

I’m happy for my dad, but I’m having trouble wrapping my head around the fact that the most responsible person I have ever known would do something so out of character.

Don’t get me wrong.

I couldn’t be happier for him.

I remember the fun-loving, joke-telling life of the party man he once was but hadn’t seen in so long.

Since my mom passed all those years ago, he had dated here and there, but it was never anything serious. 

It’s not that I don’t like Cindy, because I do, but how could they get married so quickly?

It was supposed to be a weekend in Las Vegas to meet up and spend time together.

Cindy had a flight from Hawaii to Las Vegas, and my dad would also be in Las Vegas to check in one of his infinite real estate developments.

When he arrived home that morning, I hadn’t noticed anything different about him other than he was unusually happy.

We sat down to have breakfast when he took a bite of his toast and looked at me.

“This may be the greatest tasting piece of toast I’ve ever had,” he said to me with seriousness as I looked at him with confusion.

“Dad, what’s that on your finger?” I asked when he picked up his cup of coffee.

He smiled at me with his big and bright smile and said, “I’m not sure how to say this, so I’m just going to say it.

Cindy and I were married on Saturday night,” he said to me.

“You got married?!” I exclaimed as he smiled again and nodded his head.

“I don’t know what to say,” I confessed to him.

“How about congratulations, dad.

I’m happy for you,” he replied.

“Does Connor know?” I asked with concern.

“Yes, Blake, Connor knows.

Don’t be mad at him.

I wanted to be the one to tell you,” he said with concern.

“Daddy, I’m happy for you, I’m just…just…um” I stumbled over my words as he smiled and completed my sentence by saying, “Surprised.”

“Exactly,” I said to him.

“Will, have you lost your fucking mind?!” I heard my uncle and dad’s business partner, Cole, scream out as he walked into the kitchen.

“Good morning to you too, bud,” he said with a smirk.

“Blake, sweetheart, may I speak to your dad in private, please?” he asked me as I nodded and excused myself.

Of course, leaving them to speak in private meant I would leave the room yet remain close enough so I could hear their conversation.

“Will, you barely know this woman!” Uncle Cole yelled at him.

“I know all I need to,” my dad replied.

“You are worth millions, and of all the women on Earth, you decide to marry a fucking stewardess?!

A stewardess who lives in Fresno that you’ve known for a few months?!

My sister is rolling over in her grave right now!” he yelled out.

“Cole, leave Abby out of this!

I know it’s fast, and you may not understand, but I love her, and she loves me.

What else is there?” my dad asked.

“Love her?

How in the hell can you love someone you hardly know?

Don’t get me wrong, she’s gorgeous and all but come on, Will!

You have everything to lose while she just hit the fucking lottery!” Uncle Cole screamed at my dad.

“Are you calling her a gold digger?!” my dad asked with anger.

“You said it,” my uncle responded.

“What exactly is it that you’re trying to tell me right now?” my dad asked him.

“Come on, Will!

She’s a stewardess and single mom from Fresno!

She doesn’t have shit, and now she has everything she probably ever imagined because you had a quickie wedding in Vegas.

Do yourself a favor and get this shit annulled before it’s too late!” Uncle Cole said.

“Listen, Cole, this may be unexpected, but I’m not a moron.

If all she wants is my money, then why did she sign a prenuptial agreement without hesitation, genius?” my dad asked smugly.

“She signed a prenup?” my uncle asked.

“Indeed, she did, without a thought.

There’s a settlement if things don’t work out, which isn’t much at the end of the day.

I appreciate your concern, but Devin took care of everything.

It’s iron-clad,” my dad explained.

“Well, okay, I guess, but why?” Uncle Cole asked.

“Abby was the love of my life.

You know I was a complete wreck when she died, but I had to be strong for Connor and Blake.

I never thought I would ever meet someone who made me feel like Abby did, but Cindy makes me feel that way.

Her living in Fresno, flying all over the country while I live here in Bel Aire, and flying across the country doesn’t bode well for a relationship.

I love her, and I want to spend my life with her,” he said to my uncle with passion.

“Couldn’t you have just had her move in with you?” Uncle Cole asked.

“I could have, but where would the fun in that be?” he asked with laughter as my uncle also laughed.

My dad was happy, and my uncle Cole and Aunt Denise understood.

My brother, Connor, was nowhere near happy nor understanding when we spoke on the phone that afternoon.

“Blake, what do you know about this woman?!” he asked me with fury.

“Not much.

I only met her a handful of times, if that many times, but she seems nice,” I tried to explain.

“She seems nice?!

I’m in the middle of my residency, and I have to deal with this shit?!” he vented.

“Dad marrying Cindy has nothing to do with you, Connor.

For once in your life, can you think about someone other than yourself for a change?!” I lashed out at him.

“Whatever, I need to go but enjoy your new living arrangements,” he said with sarcasm as we ended the call.

I honestly hadn’t thought about new living arrangements, but it didn’t change that new living arrangements were coming.

Connor left for college when I was ten, and my mom passed when I was twelve.

Since then, it’s always just been my dad in this huge house of ours and me.

Cindy would be moving in as well as her daughter!

All I knew of her daughter was that we were the same age, our birthdays were a few weeks apart, and that her name was Jenna.

“Oh shit, if Jenna is coming to live here, that means we’re going to be going to high school together!” I screamed out in silence in my head at the time.

Cindy didn’t own a home but rather rented a small apartment, so all she would need to do was pack up their clothes and personal items, and they would be moving in sooner than later.

I felt uneasy and needed to talk.

Who better than my best friend forever, Craig?

Craig and I have been like brother and sister since elementary school.

Me and his girlfriend, Kate, have been like sisters for practically the same amount of time.

I find it amusing that they started dating in junior high school and have been together since.

I love seeing them together.

When I think of Kate and Craig, I think about my mom and dad.

They are so in love that they’ve decided to attend college together and applied to the same colleges to make sure it happens.

Many people don’t understand how the two of them can be an item.

She’s beautiful, intelligent, driven, and head cheerleader.

It’s not that Craig is not a good-looking guy.

He’s cute and ridiculously funny.

If I didn’t know them as well as I did and know their story, I probably would be on the side of the “How are they together?” group.

Kate is the queen bee of high school, but she’s not stuck up.

She’s sweet, caring, compassionate, and a friend to all.

Most girls want to be her, and most guys want to be with her.

One would think that the high school queen would be with the king.

The king’s name s name is Peter, and we’d been dating since the summer between sophomore and junior year.

Our second anniversary was coming up, but I wasn’t sure how things would wind up between us.

He was fielding football scholarship offers from tons of schools, and although I had a list of the colleges I wanted to attend, Peter’s destination was not a thought in my mind.

Don’t get me wrong.

I loved Peter but not how someone in a relationship should love their partner.

It was more of the king of the school wanting to date me, so why not see where this goes sort of thing.

“Craig, I need to talk!” I texted him as I got into my car and drove down the winding driveway.

“When don’t you?” he texted back in reply.

“Funny.

I’ll be there in five,” I replied.

I know I shouldn’t have been surprised when I went to the pool house to find Kate and Craig snuggling on the couch watching television.

“What’s up, Blake?” Craigs asked as Kate smiled at me.

“My dad got married in Vegas a couple of days ago, and Cindy and her daughter are moving in,” I replied as Kate’s eyes almost popped out of her head.

We spoke for hours about how I was feeling, what I thought about my dad getting married at the spur of a moment, and how I felt things were going to go.

I did my best to answer truthfully and honestly, but the reality was I didn’t know how I should feel or what I should think.

All I knew was that my new stepmother and stepsister would be joining the household in a few short days.

I was surprised when Cindy arrived without Jenna.

Jenna would be arriving a bit later as she wanted to say goodbye to her friends back in Fresno.

As I watched my dad interact with Cindy, I truly felt happy for them both.

I could see the same love between them as I saw between Craig and Kate.

I could see the love that my dad once had for my mom.

“What time should we be expecting Jenna?” my dad asked Cindy.

“She should be riding in any time now,” Cindy replied.

“Riding in?” I asked Cindy as she looked at me with concern and nodded her head.

“She makes me worried, but she loves it so much.

I’ve tried to get her to stop riding, but it’s been easier said than done,” she explained to me.

We had lunch together when Cindy’s cell phone alerted her to a message.

She grabbed her cell phone, read the text message, and exclaimed, “She’ll be here in a few minutes!”

We walked outside to the front of the house, and I heard the loud engine of a sports motorcycle approaching.

I watched as the motorcycle came into sight.

“I’m going to kill her!” Cindy said aloud as my dad rubbed her shoulders with understanding as we watched the motorcycle fly up the driveway.

The motorcycle stopped as Jenna kicked the kickstand down, turned off the motorcycle, and got off.

She was wearing a tight red and black motorcycle suit with a matching helmet.

I watched as she removed her helmet, ran her fingers through her hair, and placed the helmet onto the seat as if reality was playing in slow motion.

I looked at her, rubbed my eyes, and looked at her again.

“This cannot be happening!” I yelled out to myself in my head.

I looked at her as she walked toward us with a combination of amazement and disbelief present in her eyes.

Jenna had long black hair with blonde highlights.

She appeared to be about five feet five inches tall, and the motorcycle suit she was wearing fit her form perfectly.

She had dark black eyes to go along with a slender, beautiful face and full lips.

I immediately felt intimidated by her as I continued to watch her walk toward us.

As she approached, I thought that Kate now had some serious competition.

“Welcome home, Jenna,” my dad said happily with a smile as Jenna kissed her mom on the cheek and gave her a tight hug as reality began to play at normal speed.

My dad gave Jenna a tight hug and said, “It’s so nice to see you again” she smiled and replied, “Likewise, Mr. Baxter.”

“Jenna, call me Will,” my dad replied as she smiled and nodded her head.

“Jenna, darling, what did I tell you about riding that crotch rocket so damn fast?!” Cindy said with anger.

“I wasn’t going as fast as you think I was.

It’s the color of my bike and suit,” she replied sarcastically.

“Keep it up, and you won’t ride that thing for a very long time,” Cindy replied with sarcasm of her own.

“Well, Jenna, I’d like to introduce you to Blake,” my dad said as she looked at me.

We locked eyes as I felt my body become warm, and an uncomfortable feeling engulfed me.

I extended my hand to shake Jenna’s hand.

She giggled and said, “Family doesn’t shake hands, family hugs,” as she embraced me tightly.

She let go of me as I flashed a smile while trying not to show how nervous I was.

“Blake, why don’t you show Jenna around the house and property.

Cindy and I need to pick up a few things before we fly out,” my dad said to me as I smiled and replied, “Yeah, of course.”

My dad and Cindy walked toward the garage as I entered the house with Jenna.

“You’ve got to be shitting me!” she exclaimed as she looked around the house with her eyes almost bulging out of her head.

I walked her through the living room, formal seating area, dining room, library, theatre, my dad’s home office, and into the kitchen.

She looked awestruck and said out loud, “Good job, mom,” as I looked at her curiously.

I walked her outside to show her the hot tub, pool, pool house, sauna, and gym as she said nothing and did nothing but shake her head.

“Let me show you your bedroom,” I said to her as she smiled at me.

“I hope you like it.

It’s not as big as mine, but it’s much larger than the guest rooms,” I said to her as I opened the door.

She followed me inside, looked around, and exclaimed, “This is my bedroom?!”

I nodded and smiled at her as she swallowed hard and loud.

“This is bigger than any apartment I’ve ever lived in,” she said in a stunned tone of voice.

“All of your bags and things are here.

I would have unpacked you, but I wasn’t sure how you would feel about me going through your things,” I explained to her.

“What’s that door?” she asked me.

“That’s the closet,” I replied as she opened the door and walked inside.

She let out a screech and appeared from the open bathroom door.

“My closet starts in my bedroom and connects to my bathroom,” she said with amazement as I nodded my head.

“If you open the sliding doors over there, they lead to the terrace that connects our two rooms,” I explained to her.

“Good to know,” she said to me with a wink.

Jenna took a seat on the love seat and removed her boots.

She rose to her feet and peeled off her motorcycle suit.

Jenna was standing in front of me in a tight white tank top tee shirt and pair of tight black spandex shorts.

She placed her hands behind her head and arched her back, exposing her flat muscular stomach and making her large breasts look bigger.

“My back and shoulders are killing me from the ride,” she said and then stopped arching her back.

I smiled at her and laughed awkwardly.

I could see her nipples through her sweat-drenched tee shirt.

“Well, my room is just next door, so I’ll leave you to get settled,” I said to her as she smiled at me and I exited the room.

I entered my bedroom feeling intimidated, shocked, and in awe over Jenna’s looks.

I’ve never had high self-esteem, and Jenna made me feel more unattractive than I already felt.

A little over an hour later, I heard a knock on my door.

“Come in,” I said out loud as Jenna entered my bedroom wearing a pair of tight gray cotton shorts and a low-cut red tee shirt.

She looked around my bedroom and began to look at the numerous pictures on my wall.

“Who in the hell is that?” she asked me as I walked to her to look at the same picture.

“Oh, that’s one of my best friends, Craig,” I replied to her.

“No, not him, her,” she replied.

“That’s his girlfriend and my other best friend, Kate,” I said to her with a smile.

“Wow, she’s hot as hell,” Jenna replied as I looked at her and shrugged my shoulders.

“She didn’t always look like that.

She once had terrible acne, braces and was flat as a board,” I explained.

“She sure as hell looks nothing like that now,” she said with an odd smile.

“How’s your back and shoulders feeling?” I asked.

“Terrible,” she immediately replied.

“You should use the sauna for a bit, sit in the hot tub and take a dive into the pool.

It should loosen you up after that,” I explained to her.

She looked uneasy and uncomfortable as she then looked at me and said, “I’ve never been in a sauna before.”

“Would you like me to use it with you?” I asked as she smiled and nodded her head.

“Who’s the guy you’re cuddled up with in this picture wearing the football jersey?” she asked.

“My boyfriend, Peter,” I said with a sigh of happiness.

“Seriously, you’re dating that guy?” she asked me with confusion.

“What’s wrong with him?” I asked, taking offense.

“He’s cute and all, but he looks like that guy.

You know, the jock who’s a big fish in a small pond who thinks his shit doesn’t stink and can’t keep his dick in his pants,” she responded.

“That’s nothing like him.

Besides, how did you get all of that out of one picture?” I responded as I looked at her with dismay.

Apologetically she said, “Forget I said anything,” as I replied, “Sure.”

“Sauna?” she asked as I replied, “Sauna.”

“I’ll meet you inside,” I said to her as I put on my bathing suit and made my way into the sauna out back, just outside the pool house.

I set the temperature in the sauna and felt the room begin to heat as Jenna joined me wrapped in a towel.

She removed her towel, exposed her tight black bikini, and took a seat across from me.

With my heart pounding and my pulse racing, I laughed awkwardly.

As intimidated as I felt when I first saw her, I was now feeling like an ugly duckling.

Jenna’s body was damn near perfect.

We sat sweating in the sauna as I told her about high school, my friends, and my family as she listened.

I found her easy to talk to, and as we continued to speak, I began a feel a bit more comfortable around her.

We exited the sauna, sat in the hot tub for a while, and took a quick dip in the pool.

“How do you feel?” I asked.

“Better,” she said with a look of discomfort on her face.

We went to our rooms, changed, and met each other in the living room as my dad, and her mom entered carrying tons of bags.

We sat down for dinner when Cindy smiled and said, “You two seem to be getting along nicely.

Are the both of you going to be okay alone for three weeks?” she asked us both but looked at Jenna.

“Yeah, mom, we’ll be fine,” she replied with a roll of her eyes.

“Jenna, are you sure?” she asked.

“It’s not like I’m not used to having you around,” she said with a hint of annoyance present in her voice and on her face.

“Don’t do that, Jenna.

You know it wasn’t by choice,” she said.

“I’m only stating a fact, mom,” Jenna replied with a smirk.

Cindy looked at Jenna with a death stare and then smiled.

“Blake, I’m going to leave you with some cash and an emergency credit card.

Your aunt and uncle will be checking in with you here and there,” my dad said as I smiled and took a bite of my meal.

“Do you want me to drive you two to the airport?” I asked.

“Thank you, but I have a car coming,” my dad replied.

“Oh, by the way, if I find out Peter spent one night here, you’re grounded, and he’s dead,” my dad said to me stone-faced.

“I know, and I would never,” I responded.

“Good,” my dad responded.

After dinner, we lounged out and talked about Cindy and my dad’s honeymoon plans until well into the night.

Jenna said she was exhausted and headed to bed a bit past eleven at night.

About half an hour later, I did the same.

When I went into my room, I texted Craig and asked if he was with Kate.

He replied, “No,” so I immediately called him.

“What’s up, Blakey Blake?

How’s the new fam?” he asked with a comedic tone of voice.

“Cindy is Cindy but Jenna…Jenna…” I said to him.

“What about Jenna?” he asked me.

“She seems nice and all, but she makes me feel more unattractive than I am,” I said to him.

“For the love of God, Blake, will you stop it already…enough!

It’s getting old!

You are the furthest thing from unattractive.

You are one of the hottest girls in school.

How many times do me and Kate need to tell you that?” he asked with annoyance.

“You two are my best friends, I replied.

“Blake!

Peter would not be with you if you weren’t hot.

He could be banging practically every girl in school, but he’s banging you,” Craig said to me.

“Anyway, why is Jenna making you feel this way?” he asked me.

“She’s ridiculously beautiful,” I confessed to him.

“Bullshit, you’re just saying that,” he responded.

“No, she’s smoking hot,” I admitted to him.

“On a scale of one to ten, how hot is she?” he asked me.

“A twenty,” I responded.

“Are you telling me she’s better looking than Michelle, Brianna and Tiffany?” he asked me with intrigue.

“Craig, what I’m telling you is she’s on par with Kate,” I said to him.

“Kate as in my Kate?

No way,” he said to me, defending his lady love.

“Craig, I’m telling you the truth.

The guys at school are going to lose their ever-loving minds when they see her,” I said to him with certainty.

“Describe her,” he said with building intrigue.

“She’s about five feet inches tall, has long over-the-shoulder black hair with blonde highlights.

She has huge breasts, a flat and tone stomach, and a perfect ass.

Her face is gorgeous, and she has these amazing full and soft-looking lips.

The best way to describe her is that she has the face of an angel and the body of a demon,” I said to him.

“Is she hot and a bitch about it hot, or is she cool hot like Kate?” he asked me.

“I don’t know yet for sure, but I guess I’d say she’s confident hot based on the way she walks,” I answered.

“Awesome, when can I meet her?” he asked me.

“I’ll ask her when she’d like to meet you and Kate,” I responded with laughter as he also laughed.

“Well, you know me, and Kate is always around, so let us know,” he said as I giggled and replied, “You know I will.”

“Is someone outside my door?” I asked myself silently as I thought I heard a noise outside.

I got off my bed, opened my door, looked around, and shrugged my shoulders as I realized it must have been in my head.

“Is your dad gone yet?” Peter texted me.

“Down boy, he’s leaving in the morning.

Come over tomorrow night, and I’ll make it worth your while,” I replied as he texted me back with a smiley face.

That night, all I could think about was Jenna’s ridiculous looks.

I awoke to the sound of my alarm clock as I quickly got out of bed and knocked on Jenna’s bedroom door.

“They’re leaving!” I yelled out as she yelled back, “Tell them I said bye!”

“Jenna!” I yelled out as she yelled back, “Blake!”

“Get out of bed and see them off with me!” I yelled through the door as she yelled back, “Fine!”

Jenna emerged from her bedroom in a big fluffy robe and looked at me with sleepy eyes and annoyance.

We said our farewells to both my dad and Cindy, watched them enter the car, and then drive off.

Jenna looked at me with a mischievous look and smiled at me.

“What?” I asked with confusion.

“Three whole fucking weeks on our own here in this house will be epic!” she said with glee.

“No, it’s not going to be epic,” I replied to her as she rolled her eyes.

“Shit, you’re that girl, aren’t you?” she asked me.

“What girl?” I asked defensively.

“You get straight A’s, write for the school paper, oversee all the school functions, and you’re a member of the math club.

You’re in charge of the yearbook, don’t party, and are locked at the knees,” she said mockingly.

“I’m not in the math club.

I’m on the debate team,” I seethed as she looked at me and replied, “I nailed everything else, though, didn’t I?” she asked sarcastically.

“No, I party once in a while and not locked at the knees,” I responded defiantly.

“Good to know,” she said to me with a devilish smile.

“What, that I party from time to time?” I asked.

“That you’re not locked at the knees,” she answered with a wink and a grin.

She walked back up the stairs and into her bedroom.

“Did she just flirt with me?” I asked myself but shrugged it off with a laugh.

I took Jenna to the mall, spent the afternoon shopping, and invited Craig and Kate over to my house to meet her that night.

I must give credit where credit is due.

It was no secret that Craig was immediately and completely gaga over Jenna, but Kate didn’t say a word or act any different, at least not in our presence.

However, I knew that the story would be different once they parted ways with us, yet I didn’t feel sorry for Craig at all.

He should know better than to gawk at Jenna and laugh the way he did at her every word.

Then again, Kate should have felt secure enough in her relationship not to take Craig's actions too seriously, is what I thought until Peter came over that night.

As if my self-esteem wasn’t already in the crapper!

What a fucking asshole!

If he had the opportunity to maul her in front of me, I don’t doubt he wouldn’t have.

The way he looked at her made me beyond furious, and I know the way he was looking at her made Jenna feel uncomfortable.

She was so uncomfortable that it was barely past nine o’clock at night when she went into her bedroom.

“Shall we?” Peter asked me.

“Shall we what, Peter?” I replied with annoyance.

“You know,” he replied with his all too familiar look.

I rolled my eyes but must admit that I was in the mood.

It had been a while, and I needed to feel attractive and wanted.

We entered my bedroom and began to kiss as we groped each other.

We crashed onto my bed as he ground himself against me and kissed me passionately.

We quickly undressed each other as I gazed into his eyes.

“Put a condom on,” I said to him with lust.

“Don’t you have any?” he asked me with concern.

“Why would I have any?!

That’s your job!” I responded with frustration.

“Seriously, Blake?!” he replied with frustration.

“What now?!” I asked with disappointment.

“Suck me off?” he asked with hope.

I rolled my eyes and shook my head.

“In your dreams!” I laughed out loud.

“You know, maybe if you went down on me more often, I would be more into going down on you,” I responded.

“Did you shave down there?” he asked.

“No, I didn’t!” I replied with annoyance as he sighed.

Maybe tomorrow you’ll be a good boy and get what you’re supposed to have,” I said to him jokingly as I was about to get out of bed and get dressed.

Peter looked at me with puppy dog eyes and asked, “Baby, do you think you can help me out?” he asked.

“Fine, I’ll help you out,” I said with a roll of my eyes.

“We’ve been together for almost two years!

Why do I even need to wear a fucking condom?!” he asked me with anger.

“I don’t want to get pregnant, Peter!” I yelled out with disbelief.

“I’ll pull out!” he yelled at me.

“You never pull out!

If you did pull out, I wouldn’t have thought I was pregnant the last time I stupidly let you!” I yelled back at him.

“Fine, just give me a hand job,” he replied calmly.

“Fuck you.

You’re not getting me to do anything now!” I said with seriousness.

“Baby, I’m sorry, I don’t want to fight.

It’s just been a while, and I’m losing my mind a bit.

Please,” he said to me apologetically.

“Fine,” I replied even though I couldn't stand when he begged.

I took hold of his manhood and slowly began stroking him as he began to grow inside of my hand.

“Kiss my neck, baby,” he said as I did.

As I continued to stroke his cock, I felt annoyed that he was getting what he wanted this night, and I was getting nothing out of this.

“Just like that baby, just like that,” he said to me with pleasure as I continued to kiss his neck and stroke his cock a bit faster.

“Mmm…yes…baby…yes…Jenna…just like that!” he exclaimed.

I was stunned, shocked, and then angry as all hell as I replayed his words in my head.

“Who did you just call me?!” I screamed out at the top of my lungs as I let go of his cock and looked at him with my mouth wide open.

“What?!

Blake…I said Blake, baby!” he replied quickly.

“You did not say my name, you asshole!

You said, Jenna!” I screamed out with fury.

“No, I didn’t say, Jenna, baby!” he yelled out to me with his eyes wide open.

“You so fucking called me Jenna!

You were imagining she was doing it for you!

If I let you fuck me, were you going to imagine you were fucking her?!

You know what?

It doesn’t matter!

Get the fuck out of my room and out of my fucking house now!”

“Baby, you’re kicking me out?!

I didn’t say, Jenna,” he said to me, making me angrier than I had been.

“You didn’t say, Jenna?!

You know you said her name!

“Now get the fuck out, and don’t you dare think of calling me anytime soon!” I screeched.

Peter rolled off my bed, got dressed, and exited my room without saying a word to me.

I was so furious I couldn’t see straight as I watched him walk down the stairs, out the front of the house, heard his car turn on, and drive off into the night.

“Bad night?” Jenna asked me in a low voice as she stood in her bedroom doorway.

“Yeah, you could say that,” I said to her with an upset tone of voice.

“Are you okay?” she asked me with concern.

“No, not really,” I admitted to her.

“You maybe want to have a few drinks with me and talk about it?” she asked.

How could he say her name while I was doing what I was doing to him?!

Why would he say her name?!

“I don’t know…I think I want to be alone right now,” I admitted.

“I’m sorry,” she said to me sadly.

“I take it you heard us argue,” I said to her with embarrassment.

She looked down at the floor and avoided eye contact with me.

“Well, I’ll leave you alone.

I’m sure I’m the last person you want to be around right now,” she said to me with sadness.

As I stood there looking at her, I felt terrible.

It wasn’t her fault that Peter said her name while we were fooling around.

Jenna wasn’t in control of his thoughts.

“A few drinks doesn’t seem to be such a terrible idea,” I said to her.

“You’re not upset with me?” she asked.

“I’m not upset with you,” I responded with sincerity.

We walked into the formal sitting room and made a beeline for the bar.

“My dad doesn’t drink much, so he’ll notice if something is missing,” I said to her.

“We have weeks to replace whatever we drink,” she said with a raising and lowering of her eyebrows.

“Who’s playing bartender?” she asked.

“You,” I replied with laughter.

“Okay,” she said as she rummaged through the bar, decided to open a bottle of Tequila, and poured two shots.

She slid one across the bar to me as we clinked shot glasses and drank the shots down.

I felt slightly embarrassed as I coughed afterward while she drank her shot like water.

She didn’t say anything to me, so my embarrassment quickly disappeared.

“I’m sorry about today,” I said to her.

“About?” she asked inquisitively.

“Craig,” I responded.

“It’s fine…I just hope Kate isn’t upset.

If anything, it was Peter that bothered me,” she said to me with disgust and as she then seemed to realize what she said to me.

“I’m sorry I shouldn’t have said that,” she immediately said to me.

“Don’t worry about it,” I said to her.

She poured two more shots as if she needed to take a shot before speaking any further.

I took hold of my shot, clinked her shot glass, and we again drank the shots down.

“What about Peter?” I asked.

“Blake, I just got here, and I don’t want to cause any shit,” she said to me in a way that I believed her.

“Tell me, Jenna,” I said to her.

“The way he was looking at me tonight creeped me the fuck out.

It just made me feel extremely uncomfortable and skeeved me out,” she said to me.

“Is that why you went to your room so early?” I asked her as she nodded her head with a pained look on her face.

“Guess it makes sense that he said your name when we were fooling around,” I vented to Jenna.

She placed her right hand over her mouth as I watched her eyes become glassy.

“You hate me right now, don’t you?” she asked me.

“No, I don’t hate you.

If I hated you, I would not be sitting here, drinking, and talking to you.

Besides, it’s not your fault my boyfriend is an asshole,” I responded.

“Really?” she asked as I replied, “Really.”

“That is crazy.

I’ve known you for a couple of days, and you’re cool, but my friend of three years kicked me to the curb,” she said to me with an upset tone of voice.

“What happened?” I asked.

“Kind of like what happened to you expect that she was in the process when her boyfriend said my name,” she confessed to me.

“Wow!” I exclaimed.

“As if it were my fault that he said my name while screwing her.

Long story short, we’re not friends anymore,” she said to me.

“That’s absurd!” I yelled out as she looked at me and replied, “I’m glad you think so.”

“I’m tired of this.

Have you ever looked at yourself and wished you didn’t look the way you did?” she asked.

“All the time,” I admitted.

“It’s such bullshit.

As if it’s our fault, we look the way we do.

For once, I’d like someone to look at me and not make assumptions about my intelligence or how I should act based on how I look.

Don’t you and Kate get tired of it?” she said.

“Yeah,” I responded.

Jenna putting me in the same category as her and Kate made me feel good even though I didn't agree that I was in the same category.

We stared at each other for a moment when she asked, “Are you going to break up with him?”

I replayed her question over and again and said, “Maybe…probably not…I don’t know what I should be thinking right now.”

“You must like him a lot,” she said to me.

I replied, “Yeah, I do, kind of anyway.”

“Why are you with him if you only kind of like him?” she asked with a surprised tone of voice.

I could have replied with the truth, but instead, I replied, “I don’t know, but I don’t want to talk about Peter anymore.”

“What do you want to talk about then?” she asked.

“How about you?” I replied in question and with a smile.

“What about me?” she asked.

“I don’t know.

Yesterday I talked all about me, and we talked nothing about you,” I said.

“There’s not that much about me to tell you,” she said with a laugh.

“Well, how long did you live in Fresno?” I asked.

“Born and raised,” she quickly replied.

“What was it like growing up?” I asked.

“It was rough.

My mom and I never had much, so it was always a struggle.

She was a waitress for a long time, then a bartender.

I guess she decided to combine her two skills and become a stewardess,” she laughed.

“What about your dad?” I asked as her demeanor immediately changed.

“I’m sorry, I don’t mean to pry,” I said to her apologetically.

“No, you’re not prying.

It’s just that I haven’t talked about him in a long time,” she replied.

“I don’t want you to feel that you have to,” I said to her.

She took another shot, as did I, and then took a seat on the barstool behind the bar.

“His name was Axel.

My mom and dad were high school sweethearts, and about a year after they graduated, I came along.

He loved my mom and me but loved motorcycles just as much, if not more.

He rode them, fixed them, made them, and restored them.

He opened a small bike shop with his brother, Jett.

My earliest memories are of being in that shop and watching my dad and uncle do what they loved.

A couple of months after my sixth birthday, he left the apartment and never came back,” she said, with her eyes becoming glassy.

“Did he walk out on you and your mom?” I asked with a tinge of anger present in my voice.

She shook her head and looked up at the ceiling.

“He had landed a big job, restoring a motorcycle.

He was so excited, and the news made my mom so happy.

Anyway, I was at home with my mom, and he walked in as happy as I had ever seen him.

He told my mom he was going to the liquor store to buy a bottle of champagne so they could celebrate.

He kissed me on my head as I sat at our small kitchen table as I did homework and walked out the door.

It was the last time I ever saw him,” she said as she locked eyes with me.

I watched as tears began to fall from her eyes and down her cheeks.

“Um…he…he…walked into the liquor store that night and into an armed robbery.

My dad got the better of the guy pointing the gun at the clerk but didn’t know more than one person was robbing the store.

The other guy fired, and that was it.” she said as she wiped the tears from her cheeks with her hands.

“That’s horrible.

I’m so sorry,” I said to her becoming emotional.

“Thanks,” she responded.

“Is that why your ride a motorcycle…because of your dad?” I asked.

She nodded and replied, “Not just any motorcycle, his motorcycle.

When he died, my uncle, Jett, stored it in the back of the shop.

He placed a tarp over it, and there it sat until my sixteenth birthday.

My mom was against it from the start, but it didn’t stop me from talking my uncle into getting it running again, not that I needed much help.

My mom was always working, so I spent most of my time with my uncle at the shop.

When I ride that bike, his bike, I feel connected to him.

It's almost as if he’s riding along with me.

Stupid, right?” she said to me with an embarrassed smile.

“It doesn’t sound stupid at all,” I said to her with genuineness.

“Can we change the subject?” she asked me as I nodded and answered, “Of course.”

“Do you stay in touch with your uncle?” I asked.

She smiled and replied, “Yeah, he’s like my second dad.

He still runs the shop and does okay with it.

I was working for him up until a few days ago.” she responded with a laugh.

“Well, what about friends?

Who is your best friend?” I asked her.

“Her name is Courtney.

She’s one of the few people with who I’ve managed to get along.

Before I met her, it was always the same story.

Things started fine, and then things would quickly not be fine anymore.

For some reason, my friendships with girls start okay and then turn sideways.

Friendships with guys have never been easy.

We’re friends, and then I get asked out.

I tell them I want to be friends, and then we’re not friends anymore.

I sometimes feel the only reason guys want to be friends with me is that they want to fuck me,” she replied with a roll of her eyes.

“You’re gorgeous!” I said with honesty and immediately felt embarrassed.

I had a few shots of Tequila and called Jenna gorgeous.

If I could have died at that moment, I would have.

It wasn’t that I told her she was gorgeous.

It was the way I said it.

I felt panicked and then said as fast as I could, “If I looked anything like you or Kate, I know I would have the same issues.”

Jenna looked at me as if I were insane.

“You’re joking, right?” she asked me as I shook my head and tapped the top of the bar as a cue for another shot.

She poured the shot and asked, “How do you see yourself?”

“I’m nothing special,” I said to her.

“Blake, you’re beautiful.

You’re beyond pretty and have the most amazing blue eyes I’ve ever seen.

The rest of you is very nice as well,” she said to me with a wink.

“I think you’re prettier than Kate,” she said.

I drank the shot and began to laugh hysterically.

“That would put you in the minority of the population but thank you for trying to make me feel better about myself,” I replied.

“Blake, I’m dead serious!

You’re hot!

Your tits fit your frame perfectly, you have a great ass, and you’re curvy in all the right places,” she said to me as she raised and lowered her eyebrows.

“You think so?” I asked her.

“I know so.

Why would the big man on campus be with you if he could have his choice of any girl at school?” she asked me.

“I…I…I don’t know,” I responded.

Jenna placed her hand on top of my hand and smiled.

“I don’t know why you’re not confident about yourself, but you should be,” she said to me.

Although not in Jenna's exact words, Craig and Kate had repeatedly told me the same thing.

Jenna saying those words to me made me feel better than she had made me feel earlier.

We drank shot after shot for hours as we talked, joked, and laughed.

I found it humorous yet comforting that she felt that my dad and her mom were insane for getting married so quickly.

“How’s your back and shoulders?” I asked her.

“It feels better, but I’m still not right,” she said to me.

“Where does it hurt the worst?” I asked as she got off the barstool and walked out from behind the bar to me.

She pointed to just above her left butt cheek by her lower back as I moved her finger and pressed down on the spot with my finger.

“Ow, Blake!” she exclaimed as I laughed and said, “I’m so sorry.”

“What do you think it is?” she asked me.

“I’m sure it’s your sciatica.

You must have pinched it or something on the ride from Fresno,” I confidently said to her.

“How do I make it stop hurting?” she asked with hope.

“Normally with medication and massage therapy,” I responded again with confidence.

“I’m medicating with tequila, but a massage sounds amazing,” she said to me.

I let out a laugh and replied, “I wasn’t offering.”

“Come on, Blake.

Where else can I get a massage at this time?” she asked.

“We can get massages in the afternoon when we wake up,” I replied.

“A massage in the afternoon is not going to help me sleep tonight,” she said with a cheesy smile.

“Okay…I guess,” I responded with an awkward-sounding laugh.

“You are the best!” she exclaimed with glee.

“My room?” she asked as I again let out the same awkward laugh.

“Great, besides, if I drink anymore, I’m going to be sick,” she said as we walked to her bedroom together.

She laid flat on her stomach on her bed and said, “Whenever you’re ready.”

I sat on her legs, just above her knees, and began to rub the area where she had pointed downstairs.

“You’re missing it,” she sighed.

“Where?” I asked with annoyance.

“Lower,” she responded.

“Any lower, and I’ll be massaging your butt,” I said.

“I’m okay with it,” she responded with an annoyed tone.

“Are you sure?” I asked nervously.

“Seriously, Blake?” she responded in question.

I took a deep breath, exhaled, and slowly began to massage toward the top middle of her left butt cheek.

“How am I doing?” I asked.

“It feels good, but…get off me for a second,” she said as I did what she said.

I watched as she slid her shorts and panties to just below the bottom of her ass and then repositioned herself on the bed.

I again sat on her legs just above her knees and gazed at her bare ass.

I closed my eyes as I again began to massage her in the same spot.

“Oh God, that feels amazing,” she said in a low, relaxed voice as I opened my eyes.

“Don’t be shy.

Get in there,” she said to me as I began to massage her harder.

“Just like that,” she said to me.

As I massaged her and she moaned with pleasure, I had my first “Uh oh” moment.

I found myself not only enjoying the feeling of my fingers and hands on her ass but the sounds of her moaning.

“This cannot be happening…not with her,” I said to myself in silence.

I continued to massage her for what felt like an eternity until I finally asked in a low voice, “Jenna, are you good now?”

She didn’t respond, and I felt relieved when I realized she had fallen asleep.

I slowly got off her, left her bedroom, and entered mine as quietly as possible.

I took a shower, trying my best to get the thought out of my head.

“It’ll go away, Blake…it always has,” I said out loud as the warm water crashed over my body.

We both awoke within an hour of each other late in the afternoon.

“Thank you so much for the massage.

I feel so much better, but it would be awesome if you could do that for me again,” she said as I smiled and replied, “Yeah, of course,” but was thinking in my head, “I would love nothing more.”

My aunt and uncle did check up on us over the next week.

A few times over facetime and a few times in person, but all was good.

Peter was reaching out to me constantly, but I wanted him to suffer, so I either ignored him or was super short with him.

I fully explained how upset I was and that it would take time for him to be back in my good graces.

Throughout the next couple of weeks, Jenna and I had a blast.

As unsure as I was about my new living arrangements, I found myself happy that Jenna was living with me.

I did my best to convince myself it had more to do with me getting along with her so well than the obvious.

We went to Six Flags with Kate, Craig, and a few other friends.

We went to a concert, the movies, out to eat, lounged around my house, lounged around Kate’s house, Craig’s house, and spent one afternoon on Craig’s parents’ yacht.

It was on this afternoon when I had yet another “Uh oh” moment.

Jenna, Craig, Kate, Brenda, Gavin, myself, and a few others were on the yacht having cocktails, listening to music, and cracking jokes.

“Do me a favor?” Jenna asked me.

“Sure, what?” I replied in question.

“I’ve never been on a yacht before and don’t know when I will again, so can you snap a picture of me on your phone and text it to me?” she asked.

“No problem,” I replied as she took a seat on a white couch on the middle deck of the yacht where we were hanging out.

“I need a sexy pose for Instagram,” she said to me with laughter as she kept positioning and repositioning herself.

Jenna placed her left hand toward the top of her head and sat on her bent right leg as she also bent her left leg backward.

The bikini top she was wearing was forcing her tits together.

Her bikini bottoms were strings that stretched around her waist that converged into a v shape.

Although the bikini bottom covered her crotch, it also made it the center of attention. 

“How is this?” she asked as I smiled and replied, “Great, don’t move.”

She opened her mouth slightly as I focused on the light pink lipstick she wore on her full and soft-looking lips.

As I focused my phone on her, the wind blew, causing her hair to blow in the wind.

I quickly snapped the picture and looked at her image on my phone.

Her image took my breath away.

“How did it come out?” she asked.

“Perfect,” I replied in a tone of voice so low she said, “Huh?” as I then replied, “You be the judge,” and handed her my cell phone.

“Awesome,” she said with pride as she texted herself with the picture and handed the cell phone back to me.

She looked at me with concern and asked, “Are you wearing any sunscreen?” as I shook my head.

“Your shoulders are getting red, and if you don’t put some on, you’re going to be hurting bad,” she said to me.

“Shit, am I burning?” I asked with worry.

“No,” she replied sarcastically.

“Let me put some on you,” she said as I opened my eyes wide and replied, “Don’t bother.

I need to talk to Kate, so I’ll have her do it,” I replied.

“Sit down, Blake,” she said to me in a tone that immediately made me sit.

She went into her bag, removed the bottle of sunscreen, and squirted some onto my shoulders.

As she subbed the sunscreen on my shoulders and sat behind me, she suddenly moved closer to me.

She was now sitting so close behind me I could feel her tits press against my back as I heard her squirt sunscreen into her hand and rub her hands together.

She placed her legs on either side of me and began to rub the sunscreen onto my stomach slowly and methodically.

I found myself becoming filled with panic and anxiety.

“Thank you, Jenna…I’m a…a…going to find…Kate…Kate,” I stumbled over my words as I quickly rose to my feet and walked away from Jenna.

As I laid in in bed that night, I pulled up the picture of Jenna on my cell phone and became fixated on her image.

I swallowed hard as I gazed at her beautiful face and looked at her soft-looking full lips.

I turned off the screen on my phone and placed my cell phone down hard onto the quick charger on my nightstand as I did my best not to admit the obvious.

I decided at that moment that Peter had suffered long enough, and it was time to forgive, although there was no way I was going to forget.

I needed to be with him so that I could get my mind right.

The next day I had a long conversation with Peter and was upset with myself as I forgot that he was leaving for Cape Cod for a week-long family reunion.

Cindy and my dad would be back at home the next day as Jenna had the look of a caged animal.

“What’s up with you?” I asked her.

“I’m so fucking bored, and I need to ride.

“Let me take on you a ride,” she said to me with excitement.

“I’m not allowed to get on that thing with you.

My dad would kill me,” I said to her.

“It’ll be fun…I promise.

Besides, your dad will never find out.

It wouldn’t kill you to live a little.

Our parents are back tomorrow, so if not now, then when?” she questioned.

“I don’t think so,” I responded.

“Fine, have it your way.

Next month you can go back to hitting the books, writing, and editing the school paper, having stimulating debates, and organizing school functions.

This girl is going for a ride, so see you later, gator,” she said to me.

As she began to exit the house, I didn’t know what came over me.

“Wait…I’ll go!” I yelled out.

“Just take it easy,” I continued to say.

“No promises,” she said to me with laughter.

She went to her bedroom and came back downstairs with her helmet and one for me.

I was honestly scared as I put the helmet onto my head, sat down behind her, and felt the motorcycle come to life.

As we rode, a rush of excitement and joy I had never experienced came over me as she drove us fast and hard at breakneck speeds.

It was exhilarating, and  I had never felt so free.

We rode for hours and wound up at the beach.

We walked and talked as the sky turned a menacing gray.

“We should head back home.

It looks like the weather is turning,” I said to her.

We were still a good ten minutes from home as lightning appeared in the sky, followed by cracks of thunder as the sky opened.

The rain was cold and heavy as Jenna drove us slowly and cautiously.

I was shivering from the rain and feared crashing, but Jenna got us home safely.

We were both drenched from head to toe as we entered the house and removed our footwear.

“Tell me that wasn’t fun!” she exclaimed with glee as my teeth chattered.

I walked up the stairs with Jenna following me.

“Thank you for today,” I said, as listed the falling rain and the sounds of the storm.

At that moment, I became sad, as I always have become during rainstorms.

“What’s wrong?” Jenna asked.

“Nothing is wrong.

I’m fine,” I responded as I did my best to hold my tears back.

“What’s going on?” she asked me as she closed the distance between us.

“Jenn, nothing is going on.

I’m fine,” I replied.

Jenna went to change, and I went into my bedroom to change.

I removed the clothes clinging to my body and put on a tee-shirt and a pair of shorts.

I stood at the sliding door while listening to the rain fall and the sounds of thunder.

As I watched lightning illuminate the night sky, I could no longer prevent myself from crying.

“Blake, what’s wrong?” Jenna asked as soon as she entered my room.

The night when my mom’s suffering finally ended was a night with a storm like this.

Whenever it rains like this, it brings back memories.

I knew she would never be here with me again, and these storms are a reminder of that fact,” I explained to her as I began to sob.

“Come here,” Jenna said to me as she embraced me and began to stroke my hair.

“I need to lay down,” I told her as she let go of me, and I let go of her.

“Do you want to be alone?” she inquired.

“Will you lay down with me for a little while?” I asked.

“Yeah, sure,” she answered.

We laid in my bed facing one another as she wiped my tears with her fingers.

Jenna again stoked my hair as we then pressed our foreheads together.

She moved so close to me that our lips were almost touching as she continued to stroke my hair.

I could feel her warm breath on my lips as I looked into her eyes.

I felt nervous and lost at the same time.

I quickly turned over onto my side.

She wrapped her arms around me, kissed my shoulder, and said, “Do you want to talk?”

“I’m sorry.

You must think I’m a total nut case,” I said to her.

“No, not at all,” she said with sincerity as she again kissed my shoulder.

“There’s nothing wrong with missing your mom and wishing she was still here,” she said.

“I’m okay now,” I told her.

“Are you sure?

If you need me to stay, I will,” she replied.

“No, really, I’m fine,” I responded.

“Okay…goodnight then, Blake,” she said as I replied, “Goodnight, Jenna.”

I didn’t want her to leave.

I wanted her to keep holding me and fall asleep in her arms.

What I was feeling toward Jenna made me angry at myself.

These feelings had come and gone for most of my life.

The feelings started in elementary school with a girl named Bethany.

She was the prettiest girl in school, so I thought it was normal to agree with the boys about her looks.

As time continued, Brook, Krista, Francesca, and others were there.

I struggled with the feelings I had toward these girls.

Having daydreams about these girls, the way boys did, made me uneasy and ashamed of myself.

When Kate had a huge crush on Robert Covington, I was crushing badly on Gabriel Hastings.

During my freshman year of high school, I was infatuated with Sandy Jameson.

Sandy’s long hair, her body, her smile, her laugh, and her voice did something to me I knew I could explain but didn’t want to admit.

I felt like the weight of the world had been lifted off my shoulders when she moved away.

That summer, Peter asked me to go out with him, and I felt I needed to.

I felt that if I dated him, my feelings would go away.

When Craig and Kate became sexually active, I became sexually active with Peter.

I felt none of what Kate told me she had felt when with Craig.

The happiness feelings that Kate had over Craig I wanted so badly.

It wasn’t there, and it has never been.

Kate told me why and although I didn't agree at the time, I now feel she was probably right.

I haven’t had these feelings toward any girls since Sandy moved away, and I began dating Peter until Jenna.

I get out of bed and walk to the large mirror in my bedroom as I hear the raindrops smacking against my bedroom windows.

I take a deep breath and exhale slowly.

I close my eyes, open them and stare at my reflection.

“I thought I was over this!” I cry out as I run and throw myself onto my bed.

I grab my pillow tightly as I bury my face into it.

I awake and rub my eyes.

It is what it is.

I have a crush on Jenna, but it doesn’t matter.

These feelings will go away as they always have.

All I need to do is give it some time.

I need to thank Jenna for what she did for me last night.

I exit my bedroom and knock on her door.

“Come in,” she sings out as I enter her room to find her wrapped in a towel standing at the foot of her bed.

“Thank you so much for last night,” I say to her as I do my best not to imagine what she looks like underneath the towel.

“Anytime, sis,” she says with laughter as she takes hold of a pair of red panties that are on her bed.

I watch as she pulls them up her legs beneath her towel and walks into her bathroom to finish getting dressed.

“My dad and your mom should be home any minute now,” I say to her as she exits the bathroom in her bra and panties.

She smiles at me and walks into her closet as I reprimand myself for looking at her the way I am.

“Well, it’s been fun but time to settle into normal life,” she says while getting dressed.

Jenna and I walk down the stairs and watch my dad enter the house.

“Daddy!” I scream out as I run and leap into his arms.

Cindy walks into the house as I watch her and Jenna kiss each other on their cheeks and hug.

I hug Cindy hello as Jenna hugs my dad hello.

Why is my dad looking at me like that?

“Blake, my baby girl, have a seat for me,” he says as Cindy says, “Will, we just got back.

Talk about this later,” as my dad shakes his head.

I nervously take a seat on the couch as my dad flashes a smile and asks, “Sweetheart, are you supposed to ride on a motorcycle, ever?” he asks.

“No, daddy,” I answer him.

“Explain to me why you thought it was okay to ride on Jenna’s motorcycle then?” he says to me.

“What, huh?” I reply.

“I checked the security camera footage, and low and behold, there you were on the back of Jenna’s motorcycle,” he says to me with anger.

“It was just one time, I swear…it won’t happen again,” I say to him.

“Never again…am I understood?” he asks as I quickly nod my head.

“Tell us about the honeymoon,” Jenna says as I feel grateful that she’s changing the subject.

“It was amazing!” Cindy exclaims as my dad smiles, and we all walk into the formal sitting area.

As Cindy tells us about the honeymoon, what they did, and where they went, my dad walks behind the bar and places a rock glass onto the top of the bar.

His head disappears momentarily and then pops back up as I watch him slam the almost empty bottle of Tequila onto the bar.

He’s looking at me with fury as I panic.

“I meant to replace that!” I yell out.

“Replace it!

Replace a two-thousand-dollar bottle of Tequila?!

You are not allowed to drink, Blake!

I would expect this from your brother but not in a million years from you!

Riding on a motorcycle is one thing, but drinking is another!

You’re grounded!” he exclaims.

“But Grace’s party is tonight,” I respond.

He laughs and looks at me with fury I’ve never seen before.

“Forget the party and forget the rest of the fucking summer!

You’re not to leave this house until further notice!” he screams at me.

“But daddy,” I cry out as he says, “Don’t you dare daddy me right now.

Go to your room now!” he yells as Cindy yells, “Will, calm down!” as I look at a stunned Jenna and run up to my bedroom.

My cell phone rings, and I answer it.

“I can’t wait to see you tonight,” Peter says to me as I reply, “I’m grounded.”

“What?!

What did you do?” he asks.

“Jenna and I opened a bottle in my dads’ bar, and I forgot to replace it.

I’m grounded until further notice,” I explain.

“When do I get to see you?!” he yells at me.

“I honestly don’t know, Peter,” I admit.

“Sexual frustration sucks,” he replies.

“Can you think about something other than sex for once?!” I scream at him.

“No, not right now. I can’t.

I can’t believe this,” he says to me.

“I can’t go to the party tonight, but I’m sure he’s just really angry right now and will let up on the punishment at some point,” I explain.

“Whatever, Blake…I need to go,” he responds.

“Are you serious?

We haven’t talked all week, and you don’t want to because I’m grounded?” I ask as he hangs up on me.

What an asshole…Jenna is right!

I shouldn’t be with someone I only kind of like, especially if he’s going to treat me this way.

Then there’s the whole other thing to go along with it.

I texted Craig and Kate to let them know I’m grounded, and the party started two hours ago, but here I am in my bedroom, flipping through a magazine in complete boredom but afraid to leave.

I hear a knock on my door and watch as the door slowly opens.

My dad enters and looks at me as I find myself worried over what he will say to me.

“I’m sorry for flying off the handle the way that I did.

It would be best if you had told me the truth, but I understand why you didn’t,” he says to me as I find myself lost and confused.

“Jenna explained everything, and I know I should have allowed you to speak instead of grounding you and banishing you to your room.

I’m sorry, sweetheart.

Go to your party but be back by curfew,” he says to me.

“Thanks, daddy,” I say to him as he leaves.

I exit my room through the terrace door and slide Jenna’s door open.

“Jenna…are you in here?!” I ask as I hear her say, “Yeah, until further notice.”

I enter her bedroom to find her lying on the couch watching television.

“Why did you take the bullet?” I ask her.

“It was my idea to drink.

I opened the bottle and am just as guilty for forgetting to replace it.

Besides, this house is like a resort, so I’ll be fine,” she says to me.

“I feel terrible,” I admit to her as she gets off the couch and smiles at me.

“Don’t.

Have a great time tonight and tell me all about it tomorrow,” she says.

“How can I make it up to you?” I ask her.

She shrugs her shoulders and replies, “I’m not sure, but I’ll let you know at some point.”

“Thank you, Jenna,” I say to her as she smiles at me warmly.

I get dressed as fast as I can, get into my car, and make the short drive to Grace’s house.

I walk around the side of the house to the back, where Kate looks at me and says, “I thought you were grounded.”

I laugh and reply, “I was, but Jenna took the bullet.”

“Have you seen Peter?” I ask her.

“Last I saw him, he was inside,” she replies as Craig appears and looks at me as if he were a deer in the headlights.

“What are you doing here?” he asks as I respond, “Nice to see you too.

Have you seen Peter?” I ask him.

“We should get out of here…this party blows,” he replies.

“Have you seen Peter?!” I ask again with annoyance.

“I think he left,” he replies.

“You think, or you know?” I ask him.

“I’m pretty sure he did, but we should go,” he says.

“What’s going on?” I ask as he looks down at the floor.

Craig always looks down at the floor and avoids making eye contact with me when there’s something he’s hiding.

I quickly enter the house as people stare at me.

I’m somehow the center of attention.

Some laugh while others look at me with shock and surprise.

“Bake, you made it!” Grace cries out.

“Have you seen Peter?” I ask her as she laughs drunkenly and shrugs her shoulders.

“Upstairs, first room on the left,” I hear a guy yell out as I hear a bunch of guys laugh.

I quickly make my way through the packed house, up the stairs, and to the first room door on the left.

I open the door and step inside as I hear, “Fuck me harder!”

I feel like I’m having an out-of-body experience as I walk in on Peter fucking Tonya Harrison from behind.

He’s plowing her with her hair wrapped in his hand with his eyes closed as I watch him thrust himself into her two times and then let out an all too familiar sound.

“Peter, what the fuck?!” I yell out as his eyes open, and he looks at me with shock.

“Blake…what are you doing here?!” he yells out with surprise.

“I would ask you the same thing, but I already know the answer,” I reply with disgust as Tonya looks at me with embarrassment.

I exit the bedroom, slam the door shut behind me and walk down the stairs.

Everyone is staring at me.

I feel shocked, angry, and embarrassed as I run through the front door and twist my left ankle as I get into my car.

I can feel my ankle swelling as I drive and have trouble walking as I limp up the stairs and enter my bedroom.

I remove my sneakers and look at my now grapefruit-size ankle in pain.

Jenna walks into my room and looks at me.

“What are you doing back so fast?” she asks me.

“Peter and I are done!” I shout.

“What happened?” she asks me.

“Tonya Harrison happened.

I walked in on him plowing her from behind,” I answer.

“Are you okay?” she asks me.

“Other than my ankle, I’m okay,” I say to her.

“I was heartbroken when I found out Ray was cheating on me,” she replies.

“Well, I'm fine,?” I respond.

“It took me a long time to get over it, but part of me thinks I may never get over it entirely,” Jenna explains to me.

“That was you, and I’m fine,” I reply.

“Ow,” I cry out as I touch my swollen ankle.

“That looks terrible,” she says to me as I reply, “It feels terrible.

I twisted it getting into my car,” I reply.

She sits next to me and slowly removes my sock.

“I’ll rub it for you,” she says as she gently places my foot on her lap and begins to massage my ankle gently.

“That feels good,” I say to her as she smiles at me.

“Are you sure you’re okay?

Maybe you’re in shock or something,” she says to me.

I sigh as Kate yells out, “Oh my God…Blake, are you okay?!” when she enters my bedroom.

“What are you doing here?” I ask with surprise as Jenna stops rubbing my ankle.

“My best friend walked in on her boyfriend screwing a whore.

Where else would I be right now?” she replies in question.

“Kate, I’m fine,” I say to her.

“You're fine?” she asks me as Jenna says, “I’m surprised too, but that’s what she keeps saying.”

“Where’s Craig?” I ask.

“I told him to stay at Grace’s,” she answers.

“What?” Kate asks Jenna because of how Jenna looks at her.

“I don’t get it,” she confesses to Kate.

“Get what?” she asks.

“You and Craig,” she replies.

“What about Craig and me?” she asks with an insulted tone of voice.

“How?” Jenna asks.

“Do I need to explain this?” Kate asks.

“Yes!

Kate, you’re hot.

You’re like model hot, and Craig is cute and all, but he’s kind of…of….ah,” Jenna says as I look at Jenna and shake my head.

“If you say nerdy, we’re fighting!” Kate exclaims.

“You already said it, so I don’t have to,” Jenna says with a mischievous grin as I can’t stop myself from laughing.

Kate crosses her arms and looks at Jenna with fury.

“I’m out of here!” she yells out.

“No, Kate…stay over!” I yell out.

“I’m tired of explaining this,” she says to me.

“One last time to Jenna for me…please.

You know how much I love when you talk about it,” I say with an ear-to-ear smile.

“Fine, but if I’m staying over, I need to change,” she replies.

Kate walks into my closet and changes into the nighttime attire she wore last time she stayed over, which is nothing more than a super long bright pink tee-shirt that ends just past her knees.

Jenna lays on her stomach on my bed as I lay in the same manner as Kate stands at the foot of the bed and begins her story.

“When me, Craig, and Blake were in the eighth grade, I had the hugest crush on this boy named Nick.

Nick was hot, and I was super skinny, zit-faced, flat as a board, and had these terrible braces.

I wrote him a love confession letter against my better judgment and Blake’s advice.

After I handed it to him on a Friday after school, I spent the weekend regretting that I did.

I was sick to my stomach, but part of me felt that I had a slight chance of getting my guy.

I felt that way until after school on the next Monday.

Nick walked up to me with my letter and looked at me.

I can laugh about it now, but it was the furthest thing from funny at the time.

Nick locked eyes with me, crumpled up the letter, threw it at me, and said, “Someone like me can’t and wouldn’t date someone like you.

Look at me and look at you.

I ran home, devastated and in tears.

Blake tried her best to cheer me up, but it was of no use.

Nick told anyone who would listen to my letter, the entire school.

I spent weeks embarrassed and wishing death upon myself as I became the laughingstock of the school.

Craig was furious, according to Blake, but I didn’t see it at all until he had a fist fight with Nick on the next Friday after school,” Kate says to us.

“Craig kicked Nick’s ass for you?” Jenna asks.

Kate laughs and replies, “No, Nick beat the ever-loving shit out Craig, but it was the thought that counted.

I tried calling Craig to thank him for sticking up for me, but he was embarrassed and wouldn’t take my calls.

I went over to Craig's house that Saturday night and made his mom force him to meet me outside.

He wouldn’t look me in the eye at first when I asked him why he fought Nick in my honor.

He was so nervous, but it was adorable thinking back.

He balled his hands into fists as if needing to do so to build up the courage to tell me what he wanted to.

Craig took hold of my hands and looked into my eyes.

He told me that Nick was an asshole and that I was the most beautiful girl in the world.

That I shouldn’t like Nick because I should like him instead.

I thought he was just being nice because we were such good friends until he pulled me into him and kissed me.

I was shocked that he kissed me but even more shocked that I liked that he kissed me.

I kissed him again and asked him if he was serious or just being nice.

He told me that I was his dream girl and had liked me since we were in elementary school.

He kissed me again, called me his dream girl, and said he wanted to be my boyfriend.

He didn’t give a shit that I was flat as a board, had metal in my mouth, was pimple-faced, and was ridiculously skinny.

I had no self-esteem, especially after my fiasco with Nick, but Craig looked at me as if I were the most beautiful girl in the world.

Craig liked me for me.

He liked me for the person I was.

That summer, the braces came off, my face cleared up, and out of nowhere, these puppies,” she said, pointing to her breasts.

“Freshman year of high school, boys who ignored me and never took a second look at me were now drooling over me, including Nick.

I knew I was only getting attention because of how I now looked, but Craig always saw me that way.

He even told me he would understand if I didn’t want to be his girlfriend anymore.

So, when people look at us together and wonder why I’m with Craig, it’s because he always thought I was beautiful even when I wasn’t” Kate finishes her story with a sigh of happiness.

“That’s so sweet,” Jenna says as I look at her and giggle.

I hand her a tissue as she dabs her eyes and blows her nose.

“I’m sorry,” Jenna says to Kate.

Kate smiles at Jenna and replies, “It’s okay.

You’re not the first to ask and probably won’t be the last.”

“He’s your forever,” Jenna says to Kate, filled with emotion as Kate smiles and shrugs her shoulders.

“The plan is to go to go to college together, graduate, get engaged, married, have babies, raise a family, and grow old together,” she says to us.

“I want what you have,” Jenna says as she looks at me and then looks at Kate.

“I’m going to bed, but thank you for telling me your story,” Jenna says as I become fixated on her as she leaves my bedroom, closing the door behind her.

“Why are you looking at me like that?” I ask Kate.

“Like what?” she asks in response.

“You know what I’m talking about,” I immediately reply.

Kate plops onto the bed beside me and lays on her stomach.

She looks at me with amusement and smirks.

“You looked comfortable having Jenna massage your ankle,” she says.

“It felt good, and it was nice of her to do that for me,” I respond.

Tell Jenna the story for me, please,” Kate says, pretending to be me as I roll my eyes.

“You should have seen your laser focus on her when she was leaving the room.

I haven’t seen you this gaga since Sandy Jameson,” Kate says to me.

“I’m not gaga over Jenna,” I respond.

“Blake, you’re so full of shit.

I knew something was up on my dad’s yacht, but this clinches it for me.

Before you started having sex with Peter, I told you that you could not fuck yourself straight,” Kate tells me.

“I know,” I respond through a long sigh.

“What are you going to do?” she asks.

“Nothing, Kate.

There’s nothing to be done.

It’s only been a few weeks, and it’s a small crush,” I respond.

“I’m not talking about Jenna.

The entire school knows Peter cheated on you, making you the hottest free agent since Mikaela.

Dating another guy would be wrong,” she responds.

I look at her as we lay in my bed in silence.

I smirk and her and wink.

“Peter cheated on me, and the entire school knows, making me look like a fool.

I’m now heartbroken and am swearing off guys for the foreseeable future,” I tell her.

“So you’re going to pretend to be heartbroken?” Kate asks.

“Exactly,” I respond.

“Blake, why don’t you finally come out?

Hiding who you are and living a lie is not healthy,” she tells me.

“Neither is spending the last year of high school ostracized.

This year is going to be hard enough without adding unneeded bullshit into the mix,” I explain.

“If you say so,” Kate replies.

Kate heads home first thing in the morning as I hear a knock on my door.

“Sweetheart, Peter is downstairs,” my dad says to me.

“Tell him to go home, please,” I respond to him.

“Did you two argue?” he asks me.

“You can say that,” I say, flashing a smile.

“Don’t ask me to do your dirty work.

Go downstairs and talk to the boy,” my dad says in a reprimanding tone.

“Fine!” I lash out as I head downstairs to see Peter.

I take hold of Peter’s hand and walk him outside to the back of the house.

“What the fuck do you want?!” I yell at him.

“Blake, it was an accident,” he says to me.

I laugh and reply, “An accident is backing your car into a pole.

An accident is spilling a glass of wine onto a white couch.

Sticking your dick inside of Tonya Harrison is not an accident!

Tonya fucking Harrison of all girls!” I scream at him.

“Okay…okay, I’m sorry,” he says to me.

“Sorry?!

Do you think saying sorry is supposed to make me feel any better about this?

I trusted you!

I gave you my fucking virginity, and I’ve always been loyal to you.

I’ve never even kissed anyone else, but you fucked another girl, and I’m supposed to feel better because you said you’re sorry?” I ask him.

“Blake, you’re the reason this happened.

We barely have sex, and we haven’t in a long time.

I have needs,” he says to me as my eyes bulge out of my head.

“Well, you had those needs taken care of with Tonya.

Is she your girl now?” I ask him.

“No, she’s not my girl!

You’re my girl.

I know I fucked up, but it won’t happen again,” he pleads with me.

“Correction, I was your girl!” I scream out at him.

“We’re over?!” he asks me.

“How can you even ask me that question, Peter?!

You cheated on me at the biggest party of the summer.

The entire school will know before the start of the year!” I yell out.

“We’re going into our senior year!

Think about this, Blake!

We have the prom and the senior trip,” he yells back at me.

I can’t believe him!

“You can give two shits me about me.

You’re worried about your fucking reputation!” I screech.

“You and I belong together,” he says to me, now breathing heavily.

“Why?

Why do we belong together?!” I scream with fury.

“Kate is with the dweeb,” he replies as I look at him with stunned silence.

“You started dating me because Kate wasn’t available?” I ask him as I become upset.

“You know how it is, Blake,” he responds.

“No, I don’t know how it is, so explain it to me,” I reply.

“I’m the king, and the king should be with the queen.

The queen wasn’t and isn’t available, so I went with the princess,” he tells me.

“You settled for me.

Wow, thank you so much,” I reply in astonishment as he looks away from me.

I know I don’t want to be with him but hearing these words from his mouth hurts.

I know I’m not Kate, but hearing Peter tell me he settled for me is like a gut punch.

“Come on, don’t do that,” he says to me as tears begin to leave my eyes.

“Listen to me very carefully.

I want nothing to do with you.

Lose my fucking number and pretend I don’t exist.

Forget I exist or that we even dated.

Don’t dare look in my direction ever again,” I say.

“You know what, Blake?

Your fucking loss.

Enjoy social banishment,” he says to me as he walks away from me, down the side of the house.

I feel numb and as if I’m going to be sick.

Peter was using me the entire time for nothing more than his social status.

All the times he told me he loved me were just words.

I walk slowly back into the house where Cindy and my dad drink coffee on the kitchen island.

“Blake, are you okay?” Cindy asks me as I shake my head and begin to sob.

“What did he do to you?!” my dad yells out loud with anger.

“I don’t want to talk about it!” I yell out at the top of my lungs as I run up the stairs and into my bedroom.

I sit on my bed, take hold of my pillow, and bury my face into it as I sob.

Peter used me the entire time.

He was never with me because he liked me.

Peter felt he needed to be with me to keep being the king.

Maybe I deserved this.

I did use him as a shield to prevent anyone from knowing the truth about me.

Jenna walks into my room and looks at me with concern.

“I was afraid of this,” she says to me.

“Afraid of what?” I ask with confusion.

“Delayed grief.

I think you were in shock last night, and the shock has worn off,” she explains to me.

She sits next to me as I raise my head from my pillow and look at her beautiful face.

“I need a hug,” I say to her.

As she hugs me and I hug her back, I only think about how great she smells.

“You need a cleansing,” she says with a warm smile.

“A cleansing?” I ask as she nods and smiles at me.

We let go of one another as she takes hold of my chin and says, “Tonight, we cleanse that asshole from your life.

I want you to get every single item you have.

Get the pictures of the two of you and all the gifts he ever got for you.

Any clothing that reminds you of him, take it as well.

I’ll handle the rest.

Jenna, Kate, Craig, and I are with all my Peter items at Craig's house.

Craig takes all my items, places them into the fire pit, and douses them in lighter fluid.

Jenna hands me a book of matches and smiles at me.

I light a match and throw it into the fire pit.

Every picture of Peter and me, every gift he ever purchased for me, and his football jacket go up in flames.

“Fuck Peter Hastings!” I yell out as Jenna says the same as Kate looks at me.

“Good riddance,” she says, playing along.

“Time for drinks,” Craig says with a smile as we spend the night outside having drinks and talking about the upcoming school year.

Two weeks later, my Jenna crush isn’t close to going away.

My attraction to Jenna is in hyperdrive, and I’m beginning to worry that she knows.

I’m having trouble acting normal around her and find myself staring at her all the time.

She consumes my every thought, and I daydream about her constantly.

I tried my best not to picture her nude as she worked out in spandex shorts and a sports bra.

She was dripping with sweat with her hair pulled back.

I did my best not to look at her through the mirror I was working out in front of but couldn’t help myself.

All I could think about was how great it would be to take a shower with her after our workout.

Another day, we watched television as she ate from a pint of frozen yogurt.

When she placed the spoon in her mouth and licked it clean, all I could think of was that I wished I was the spoon.

Whenever we’ve hung out in the hot tub, sauna, or pool, I become fixated on her body and lips as I find myself giggling like a moron at her every word.

When I’m around her, I can’t stop myself from smiling, and I’m becoming a complete klutz around her.

A couple of days ago, while we ate breakfast, she asked me to pass the orange juice.

My hand was shaking so bad I dropped the bottle on the floor, spilling half the bottle.

I’m crushing on her so bad it’s like I’ve forgotten how to act normal.

I know she’s picking up on my vibe.

I don’t know if she’s seriously flirting with me or messing with me for amusement.

When I fixated on watching her eat frozen yogurt, I watched as a smirk appeared on her face as she then began to lick the spoon and her lips more often as if she knew that I couldn’t look away.

When I spilled the orange juice during breakfast, I said how much of a klutz I was and that I would clean it up.

Jenna said she would take care of it and did.

Instead of bending her knees and crouching to pick the bottle up from the floor, it was as if she purposely bent over with her legs locked so I would stare at her ass.

It’s not only her actions that have my mind twisted.

What she’s been saying and asking hasn’t helped.

“How does my ass look in these?” she asked me as she wiggled from side to side and then bent over.

I tried to respond normally but replied, “Good,” in a barely audible tone.

“Is this shirt too low cut and showing too much cleavage?” she asked as she leaned over to give me a better view.

“If you got flaunt it,” I responded.

“So you think I’ve got?” she replied.

Instead of replying, I nodded and quickly left her room.

The free pass question she asked, along with her answer, had me completely mind fucked.

Jenna and I were at home in my bedroom, flipping through the channel guide on cable.

“Let’s say you’re in a loving and committed relationship, and you have a free pass to have a one-night stand with anyone on Earth.

Who would it be?” she asked.

“Anyone?” I asked in reply.

“Yeah, anyone,” she replied.

“That would never happen, so I don’t know,” I admitted.

“There’s not one celebrity that makes you hot and bothered?” she asked.

“I don’t know.

I’ve never seen a celebrity and was like, “I’m going to drop my panties,” I replied.

She shrugged her shoulders and didn’t say anything else, which made me curious about who her free pass would be.

“What about you?” I questioned.

“Scarlett Johansson,” she answered immediately.

“Scarlett Johansson?” I asked in surprise as she smiled and nodded.

Jenna’s Scarlett Johanson answer made me think that perhaps Jenna was into girls, but then again, it’s Scarlett Johanson.

Maybe she likes girls and boys, but I don’t know for a fact either way, and most important is that I don’t know if she likes me is fucking with me.

Making things more difficult is that we’re constantly around one another at home and when we’re not home.

She doesn’t know anyone here, so she always comes with me to hang out with Craig, Kate, and other friends.

I’m looking forward to school starting again.

I feel when school starts, I won’t be spending as much time around her, and the tension and nervousness I feel when I’m around her will ease up.

I hope this will be the case, but I don’t know for sure.

All I know for sure is that it’s back to school on Monday morning after this weekend.

Today, I spent the afternoon with my dad as Jenna spent the afternoon with her mom, shopping for clothes at the mall.

My dad questioned me nonstop over the colleges I was going to apply to, as well as how Jenna and I were getting along as he told me, “You two seem to be hitting it off.

Keep an eye out for her at school.

It’s going to be a huge change for her.

She’s going to rely on you to show her the ropes.”

“We’re good, and I will,” I replied.

A little past nine at night, Jenna and Cindy arrive home with many bags.

Cindy looks like her normal cheerful self, but Jenna seems off to me.

She looks concerned and uneasy.

I’ve never seen this look on her face before and am unsure what to make of it.

“Jenna, are you okay?” I ask her as she looks at me, flashes a short smile, and nods.

“Are you sure?” I ask her as she looks at me and replies, “You have plans tonight?”

“No, my calendar is wide open.

Kate and Craig are doing a date night, and I don’t feel like going out anyway.

What’s up?” I respond to her.

“If it’s not too much to ask, do you think you can check me out in a few outfits and give me your honest opinion?” she asks.

“Yeah, sure,” I reply as I help her carry her bags into her room.

Jenna removes the clothes from the bags and places them on her bed.

She takes hold of a pair of jeans and a shirt and heads into her closet to change.

A few minutes later, she walks out of the closet to me as I sit in her chair and look at her.

“What do you think?” she asks me.

As I look at the clothes, she’s wearing, both her jeans and shirt look looser than what I’ve become accustomed to her wearing.

“Honestly, it looks good but doesn’t look like what you normally wear,” I answer.

“Perfect!” she yells out as a huge smile comes across her face.

“What are you so happy about?” I ask her as the same uneasy and concerned look appears on her face.

She looks at me as if she’s a bit embarrassed.

“I’m sick to my stomach about starting school on Monday,” she confesses to me.

“Why?” I reply in question.

She lets out a sigh and throws herself back first onto her bed.

“I’m not like Kate, Craig, or you.

I’m just a poor girl from Fresno, and now I’m going to spend my last year of high school as the new girl in Bel Aire.

I’m going to be like a fish out of water, and I’m worried about how people are going to feel about me,” she says to me, speaking a mile a minute.

“Jenna, you’ll be fine, but prepare yourself for the attention you’re going to get from the boys,” I say to her in a joking manner as she sits up in her bed and now has a pained look on her face.

“That’s what worries me!

I’ll be the shiny new toy to the boys, and I don’t doubt for a second that it’s not going to bring heat from girls.

More important, heat from girlfriends.

I was here for a couple of days and dealt with the Peter and Craig thing, but this is an entirely different level,” she says to me with panic present in her voice.

“Is that why you have a new wardrobe of loose-fitting clothes?” I ask her with amusement.

She looks at me and says, “It’s not funny,” as she appears to start becoming upset.

“How are you worried about this?” I say to her as she looks at me.

“You’re going to get attention no matter what you wear.

However, you could do one thing,” I say to her.

“Tell me!” she exclaims.

“Cover your face,” I reply and laugh.

“Funny!

You’re so so funny you should become a comedian!

You are not helping me at all, Blake!” she says to me with frustration as I now feel bad for making light of her feelings.

I get off the chair and sit at the foot of her bed.

She plops her body onto the bed and sits next to me.

With her head laying sideways on her bended knees, she looks at me as I watch a tear fall from her eye.

“Jenna, don’t,” I say to her as she says through tears, “I can’t help it.”

I lightly tap her leg as she unbends her knees as I embrace her.

I lean over and say into her ear, “You can try to change how you look by changing how you dress, but it won’t matter.

You’re more than a beautiful girl with an amazing body.

You’re smart, funny, caring, and a good person.

If people at school can’t see past your looks, it’s their loss.

I don’t know you all that well, but I know you well enough to know you’re more than some hot girl.

No matter what, you have Kate, Craig, and most important me,” I say to her as I rub her back and then stop embracing her.

“Do you mean it?” she asks me.

“I wouldn’t lie to you,” I ask her.

“You wouldn’t like to me?” she asks.

“Of course, I wouldn’t, Jenna,” I answer with sincerity.

“You think I’m a beautiful girl with an amazing body?” she asks as I let out a nervous laugh and nod.

She now has an extremely serious look on her face.

Jenna runs her fingers through her hair and smirks at me.

“What do you think is most amazing about my body?

Is it my huge breasts, flat and tone stomach, or my perfect ass?” she asks.

“I don’t know.

It’s all nice,” I answer nervously.

I may have only known Jenna for a little while, but I’ve never heard her talk that way about herself.

Oh my God!

That noise I thought I heard outside my door when I was describing Jenna to Craig was Jenna!

She heard every word I said to Craig about her!

I smile at her but can’t bring myself to say a word to her in response.

“Do you think I have the body of a demon and the face of an angel?” she asks me in the same serious tone.

I’m embarrassed beyond belief.

I don’t know what to say, how to act, or what to do.

“Do you think on a scale from one to ten that I’m a twenty and on par with Kate?” she asks.

I quickly get off her bed and look at her with embarrassment.

As I take a step to walk away from her, she takes hold of my hand and gets off her bed.

She smiles at me and says, “Can you please answer me?” as I close my eyes tightly and then slowly open them.

“I want to know,” she says to me as she moves closer to me.

“I’m sure you already know the answers,” I respond to her.

Jenna lets go of my hand.

She strokes my hair slowly as she gazes into my eyes.

“You said you wouldn’t lie to me,” she says as she presses her body against mine and continues to stroke my hair.

The way she’s looking at me makes me feel nervous, afraid, and vulnerable.

“I know you heard what I said to Craig when we first met,” I tell her.

She smiles and says, “I didn't mean to.”

“It doesn’t matter because you heard what I said.

Have you been messing with me this entire time?” I ask.

“I haven’t been messing with you.

Okay, maybe I’ve been messing with you a little bit,” she admits as fell I can die on the spot.

“My lips are softer than they look,” Jenna says.

“I wouldn’t know, so I’ll take your word for it,” I reply

“You don’t want to find out for yourself?” she asks.

My nerves are causing havoc as I look at her.

Jenna gazes deep into my eyes, and I feel her hands on my hips.

As I watch her close her eyes, I close my eyes and feel her lips press against mine.

Her lips are softer than they look.

I feel her lips leave mine, and I open my eyes.

She smiles at me as I panic.

I begin to walk away from her when she yells out, “Blake!”

I stop dead in my tracks.

I turn around and look at her.

She’s looking at me with an upset expression on her face.

“We’re not sisters,” she says to me.

“I know that,” I respond.

“What’s the issue?” she asks.

“I don’t have an issue,” I answer.

“Apparently, you do.

From the first day we met, you looked at me as if I were a five-course meal and you hadn't eaten in days.

You said what you said to Craig about me.

You’ve been nervous around me, and you look at me as if you want me.

I kiss you, and you’re running away,” she tells me.

“Why did you kiss me?” I ask.

“I thought you wanted me to,” she instantly replies.

“So you’re messing with me the same way you have since we met,” I respond.

“I’m not messing with you.

I’m trying to mess around with you,” she responds.

“Why?” I ask.

“Why do you think, Blake?” she immediately asks in reply.

“I don’t know,” I admit.

She closes the distance between us and again kisses me.

I feel her tongue lick my lips, and I open my mouth slightly.

She touches my tongue with her tongue as I feel my stomach drop and my knees become weak.

I stop kissing her and take a few steps backward.

Jenna looks at me with confusion and an upset expression.

“Good night,” I say to her as I walk so fast out of her room I’m almost running.

I enter my bedroom and grab my car keys.

I exit my bedroom, walk down the stairs and yell out, “I’m going to Kate’s!”

I leave the house, get into my car and drive off faster than I should.

I slam on the brakes a few blocks from my house and realize I forgot to take my cell phone.

I drive to Kate’s house and park my car in the driveway.

I exit my car and walk to her front door.

I ring the bell and begin to pace.

“Hi, Blake,” her mom Heather says when she opens the door.

“Hi,” I respond.

“Blake isn’t home,” she says.

“Oh,” I respond.

“Is everything okay?” she asks.

“Yeah, why?” I answer in question.

“You look pale,” Heather responds.

“I’m good,” I respond and begin the short walk back to my car.

As I watch Kate pull into the driveway, I feel relieved.

I watch Kate get out of her car, and Craig get out the passenger side.

“Craig, go home,” I say to him as he looks at me.

“I don’t think so,” he responds.

Kate looks at me and says, “Craig, go home.”

“How am I supposed to get home?” he asks.

Kate tosses her key at him and says, “See you in the morning and put gas in it.”

“Kate,” he whines.

Craig looks at me and asks, “What in the hell is going on?”

“Girl issues,” I respond.

“What kind of girl issues?” he questions.

“Craig!” I shout.

“Fine…I’m going,” he says.

Craig gets into Kate’s car and drives off.

“I’m freaking the fuck out,” I admit to her as I can tell she’s annoyed.

“Did I ruin your night?” I ask.

“No, you saved me,” she responds.

We enter her house and go straight to her bedroom.

“What is going on?” she inquires and then locks her door.

“Jenna and I kissed,” I answer.

“Kiss how?” she inquires.

“Tongues were involved,” I confess.

“Congratulations,” she responds.

“I ran away from her.

I freaked out, said goodnight, and came here,” I admit.

“I thought you wanted to bury your face between her legs,” she responds with a wink.

“I do!” I exclaim.

“You didn’t like it when you kissed?” she asks.

“I more than did,” I answer.

“Why are you here then?” Kate asks.

“I don’t know,” I answer.

“You’re gay!” Kate exclaims.

“I think we established that,” I respond.

“No, Blake.

Thinking you are and having no doubt is different.

Kissing Jenna has left no doubt, and it freaked you out.

I get it,” she tells me.

“How do you get it?” I ask with puzzlement.

“Issues are issues,” she replies.

“What are you not telling me?” I ask.

“I tell you everything,” she responds.

“Kate, you know you can tell me anything,” I tell her.

“I know, Blake,” she says.

“What’s going on.

You haven’t been yourself for months,” I say.

“Nothing is going on, Blake,” she responds.

Kate looks like she wants to tell me something, but she won’t.

“Jenna must be angry with me,” I reply, changing the subject.

“Talk to her,” Kate says.

“I don’t know what to tell her,” I respond.

“I’m sure when you see her, you’ll figure out what to say to her,” Kate says.

I didn't plan on spending the night with Kate, but I did, and now that I’m home, I know I need to talk to Jenna.

I knock on her bedroom door and don’t hear anything.

I open the door and find Jenna with her earbuds in her ears dancing in the middle of the room.

She looks at me and takes her earbuds out of her ears.

“Out,” she says to me.

“I want to talk,” I reply.

“You said all you needed to last night so go,” she responds.

“Jenna, please,” I reply.

“I was only two days into summer vacation, and suddenly I’m riding my bike to Bel Aire to move into the home of a man I barely know.

As if adjusting to a new life at the speed of light wasn’t enough for me to deal with, I had to deal with an immediate attraction to my new stepsister.

When you told me you had a boyfriend, I felt relieved.

I thought no matter the attraction I had toward you, it wouldn’t go anywhere.

Then I accidentally heard the conversation you had describing me to Craig and noticed how you looked at me.

I thought it was all in my head, but the more time we spent together, the more I believed that it wasn’t.

I began to do things intentionally more and more often, hoping that if I were right, you’d make a move, but you wouldn’t.

You know the story.

I made a move, and you rejected me.

I hope you had your fun playing mind games with me,” she says.

“It’s not like that,” I respond.

“Tell me what it’s like then,” she replies.

I place my hand behind her head and push her face toward mine.

I kiss her, and we kiss as we had last night.

We stop kissing as she looks at me and smiles.

“I’m gay,” I say to her.

“And here I thought you were straight,” she replies with humor.

“My sexuality has been something I’ve struggled with my entire life.

I don’t know how people would react, but I’m not ready to find out,” I respond.

“Blake, I don’t want friends with benefits thing.

If that’s what you’re looking for, we should stop anything from going further,” she tells me.

“I don’t want that either, but I also don’t want to deal with anyone knowing,” I admit.

“Oh,” she responds.

“Your mom is married to my dad, and even though we’re not sisters, we are to an extent.

You’re new here, and people finding out would be fucked up for both of us,” I say.

“So, you want to be with me but not be with me?” she asks with confusion.

“What I’m trying to say is I want to see where this can go between us for the time being until we decide otherwise,” I respond.

“I can deal with that,” she says.

“Ready for tomorrow?” I ask her as she shakes her head.

“Listen, I need to talk to you about something,” she says to me.

“Okay,” I respond.

“It’s important to me that I find my way at school.

I don’t want people to treat me differently because I’m friends with you, Jenna, and Craig,” she says to me.

“People wouldn’t treat you differently because of us,” I attempt to explain to her.

“You know they will.

I’m the girl of the woman your dad married, and that’s it,” she says to me as I shrug my shoulders and reply, “If that’s what you want.”

“That’s what I want,” she responds.

Jenna worried about the attention she was going to receive with good reason.

Jenna is the talk of the school, and no one seems to care that Peter and I are no longer a couple.

The boys are beside themselves, and the girls look at her with a dislike that is nothing more than jealousy based on Jenna’s looks.

Jenna has a swagger and edge to her I hadn’t seen.

She returns looks of envy with disdain and has a stare that goes through people.

The first week of school has come and gone in a blur.

As we sit in her room, she looks at me and says, “This is going to be the longest and worst school year of my life.

Everyone fucking hates me,” she says with an upset tone.

“None of the guys I know of,” I say to her jokingly as she shakes her head and then rolls her eyes.

“Everyone without a dick,” she says with annoyance.

“The first week at a new school is always the hardest.

Just keep being you, and things will change for the better,” I say to her confidently.

“If I keep being me, things will change but not for the better,” she says to me with a sigh.

“What do you mean?” I ask with concern.

“Forget it, Blake,” she says in a tone that tells me she doesn’t want to talk about the subject any longer.

I gently stroke her hair as she lets out a sigh of comfort and says, “Keep doing that.”

“You want to do something tonight?” I ask her.

“Yeah, you,” she responds.

I laugh and reply, “I was thinking more along the lines of hanging out and swimming,” I reply.

“Then I can do,” she says with a devilish grin.

“You're sexually harassing me,” I say.

“I know,” she responds with a cheesy smile.

Let me change, and I’ll meet you out by the pool,” I tell her.

I enter the backyard to find Jenna sitting in the hot tub, looking up at the sky.

I get into the hot tub and sit across from her.

“Where are our parents?” I ask her.

“San Diego for the weekend,” she says to me as I feel dumb for not remembering.

“Is your dad always away from home this much?” she asks.

“Yeah, but it’s nice to know that he has your mom with him now,” I reply.

“The same old same for me.

She was never home before, and she’s not home now,” Jenna says with an upset tone.

“Do you think they’re going to last?” she asks me.

“Time will tell, but I hope so,” I respond.

“It’s a nice night,” she says to me as I nod my head in agreement.

“I’ve always wanted to do something,” she says to me.

“What would that be?” I ask her.

“Skinny dipping,” she says to me, raising and lowering her eyebrows.

“Really?” I ask her as I swallow my saliva loudly.

“Yeah, you want to?” she asks me with a smirk as I shrug my shoulders.

“Great!” she says out loud with excitement as she exits the hot tub.

I watch her remove her bikini top and bottom, run and dive into the pool.

I nervously exit the hot tub, remove my bikini, and dive into the pool to join her.

“This feels amazing,” she laughs in a childlike manner as I feel my nerves slowly begin to fade away.

I can’t bring myself to take my eyes off Jenna.

As we tread water, I can’t help but stare at her tits.

I watch her swim to the shallow end of the pool and then swim toward her.

I place myself with my back against the wall of the pool as I crouch to keep my nude body under the water.

She gets up to her feet and places her wet hair over her right shoulder as I gaze at her perfect nipples, tits, and tone stomach.

“Come here,” she says as she uses her index finger to call me to her as I crouch walk to her.

She takes hold of my hands and pulls me up to my feet.

I watch her stare at my nude body and feel a bit shy that she is.

“I have a confession to make,” she says.

“What’s that?” I reply.

“I’ve been skinny dipping before.

I just wanted to get you naked,” she tells me.

I open my mouth wide and then laugh.

Jenna places her hands on my hips as I feel her hands take hold of my ass.

“Oops,” she says with laughter as I feel my entire body become tense.

She presses her body against mine as my heart pounds.

With her tits pressed against mine, our lips meet, and I suddenly feel excitement course through my body.

As I feel her tongue lick my lips, I open my mouth slightly as I feel her tongue touch mine.

As we French kiss, it’s as if I’m no longer in control of my body.

Without thought, I place my hands firmly on Jenna’s ass as I begin to rub and squeeze her ass cheeks.

We stop kissing as she smiles at me and says, “I like kissing you.”

I giggle and lightly kiss her lips.

“I want you,” she says to me.

I’m so nervous my body shakes.

“Jenna, it’s not that I don’t want to.

I don’t want to rush anything,” I say to her as she kisses me and gazes into my eyes.

“Okay,” she says as we again French kiss.

As we continue to kiss, she begins to run her hand across my stomach as I now feel her hand and fingers moving down below.

I feel her fingers run across my pussy as I stop kissing her gaze into her eyes.

As Jenna touches me, I wrap my arms around her neck.

“You want me to stop?” she asks

It feels so good that I don’t want her to stop, but I also don’t want this to happen in the pool.

“Jenna, stop,” I say to her as she stops touching me.

“Let’s go into the pool house,” I say to her.

We enter the pool house as Jenna suddenly has an expression on her face I haven’t seen before.

She quickly walks into me with a force that sends my body crashing against the wall.

Jenna licks my lips, inserts her tongue into my mouth, and runs her hands all over me.

I love how she’s kissing and touching me and don’t want her to stop.

Her hand once again runs down my stomach as I feel her fingers on my pussy again.

Jenna begins to kiss and lick my neck as I feel her fingers begin to caress my pussy and then feel her fingers press against my clit.

“The bedroom now!” I command as she kisses me and smiles.

We kiss and caress one another as we go into the bedroom of the pool house.

Jenna pushes me onto the bed as I look at her with lust.

She places herself next to me on the bed as I kiss her passionately.

Jenna squeezes my breasts and then licks each of my nipples.

She kisses down my stomach and places herself between my legs.

“Oh, fuck!” I cry out in pleasure as I feel her tongue explore my pleasure zone.

I place my hand behind her head and grind myself into her mouth.

“You’re going to make me cum!” I exclaim.

I said she would make me cum, but I know I’m going to cum shortly.

Jenna sucks on my clitoris and penetrates me with her finger.

She finger blasts me while nibbling and sucking my clitoris.

I feel so good I think my head may explode.

I begin to pant and take hold of the bedsheets.

“Fuck!” I screech as my body begins to tremble, and I have the greatest orgasm I have ever experienced.

Jenna removes her fingers from inside me and stops sucking my clitoris.

I let go of the sheets and place my hands over my face as Jenna giggles.

Jenna removes my hands from my face and kisses my lips gently.

“I told you I wanted to do you tonight,” she says.

I know what I want to do to her, but I’m worried I won’t be good.

I insert my tongue into her mouth as she flicks her tongue against mine.

She takes hold of my hand and places it between her legs.

I run my fingers across her pussy and discover she’s extremely wet.

“Like that,” she cries out as I slowly play with her clit in a circular motion.

I want to go down on her so fucking bad, but I’m nervous.

I stop playing with her and grind my body against hers.

The feeling of my tits rubbing against hers feels erotic and sensual.

I quickly lick down her stomach and place myself between her legs.

I look at her as she bites down on the lower right corner of her bottom lip, and I decide to go.

I begin to lick her pussy and then penetrate her with my tongue.

I tongue fuck her pussy as she moans and cries in pleasure.

I then suck her clitoris and penetrate her with my middle finger.

“You’re good at this!” she screams out as I feel confident.

“Blake…Blake…Blake,” she says my name over and again as I feel her body become tense.

I can feel her body become tense and then loosen as she moans.

I stop sucking her clitoris and remove my finger from inside of her.

“That was amazing,” she says to me in between kisses as I smile at her.

“I was okay?” I ask.

“Nope.

You were fucking terrible.

I never needed to fake an orgasm before,” she says with laughter so hard she’s crying.

“Shut up,” I say to her as I kiss her.

We spoon with Jenna playing the part of the big spoon.

“You ready?” she asks.

“Ready for what?” I reply in question.

“Round two,” she says as she again places herself on top of me.

“I can’t move,” I admit.

“Me neither,” she responds as we both pant while drenched in sweat.

Waking up next to Jenna almost doesn’t feel real.

If this is a dream, I don’t want to wake up.

I watch her sleep and smile as I see her eyes twitch and slowly open.

“Good morning, beautiful,” I say to her.

“I can get used to this,” she responds.

“Get used to what?” I question.

“Waking up to you every morning,” she says.

The first month of school is over, and I went by so fast.

Being with Jenna has been amazing, but everything else hasn’t been.

Jenna has a ton of heat from girls, especially from Kara.

Although Jenna tells me she doesn’t care, I know she does.

Kara hates Jenna’s guts for no other reason than Jenna has been spending a lot of time at school with Kara’s boyfriend, Scott.

Scott is a great guy, and even if he could cheat with Jenna, he wouldn’t because he’s whipped.

Everyone knows he’s whipped, especially Kara

Jenna and Scott have an almost identical schedule and get along great.

Kara shouldn’t be jealous, but she is.

Kara and I have been friends for a long time, and I know I can quell the issue, but Jenna doesn’t want me to.

Kate has me beyond worried.

Something is bothering her, but she won’t talk to me.

She won’t talk to me about what’s going on, and we’ve always talked about everything.

Kate is the only person who knows about Jenna and me, and although I’m worried, I’m getting pissed off at her.

Craig is worried about his relationship with Kate, and I would love to help him out, but I can’t.

Craig thinks I’m choosing Kate’s friendship over ours by not telling him what he thinks I know, and that’s pissing me off.

I feel that whatever is bothering Kate has to do with Craig, but I don’t know what it is.

They’ve always been so sweet and caring toward one another, but Kate has been short and annoyed with him.

Last week at lunch, Jenna made a joke that she and I found funny.

Jenna looked at Craig as if she didn’t know him as we sat at the table.

She looked at Craig as Craig looked at her in confusion.

“Sorry, I didn’t recognize you.

I forgot what you looked like since you’re head is always up Kate’s ass,” Jenna said.

Jenna laughed, and I spit out my iced tea with laughter.

Craig shook his head, and Kate said, “Tell me about it.”

After Kate said those words, there was an awkward tension in the air.

Craig got so upset he left the table, and soon he did. Kate rolled her eyes.

Jenna, Kate, and I walk across the parking lot after school.

“You’re not waiting for Craig?” I ask Kate.

“Thankfully, he has plans for a change that don’t involve me,” she answers.

I find Kate’s statement odd and concerning.

“What the fuck?!” Jenna exclaims through clenched teeth.

Jenna quickly sprints toward her motorcycle, where Kara sits.

Both Kate and I sprint to catch up with Jenna.

“Get the fuck off my bike!” Jenna shouts.

“Stay the fuck away from Scott!” Kara exclaims.

“Get the fuck off my bike!” Jenna repeats.

“Actions have consequences!” Kara screams as a crowd gathers.

“If you don’t get off my bike, you’re going to need a dentist to replace your missing teeth and a plastic surgeon to fix your face!” Jenna screeches.

The crowd begins to ooh and aah.

“Try me bitch!” Kara responds

Jenna snatches a bottle of soda from Kyle’s hand.

She throws it into the air and then strikes the bottle with a roundhouse kick.

The bottle flies off her foot like a bullet and stikes Kara in her shoulder.

Kara quickly and nervously gets off Jenna’s motorcycle and says, “Stay away from Scott,” as she walks away.

Jenna shakes her head, gest onto her motorcycle, and starts the engine.

She puts her helmet on and drives off.

“Jenna is a badass,” Kate says to me with surprise.

“Are we going to my house or yours?” I ask.

“Neither.

I’m meeting up with my dad at the stadium,” she responds.

“Call me tonight,” I respond.

“That goes without saying,” she responds.

I arrive at home and walk up the stairs toward my bedroom.

Jenna walks out of her bedroom and looks at me.

“Why do you have that look on your face?” she questions.

“Kate lied to me,” I instantly answer.

“How do you know she lied to you?” Jenna inquires.

“The tone of her voice changes,” I respond.

“What did she lie about?” she replies in question.

“She told me she’s meeting with her dad,” I respond.

“If she’s not doing that, what do you think she’s going to do?” Jenna asks.

“I don’t know,” I admit.

“If Kate is hiding something, she’ll you when she’s ready,” she tells me.

“Hey, what in the hell was that at school?” I ask.

“It’s called a roundhouse kick,” Jenna answers.

“I know what it’s called, but how do you know how to do that?” I respond.

“I’m a black belt in karate.

I’ve been training since I was five,” she answers.

“I had no idea.

When did you stop?” I reply.

“When I moved here,” she immediately responds.

“Do you miss it?” I question.

“Yeah, I miss it and a lot of other things,” she tells me with an upset tone of voice.

“Anyway, I have a ton of homework to do and going to get started,” she says.

“Okay,” I respond as she kisses me and walks back into her room.

That night instead of Kate calling me, she texts me stating she’s home but is going to bed.

“Hey, you two want to come to the game tonight,” Kate asks Jenna and me as we hang out in Kate’s bedroom.

“I’ll go,” I answer.

“What game?” Jenna asks with confusion.

“World Series,” Kates says with a smile.

“Isn’t the game sold out already?” Jenna asks.

I can’t help but laugh as I look at Jenna and answer, “Kate’s dad is the president of baseball operations for the team.

We don’t need tickets to watch the game from the owner’s box,” I reply.

“Shut up!” Jenna exclaims with excitement.

“I take it you’d like to go,” I say to Jenna as she begins to jump up and down.

“Is Craig driving?” I ask Kate as she laughs and replies, “Do we not need a designated driver.”

“We can drink too?!” Jenna yells out.

As Craig drives us to the stadium, Kate looks at him and says, “Don’t be embarrassing, Craig.”

“Am I ever?” he asks as Kate replies with annoyance, “Yes, which is why I just told you not to be embarrassing.

No asking for autographs and no hugging players.”

“That happened like once,” Craig replies as she laughs and replies, “If once was equal to always,”

“Whatever, Kate,” he replies as we pull into the private lot, and Kate greets the security guard.

“Is my dad here yet?” she asks as the man replies, “He’s been here since noon.

Big day today.

Park it over there.”

We enter the stadium through the private entrance as the head of security greets Kate warmly.

“Katerina.

It’s been a while since I’ve seen you,” he says to her as I look at Kate.

“Is my dad in his office?” she responds.

“No, Mr. Ivanov is down in the clubhouse.”

“Thank you, Chuck,” she says as she hugs him and we walk through the stadium.

“Craig!” Kate snaps at him as he rolls his eyes and says, “I know Kate…God!”

“Craig…giddy up!” I say with laughter as I jump onto Craigs back.

“Did you gain a few?

You seem heavier,” he says while carrying me on his back.

I slap him on his shoulder and reply, “Actually, I’ve dropped a few.”

The team manager greets us when we enter the clubhouse.

“Francisco!” Kate yells out with happiness as they embrace.

“Where’s my dad?” she asks as he replies, “Meeting with the manager.

He shouldn’t be too long.”

“Holy shit!

Is that who I think it is?!” Craigs yells out as Kate looks at him with a death stare.

“Craig, what the fuck did I say before we got here?!” she says with annoyance.

“I know, but that’s Ricardo Hernandez!” he says with excitement.

“This is why I don’t bring you here more often.

I know who it is.

He knows who he is, so don’t Craig!” she seethes.

“Can I get your autograph, dude?!” Craig yells out as Kate looks as if she’s about to erupt.

He’s easily over six feet tall and has long slicked-back black hair.

“He looks so young,” Jenna says with amazement as the young baseball player walks toward us.

“Youngest payer in history,” Kate tells us.

Jenna whispers into my ear, “He’s fucking hot,” as I look at her and feel jealous.

“Ricky, I’m so sorry,” Kate says to the player as he smiles and replies, “It’s okay” in a hot Spanish accent to go along with his dimples and light eyes.

Ricky signs Craigs jersey with a black marker as Craig suddenly hugs him.

“Craig!’ Kate screams at the top of her lungs as Ricky looks uncomfortable while staring at Kate.

“Sorry about that,” Craig says to Ricky apologetically when Craig lets go.

“Craig, take Jenna and Blake up to the suite,” Kate says to him through clenched teeth as Craig looks deflated.

“Seriously?” Craigs asks as Jenna stares a hole through him.

“Okay,” he says as we exit the clubhouse and begin to walk to the suite.

“That guy must be getting laid nonstop,” Craigs says with admiration.

Jenna laughs and says, “I don’t doubt it for a second.”

We enter the suite and watch the players take batting practice.

Kate enters the suite with the owner, her dad, mom, and a few team executives.

“Thank God for home-field advantage,” Craig says to Jenna’s dad, Steven.

“Why do you think Hernandez hits so much better at home?” Craig asks Steven.

“He’s been much better in the playoffs,” Steven replies.

“Yeah, but that’s because it’s only a few days.

During the season, when you guys were on a road trip for longer than a three-game series, it was like he would forget how to play,” Craig responds.

“He’s young, and he’ll be better next season,” Steven responds.

Jenna and I are getting something to eat from the spread inside the suite.

“Blake, do you find it odd?” she asks.

“Do I find what odd?” I reply.

“Every time Ricky comes to the plate, he looks up to the suite,” she answers.

“I don’t know.

Maybe that’s just what he does,” I respond.

Ricky comes to the plate with a runner on first base in the bottom of the ninth inning, with the team losing by one run.

He smokes a pitch deep over the left-field seats as the crowd erupts with joy and happiness as Ricky rounds the bases.

As he crosses home plate, he makes the sign of the cross, taps his lips twice, and points up to us.

“That happened because I hugged him!” Craigs yells out with glee.

Everyone in the suite is screaming and hugging with joy.

“World champions!” Steven yells out as he hugs Kate tightly.

“What a fucking night!” Craig shouts as we drive home.

“Drop me off, and then you can take Jenna and Blake home,” Kate tells Craig.

“How about I drop them off first, and then I go home with you?” he replies.

“My parents are coming home, Craig,” she responds.

“I know, but it’s going to be a while until they get back,” he replies.

“Drop me off first, Craig,” she tells him.

When Craigs pulls into her driveway, she says goodnight to Jenna and me.

Kate exits the car without kissing Craig goodnight, and I can tell he’s upset.

Craig drives us to my house, and when he stops, his car says, “Blake, I need to talk to you.”

“I can take a hint,” Jenna says as she exits the car and walks inside of the house.

“Has Kate said anything to you about her and me?” he asks.

“No, not a word,” I answer honestly.

“You’re not lying to me, right?” he responds.

“Craig, I swear she hasn’t anything to me,” I reply.

“I don’t know what’s happening.

She told me she wanted space, and I’ve given it to her, but things have gotten worse instead of better.

Kate never wants to hang out with me anymore, and when we do, she’s not affectionate at all,” he tells me.

“How bad is it?” I question.

“We haven’t had sex in months,” he confesses.

“How many months?” I ask in shock.

“Since July,” he admits.

“Craig, that’s three months,”  I say in shock.

“I know how long it’s been, but I don’t know why.

Will you please find out what’s going for me?

I don’t want to do,” he says to me with tears in his eyes.

“I’ll try, but I can’t promise you anything,” I tell Craig.

“Thanks, Blake,” he responds.

“How do I look in these jeans,” I ask Jenna.

Flirtatiously, she answers, “Good enough to eat.”

I giggle and smile at her.

“So I should buy these then?” I ask.

“I want you to buy them so I can rip them off you,” she says.

We walk to the cashier.

As the cashier rings me up, Jenna wraps her arms around my waist from behind and kisses my cheek.

The way the cashier is looking at me makes me uncomfortable.

Jenna and I exit the store, and as we walk, she takes hold of my hand.

I gently pull my hand away and rub my hands together.

“I’m itchy,” I say to her.

“I want ice cream,” she says.

“Okay,” I respond as we walk to the food court.

Jenna buys a vanilla ice cream cone and a chocolate ice cream cone for me.

“Want some?” she asks.

“Yeah,” I respond as she presses her lips to the ice cream and then presses her lips against mine.

I quickly pull away from her and smile.

Jenna looks at me, rolls her eyes, and quickly walks.

I know she’s mad at me.

“What’s wrong?” I ask.

“Nothing,” she answers in a tone that says otherwise.

Jenna doesn’t say a word to me on the ride home.

As soon as we arrive home, she goes into her room and slams the door shut.

I answer my ringing cell phone.

“What’s up, Craig?” I ask.

“Is Kate with you?” he asks.

“No, why?” I answer.

“I’ve been trying to get in touch with her and haven’t been able to.

I thought she might be hanging out with you,” he responds.

“If I see her or hear from her, I’ll tell her to call you,” I reply.

“Alright,” he says with sadness.

I gently knock on Jenna’s door and ask, “Can I come in?”

The door quickly opens as Jenna looks at me with her arms crossed.

“What do you want to do tonight?” I ask her.

She shrugs her shoulders and keeps staring at me.

The doorbell rings.

“Are you expecting someone?” I ask her.

“Who would I be expecting?

It’s not like I know anyone here besides your friends,” she answers.

The doorbell again rings.

I walk down the stairs and to the front door.

I open the door to see three girls and two guys.

I stare at the pretty girl with long black hair and dark blue eyes.

She looks familiar, but I can’t put my finger on why.

“Hi, I’m looking for Jenna Erickson,” the girls say to me.

“She’s upstairs,” I respond.

“Blake, right?” she asks.

“Yeah,” I reply.

“I’m Courtney,” she says.

“Oh God, come in!” I exclaim.

I now know why she looked familiar to me.

It’s the picture of her and Jenna that sits on Jenna’s dresser.

“Where are you bitch!” Courtney exclaims as soon as I close the door behind everyone.

I watch Jenna look down from the upstairs hallway and over the ledge.

Jenna’s eyes and mouth open wide as I watch her run at full speed down the stairs.

Jenna and Courtney run to each other and embrace.

“Oh my God!” Jenna cries in surprise and happiness as they hold each other.

They let get of one another as I watch tears stream from Jenna’s eyes and down her cheeks.

“I can’t fucking believe you’re here!” Jenna cries as Courtney laughs.

“Surprise bitch,” Courtney responds with laughter as Jenna hugs the other girls and the two guys.

Blake introduces me to everyone with joy I’ve never seen before.

With Courtney is her brother Chris and his girlfriend, Samantha.

The other guy is Chris’s best friend, Trevor, and the other girl is Trevor’s girlfriend, Tabitha.

“I told you I was going to visit one of these days,” Courtney says to Jenna as Jenna again hugs Courtney.

“I missed you so much,” Jenna cries as Courtney looks at her.

“Stop crying before you make me cry,” Courtney says.

“The parents are away, right?”  Chris asks.

“They’ll be back on Monday morning,” I respond.

As Jenna gives Courtney a tour of the house, I help everyone else brings their bags as Chris and Trevor bring two large boxes filled with beer and liquor inside.

It’s almost like Jenna is different as I see her with her friends.

I’ve never seen her drink or hear her curse so much since I’ve known her.

After ordering pizzas and eating, the party makes its way outside.

It’s only a little after nine o’clock at night, but Jenna is extremely drunk.

“I’m going to fucking destroy tonight,” Jenna says to me as she kisses me so hard I think she busted my lip.

“Not if you’re going to be sick,” I reply.

Jenna laughs and then sucks on my bottom lip.

Jenna walks into the house with Samantha leaving me sitting next to Courtney with everyone else in the pool.

Courtney looks at me with her glassy eyes and clinks her beer bottle against mine.

“Hearing in her voice how bad she has it for you is one thing, but seeing it is another thing,” she tells me.

I can’t help but smile at Courtney's words.

“How serious are you about her,” Courtney asks.

“We’re together,” I answer.

“I’m surprised she’s doing so well here, but I’m proud of her.

It wasn’t too long ago that she would have had the girl who sat on her bike eating from a straw.

She promised Cindy she’d be on her best behavior and so far so good,” Courtney says.

“Courtney!” Samantha yells out as soon as she enters the backyard.

“What’s going on, Sam?” Courtney asks Samantha.

“Jenna is fucking wasted.

She’s in the bathroom, hugging the toilet,” Samantha answers.

“I’ve got her,” Courtney says as she rises from her seat, and I follow her into the house.

As Samantha said, Jenna is in the bathroom off the kitchen, vomiting profusely.

“Please tell me you’re holding,” Jenna says.

“I always hold,” Courtney replies as she helps Jenna to her feet.

“I need to brush my teeth,” Jenna says.

The three of us go upstairs to Jenna’s room.

Jenna enters her bathroom as Courtney enters her closet.

“You've got to be shitting me!” Courtney says through laughter and then exits her closet.

Jenna exits the bathroom and says, “Roll it now.”

I’m stunned to watch Courtney roll a joint after joint.

“We’ll burn outside,” Jenna says as the three of us go back outside.

“You smoke?” Courtney asks as I shake my head and reply, “I’m good.”

Everyone is high and laughing their asses off except for me.

“Where the fuck are your clothes, bitch?” Courtney asks Jenna.

“In my fucking closet, whore,” Jenna replies with laughter.

“How long are you going to keep this shit up for?” Courtney asks.

“I’m doing great!” Jenna responds.

“I know, but for how long?” Courtney asks.

“For as long as I can,” Jenna replies with laughter and begins coughing.

It’s now eleven at night, and Jenna is so fucked up she’s almost incoherent.

“Not much has changed,” Chris says as he picks her up and carries her into the house.

I show everyone to their rooms except for Courtney as Courtney is in bed with Jenna.

“I want to go home,” Jenna says to Courtney.

“You are home,” Courtney replies.

“This isn’t home, and I don’t like it here.

It’s fucking horrible, and I don’t belong here,” Jenna says.

“You’re doing well, so keep doing what you’re doing,” Courtney replies.

“What about Blake?” Courtney asks with a devilish grin on her face as Jenna has no clue that I’m in her room.

“Fuck, Blake,” Jenna responds.

“Aren’t you doing that already?” Courtney asks in reply.

“I’m tired of being her lesbian secret.

It’s all good when we’re alone, but you should see her in public.

God forbid anyone sees her being affectionate toward me,” Jenna responds.

“Talk to her about it,” Courtney says.

“There’s no point.

Blake is…is…um,” Jenna begins to say and stops speaking.

Courtney says, “Jenna is in dreamland.”

“I’m going to bed, but crash here with her,” I reply and leave Jenna’s room.

“That’s not a good idea,” Courtney responds.

“Why isn’t it a good idea?” I ask with surprise at her statement.

“No reason,” Courtney nervously replies.

“Good, so stay here,” I tell Courtney.

I exit Jenna’s bedroom and go into my bedroom.

“No, I haven't spoken to or seen Kate,” I respond to Craig's text.

I look at the time and find it both strange and concerning that, I haven’t even received a text from Kate all day long.

I call Kate and feel relief that she answered her cell phone.

“Where are you?” I ask her.

“On my way to you,” she responds.

“How far away are you?” I question.

“I’ll be there in five minutes,” she answers.

I leave my bedroom and wait for Kate outside in the front of the house.

I watch her pull her car into the driveway.

I can immediately tell she’s upset as she walks toward me.

“Who’s car is that?” she asks.

“Jenna’s friends came to surprise her,” I answer.

Kate’s cell phone begins to ring as she sighs and allows it to ring long enough to go to her voicemail.

“Craig?” I ask.

She nods and looks at me.

“Why are you avoiding him?” I inquire.

“I’m staying with you tonight,” she tells me.

“Can I text Craig to let him know you’re here?” I ask.

“Don’t!” she snaps at me.

Kate and I go into the house and then into my bedroom.

“I don’t know how to do it,” she tells me.

“You don’t know how to do what, Kate?” I question.

“How to break up with Craig,” she says.

“Break up with Craig?!

What?!

Why?!” I ask in complete and utter shock.

“There’s someone else,” she answers.

“Kate, tell me,” I say to her.

She shits in my bed as I take a seat next to her.

“I didn’t mean for this to happen.

My dad thought it would be a good idea for me to show Ricky around when he got called up since we’re so close in age and all.

We were spending a lot of time together, and it just happened.

“You’re sleeping with the ballplayer,” I state with surprise and anger.

“I have been for a while now…since July,” she confesses.

“Jenna, that doesn’t just happen!

Craig doesn’t deserve this!

He worships you, and he’s going to be fucking devastated!” I yell at her.

Kate looks at me, and the waterworks begin.

“Craig isn’t the same person he used to be, and neither am I.

He worships me, but he doesn’t love me.

He just likes being with me because it makes him feel good about himself,” she explains.

“All you’re doing is making an excuse for what you’ve been doing.

I’m not buying what you’re selling.

Why didn’t you talk to me about this before anything happened or when it first happened?” I respond.

“I didn’t want to put you in the middle of things,” she responds.

“Well, I’m in the fucking middle of things now, Kate.

You either tell him, or I will,” I respond.

“I want to tell him, but I don’t know how to tell him,” she says.

“Kate, I love you and all, but I don’t want to be around you right now.

You’re no better than Peter.

Go home and figure this shit out on your own the same way you got into this on your own,” I tell her.

“Okay, I deserve that,” she responds.

As I watch Kate walk toward my door, I feel terrible about what I said to her.

“I’m sorry!

Don’t go!” I yell out.

Kate stops walking, turns around, and faces me.

She slowly walks back to my bed and sits down next to me again.

“How serious is this thing with Ricky?” I ask.

“We’re in love,” she immediately responds.

“When you started sleeping with Ricky, you stopped sleeping with Craig,” I say.

She nods and looks down at the floor.

“I know you don’t want to, but I need to let at least Craig know you’re okay,” I tell her.

“Alright,” she responds.

I text Craig, “Kate is safe and with me,” and change for bed.

My doorbell is suddenly going off nonstop as Kate looks at me with a pained look on her face.

“I knew this was going to happen,” she tells me.

“Kate, tell him,” I say to her.

“Please, come with me,” she replies.

I nod, and we then exit my bedroom.

We walk down the stairs together and watch Kate open the door.

“What the fuck, Kate?!” Craig shouts at the top of his lungs.

“I need to tell you something,” she says in a low voice.

“Yeah, you do!” he shouts.

Before I know it, everyone except Jenna has walked down the stairs.

“Kate, talk to me!

What is going on?!” Craig yells.

“I don’t want to be with you anymore.

I’m sorry, but there’s someone else,” she responds.

“You’ve been cheating on me?” he asks with shock as Kate replies with a nod.

“We can get this past this,” he says.

“Dude, she’s hot and all but don’t be that guy.

I would spit in her face if I were you,” Trevor says.

“I don’t know who you are but mind your business, dude!” Craig responds.

“Craig, I don’t want us to get past this.

We’re over,” Kate says.

“How long and with who?!” he shouts.

“Ricky since July,” she answers.

“Over,” he says as the realization that he and Kate are no longer a couple comes over him.

“You know about this, didn’t you?!” Craigs yells as he looks at me.

“I found out a little while ago,” I respond.

“Bullshit!

You’re my best friend, but Kate is your best friend.

I knew something was up, and I believed you, Blake.

Fuck both of you!” Craig shouts as he angrily leaves the house.

“I knew it was a good idea to visit this weekend,” Courtney says.

“I’m glad I was able to entertain you all!” Kate screeches.

“You did so, thank you,” Tabitha responds.

“Hi. I’m Courtney,” she flirtatiously says to Kate.

“You cannot seriously be hitting on me right now,” Kate responds with annoyance.

Kate looks at me and throws her hands in the air.

“Too soon?” Courtney asks as I look at Courtney in astonishment.

“You think?!” I exclaim.

Wait a minute!

Courtney did just hit on Kate.

Courtney also told me it wasn’t a good idea to share a bed with Jenna.

I’m going back to bed,” Courtney says.

“Not with Jenna, you’re not!” I exclaim.

“This is so fucking awesome,” Chris says.

“What is going on?” Jenna asks in a whiny voice as she enters the living room.

“Outside, now!” I shout at Jenna.

“I’m going home,” Kate says.

“Kate, go to my room now!

Courtney, go to Jenna’s room.

Everyone else, go to where you were!” I scream in such a loud tone, and with a fury, that saliva flies from my mouth.

“I don’t feel good,” Jenna replies as I stare at her.

“Jenna, outside,” I respond.

“I’m going back to bed,” Jenna says.

“If you don’t go outside now, I’m going to drag you outside by your hair,” I reply.

“In your fucking dreams,” Jenna responds.

I scream at the top of my lungs as the house becomes dead silent.

“Fuck me?

Fuck you, Jenna,” I say to her as I angrily walk up the stairs with Kate following behind me and into my bedroom.

Kate and I spend the night talking until the sun comes up.

I awake in bed alone and look at the time to discover it’s close to three in the afternoon.

I walk outside and see that my car is the only vehicle in the driveway.

“Thanks for chasing my friends away,” Jenna says to me.

“I didn’t tell them to leave,” I respond.

“You may as well have,” she says with anger.

Jenna and I enter the house together as I stare at her.

“I thought I knew you, but seeing you with them makes me realize I don’t know you as well as I thought,” I tell her as she rolls her eyes.

“We need to have a serious discussion,” I say.

“Because you want to have a discussion doesn’t mean that I do,” she responds.

“You should want to talk because I want to talk,” I reply.

“That’s the same as me saying because I want you to do certain things you should do them, and we know that’s not the case,” she responds.

“I’m not a mind reader, Jenna,” I reply.

“Please, Blake.

Some things shouldn’t need to be said,” she replies.

“Like what?” I ask defensively.

“How about that you’re so afraid of anyone finding out you’re a fucking dyke that I need to be your secret?” she responds.

“I was honest from the start, but you haven’t been with me,” I reply.

“I never lied to you,” Jenna responds.

“You haven’t been honest with me, though either,” I say.

“I’m an open book baby, so if there’s anything you want to ask me, ask away.

I don’t have anything to hide, unlike you,” she responds.

“Is Courtney gay?” I question.

“Nope.

When she gets twisted, she lets her freak flag fly,” Jenna answers.

“You ever do anything sexual with her?” I ask.

“Yeah, lots of times, but only when we were both fucked up,” she answers.

“Where did you meet her?” I inquire.

“Juvenile detention,” she answers.

“You were in juvenile detention?” I ask with disbelief.

“More than once,” she replies.

I don’t know what to say.

It’s like I don’t know Jenna at all.

“What’s wrong, Blake?

Could it be you don’t like my answers?

I told you I’m an open book and having nothing to hide, so keep asking, and I’ll keep answering,” she says to me.

“Do you hate living here?” I question.

“In this house, no.

In Bel Aire, absolutely.

Our high school is nothing more than a bunch of rich kids whose biggest worry is about who’s fucking who and what others think,” she answers.

“Is that what you think about me?” I ask.

“You're seriously asking me that question after what I said earlier.

Let me repeat what I said since you somehow already forgot.

You’re so afraid of anyone finding out you’re a dyke that I need to be your secret.

I need to be your secret because you’re worried about what other people think.

You’re so worried you don’t care how it makes me feel.

You don’t want anyone to know I’m a lesbian because you think it will somehow affect you.

You’re no different than anyone else here,” she tells me.

“Fuck you, Jenna!” I scream at her.

“You were, but that’s not happening anymore,” she responds.

“That’s fine with me,” I respond.

“Of course it is.

Now, no one will ever find out about us,” she replies.

This fucking sucks and has been the longest two weeks of my life.

Craig won’t talk to me, and neither will Jenna.

Once enough time passes, I think I’ll be able to hash things out with Craig, but Jenna is another story.

Not only won’t she talk to me at school, but she won’t talk to me at home either.

Enough time has passed since the summer that guys are asking me out.

My excuse of not wanting to date because of what Peter did to me over summer break hasn’t done much to deter guys.

I miss Jenna so much it hurts.

“What do you think it would be like if I came out?” I ask Kate as we hang out at her house.

“I don’t know Blake, but if you decide to come out, you know you have me no matter what happens,” she answers.

“You finish your college applications yet?” I ask.

“No, but it doesn’t matter.

Even if I wasn’t a legacy, you and I both know where I’m heading,” she replies.

“I don’t know if I’ll get into U.C.L.A?” I tell her with concern.

“Did you put in your early application as I told you?” she asks.

“Yeah,” I reply.

“Don’t worry about it then.

We’re both getting in, and we’re going to have the time of our lives,” she responds.

“What about Ricky?” I inquire.

“If Ricky and I are supposed to stay together, we will, and if we’re not, we won’t.

I can’t worry about the future.

I just need to live life,” she answers.

“I’m worried about Craig,” I tell Kate.

“Yeah, me too.

We had like a five-hour conversation last night, and it went nowhere.

After what I did, he still wants to be with me,” she explains.

The next day Kate and I are having lunch when I see Kara staring a hole into Jenna as Jenna and Scott talk from the table next to us.

“Enough is enough!” Kara explains and slaps the top of the table.

I watch Kara walk towards Jenna and Scott and jump off my seat.

I run to Kara and grab her hand.

“Kara, don’t.

I swear to you that Jenna is not interested in Scott.

They’re just friends,” I say.

“Bullshit.

She wants him, Blake,” Kara responds.

“We’re friends, Kara, and have been for a long time.

I wouldn’t lie to you about this, and you’ll be picking a fight you can’t win,” I reply.

“Look at them, Blake,” she says with an upset tone.

“They’re talking.

They get along, and you know he would never cheat on you,” I respond.

“I don’t look like her,” Kara says.

“Who does?” I ask in reply.

“You and Kate,” Kara immediately answers.

“Please don’t go over there,” I say as Scott notices Kara and smiles.

Scott stops talking to Jenna and walks to us.

“Hey, beautiful,” he says to Kara and then kisses her.

“We have enough time to get something off-campus,” she says.

“Let’s go,” Scott responds.

I let out a sigh of relief as Scott and Kara exit the cafeteria.

I look at Jenna as she looks at me.

I smile at her, but she doesn’t smile back.

I slowly walk to her and stop in front of her.

“I miss you,” I tell her.

“You have an odd way of showing it,” she replies.

“You were right.

You were right about everything,” I admit.

I watch as Jenna flashes a smile.

“We should talk,” she tells me.

Suddenly there’s a loud boom that silences the cafeteria.

I watch Kate leave her seat and look out the window.

She’s joined by a few people when someone yells out, “Oh shit!”

Kate stops looking outside and looks at me.

“That bike is fucked up!” someone else yells out.

Jenna’s eyes open wide as she runs out of the cafeteria as Kate runs to me.

“It’s her bike,” Kate says with panic.

One blood-curdling scream later, and everyone rushes outside.

Jenna’s motorcycle is beneath Kara’s car, and Jenna is standing motionless.

“You’re dead, you fucking bitch!” Jenna screams as she kicks the drive side window shattering it.

Jenna is trying to grab Kara as Scott gets out of the car.

“It was an accident and my fault!” Scott exclaims.

“Liar!” Jenna screeches as I do my best to get myself to Jenna.

“Jenna, it was an accident, and it was all my fault!

I’ll pay to get it fixed!” Scott shouts.

A security guard places his arms on Jenna’s shoulders and pulls her backward violently.

He pulls her back with such force that Jenna loses her balance for a moment.

I watch Jenna strike the security guard with two rear elbow strikes to his torso followed by a left rear elbow strike to his face.

The security guard crashes to the floor and holds his nose while thriving in pain as Jenna spins her body around and gets into a fighting stance.

She looks down at the security guard on the floor and then at me.

“I didn't know who it was!” she exclaims.

“Get the fucking car off her bike!” I scream at Scott.

Kara gets out of the car, and Scott gets into the driver's seat.

A few people hold the motorcycle in place as Scott reverses the car.

Jenna is in tears as she drops to her knees and looks at her bike.

A few minutes later, the police and an ambulance arrive.

I watch in horror as Jenna is handcuffed and placed into the back of the police car.

After one o’clock in the morning, Jenna arrives at home with my dad and Cindy.

Jenna takes a seat on the couch as Cindy begins to pace in front of her.

My dad looks at me and smiles.

“Cole took care of it.

All is good,” my dad says.

“All is not good, Will!” Cindy screams.

“What do you have to say for yourself?” Cindy asks Jenna.

“I’ve told you repeatedly what happened!

If I weren’t telling the truth, the police wouldn’t have released me!” Jenna exclaims.

“The only reason you were released is because of Cole!” Cindy screams.

“Babe, calm down,” my dad says to Cindy.

“Stay out of this, Will, and let me deal with my daughter!” Cindy screams.

“Fine,” my dad says with frustration as he exits the living room.

“When does it stop Jenna?” Cindy asks.

Jenna doesn’t answer and stares at Cindy.

“Dad’s bike is fucking destroyed, and you don’t give a fuck!” Jenna exclaims.

“I give a fuck that I don’t have t worry about you killing yourself on that thing anymore,” Cindy replies.

“The only person you’ve ever given a fuck about is you!” Jenna shouts.

“You know that’s a lie, Jenna.

If that were true, I wouldn’t have done the things I’ve done for you while you fought me every step of the way.

No matter how many times you fucked up, I’ve always been there.

Did you already forget how many times I dragged my ass to jail to visit you?

You weren’t there to see me cry myself to sleep because I didn't know what to do with you.

I do something to make myself happy for once in my life, and you’re doing your best to ruin it.

I have news for you, Jenna.

It’s not going to happen.

You should be taking advantage of the opportunity you have instead of fucking it up,” Cindy says.

“You should have left me in jail,” Jenna says.

“I will next time.

How long is that going to be, by the way?” Cindy responds.

“You should have left me in Fresno with uncle Jett instead of forcing me to come here,” Jenna says with tears streaming from her eyes.

“I didn’t leave you with him because I love you.

I would ask if he’s called you to check in on you, but I know the answer.

In the five months you’ve been here, he hasn’t called you once.

He’s too busy getting drunk, doing drugs, and trying to get laid to bother with you,” Cindy says.

“He’s busy running the shop!” Jenna screams.

Cindy shakes her head and stares at Jenna.

“You’ll make excuses for him but hold so much animosity toward me,” Cindy says.

“You were never around for me!” Jenna states through sobs.

“I needed to pay the rent, put food in our stomachs, and put clothes on our backs.

You have no idea what it was like for me.

I did the best I could,” Cindy responds.

“All I am is a disappointment to you, right?!

Lesbian fuck up daughter!” Jenna shouts.

“You know I’ve never cared about your sexuality.

What I had an issue with is was your much older girlfriend.

I told you what would happen with that girl, but of course, you fought me on that as you have with everything else.

I don’t care that you’re gay and never have.

At least I don’t need to worry about getting knocked the way I did.

You aren’t a disappointment to me, but the choices you make are disappointing.

When are you going to stop your shit and grow up, Jenna?” Cindy responds.

“I’ve done everything you told me to do.

I changed the way I dress, I changed how I act, and I’ve been going to school every day.

I know I’ve screwed up in the past, and I worried that I would screw up here, but I haven’t.

What happened today isn’t my fault, but you don’t believe me.

No matter what I say, you won’t believe me.

I don’t care, so think whatever you want,” Jenna says as she runs up the stairs.

Cindy looks at me and says, “I’m sorry you had to hear that.”

I flash a smile as Cindy exits the living room.

I go upstairs and knock on Jenna’s door, but she doesn’t respond.

I attempt to open the door, but it’s locked.

I go into my bedroom and go out onto the balcony that connects our rooms.

I attempt to open the sliding door into her room, but it too is locked, and I can’t see inside.

If Jenna wants to be alone, the best thing I can do is leave her alone.

As soon as I wake, I exit my bedroom and go to Jenna’s door.

I knock on the door and turn the handle to discover her door is locked.

I enter her bedroom, but she’s not inside.

I go downstairs, where my dad and Cindy are drinking coffee and in what appears to be a serious conversation.

“Good morning,” I say to them.

“Good morning, sweetie.

Did you talk to Jenna when we got home?” my dad responds.

I shake my head and ask, “Why?”

“She’s been gone since at least three this morning.

I went to her bedroom to check in on her, and she wasn’t there.

She’s not answering her cell phone,” Cindy explains.

“Cindy, I should have said something earlier, but I didn’t.

I saw everything that happened.

She was upset, and I never saw her so angry.

Jenna kicked and broke Kara’s window and tried to grab Kara, but Scott got out of the car and told her it was his fault that Kara crashed into the bike.

Jenna didn’t believe him at first, but she was calming down.

Scott and Jenna are good friends, and she would never hurt him.

The security guard grabbed her by her shoulders and jerked her back.

He didn’t identify himself.

He grabbed her so hard he yanked her backward.

She didn't know who grabbed and yanked her, only that someone did.

She only hit him three times, and as soon as she turned around realized who she had hit, Jenna said she didn’t know who it was.

She was defending herself.

Had the guard said “School security” or anything to her before grabbing her, it wouldn’t have happened, ” I explain.

My dad stares at Cindy as Cindy looks at me.

“That’s what she told me,” Cindy says with sadness.

“I’ll try to get in touch with her,” I tell Cindy and my dad.

I call her, but she doesn’t answer.

I text her and stare at my cell phone, waiting for her reply.

“Thanks for having my back!” she replies.

“I told your mom what happened,” I reply.

An hour later, Jenna is yet to reply to my text message.

I called her cell phone a few times, but she didn’t answer.

I go into her bedroom and look around.

Everything looks normal.

I open her closet and walk inside to discover half her clothes are gone!

I go to her dresser, and it’s the same thing!

I run downstairs, tell my dad and Cindy what I discovered, and tell them that she’s not responding to my texts or phone calls.

When I awake on Sunday morning, my dad tells me that Cindy left for Fresno to try and find Jenna.

Cindy arrives home in the evening, crying her eyes out.

“Her friend Courtney doesn’t live where she used to anymore, and the number I have for Courtney is no longer in service,” Cindy explains.

“What about her uncle?” I ask.

“Jett sold the shop and moved.

I met the new owner, and when I went to his apartment, the superintendent told me he moved out,” she explains.

“She must be with Courtney,” I respond.

“I don’t know where Courtney is, so I don’t know where Jenna is,” Cindy responds in tears as my dad hugs her.

Cindy reports Jenna missing.

I text Jenna, “Your mom reported you missing,” but she doesn’t respond.

It’s been ten days since Jenna ran away, and no matter how many times I text her and call, she won’t respond.

All I’ve been doing is crying, and I don’t care that Craig still isn’t talking to me.

Kate keeps telling me I’m being insane for feeling responsible for Jenna running away, but I don’t see it this way.

Jenna and I wouldn’t have argued if I had not been afraid about anyone finding out I’m gay and showed affection toward her in public.

Everyone would have known Jenna, and I were a couple, and Kara wouldn’t have cared that Jenna and Scott were hanging out all the time.

Scott and Kara wouldn’t have had the argument that resulted in Kara crashing into Jenna’s motorcycle.

Jenna wouldn’t have beat up the security guard had the accident not happened.

If Jenna never beat up the security guard, Cindy would not have argued with Jenna.

Jenna would be here with me had I done things differently, but I can’t change the past.

Two days into winter break, and there’s still no word from Jenna.

I want her to come back, but it’s more than that.

I need her to come back home.

“Blake, let’s at least go for a drive or something.

You can’t just stay at home and cry,” Kate says.

“I don’t know what to do, Kate.

I miss her so much, and I’m afraid something happened to her,” I respond.

“You said it yourself.

She’s with Courtney, and I’m sure she’s fine,” she replies.

“Yeah, but I’m not fine.

We were about to make up, and now she’s gone,” I reply while crying.

“Jenna won’t be gone forever.

She’s going to come back,” Kate responds.

“I can’t stop crying.

I don’t know what’s wrong with me,” I admit.

“Why do you keep crying?” Kate questions.

“I miss her so much.

I miss everything about her.

I miss her face and her smile.

I miss holding her and kissing her.

I miss talking to her and having fun doing nothing.

I feel like part of me is missing,

The thought of never hearing her voice or seeing her again makes me want to die,” I confess.

“Oh my God, Blake,” Kate says as I look at her with puzzlement.

“You’re in love,” Kate tells me.

“What?” I reply.

“You’re in love with Jenna,” she says.

“No, I’m not,” I respond.

“Blake, think about it.

Seriously think about it,” Kate tells me.

As I sit here thinking about all that’s happened and how I feel, I know Kate is right.

“I love Jenna,” I admit.

“If you tell her, maybe she’ll come back,” Kate says.

“I don’t know where she is, and she won’t answer my calls or texts.

I don’t know if she feels the same either,” I explain.

“I have an idea,” Kate says.

I can’t believe I’m going to do this, but I’ve thought long and hard about it.

My heart is pounding, and my pulse is racing as I take hold of my cell phone.

“Jenna, I have your back.

I would have still told your mom what I saw had you not taken off.

I know we weren’t in a good place, but I need you to come home.

I need you to come home because I love you.

I love you, and I promise things will be different.

If you love me, you’ll come home,” I say into her voicemail.

I end the call, sigh, and slowly turn my head.

“Cindy!

How long have you been standing there?!” I exclaim.

Why won’t she say something?

She’s just standing here expressionless.

“Please, don’t tell my dad,” I say in a low tone.

Cindy walks to me and takes hold of my hand.

“Okay,” she responds, lets go of my hand, and exits my bedroom.

I’m an idiot!

Why didn’t I close and lock my door?!

It’s New Year’s Eve and a little over a week since I left the voicemail.

I haven’t received a return call or even a text message.

I feel empty inside.

Feeling this way makes me realize how hurt and miserable Craig must be.

I have a lot of living left to do, but I don’t know if there’s a worse feeling than being in love with someone who doesn’t love you back.

“Where's my dad?” I ask Cindy when I enter the kitchen.

“He’s running around getting ready for tonight.

It doesn’t feel right to have a New Year Eve’s party with Jenna missing,” she says.

“I’m sure Jenna has plans with Courtney, so if she’s going to have a good time tonight, we should too,” I respond.

“Are you okay?” she questions.

I shrug my shoulders and look at her.

Cindy gives me a hug and smiles.

“Why is he back so soon?” Cindy questions as we hear the front door close loudly.

Cindy and I exit the kitchen and walk toward the front door.

“Hi, mom,” Jenna says as she drops her backpack and lets go of her suitcase.

Cindy quickly runs and embraces her tightly and starts crying.

Cindy lets go of her and then stares at her.

“Where were you?” Cindy inquires.

“With Courtney,” she responds.

“Don’t ever do anything like this again.

You are not to leave this house for anything other than school.

After school, you will come home immediately after.

You will do this until I tell you otherwise.

Have I made myself clear?” Cindy says calmly.

“Yes, mom,” Jenna responds as Cindy again embraces her tightly.

“I’m sorry, baby,” Cindy cries.

“Me too,” Jenna replies as Cindy lets go of her.

“Go unpack and give me your dirty clothes,” Cindy says.

“Okay,” Jenna says.

Jenna looks at me and flashes a smile.

“Can you give me a hand?” she asks.

I nod my head and pick up her backpack from the floor.

We walk up the stairs and enter her bedroom.

Jenna closes the door behind her and locks it.

“At least your back in time for school,” I say.

“Blake, I just got your message this morning,” she tells me.

“You didn’t check your voicemail for over a week?” I question.

“Courtney and I went out with Tabitha and her friends, and I lost my phone.

I didn’t know I had dropped in her friend Beth’s car.

She went to get her car washed, and when they cleaned the inside of her car, one of the workers found my phone.

Beth dropped it off late last night.

I plugged it in to charge and went to sleep.

When I woke up this morning, I heard your voicemail,” she explains.

Jenna places her hands on my hips and tries to kiss me.

“Did you do anything with Courtney while you were away?” I ask.

“Why does that matter?” she asks.

“Because it does so answer my question,” I respond.

“Maybe,” she replies.

I push her away from me and look at her with fury.

“You fucking did!” I scream.

Jenna laughs as she looks at me with a huge smile.

“No, I didn’t.

I love you too,” she tells me.

“You two okay in the there!” Cindy says loudly through the door as she attempts to open the door.

“Yeah, mom, we’re fine,” Jenna answers.

“Open the door, please,” Cindy says.

Jenna unlocks the door and opens it.

“What do you need, mom?” Jenna asks.

“Are you hungry?” Cindy asks.

Jenna shakes her head.

“Alright, but don’t lock your door,” Cindy says and walks away.

“That was strange,” Jenna says.

I laugh nervously and look at Jenna.

“Your mom heard me leave the voicemail,” I confess.

“Did she freak out?” Jenna asks.

“Not at all.

I asked her not to tell my dad, and she said okay.

We haven’t talked about it at all,” I answer.

Jenna goes into her backpack, pulls out a small wrapped jewelry box, and gives it to me.

“What’s this?” I ask.

“Christmas present,” she answers.

I excitedly unwrap the box and open it.

Jenna’s gift is two necklaces with two half heart charms that perfectly align when placed together.

“I know it’s cheesy,” Jenna says.

“I love it.

Thank you,” I respond.

“I have something for you too,” I tell her with excitement, but you need to follow me.

Jenna follows me to the door that connects the house to the garage.

“Wait here until I tell you to come inside,” I tell her and then enter the garage.

I can’t wait to see the look on her face!

“Come in, Jenna!” I shout.

Jenna enters the garage, and the look on her face is priceless!

“Oh my God!

How?” she exclaims and immediately starts crying.

“It looked way worse than it was, and I asked your mom before I got it fixed,” I explain.

Jenna sits on her motorcycle and runs her fingers over the gas tank.

She turns the engine on, revs it a few times, and then turns it off.

“Kate helped, and Ricky knew someone who was able to get it done fast,” I further explain.

“Follow me now,” she says to me as she wipes her tears away with her fingers and gets off her motorcycle.

We exit the garage through the door on the other side as I follow Jenna into the backyard and then into the poolhouse.

Jenna locks the door as I then follow her into the bathroom, where she again locks the door.

She turns on the water in the shower and looks at me with lust.

We kiss passionately, slowly undress one another and enter the shower.

We explore each other’s bodies as we wash one another with the warm water crashing over us.

Jenna pins me against the back wall of the shower and places her hand in between my legs.

As she kisses me, she caresses my pussy with her fingers.

Jenna kisses and licks each of my nipples and drops to her knees.

“Oh, Jenna,” I moan as I feel her tongue lick every inch of me.

I place my hands on her head and slowly grind myself into her mouth.

Jenna places her hands on my hips and turns me around as I place my hand against the shower wall.

She penetrates me with her finger and kisses each of my ass cheeks.

“That feels so good!” I cry out in pleasure as I feel Jenna’s tongue alternate between rimming my asshole and entering her tongue into my ass.

While alternating between sucking and tongue fucking my ass, she finger blasts my pussy.

My body trembles, and my knees become weak as I explode in pleasure.

Jenna slowly rises to her feet as I turn around and shove my tongue into her mouth.

We French kiss and then stop.

“That felt so fucking good,” I say to her with satisfaction.

“I’ve been dying to do that to you,” she responds.

“My turn,” I tell her as I spin her around and gently push her toward the shower wall.

Jenna braces herself against the wall as I had earlier.

I eat her pussy from behind and find my face quickly saturated in her juices.

As Jenna had done to me, I ate her ass while finger blasting her pussy until she orgasmed.

I turn off the water, exit the shower with Jenna, and dry off.

After the ball drops and the party makes its rounds hugging, kissing, and saying, “Happy New Year,” I feel sad.

I was hoping Craig would have come with his parents, but he didn’t.

I should have known better.

I wouldn’t want to see Kate with Ricky if I were him.

Jenna and I go into the garage.

We gaze into one another’s eyes.

“Happy New Year,” she says to me.

“Happy New Year,” I respond.

We kiss passionately, stop kissing and give one another a series of pecks on each other lips.

I squeeze her ass tightly as she giggles with a huge smile on her face.

I’m confused as I watch her smile disappear, and she pulls my hands off her ass.

“Hi, Will!” Jenna exclaims.

I quickly turn around and look at my dad.

“Hi, daddy,” I say.

“The bike looks great,” he says and quickly exits the garage.

“Shit!” I exclaim as Jenna laughs.

“It’s safe to say that if my mom didn’t tell him, he knows about us.

We’re never going to have sex again,” she says.

I laugh and look at her.

“Would you mind if I left for a little while?” I ask.

“Where are you going?” she asks in reply.

“I need to see Craig,” I answer.

“Tell him Happy New Year for me,” Jenna says.

Jenna and I exit the garage and enter the house.

I walk toward my dad to let him know I’m going to see Craig.

“He’s over there, Blake,” my dad says to me as he then points to Craig.

I walk to Craig and say, “Happy New Year,” as he wishes me a happy new year, and we hug.

“When did you get here?” I ask.

“A few minutes before the ball dropped,” he answers.

“I was going to leave to go your house,” I tell him.

“Good thing you didn’t,” he replies.

“We need to talk,” I say to him.

“Yeah, we do,” he responds.

We exit the house and go out to the backyard.

“Listen, Blake.

I know you didn’t know that Kate was cheating on me, and I’m sorry for accusing you.

I’ve wanted to apologize, but I wasn’t sure how to approach you,” he tells me.

“It’s okay.

I figured if I gave you enough time, we would eventually do what we’re doing now.

I can’t imagine what it’s been like for you.

How have you been?” I respond.

“Terrible, but it’s a New Year, so hopefully, I can go from terrible to okay.

I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to watch baseball again, though,” he says, followed by a short laugh.

“Did you see Kate tonight?” I ask.

“Yeah, and we wished one another a happy new year.

I even shook Ricky’s hand,” he answers.

“What’s new with you?” he asks.

“I’m gay and in a relationship with Jenna.

My dad walked in on us fooling around earlier, so that’ll be interesting,” I reply.

“I’m glad you finally came to terms with your sexuality,” he says.

“You knew?” I ask in shock.

“Sandy Jameson,” he says with a wink and a smile.

“So we’re still friends then?” I respond.

“I realized that my plan of going away to college with Kate was more of me tagging along with you and Kate.

The two of you always planned to go to college together, which somehow became my plan.

You are my best friend, but Kate has always been and will always be your best friend.

What’s most fucked up about all of this is that I not only lost my girlfriend but my best friend,” he says.

“Craig, I can still be your best friend.

Nothing needs to change,” I say to him, becoming emotional.

“Blake, we’ll always be friends, but it won’t ever be the same.

You and Kate will be at college together, and I’ll be somewhere in New York,” he responds.

“New York?” I ask with surprise.

“Yeah, I decided I’m going away to college in New York.

I don’t know where I’ll be accepted, but that’s where I’m heading,” he answers.

“We have a lot of time before we graduate,” I tell him.

“Yeah, we do, but it’ll be over before we know it.

It was stupid to think that I had met the girl I would spend the rest of my life with when I was seven.

It was also stupid of me to think I wouldn’t spend the last year of high school as a social outcast,” he says.

“You’re not a social outcast, Craig,” I immediately respond.

“The hottest and most popular girl in school dumping me says otherwise but screw it.

It’s just high school, and one day I’ll look back at all this shit and laugh about it,” he responds.

“I love you, Craig,” I say to him.

“Love you to Blake,” Craigs responds.

Craig told me it was just high school during our conversation, and the more I thought about it, the more I agreed.

It was just high school.

Kate and I had a long conversation and agreed on what we would do.

I was nervous when we went back to school for the first day after winter break.

Kate, Kara, and I took a seat in the cafeteria as I waited nervously.

Scott walked into the cafeteria with Jenna as he carried a wrapped box.

Kara looked at them with jealousy as they took a seat a few tables away.

Jenna ripped the paper off the box, opened the box, and shouted with glee.

Jenna removed the custom-painted motorcycle helmet and then hugged Scott.

Kara looked like she wanted to cry as I rose from my seat and walked to Scott and Jenna.

Jenna put the helmet on and looked at me.

“How do I look?” she asked.

“Amazing as always,” I answered as I removed the helmet from her head.

I placed the helmet down on the table and smiled at Jenna.

“I love you, and I promise things will be different,” I said to Jenna as she looked at me with confusion.

I placed my hands on her hips, pulled her into me, and kissed her.

She looked completely shocked, and then she kissed me back.

“Oh shit!” a guy yelled out.

“Aren’t they sisters?!” a girl shouted.

“She’s not my fucking sister!

She’s my girlfriend!” I exclaimed and took hold of her hand.

I didn't give a shit that the buzz in the cafeteria was all about me.

It was just high school.

Scott picked up the helmet, and the three of us joined Kate and Kara.

Kara looked at me with the biggest smile I had ever seen on her face.

Craig entered the cafeteria as I looked at Kate and said, “You’re up.”

Kate rose from her seat and walked to Craig.

“I’m so sorry for what I did, Craig!

Please take me back!” Kate shouted as the cafeteria became completely silent.

“You made your choice, Kate!” Craig exclaimed.

“Craig, please!

If you don’t want to take me back, at least be with me one more time!

Ricardo doesn’t compare to you!” Kate responded.

“Never again!” Craig shouted.

Kate placed her hand over her mouth and then ran out of the cafeteria.

I looked at Jenna and said, “I’ll see you after school.”

I rose from my seat and ran after Kate.

As we had planned, we met inside the girl's bathroom.

“How did I do?” she asked.

“Perfect!” I responded as we both laughed.

After what Kate had done to Craig, she had no problem doing what she did for him that afternoon.

Craig spent the rest of his high school days far from being a social outcast.

I never again had an issue showing affection toward Jenna in public.

Kate and I were accepted and attended U.C.L.A. as we had always wanted.

We lived together for all four years, and even though I never thought it would be possible, we became closer because of it.

Jenna was accepted to and attended Loyola Marymount.

Jenna and I didn’t attend the same college, but only eleven miles and a fifteen-minute drive separated our campuses, so it was almost like we were.

It couldn’t have worked out better for our relationship.

I find it amusing that Kara and Jenna became close friends as Kara also attended Loyola Marymount.

Kara once hated Jenna because she was jealous of Jenna's relationship with Scott, who she broke up with that summer before college.

Ricky and Jenna were together until the summer between our freshman and sophomore years of college.

He was a professional baseball player, and Kate was a college student.

They were in different places in life, and it became too much for them.

Apparently, Kate had a thing for athletes.

Kate dated a basketball player, tennis player, and football player before meeting the love of her life, Johnathan, who played hockey.

He was a star and drafted in the first round but suffered a career-ending injury during his first season.

They married a year later, and a year after that, John built and opened a sports complex in Los Angeles.

Kate helps him operate the business, and it does extremely well.

They have two kids.

A son named Channing and a daughter named Taylor.

While in college, Jenna taught self-defense classes for girls and loved doing it even though she did it for free and on her own time.

After she graduated, Jenna took a job as a salesperson for a digital marketing company and was miserable.

Jenna had a black belt in karate and four years of experience teaching self-defense classes.

It was a perfect fit for Jenna to open a Karate dojo, so that's what she did and continues to do so in Kate and John’s sports complex.

Kara hired instructors as she couldn’t teach every class.

Her head instructor Mark has been in a relationship with Kara for two years.

Craig did attend college in New York.

At Columbia University, he met the second and last girl he would ever love.

Her name is Kimberly, and she might be the sweetest person walking the Earth.

They’ve been married for seven years, have a daughter named Bethanny, and live in the suburbs of New Jersey.

Craig and I don’t get to see each other much, but we speak at least a handful of times every month.

Both Craig and Kim are accountants and are partners in their business as in life.

Craig and Kate were cordial for the rest of our high school days, but their friendship was over with high school.

They don’t talk to each other, but they ask me about each other from time to time.

As for me, I inherited the love of real estate from my dad but not his travel schedule.

When I graduated college, I worked with my dad for a few years to learn the business.

I flipped houses for years and still do occasionally, but I now purchase homes, level them, and build new ones.

Jenna and I married five years ago and couldn’t be happier.

Courtney and Jenna stayed in touch for a couple of years after graduating from high school.

As often happens, they talked less over time until they stopped talking and lost touch for good.

Jenna and I meet new people all the time and have a large and ever-expanding group of friends.

The looks on people's faces when either Jenna or I answer the question of how we met is amusing.

“We met when Blake’s father married my mother,” is the normal answer, followed by the question of, “You two are sisters?”

“Stepsisters, but not raised together.

We didn’t meet until we were seniors in high school, and within two months of meeting, we started our relationship and have been together since,” is the usual answer.

It’s just as amusing when Jenna and I meet new friends of our parents.

“This is Will’s daughter Blake and her wife and my daughter, Jenna,” Cindy will say.

It will normally take a few seconds for people to connect the dots.

Jenna and I will look at each other, and one of us will say, “We were close to adults when our parents married.”

“So you’re sisters?”

“Technically, she’s my stepsister.”

A MESSAGE FROM THE AUTHOR – ANTOINETTE SAX

Thank you for reading “My New Stepsister.”

If you enjoyed this story and would like to read more from me, you may find all my stories by visiting my Amazon Author Page at www.AntoinetteSax.info
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