge smile on his face that disappears as soon as he notices Sharon sitting alone at our table.

A small smile then appears on his face.

He walks toward Sharon with the rest of the guys following behind him.

Lisa and I quickly go to the restroom, but Sharon and Dean are sitting alone at a table for two, so we sit with Paul, Chuck, and Xavier when we return.

Xavier shakes his head and says, “This feels like high school.

Dean was always ditching me for Sharon, and look at him now,” he says as we all laugh.

Sharon rises from her seat, looks at Lisa, and walks over to her.

Sharon whispers something into her ear, and I then watch Sharon and Dean walk toward the exit together.

“Sell out!” Chuck yells out with laughter as Dean sticks his middle finger in the air.

Sharon and Dean exit the bar leaving Lisa and me with the guys.

We take turns buying rounds, and when it’s my turn, I walk to the bar.

I can’t help but wonder what Sharon and Dean are doing as they’ve been gone for hours.

I lean over the bar, place the order, and as I wait,  Lisa approaches me.

She smiles at me and then presses her lips against mine.

“Do you want to get out of here soon?” she asks.

“Where would you like to go?” I question.

“My parents are out and won’t be back until the morning,” she answers.

“That sounds like a plan,” I respond.

We finish our drinks and say good night to Chuck, Xavier, and Paul.

Lisa and I exit the bar and go outside.

As soon as we get outside, Lisa kisses me with her tongue as I kiss her back.

Lisa is as hot as ever, and even though she’s a good kisser, something feels off.

We stop kissing as Lisa then looks over my shoulder.

I turn around to see Dean and Sharon hugging.

Dean lets go of her, turns around, and walks toward me with an expression that tells me he’s not good right now.

As he gets closer, I see his eyes are red and glassy.

Sharon and I look at Lisa, and I can see tears streaming down her cheeks.

“Damn it,” Lisa says with frustration.

“Raincheck?” I say as Lisa sighs and replies, “Raincheck.”

Lisa walks to Sharon, takes hold of her hand, and I watch them turn the corner.

“Are you okay?” I ask with worry.

Dean shakes his head and says, “I will be soon enough.”

Dean walks past me and enters the bar as I follow him inside.

“It’s still early, boys, so let's fucking go!” Dean shouts out as he walks to the bar and orders shots.

Dean looks as if he’s having a good time or at least trying to.

At times, he’s laughing and smiling, while at other times, he becomes silent and stares out the window looking at nothing.

We close the bar, and Dean and I take a cab home.

I’ve seen Dean in bad shape before but not this bad.

I was thankfully able to sneak him into my bedroom without issue, but when I asked him about Sharon in the morning, he told me he didn’t want to talk about it.

Instead, he pulled the covers off his head and ignored me.

It’s been four days since he saw Sharon, and he still doesn’t want to talk.

My cell phone rings as I look at the screen and become excited.

“Hey, Becka,” I answer.

“Just checking in to see how your break is going,” she responds.

“It’s been great.

I hung out with a few of my friends from high school a few days ago.

It was like an unplanned reunion,” I tell her.

“Anyone you’ve told me about?” Becka inquires.

“Yes, Sharon, Xavier, and Lisa,” I respond.

“Lisa…the girl you used to fool around with in high school?” she asks.

“Yeah, and she looked better now than she did before.

I could have gotten laid if Dean didn’t unintentionally block me,” I explain.

“How did he block you?” she asks.

“Long story short, I was outside making out with Lisa, and we were about to go to her house when we came upon Dean and Sharon.

They both looked upset, so Lisa took off with Sharon, and I stayed with Dean at the bar with a few of his friends until closing,” I answer.

Becka is silent, and I think I may have dropped the call.

“Becka….Becka, are you there?” I ask.

She clears her throat and then says, “Sorry, but my dad is calling me.

I’ll talk to you later,” she says.

As I’m about to reply, she ends the call.

If I didn’t know any better, I would think that Becka was upset that Lisa and I kissed.

Was she upset?

I quickly leave my house and go to Dean’s.

I enter his bedroom to find him lying on his bed, looking at a picture.

As soon as he sees me, he puts the picture into a shoebox and closes the lid.

“What’s up?” he asks me.

I sit on his bed and explain my short conversation with Becka, as he then smirks at me.

“I told you it would work.

Keep hanging out with her as you did before the break for like another month, and then pull back.

You’re getting close,” he tells me as I can’t help but feel excited.

“What’s in the shoebox?” I ask.

“None of your business is in the shoebox,” he responds.

“Yeah, okay,” I reply as I grab the shoebox and quickly open it.

I feel my heart sink as I look at the picture on top of the pile.

It’s the picture of Dean and Sharon at prom when they won king and queen.

“Dean, it’s been over two years,” I say to him.

“I could try to explain it to you, but you won’t understand, so I’m not going to!” he yells at me.

“Lower your bass and at least try to explain because I don’t get it,” I reply.

“You won’t get it because you’ve never felt the way I do about Sharon,” he replies.

Dean didn’t say how he did feel about Sharon.

He said the way he feels about Sharon.

Dean didn't use past tense.

He used the present tense.

“What happened, Dean?” I ask.

“I know it’s been years, but when I saw her, it was like no time had passed at all.

It was like I had seen her a week ago.

We went for a walk and talked as if no time had passed.

I apologized for what I said when I saw her with Harrison at the bakery.

I told her how seeing her with him made me feel and why.

She told me that she didn’t bring Harrison home to meet her parents.

She told me she felt bad that he would spend the holidays alone since his family was overseas, and that’s why he was with her.

Then Sharon remarked about you saying that I fucked like a quarter of the girls at college, and it set me off.

I told her that when she ended us, I was depressed and hadn’t even kissed another girl until after seeing her with Harrison, which made me realize that she moved on.

Since she moved on, I moved on, and that she had no right to judge me for doing what she did.

Then she told me that she broke up with Harrison when they went back to school after that break.

Sharon told me it was because she realized she wasn’t over me when she saw me and still wasn’t.

I told her I still wasn’t over her, and then we kissed.

After we kissed, we looked into each other’s eyes, and it was like we both knew it didn’t matter that we still had feelings for each other.

How we feel doesn’t change that we’ll be back to living on opposite sides of the country and still be thousands of miles apart.

To you, it was five months of my life, but to me, it was meeting the girl I should be spending the rest of my life with but can’t,” Dean tells me.

I said it before, and I’ll say it again.

There is no point in falling in love so young.

Being home for the holidays was great and all, but I’m happy to be back on campus.

I only spoke to Becka one other time after that abrupt call, and even though it’s only been a couple of weeks, I’ve missed her.

I see her car in her parking space and excitedly go to her dorm room with my present for her in hand.

I knock on the door and hear her unlock the door.

As soon as she opens the door, I embrace her and kiss her cheeks as she then smiles at me.

“It’s nothing big, but I have a present for you,” I say to her as soon as I enter her room.

“I have something for you too,” she says as she takes hold of a present from her desk and then hands it to me.

We exchange presents as I rip the gift wrap and am stunned.

“Becka, it’s Charlotte’s Web,” I say to her in amazement.

I only told her once that I used to make my dad read it repeatedly to me when I was little and that he did so many times that the book deteriorated over time.

“Becka, thank you so much.

Now open yours,” I say to her with excitement.

Becka unwraps her present, and her mouth opens wide.

“Oh my God,” she then says as her chin begins to quiver.

“She’s not identical, but they never were,” I say to her as Becka stares at the Cabbage Patch doll.

“I said something about the doll one time for like a minute,” she says to me.

“I know, but I remember you telling me how upset you were when you lost yours when you moved.

I took a picture of the picture you have of you holding your doll,” I reply.

“You’re the best,” she says to me with joy on her face.

“I know, but thanks,” I say to her with a giggle.

Since I gave her that present last month, Becka has been looking at me differently.

I’ve caught her staring at me in a way she hasn’t before, and I know I’m getting closer to kicking down the door.

As Dean had told me, I began to pull back from Becka slowly.

Becka would ask me to hang out.

I would state I was tired or needed to catch up on assignments.

A couple of weeks ago, I was walking on campus with Becka when Jamie approached me.

Becka looked like she wanted to erupt when Jamie pulled me away from her to talk.

I turned Jamie asking me if I was going to a frat party into I was meeting  Jamie at a frat party.

I hadn’t seen Becka pissed off until that day, but I found it to be sexy.

Better yet, when Becka found out I hadn’t met Jamie at the frat party, she looked happy.

Courtney, Becka, and I are shopping at the mall when I head alone into a clothing store.

“My name is Abby.

If there is anything I can help you with, please let me know,” the sexy sales clerk says as she looks at me up and down and smiles.

She’s a thousand percent my type, and I’ve been hit on enough times to know when a girl is interested.

She has long straight black hair, a pretty face, light blue eyes, and a great body

“Anything?” I ask flirtatiously as she then giggles and smiles.

“I’m just browsing,” I say to her.

“I’m sure you’ll be able to find something you like here,” she responds.

“I already have,” I respond as I walk away from her.

I can see her from the corner of my eye looking my way.

I take hold of a random blouse and call Abby over to me.

“Do you think this would look good on me?” I ask.

“It would look great on you, but so would I,” she responds.

I love when girls are direct!

I hand her my cell phone, and as she takes hold of it and begins to enter her contact information into my phone, Courtney and Becka enter the store.

“Call me,” Abby says as she then hands me my cell phone back.

“I will,” I respond as Abby walks away from me.

“What was that?” Courtney asks.

“My potential, Saturday night,” I respond.

Becka looks over at Abby and shrugs her shoulders.

“She’s not all that,” Becka says to us.

Courtney looks at me, at Becka, and then me again.

“She is so your type,” Courtney says to me.

“She looks cheap and easy,” Becka says as she crosses her arms.

“Exactly my type,” I say to Becka with a wink.

I know Becka is jealous!

When we get back from our shopping trip, Courtney says, “You and Becka are just friends, right?”

“Yeah, why?” I inquire.

“She looked and was acting jealous over that girl at the store,” she answers.

Yes!

Courtney verified what I already knew.

“Becka told me she only wants to be friends, so that’s on her,” I tell Courtney.

A couple of days later, Becka and I go for a morning run, and when we stop running, she asks, “Have you talked to that girl from the other day?”

“No, but we’ve been texting,” I answer truthfully.

“Are you going to see her?” Becka questions.

“It’s looking that way.

I told her I would be out on Thursday night, so she might meet me out depending on where I go.

“Why don’t you ever invite me out?” Becka asks.

“You don’t like going out,” I retort.

“I like going out once in a while,” she responds.

“Since when?” I question.

“I haven’t been out in a long time,” Becka immediately replies.

“If I do meet up with Abby, you should come out then.

If it’s not going well, you can help me out,” I respond.

“Let me know,” Becka says to me.

I enter the place called “Escape,” with Zuri, Dean, Becka, and Josh.

Escape is a dance club as well as a bar.

One side of the building is devoted to the dance club, whereas the other half is solely a bar.

As soon as we enter, I see Abby sitting at the bar.

Dean takes hold of Becka and says, “Let me get you a drink,” as I walk to Abby.

“You look hot,” she says to me as I smile and reply, “You look good enough to eat.”

“Let’s see how the night goes before we get to that,” Abby says to me.

As Abby and I stand by the bar talking and drinking, I can’t help but notice she keeps looking over my shoulder to someone behind me.

I also can’t help but notice that Becka keeps looking over at us from the other side of the bar.

I slowly turn my head to see an extremely cute guy leaning against a wall with his eyes fixed on Abby.

“Do you know that guy?” I ask as soon as I face Abby.

Abby gets a panicked look on her face.

“He’s a friend of mine who put me in the friend zone.

I met you here tonight to make him jealous, so he could see that I’m moving on,” she explains.

“Did you tell him you were meeting me?” I question.

“I posted on social that I was meeting my smoking hot girlfriend tonight at “Escape,” and here he is.

“You’re using me,” I say to Abby as she looks at me and says, “I’m sorry.

I know he wants to be with me, but he’s uncomfortable that I’m bi.

He has this thing where he thinks I’m out of his league.

He told me he couldn’t compete with girls and guys, but he’s more worried about girls.

We talk all the time, and I made up a fictitious girlfriend that you’re now playing the role of,” she explains.

“I’m hoping he’ll come over here and tell me that he wants to be with me.

I tell him I feel the same way, and then I’ll choose him over you.

You’re so hot that when I choose him instead of you, all the nonsense will stop.

I know it’s childish, but I have no other option,” she tells me.

“It’s all good,” I reply, knowing that I’m doing what Abby is doing.

I place my arms over my shoulders and move closer to her.

“Look him right in his eyes,” I instruct Abby.

“He’s walking to us,” she says with a whisper into my ear.

“Abby!

I can’t take it anymore.

I want to be with you!” the guy exclaims.

“Who the fuck are you?!” I shout.

“I’m the love of her life!” he yells out as he pushes me away from her.

I watch as they kiss, and I feel as if my heart is melting.

Maybe I should say something?

He’s staring at me.

“I knew you would choose him,” I say to her as I walk away from them to Dean and Becka on the other side of the bar.

“What the fuck was that?” Dean asks.

“Abby was using me to make that dude jealous,” I explain.

“That’s terrible,” Becka says as she stands next to Dean at the bar.

Her expression doesn’t match her tone, and I know I can take advantage of the situation.

“I don’t know her well, but I know I like her.

At least it’s over before it started.” I say to Becka with fake sadness.

“You still have me,” she says with her beautiful smile.

I was pretending to be sad, but now I am.

I look at Becka’s beautiful face and into her amazing eyes.

I don’t have her, not in the way I want.

I know I’ve been doing what I have to get her into bed, but I want more than that!

I want her to be mine!

“Becka, I’m sorry, but I can’t do this anymore,” I say to her as Dean looks at me with shock and says, “Paige, don’t!”

I’m about to spill my guts to Becka as she looks at me curiously when she gets a surprised look on her face as a guy presses his body against hers from behind.

Calmly, she says, “What do you think you’re doing?” while looking over her shoulder.

“You make me hard,” the guy says in a drunken voice as he stops pressing his body against hers.

“Dude, leave her alone!” Dean yells as the guy pushes Dean hard, and Dean pushes the guy back.

“Your girl needs a real man,” the guy says as he again pushes Dean.

Becka turns to the guy and looks at him with disdain.

“Damn, girl.

You look even hotter when your angry,” the guy says.

I watch in anger and horror as the guy tries to touch Becka between her legs and tries to kiss her at the same time.

Becka strikes the guy in his face with two open-handed palm strikes.

Blood shoots into the air as the guy stumbles back.

Becka immediately closes the distance, places her hand on his shoulders, and stikes the guy in his groin with her knee as he crumples to the floor.

“Don’t you ever fucking touch me again fucker!

No one touches me!” she screeches as she begins to kick the guy in his face repeatedly as the guy does his best to cover his face to no avail while withering in pain on his back on the floor.

“Becka!” Dean yells out.

Dean tries to stop her from kicking the guy in his face by placing his hand on her shoulder.

She spins toward Dean and hits him in the middle of his chest with two of the same open palm strike she used on the guy.

Dean stumbles backward and looks both hurt and surprised as he places his hand over his chest.

“Stop, Becka!” I cry out as she continues the beating.

“Becka, please!” I scream out at the top of my lungs.

She spins around and looks at me with her chest quickly rising and falling with a crazed look in her eyes.

At this moment, I don’t know who she is or where she’s in her head, but I’m scared.

I don’t know where she is in her head, but I think she’s about to hit me

We lock eyes for a moment as the crazed look in her eyes leaves.

She then looks at her bloodied hands and shirt.

Becka then looks at the guy on the floor, withering in pain.

She pushes through the crowd and runs toward the exit as I look at Dean, and he looks at me.

“I’m going to get Josh and Zuri!

Go after her!” Dean yells.

I close the distance between Becka and feel relieved as a bouncer stops her at the door.

My relief is short-lived as I watch Becka strike the bouncer in his face as he too crumples to the ground.

Becka exits as I follow her outside and watch her run down the street.

I take my shoes off and hold them in my hands as I run after Becka while calling her name.

Over and again, I scream her name as I run, but I can’t catch up to her.

We’re a far way from “Escape,” when she finally stops running.

I watch as she sits on the ground.

She leans against a storefront with her knees bent and her head resting on her bent knees.

I filled so filled with adrenaline that my entire body shakes.

“I would never hit you,” she says as I approach her.

“What the fuck Becka?!

I thought you were going to kill that guy!” I shout.

“I would have if you weren’t there.

I blacked out, and I was back there,” she says to me as she starts to sob.

Within seconds she’s crying uncontrollably.

My cell phone rings as I take hold of it with my hands shaking.

“Are you with Becka?” Dean asks.

“Yeah, we’re on the corner of Main Street and Daily Place,” I reply.

I’ve never felt as ecstatic as I do now to see the Stallion’s headlights.

I watch as Josh appears from the passenger side door and runs to us.

“Becka, come with me,” Josh says with his hand extended as she looks up at him from her seated position.

Josh pulls her up and hugs her tightly as she whales.

He walks her to Josh’s car as I follow.

Josh helps Becka into the back seat as she now sits between Zuri and Josh.

Becka places her head onto Zuri’s shoulder as I get into the passenger seat next to Dean.

Other than the sound of Dean’s loud car is the sound of Becka sobbing.

We arrive on campus, and Dean pulls into his parking spot.

We all exit his car as Josh places his arm around Becka’s shoulder.

Becka gently pushes him off and says, “Thank you, Josh, but I’m fine.

“I apologize for what I did tonight,”  Becka says to each of us individually and then walks toward her dorm.

Zuri looks at me as she then looks toward Becka as Becka walks.

“I got her,” I say out loud as I sprint to Becka and catch up with her.

“Will you stay with me tonight?” she asks.

“I’ll stay with you for as long as you need me to,” I answer honestly.

We enter her dorm room, and I watch Becka gets a change of clothes and enters the bathroom.

Becka shower for almost half an hour as I sit in a bean bag chair waiting for her.

I’m so tired I can hardly keep my eyes open until I hear the bathroom door open.

“I wasn’t going to hit you,” she says to me as she throws herself into her bed on her back.

“I was honestly scared,” I confess to Becka.

“I don’t blame you.

I scared myself,” she says to me.

I get off my seat, walk to Becka’s bed with my feet in pain and sit on her bed.

“Please, don’t leave,” she says to me.

“I don’t want to leave, but my feet are killing me, and I can smell myself,” I reply.

“I have clothes, a shower, and an open bed,” Becka replies.

“No reason for me to leave then,” I say to her.

I take a quick shower and dress in the basketball shorts and tee-shirt Becka gave to me.

I exit the bathroom to find Becka holding the doll I gifted to her and a bottle of beer.

I walk to Becka and snatch the bottle of beer from her hand.

She walks to the mini-fridge and pulls out a bottle of liquor.

Becka takes a drink from the bottle and slams it down on her desk.

I sit on the vacant bed as she takes a seat on her bed.

“I was a child…a fucking child!

Not a day used to pass without me thinking about it.

My mom told me not to go outside to play, but I couldn’t help myself, so I did.

I could still hear the slamming of the van door.

I could still feel the rope on my wrists and hear the sound of the tires on the gravel.

He was so strong I could do nothing to stop him.

I thought he would kill me, and all I wanted was for him to stop.

I begged for him to stop and plead for him not to kill me.

I didn’t know why he couldn’t finish what he had started but was grateful that he didn’t.

Maybe it was because I begged and cried for him not to…I don’t know.

He untied my wrists, made me put my clothes on drove back to my house.

He threw me out of the van and onto my front lawn as if I were garbage.

I was so happy to be alive but afraid that he would come back.

I ran as fast as I could into my house and then into my room.

I wanted to tell my parents what happened, but I was scared.

Instead of telling my parents what happened to me, I instead developed an eating disorder.

When that guy tonight tried to touch me, I went back to that day in that van and everything else I had been through in my life.

I lost complete control of myself, and I would have beat him to death if it weren’t for you.

When I looked into your eyes, I snapped out of it,” she tells me.

Becka is trying to hold back her tears, but she can’t.

“I don’t know what it would be like to have lived through that, but I understand,” I say to her with sincerity.

“I told you I have issues,” she says to me.

“I don’t think you have issues, Becka.

I think you need to get things off your chest.

“I’m here for you, and I promise I won’t say anything to anyone, and it won’t change our friendship.

Becka takes another drink from the bottle and looks at me.

“When I was a freshman in high school, I was infatuated with a girl named Sue.

She was popular, pretty and I wanted her so bad.

She would catch me looking at her all the time, but one day she looked at me the way I wanted her to.

One day, after gym class, she approached me and told me that she liked me the way that I liked her, and she wanted to spend time with me.

I went to her house, and we went into her bedroom.

When she kissed me, I thought it was the greatest moment of my life.

She undressed me and then told me she needed to freshen up.

I was nude and lying in the middle of her bed, as nervous as I had ever been.

When I watched the door open, I was happy for a moment, but then I saw a camera flash.

I was confused and didn’t know what was happening.

“I told you she was a dyke!” Sue yelled out.

Like a dozen people, if not more, were suddenly in the room, taking pictures, video, and calling me all sorts of names.

I ran out of her bedroom nude and grabbed a jacket sitting on a chair as I ran out of the house.

I ran home, and when my mom saw me, I had no choice but to tell her what happened.

She blamed me for it happening because girls aren’t supposed to be attracted to girls.

I told her I was gay, and she slapped me so hard she knocked me to the floor.

Then she kept hitting me as if she was trying to beat the gay out of me.

I had been humiliated, and then my mom gave me a beating because I was gay.

It hadn’t been the only time she beat me.

She would get drunk and blame me for how her life turned out, but that beating was different.

My mom beat me because she couldn’t accept me for who I was.

It was bad enough that I had ruined her life, but now it was like her life was so much worse because I was gay.

I was outed at school, and my mom couldn’t stand to even look at me.

I was depressed, lonely but more than anything, I was angry.

I was angry over being bullied all the time, being outed, and having my mom take her anger out on me.

I was angry at myself for purposely making myself look like I did by eating the way I did.

I came across Krav Maga online and started watching training videos.

I spent the entire summer self-training, and when school started, Sue and her friends started in with me in the hallway.

This girl, Rita, pushed me hard into a locker and then tried to hit me, and I lost it.

A couple of teachers had to pull me off her.

My mom had to leave work to get me, and she was pissed.

As soon as we got home, she started drinking and criticizing me.

I yelled at her and told her she was nothing more than a drunk loser when she tried to hit me.

I hit her so hard I knocked her to the floor.

I told her if she ever tried to hurt me again, I would kill her with my bare hands.

When my dad showed up at the house two days later, I was confused.

My parents were divorced before I could walk, and he wasn’t a bad father, but we didn't know each other all too well.

He would call to speak to me and send me gifts, but I hadn’t seen him in person much.

He and mom couldn’t be in the same room for even five minutes, and she would let him visit when she felt like it, which wasn’t much.

It didn’t help that he lived in Texas.

It was one of the happiest days of my life when he told me he would help me pack my things and take me with him.

My mom tried to hug me goodbye, but I wouldn’t allow it.

That was the last time I saw or heard from her,” she explains.

“Does your dad know about all of this?” I ask.

“I felt he rescued me, so I told him everything on the drive from Louisiana to Texas that day.

He cried his eyes out, and it honestly fucked with my head.

He was my dad, but we hardly knew each other.

My dad loved me so much that he cried, whereas my mom gave birth to me and hated me because she did.

He didn’t have enough space for me in his apartment, so we moved in with my grandparents until he could find a place big enough for the two of us.

It was the first time in my life that I felt accepted and loved, but it was all my fault.

He would have taken me when I was little if I had told him what happened.

He would have taken me after the first time my mom beat me,” she tells me.

Becka looks at me with tears streaming down her cheeks as I sit next to her and then embrace her.

“I’m sorry I keep going on and on,” she says to me as I let go of her.

“Don’t be sorry.

I would like to know more if you still want to talk,” I say to her.

“What would you like to know?” she questions.

“You told me that if you didn't do Krav Maga, your dad wouldn’t have met Jen.

How did they meet? I inquire.

“I had been with my dad for like a week when he saw me practicing.

He told me there was a Krav Maga gym not too far from where we lived and took me there.

I did a short session with the instructor, and he told me that I had basic skills but had potential.

He also told me that flexibility was extremely important and that if I was serious about training, I needed to lose weight and referred my dad to a personal trainer.

The personal trainer was Jennifer,” she answers.

I smile at her and gaze into her beautiful eyes as she stares into mine.

Becka looks away and says, “I’ve never opened up to anyone like this before.”

“Not even with Samantha?” I inquire.

“Not even with Samantha.

I should have known better.

Sam and I never had deep, meaningful conversations.

It was mostly physical….all physical,” she responds.

“Becka, I’m confused.

When we told each other our numbers, you told me your number was two but who were you with besides Samatha?” I question.

‘Uh uh.

I’m not talking about that,” she replies.

“Why not?” I immediately ask.

“It’s not something I’m proud of,” she responds.

“As if I’m proud about what happened with Nicky.

It doesn’t change what I did with her,” I say to Becka.

Becka looks at me with a pained looked on her face.

“I had a threesome with Sam and another girl,” she says quickly.

“That’s not a big deal,” I respond.

“It is to me.

I don’t do things like that, and after it happened, I couldn’t believe that I did.

The worst thing about it was that I found out Sam was married a few days later,” Becka tells me.

“Sam was married?!” I ask, pretending to be shocked.

“Sam is still married but separated now.

She kept calling me and begging me to be with her, but I couldn’t, and I won’t.

I was falling for her, but Sam lied to me from the start.

I can never be with anyone who l don't trust.

Had Sam told me that she was in an unhappy marriage because she was gay, I would have been upset, but I would have understood, but not after seven months.

Had she even told me two months in, I would probably still be with her.

That’s what hurts the most, what could have been,” she says to me as she then shrugs her shoulders.

What could have been?

As much as I’ve convinced myself that I don’t want to be in a relationship, maybe I would want a relationship with her.

If something does happen between Becka and me and she finds out what I’ve been doing after the fact, she probably would never again trust me.

Then I could be thinking about what could have been.

“What’s wrong?” Becka asks.

“I need to be honest with you,” I say to her as she looks at me with concern.

“What have you been dishonest with me about?” she asks.

“When you told me that you just wanted to be friends, I agreed, and we have been friends, good friends but…but…I don’t know how to say this,” I admit to her.

“Tell me what you think I need to know,” Becka responds.

“I’ve purposely spent as much time with you for a reason.

We’ve spent as much time together as we have because I needed to get out of the friend zone.

I figured you would realize you want to be more than friends with me, and I’ve been trying to make you jealous on purpose,” I confess.

“Is that the reason you told me about you and Lisa over break?” she questions.

“No, I was telling you what happened as my friend, but you sounded jealous, and I felt that spending the time with you was working.

I purposely filter with Jamie in front of you, and I wanted to make you jealous tonight with Abby,” I also confess.

“What would do that?” she asks with an upset tone of voice.

“From the first day I saw you, I’ve wanted you.

I know I’ve been dishonest with you, and I’m not going to lie and tell you that I don’t want to have sex with you because I do badly, but it’s more than that.

The more time I’ve spent with you, the more I’ve realized how much we have in common.

I don’t understand what I feel toward you, but I know it’s more than physical attraction.

When I’m with you, I’m so happy, and when I’m not, I’m miserable, and you’re constantly on my mind.

I want to be more than friends with you,” I admit.

“Paige, I can’t,” she replies.

“I know you have feelings for me, Becka.

If you don’t have feelings for me, you wouldn’t be getting jealous, and you know you have been.

I know I told you I didn’t want to be in a relationship, but maybe I will.

I want to find out,” I say to her.

“You’re going to hurt me,” she instantly responds.

“You’re scared, but you could hurt me too.

There’s something between us, and I don’t want to wonder what could have been,” I say to her.

“You’re right, Paige.

There is something between us, but it doesn’t change the fact that you’ve been running a game on me this entire time,” she responds.

“You didn’t give me a choice.

I know what I’ve done is underhanded and childish, but it should say something about how bad I want this,” I reply.

“You just want to have sex with me,” she immediately responds.

“I do want to have sex with you, but I also want to kiss you whenever I want.

I want to hold your hand while we walk, and I want to cuddle while watching a movie.

I want to be around you all the time.

Neither of us knows what the future holds, but maybe we can have a future together,” I say to her.

These words are pouring out of me, and I hadn’t realized that all I’ve said is what I’ve wanted.

Nervously, Becka asks, “You want to kiss me whenever you want?”

I slowly nod my head and move closer to her.

I stare into her eyes and say, “When I look into your eyes, I feel lost,” I confess to her as she stares into my eyes.

I’m not telling Becka a line.

It’s how I feel at this moment.

Becka slowly moves her lips toward mine as I feel her lips press against mine.

As our tongues touch, I feel my stomach drop and my body become weak.

I’ve never felt like what I do now as we kiss and gently caress each other.

Her lips are softer than I imagined, and my body is tingling.

We stop kissing as stare at one another.

Becka looks at me, bit downs on the bottom right corner of her lower lip, and I find it sexy as can be.

Suddenly, Becka pushes me hard as I crash onto her bed on my back.

She gets on top of me, kisses me passionately, and then begins to lick and kiss my neck.

I run my fingers through her hair, and as I feel her hands touch my breasts over my shirt.

Within seconds Becka’s hands are under my shirt, and I feel her fingers and hands on my tits and nipples.

I wrap my legs around her and roll over so that I’m now on top of her.

I quickly pull her shirt up over her breasts, and without hesitation, I kiss her nipple and begin to flick it with my tongue.

Becka moans and begins to pant as she runs her hands over my ass.

I slide myself to her left and kiss her with my tongue.

I then touch her in between her legs over her shorts.

Becka sticks her tongue deep into my mouth as I quickly place my right hand beneath her shorts' waistband and feel her soft, wet pussy with my fingers.

We stop kissing and lock eyes as she again bites down on the lower right corner of her lip.

I get off the bed and then remove my shirt and shorts.

Becka stares at my bare breasts and removes her shirt.

I tug on her shorts as she raises her butt to allow me to remove her shorts.

I’ve wanted this for so long but can’t believe this is going to happen!

Becka has the greatest tits I’ve ever seen, and her body is damn near perfect.

Without hesitation, I kiss her pussy and begin to lick her as she moans and yells out, “Oh God!”

She tastes amazing.

Her pussy is extremely sweet with just a hint of tartness.

I insert my middle finger inside of her and concentrate on her small clitoris.

I alternate between flicking it with my tongue and sucking on it as I finger fuck her simultaneously.

I look into her eyes from in between her legs as she then whips her head back and moans in pleasure.

“Oh my God….oh Paige!” she screams out.

With each of her moans, a shiver runs down my spine.

Becka’s body begins to shake violently.

She rolls to her side and squeezes her legs tightly against my head as I feel her pussy begin to throb on my finger.

Becka cries out softly as her body becomes tense and loosens a few times.

She’s no longer squeezing my head with her legs.

I remove my finger from inside of her and suck her clit one final time as I then remove myself from in between her legs.

She rolls herself onto her back as I get on top of her and kiss her with my tongue.

She rolls me over and quickly kisses down my stomach.

Becka kisses both sides of my inner thighs as I feel her soft wet tongue explore me.

I place my hand on the back of her head and push her face into me as I then grind myself into her mouth.

She reaches up and begins to play with my nipples as my eyes roll into the back of my head.

As she orally pleases me, I feel my body is on fire, and I could internally combust.

Uh uh…no way!

I’m not going to this fast, am I?

Oh shit, I think I’m going to.

Oh yeah, I am!

“Oh fuck!” I yell out as I have the fastest and most intense orgasm of my life.

Becka removes herself from between my legs and looks at me with an odd look on her face.

“Did you?” she asks as I try to catch my breath and slowly nod my head.

I begin to giggle as I run my fingers through my hair and then smile at her.

Becka lays next to me as I spoon her and then kiss her shoulder.

I know we just did, but it doesn’t feel real.

I can’t describe how I feel now, but I know I’ve never felt anything like this.

I awake in the morning to Becka looking at me as she lays next to me.

“Good morning, beautiful,” I say to her with a sigh of happiness as she looks at me with worry.

“Last night was amazing,” I say to her, knowing I have a goofy look on my face.

“I got caught up in the moment last night,” she says to me.

“Do you regret what happened?” I ask with fear.

“No, I don’t, but I feel like we went from zero to a hundred, and I don’t know,” she says to me.

“You don’t know what?” I ask as I sit up in bed.

“I know that you’ve wanted that for a while, and now that it happened, I don’t know what it means,” she admits to me.

As I look at Becka’s beautiful face and her worried expression, I know what last night meant to me.

“Be my girlfriend,” I say to her.

“What?” she asks with surprise.

“I know I want to be with you, and I don’t want you to be with anyone else, so be my girlfriend.

I don’t want to hide how I feel about you from anyone.

I want to tell people that I’m hanging out with my girlfriend, Becka, tonight,” I say to her with my heart pounding.

“Okay,” she says to me as I kiss her lips and hug her tightly.

As I walk across campus to my dorm, the air smells different, and I feel light on my feet.

It’s like I can’t feel the ground beneath me, and I can’t wipe the smile off my face even if I try.

I enter my dorm room to find Dean and Cindy sitting in the living area.

“How’s Becka?” Cindy asks as Dean looks at me with squinted eyes.

“I’m sure Becka is great,” Dean says out loud as he continues to look at me.

“What makes you say that?” Cindy inquires.

“Paige got laid last night!” he yells out as he jumps to his feet.

“You had sex with Becka last night?!” Cindy yells.

“Yes, I had sex with my girlfriend last night,” I say with joy.

“Girlfriend?” Deans asks with astonishment.

I thought I didn’t want a relationship all this time, but being in a relationship for the last three months has been amazing.

It’s like having a best friend with whom I get to do naughty things all the time.

“I have class, but I’ll see you later, babe,” Becka says to me as she kisses me goodbye.

“I’ll miss you,” I say to her as she leaves my dorm room.

Dean shakes his head and makes a puking sound as I then stick my tongue out at him.

“I thought I would never live to see the day when Paige Anderson is sprung,” he says to me.

“I’m not sprung, Dean,” I say to him with a roll of my eyes.

“If you could crawl inside of her, you would,” he says to me as I again roll my eyes.

“There’s nothing wrong with me liking my girlfriend,” I reply nonchalantly.

“Like my ass, Paige.

You’re in love with her,” he says to me.

“I am not in love,” I say to him with seriousness as Courtney and Kevin enter the dorm.

“What are you two talking about?” Courtney asks.

“Dean said I’m in love with Becka,” I answer.

“No shit, captain, obvious,” Courtney says to Dean.

“You agree with him?!” I yell out in astonishment.

“It’s so obvious, Paige,” Courtney replies.

“Kevin,” I say out loud.

Kevin smiles and looks at me.

“I like her a lot but not in love!” I exclaim.

“Didn’t Becka look amazing at the party?” Courtney says, mimicking me as both Kevin and Dean laugh.

“Becka’s not feeling well, so I’m not going out because I need to take care of her,” Dean says, mimicking me as well.

“Kevin, I swear,” I say as he pretends to zip his lips.

When Cindy walks into the dorm room, I look at her and smile.

“Yeah or nay.

Is Paige in love with Becka?” Dean asks her.

Cindy laughs and makes the sound of a whip snapping.

“Whipped and in love!” Cindy yells out.

“You’re supposed to have my back, Cindy!” I yell at her.

“I’m only stating the fact,” she replies.

As soon as Zuri enters the room, I look at her.

Zuri scans the room and then grins.

“Oh, hi, Paige.

I didn’t recognize you without your head up Becka’s ass,” she says with laughter as everyone else joins her in laughter.

“Zuri, you too,” I say with annoyance.

I don’t know why it’s bothering me so much that everyone thinks I’m in love, but it is.

I know I’m into her, but I can’t be in love!

“Welcome to the club, Courtney says,” as I shake my head.

“Are you not going home for spring break so she can meet your parents?” Zuri asks.

“I am, but it’s not because I’m in love with her.

I only what my parents to meet my girlfriend is all,” I say in defense.

“Whatever lets you sleep well at night,” Zuri responds.

Am I in love?

It would be one thing if it were Dean ribbing me, but everyone agrees.

I know I’ve never felt like this before, but the feeling can’t mean that I’m in love.

It’s the night before the start of spring break, and I’m out with the gang at a frat party.

I’d honestly rather be with Becka, but I’m tired of everyone telling me that I don’t go out anymore because I’m obsessed with Becka.

I plan to have a few drinks, leave before midnight, and go to Becka’s room to spend the night.

I’ll admit that I’m having a good time and miss partying, but Becka is more a homebody than a party girl.

Oh my God…I keep thinking about Becka!

“I don’t get it, Paige.

You spent all the time trying to get into my pants, and now you don’t even look at me,” Jamie says to me.

“It wasn’t worth the effort,” I reply with a grin.

Jamie presses her body against mine and begins to play with my hair.

“I know you’re playing hard to get, but there’s no need.

I’m going to make this easy for you.

Let’s leave and do what we both want,” she says to me.

“What I wanted but I don’t anymore/

Sorry not sorry,” I reply with a wink.

Jamie grabs the back of my head, pulls my face toward hers, and sticks her tongue in my mouth.

“Jamie, what the fuck?!” I say to her with anger as I push her away from me.

“You winked at me,” she says.

“It wasn’t a sign for you to kiss me.

I’m with Becka,” I tell her.

“I’m good with a three-way,” she responds.

“You had your chance, but you missed your window,” I say to her.

Jamie rolls her eyes, flips her hair, and walks away from me.

What did I ever see in that girl?

I planned to stay until midnight, but it’s after 2 AM as we all walk back to campus with me riding Dean’s back like a jockey on a horse.

“You put on a few pounds,” Dean says as I jokingly and lightly tap his face.

“Ride over,” he says to me as I get off his back in front of his building.

“See you at home tomorrow,” he says to me as I walk toward Becka’s building.

It’s close to 3 AM, so where is Becka’s car?

I enter the building and knock on her door, but there’s no answer.

“Leslie, have you seen Becka?” I ask as she walks to her door.

“Did you two fight?” she asks.

“No, why?” I reply in question.

“She was upset and crying and told me she was driving home,” Leslie answers.

“Okay, thanks,” I say to Leslie as I try to call Becka but get her voicemail.

I text her and wait for a response as I walk across campus to my dorm that doesn’t come.

I enter my dorm room to find Kevin drunkenly stuffing his face.

“I’m worried about Becka.

Her dorm neighbor told me she left for home.

I was supposed to stay with her, and she’s not answering my calls or texts,” I tell Kevin.

“It’s after three in the morning.

She’s probably sleeping,” he responds.

He’s probably right, but I’m still worried as I lay down in my bed.

As soon as I wake, I still don’t have a text reply from Becka, and now I’m beyond worried.

“It could be anything,” Dean says to me as we drive home together.

“This is not like her, and I’m scared that something happened to her,” I respond with worry.

We’re almost home, and I feel relieved to hear Becka's voice.

“Baby, why did you leave for home last night?

I’ve been trying to get a hold of you since early morning,” I say to her.

“Don’t you dare fucking baby me!” she screams.

“What?” I ask with confusion.

“Listen to me carefully!

I wanted to surprise you last night by meeting you at the frat party, but I was the one who was surprised.

I saw you with her!

We’re over, so fucking over!

Don’t you dare call or text me!

I don’t ever want to see your face again!” she shrieks.

“Becka!

She…” I begin to say as I realize Becka hung up on me.

No…this isn’t happening!

“Oh my God!” I scream as Dean pulls his car to a stop in front of his house.

“Jamie kissed me last night, and Becka saw it happen.

She broke up with me!” I say to Dean with panic.

“Why and when did you hook up with Jamie?” he questions.

“I didn't hook up with her!

She kissed me, I pushed her away, and that was it!

It was like ten seconds if that long!” I respond.

“Well, that sucks, but I’m sure when you explain what happened, she’ll be okay,” he tells me.

I wanted nothing more than to believe Dean, but Becka hasn’t answered my calls or responded to my text messages over the last three days.

I’ve left her countless messages explaining what happened, but she won’t respond.

The day of her visit came and went, and I’ve spent the entire break crying while listening to break-up songs.

“Tell me you don’t love her now,” Dean said to me on our drive back to campus.

As soon we arrive back on campus, I see her car and head straight to her dorm room.

I know she’s in there, but she won’t answer the door no matter what I say!

“Excuse me, miss, but you need to vacate the premises,” a campus police officer tells me.

“I’m just trying to get my girlfriend to talk to me,” I try to explain.

“Leave now, or I will arrest you for trespassing,” the officer says to me.

I enter my dorm room and bury my face into my pillow as I sob.

“I tried to talk to her, but she thinks I’m taking your side and not being honest,” Courtney says to me as she sits on my bed.

“I didn't do anything!” I cry in pain.

“Give it some time, and I’m sure she’ll come to her senses,” Courtney says to me.

“What if she doesn’t?

What if it’s over?” I cry.

“That’s not going to happen.

Don’t think about that,” she says to me with sincerity.

I can’t eat, and I can’t sleep!

I’ve been back on campus for four days, and Becka isn’t listening to anyone.

I don’t know what to do, and I don’t want to feel this way.

I rarely skip class, but I can’t get out of bed and have missed all of my classes.

“Enough, Paige,” Dean says as he enters my bedroom.

“You don’t understand,” I say to him.

“But I do, and now you finally do.

Now you finally understand what it’s like to be in love,” he says to me.

“I would give anything not to feel like this,” I confess.

“Admit to me that you love her, and I’ll take care of it,” he says to me.

“Becka won’t listen to anyone!” I cry.

“Admit it, Paige,” he sings out with amusement.

“You can be such as asshole,” I say to him as he smiles at me.

“I know but admit it, and you won’t have to feel this way anymore,” he says to me with confidence.

“I’m in love with her,” I confess.

“You’re going to owe me for this,” he says to me with satisfaction.

“Fine, whatever you want!” I yell at him.

Dean winks at me and struts to my bedroom door, and exits.

I don’t know why Dean is so confident that he can fix my relationship with Becka.

She won’t listen to anyone, yet she’s going to listen to my best friend?

“Paige, I love you, but the room stinks!

Stop crying and wash your ass!” Cindy yells at me.

Cindy pulls me by my arms as I allow her to pull me out of my bed but then lay lifeless on the floor.

She drags across the floor into the bathroom as I smell the air.

“What’s that smell?” I ask her.

“You!” she exclaims.

“Yeah, I need a shower…sorry,” I say to Cindy.

I peel my clothes off and take one of the longest showers of my life.

I wrap myself in a towel, enter my bedroom, dress and change my bedsheets.

I exit my bedroom to grab a can of air freshener, and there she is.

“Becka, I swear I didn't do anything.

Jamie kissed me, and I didn’t kiss her back.

I pushed Jamie away and told her that nothing would ever happen between us.

I would never cheat on you,” I say to her.

“I’m sorry I overreacted, and I apologize for losing my mind,” she says to me.

“You believe me?” I ask with surprise as she then slowly nods her head.

“Dean,” she admits.

“Why would you listen to him over everyone else?” I inquire.

“It’s not so what he said but what he did.

He called Jamie on speakerphone, and she was happy that he did.

She asked when they were going to get together again.

Dean told her that he wasn’t calling her for that but because of what she did.

He told her that I broke up with you because she kissed you at the party.

That bitch said it was what it was, and she’d probably catch a rebound lay.

Then Jamie told Dean that was enough of us, and she wanted to talk about them.

Dean responded that there was no them unless she told me what she did.

Jamie replied that it didn’t matter she kissed you and you didn't kiss her back and that it was my problem if I had trust issues.

He asked her to please talk to me, and Jamie said she would if he would do that thing he did to her again.

I don’t know what the thing was, but he ended the call and left without saying a word to me.

Not even five minutes later, Jamie came to my room and told me that she put the moves on you,” Becka explains as she walks to within inches of me.

“You don’t trust me,” I say to her.

“It’s not that I don’t trust you, but I have major trust issues.

I knew that this would eventually happen if we got involved.

I told you my issues would be a problem, and it would be too much for you to handle, and now they are,” she says to me.

“Whatever issues you have won’t be too much for me to handle.

They won’t be too much for me to handle because I love you,” I say to Becka.

“You what?” she asks with her voice shaking.

“I love you, Becka, and I know it hasn’t been that long, but I….” begin to tell her but can’t finish my sentence.

Becka stops my words as she kisses me.

“I love you too,” she says to me as soon as her lips leave mine.

I knew how I felt but hearing her say those words back to me was something I never knew could mean so much.

I loved her, she loved me, and at that moment, I knew my life had forever changed.

I had once thought the worst thing a person could do was fall in love at a young age.

I had once looked at my friends who believed they were foolish for allowing themselves to feel how they felt and do the things they did.

In retrospect, it was me who was foolish.

I can’t believe that it’s been as long as it has been since we were all together as we were in those days.

It’s been ten years since we earned our degrees, and although I’m now thirty-one, it feels like those times happened yesterday.

I wouldn’t have had it any other way for all the drama that happened during senior year.

Cindy finally broke up with Damon at the start of that year for good.

Cindy and of all people, Dean spent our last year in college having a friend with benefits relationship.

I always said Cindy was stunning, and she still is.

After graduating, she started modeling and continues to do so.

She’s never in one place long, but she’s happy and very single.

Damon became a police officer and, unfortunately, is no longer with us.

He had only been on the force for less than a year when he was killed by a drunk driver while assisting a stranded motorist.

Dean never fell out of love with Sharon, and she never fell out of love with him.

They reconnected during the summer after we graduated when she moved back to Austin.

When she moved back to Boston for a job, Dean decided he wouldn’t let her get away again.

He sold his beloved Stallion, his 1967 Shelby GT 500 he spent years restoring by hand with his dad, and moved to Boston to be with Sharon.

I had no idea a car could be worth so much money, but it was worth a ridiculous amount of money.

That car not only paid for his relocation to Boston but paid for their wedding and more.

I can’t wait to see the look on his face when he sees that car again after all these years and finds out Sharon bought it back for him.

Sharon and Josh live happily in New Jersey, have a two-year-old son named Connor.

They’ve been married for six years.

The distance between Dean and I prevented us from spending our birthday together in person, but we’ve video chatted and have blown out a cupcake together every year since.

Zuri and Josh became the new Cindy and Damon and kept breaking up and getting back together before ending their relationship a few weeks before graduation.

I don’t see Zuri much, but we talk almost every day.

She’s a single mom living in Seatlle, but she’s happy and in a serious relationship.

Josh lives in Baton Rouge, is engaged, and will be getting married next year.

Courtney and Kevin tried their best to stay together after graduation, but the distance was ultimately too much.

Kevin moved back to Arizona, married, divorced, lives in Phoenix, and is doing well.

Courtney stayed in Texas and moved into my development a couple of years ago.

She lives a few houses down from mine with her husband, Walter.

Courtney is pregnant and due in a couple of months.

My wife is Becka Mitchell, the girl I couldn’t take my eyes off when I saw her while sitting with Zuri.

Becka did and still has her issues, but they’ve never been anywhere close to being too much for me.

Everyone’s college experience was different, but I wouldn’t change my college experience even if I could.

It was the time of my life where I met the love of my life.

A MESSAGE FROM THE AUTHOR – ANTOINETTE SAX

Thank you for reading “My Lesbian College Experience.”

If you enjoyed this story and would like to read more from me, visit my Amazon Author Page by going to www.AntoinetteSax.info
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