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Prologue

This is it. I was finally starting my senior year of high school. I was excited, but since I was taking Advanced Placement classes, I wouldn’t be having many classes with my friends. Sure, I would see them at school still, but I would have classes with new and unfamiliar people. Understandably, I’m a nervous wreck.

Cactus High School was a big school. Such a big school, in fact, that we even had sports teams for lacrosse and golf, for God’s sake.

There were so many students that each grade was housed in its own building on the campus. The gigantic football field looked like it was collegiate level. Our football team, the Cactus High Armadillos, have been state champions for the past ten consecutive years. Our teachers and students take a lot of pride in that.

I am not athletically inclined. I was student body president each year of my high school career. I was on honor roll. I am already getting scholarships. I had so many obligations already that sports weren’t on my mind at all.

My home life was rather picture-perfect, as well. My mother was a stay-at-home mom. She cooked Food Network-worthy meals, cleaned the house top-to-bottom each day, drove my brother to and from his practices every week. My father was a well-known business man. He owned an insurance company in town, and work long hours, practically every day of the week.

He and my mom are very much in love—I envy their relationship. They had been high school sweethearts. He was the varsity quarterback and she was the head cheerleader. He proposed to her at their high school graduation. She said yes.

Then there is my brother, Brandon. He was in his senior year, again. He failed last year, but it didn’t seem to bother him. He loved playing football and hanging out with his friends at school. Personally, I think he knows he is going to peak in high school and is afraid to leave.

My daily routine was extremely bland and I didn’t expect it to change this year. In fact, it would be getting even duller with my extra classes. I would wake up every morning, take a shower, eat breakfast, drive to school (I had just gotten my license, so this was the only change in my routine), take class after class, meet with the student council at the end of the day, drive back home, eat dinner, study, do homework, watch an hour of TV, and go to sleep.

I know that I seem boring, but I actually have a sense of humor. I’m also not that glasses-ponytail-and-sweater-wearing girl. I am decent-looking—at least that’s what the hormonal teenaged boys say. I never dated any of them, to Mom’s disappointment. I always reply that I am too invested in my studies to lose focus on some boy. And it was true. But also, it’s because I am into girls. And very much in the closet.


Chapter 1

“Attention everyone: let’s stand up and introduce ourselves, okay? Tell everyone something interesting about yourself,” the teacher suggested and I rolled my eyes.

Why must we always do this? What fun fact am I supposed to say? Hi, I’m Ashley and I’m hiding the fact that I’m a lesbian’? Or maybe, My name is Ashley and a fun fact is that I think these introductions are stupid, a waste of time, and pointless’?

“Hey, I’m Fred. I play football,” the red-haired muscle head in a letterman jacket stood up. I know him, at least. Not sure if it’s really a good thing, though. He is one of my brother’s best friends. They have been playing football with each other since they were kids. He is relatively good-looking, so all of the girls swoon over him. He has never kept a steady girlfriend and he constantly hits on me. Luckily, my brother tells him to knock it off whenever he’s around.

“My name is Geraldine,” a timid, frail girl with glasses stood and sat down just as fast. Poor thing. Who names their daughter Geraldine?

“Hi, I’m Keira,” another girl stood and I didn’t recognize her, unsurprisingly. She had long brown hair and bright brown eyes. She was wearing our school’s golf team uniform—khaki pants, black UnderArmour shoes, and a dark green polo with the Armadillo logo on it. She was really tan—from playing golf, I would imagine. “I’m the captain of our golf team,” She finished.

“Hello, I am Lisa,” another student stood and sat. “Oh,” She stood back up. “I like horses.”

I kept glancing over to Keira, for some reason. There was something about her that kept catching my attention. She was absentmindedly doodling in her notebook. The girl next to her stole the pencil out of her hand and stuck her tongue out at her. She tries grabbing it back, to no avail. I couldn’t make out what they were saying, but it seemed…flirtatious?

“Miss?” I heard our teacher’s voice and glanced up at him. He was talking to me. I was so engrossed in watching the two girls that I totally spaced out. God, I hope no one noticed.

“Oh, I’m sorry. My name is Ashley. Hi. I skipped my junior year, so here I am,” I fumbled with my words for a second and I heard Fred whistle. I rolled my eyes and sat back down. This was going to be great.

I turned my concentration back towards Keira and the other girl and my heart stopped when I noticed that they were both looking at me. I quickly looked away. I prayed I wasn’t blushing.

“Hello, everyone. My name is Sadie,” the girl who was sitting next to Keira introduced herself. I noticed the brunette staring up at her, smiling. Smiling, proudly it seemed. “I am the HBIC—Head Bitch in Charge—on the cheerleading squad,” she finished, with attitude.

Were they together? The girl was blonde and fit, she had gorgeous blue eyes, she was dressed in a tight V-neck and skinny jeans. She was pretty, but she had nothing on Keira.

The rest of the introductions drew to a close and our teacher delved right into work. Our teacher had been at our school for decades. He was extremely old and I couldn’t believe he was still teaching. I’m pretty sure he was my father’s teacher when he went here.

This was my first class of the day and I found it extremely unfair that my first class was math. Whose brain is awake enough to do math first thing in the morning? Especially AP math.

“I am going to partner you guys up. It’ll be a little team building-type project, too. It’ll make it fun.” He smiled, and I inspected the piece of donut in his grey moustache. How does he not know it is there?

“Fred and Sarah. Lisa and Kyle. Geraldine and Greg. Keira and Ashley—”

As soon as he said our names together, he lost my attention. Is this a dream come true? Or a nightmare, even? Oh my God. I looked over at her and saw her and Sadie looking at each other, saying something. They looked disappointed.

Great, was she upset she was stuck with a loser like me? I felt discouraged and upset. I acted like I was engrossed in the paper in front of me, as she made her way over to the seat next to me.

“Hey,” she said, and I looked up at her. She had a small smile on her face and I couldn’t help but smile in return.

“Hi,” I spoke softly and immediately overanalyzed the way I had said it. Did I say it too eagerly? Did my voice crack? This is going to be a train wreck.

She plopped her binder down on the desk next to me and took a seat.

“So, I hope you are good at this stuff, because I certainly am not awake enough for this shit right now,” she joked.

“Yeah, well, I think we may be in trouble then.”

She let out a beautiful laugh and I knew then and there that I
 was in trouble.

“Do you think he knows that’s there?” Keira asked me.

“Hmm?” I absentmindedly replied as I scribbled my name down on my paper.

“That piece of egg or whatever?” she asked and discreetly pointed over to our teacher.

“Oh, that’s donut,” I corrected and looked up at her. She had an amused grin on her face.

“Donut? No way. That’s egg,” she argued with me, one eyebrow raised.

“That is a hundred percent donut,” I said, matter-of-factly.

“No way! It’s yellow,” she protested and we were both laughing now, but sticking to our guns. We decided to call him over to get help on a question, that way we could have a closer inspection.

“Mr. Dunphy! Can you help us really quick?” I asked and the older man struggled to get out of his chair, and walked over to us. I almost felt bad, making him get out of his chair. I’m pretty sure I heard one of his knees crack. He placed his wrinkled hand on top of my desk and leaned down at our papers.

“What is the question, girls?” he asked, looking between the both of us.

I drew a blank. Luckily, Keira stepped in, pulling a question out of thin air.

As he explained the answer, the golf captain and I were pretending to pay attention, but we were both studying his face closely.

“Does that help?” he asked, wrapping up his long answer and smiled sweetly as we both nodded our heads and thanked him.

“Damn it!” Keira said under her breath. I looked at her and smirked. “Shut up.”

“I didn’t say anything!” I held my hands up and shrugged, but couldn’t help the smirk on my face.

“In my defense, it did look really yellow,” she said, pouting.

“Yes, yes it did,” I agreed and lost myself in smiling at her. I hadn’t gotten along with someone like this in a while.

“Oh my God, my partner is a total nerd,” Sadie said, exasperated, and made Keira scoot over in her chair so that they could share it.

“Don’t be mean,” my partner scolded and moved her hands onto her desk, trying to get comfortable.

“It’s true! Look at him!” she said and looked over to her partner. We followed her gaze. She was partners with Thomas. He was
 a nerd, but he was really nice. I felt bad for him. He had giant glasses, was battling with acne, and wore yellow striped shirts every day.

“Who cares what he looks like?” Keira asked.

“Ugh, you’re so annoying, Keira,” the blonde let out a huff then turned to face me. “I’m Sadie,” She introduced herself, in a not-so-friendly tone.

“Yeah, I know. We all announced ourselves, remember?” I sounded a bit harsher than I usually did, but this girl seemed like a jerk. My defenses were up.

She glared at me and wasn’t too pleased at the small chuckle Keira had let out.

“What’s so funny?” she snapped, staring daggers at her friend.

“Nothing,” Keira answered and tried suppressing her smile. “Just relax a little, okay? And quit being such a jerk,” she said firmly.

The blonde did not like that. It almost sounded like she let out a growl when she stood up, going back to her seat. She leaned back in her chair, with her arms crossed. She looked like a pouting eight-year-old who was just told that she can’t have dessert before dinner.

“Sorry about that,” Keira turned to me and apologized.

“Oh, it’s nothing to apologize for. She seems…” I struggled to find the words.

“Cold?” Keira finished my thought and I nodded. “Yeah, she is. But she’s not all that bad. She can be really sweet, but not many people get to see it.”

“So, you two are close?” I asked, feeling…jealous?

“Yeah…” She started off cautiously, before finishing, “We’re dating.”

Yeah, it was jealousy. My heart sank.

“Does that make you uncomfortable?” she asked, looking worried.

“Oh! No. Not at all,” I quickly replied. She did not make me uncomfortable at all. Quite the opposite, actually.

“Oh, thank God,” she let out a dramatic breath before continuing. “Are you dating anyone?” I couldn’t help but notice how perfect her teeth were when she smiled. Everything about her was.

“Me? No,” I simply replied, staring at our papers. I started scribbling on mine.

“What?” she said loudly, drawing my gaze back up to her. She looked me up and down. “You?” She raised her eyebrow. “Guys here have to be all over you.”

“I mean, I get asked out by guys a lot, yes,” I smiled, bashfully. I was inwardly celebrating that she thought I was attractive.

“But you don’t go out with them? Are you Mormon or something?” she asked, very seriously, causing me to laugh.

“No. I just…don’t want to go out with them,” I gave a simple reply.

“Oh.” She lowered her voice. “Are you into girls?”

“What?” I said and my eyes widened. I wanted to say yes. But no one knew about me and I sure wasn’t going to tell some girl I had just met. She was looking at me expectedly. “I don’t know. No.” I fumbled over my words. Great.

“Okay,” she said and looked back at her paper like nothing had happened.

The rest of the class, we talked as if the conversation never happened. We made fun of the teacher some more. We struggled with the problems together. She told me about how she was the Tiger Woods of high school golf.

The conversation I had with her came with ease, but in the back of my mind, I was panicking and overthinking about what I had said. Could she see right through me? Did she think I was an idiot for stumbling over my words?

* * * *

Lunch time had finally come and I was able to see my friends. I was glad that we had a shared lunch and I wouldn’t be stuck sitting by myself, or even worse, with my brother and his horny, pig friends.

“So how are your AP classes, Poindexter?” Jacob asked me and I rolled my eyes.

“It’s going well. It’s a bit much and I feel quite overwhelmed to be honest,” I answered before biting into a slice of greasy pizza. I should really start packing my lunches. That would only prompt more nerd jokes, though, I’m sure.

“Well, you’re smart. You’ll adapt,” Jennifer replied. She had been my best friend since grade school. We lived on the same street. We built a little playhouse in the park next to our houses and we still hung out in it on occasion. It was a bit more cramped nowadays, though.

“Or she will fail miserably and they will ship her back to the dumb kid classes with the rest of us peasants,” Johnny said and smirked at me.

“Shut up, Johnny!” I laughed and threw a fry at him. Which he picked off of his lap and ate.

“You are so gross,” Ariel said and lightly slapped him on his shoulder. They had been dating for the past two years. They were a perfect couple. He was the school basketball star; she was one of the best volleyball players we had. They were both blonde-haired and blue-eyed. They planned on going to the same college after graduation.

We were all joking and catching up when something else caught my attention. Keira was standing at the grass area of the yard and had a golf club in her hand. She was surrounded by other members of the golf team, and it looked like she was showing them how to swing. I zeroed in on her toned forearms, then immediately felt like a weirdo for becoming engrossed with someone’s forearms.

“What are you looking at?” Jennifer asked. I realized I had zoned out and had no idea how long I was staring at Keira.

“Oh nothing,” I quickly replied and snapped my eyes back to Jennifer. She continued staring over at the golf team. “Anyways, do you want to catch a movie tonight?” I asked, trying to distract her.

She stared a little longer before looking back at me. “Sure, what do you want to see?”

“Hey, I wanna go!” Ariel interjected.

“Well, I was thinking just a movie at my house. I don’t care what we watch.”

We all agreed and carried on our normal conversation. As soon as everyone was distracted, I looked back over to where Keira was. She was sitting now, this time with Sadie next to her. They were talking about something, but I was relieved that it was nothing entertaining. Sadie wasn’t making her laugh the way I was in math class this morning. Still, it made me feel sick to my stomach. When I looked back at my friends, Jennifer was looking right at me.

* * * *

“How about Mean Girls
 ?” Jennifer suggested, and Ariel immediately protested.

“Jesus Christ, not again. That’s all you two watch!” She pushed my best friend aside and started looking herself.

“Whatever,” Jennifer replied and laid down next to me on the floor, grabbing a handful of popcorn. She looked at me with a smile on her face. “We could watch women’s golf.”

I blushed and looked away.

“What? Why the fuck would we want to watch that?” Ariel replied and continued flipping through the DVDs.

“Ashley,” Jennifer said softly, making me look at her.

“Yeah?” I said, casually. Could she see right through me?

“You don’t have to be afraid to tell us.”

“Tell you what?” I played dumb.

She let out an exhausted groan. “What are you afraid of?”

“Jennifer,” I started before she interrupted me.

“Hey, Ariel,” Jennifer started, getting our friends attention, loudly.

“No, we are not watching Mean Girls.”

“I think I like girls,” my best friend said and I looked at her, shocked. What was she doing?

“Okay? Good. We still aren’t watching Mean Girls,” Ariel replied, nonchalantly. Still looking at the DVDs.

Jennifer looked at me, and raised her eyebrow. “See? What are you afraid of?”

She was right. Why did I always tell her she was wrong whenever she hinted at me liking women? Why did I feel ashamed? I had the best friends in the world.

“Okay,” I whispered. She smiled and hugged me. “Ariel, I like girls,” I said.

“You too?” She looked over her shoulder at us. “I always knew you two were a little bit close,” she said and chuckled. Before we had the chance to interject, she continued. “Aha! We have the winner!” she declared and waved Planet Terror in the air.


Chapter 2

After my uneventful coming out to the girls, I was feeling good. We shared the news with the boys, and they collectively replied, “Hot.”

I had arrived at school and closed the door to my Mustang, an old 2000 model, but I loved it. It was stick shift, and I actually bought it before I knew how to drive it. All summer I stalled out, got frustrated, and considered trading it. But I stuck with it, and it was my baby now.

Throwing my backpack over one shoulder, I walked through the crowd of students to my classroom. I was the first to arrive—as always. Mr. Dunphy smiled and nodded at me, as he did every morning.

I pulled my folder out of my backpack and placed it on my cold, white desk. As I flipped through my work sheets, a few people trickled in. I glanced at the door each time, hoping it would be her. My heart dropped whenever she finally entered the door. She was holding Sadie’s hand, smiling widely.

The blonde was whispering something to her and she was eating it up. I tried to engross myself into the paper on my desk, but no matter how hard I stared at it, I couldn’t give it my attention. I looked at them out of my peripherals and could make out them leaned over, talking to each other.

Finally, the bell rang and our teacher began the class.

“Okay, we are going to start class by doing another partner activity.”

Inside my head, I prayed the he would say Keira and I.

“Lisa and Fred. Geraldine and Thomas. Sadie and Sean. Keira and…”

Please be me, please be me, please be me.

“Ashley.”


Yes!
 I internally cheered, but tried to keep my cool. I looked over at the brunette, with a smile on my face. She was talking to her girlfriend, though, and they seemed to be in a heated conversation. What had changed since the beginning of class?

Finally, she arrived at the seat next to me.

“Hey.”

“Hey. You okay?” I asked, hoping I wasn’t overstepping my boundaries.

“Yeah,” she replied and I noticed that she sounded exhausted. “Actually, no.” She shook her head and sighed, running her hand through her hair.

“What is it?” I asked softly, hoping it didn’t seem weird that I was so concerned.

“Sadie…” she started off and looked over at her girlfriend to make sure that she wasn’t looking, and whispered to me, “Sadie doesn’t like us working together.”

“Oh,” I simply replied. I didn’t know what else to say.

“It’s stupid,” she said and let out a heavy breath. “I told her you were straight, but she doesn’t care.” She stared into my eyes for a second before looking at her paper. “I don’t know. She’s so jealous sometimes.”

She thinks I’m straight, from the other day. Now I would never have a chance with her. Not that I did before, but now I never would. Should I tell her I’m a lesbian? No, that would stress her and her relationship even more. And be weird. Great.

“I’m sorry. I don’t mean to stress you out,” she apologized. She was so sweet.

“No. No. It doesn’t stress me out. I’m sorry. Why does she think there is anything to be worried about?” I asked and glanced to Sadie’s direction and noticed her staring at us. Glaring, actually. I quickly looked away and down at my desk, nervously shuffling through papers.

“It’s really stupid,” she trailed off, a hint of a smile on her face. I couldn’t help but smile back.

“Tell me,” I gently prodded her, and her smile grew.

“The other day, she brought you up, saying you were really hot…” She glanced back to make sure Sadie wasn’t in earshot. “And I agreed, not realizing it was a trap.” She cringed, but the big grin didn’t leave her face.

My heart was pounding in my chest. She thought I was hot?

“So anyways, she started screaming at me and we fought all weekend. I told her you were straight, but she thought it was bullshit. She said she saw the looks between us two. Crazy, right? We’ve only hung out once. At that doesn’t count, because we are in class,” She justified and stared into my eyes again. I gulped.

“Yeah. Totally crazy,” I replied and mentally kicked myself for my pathetic reply. She was still staring at me.

“I’m sorry if it makes you uncomfortable I think you’re hot.”

“No, it…it doesn’t,” I replied. “I’m flattered, in fact.” Keira rewarded me with a big grin on her face.

“As you should be. I have very high standards,” she replied and winked at me, causing butterflies to return to my stomach. “Anyways, we have some math problems to crack,” She changed the subject.

“Yes, we do, Mitchell,” I replied.

We shared another smile, trying to ignore the daggers that were coming from her girlfriend’s eyes.

* * * *

“Are you going to the game tonight, sis?” my brother asked and tousled my hair as he passed me in the kitchen. I hated when he did that.

“Yes, we are all going. We will be cheering you on. We are painting your number on our faces, too,” I sarcastically responded.

“Don’t forget your pompoms,” He said and smirked, grabbing a piece of my chicken off of my plate. He was so annoying, but he wasn’t that bad a brother. He protected me from weirdo creeps. He punched a guy once, who wasn’t taking no for an answer at a school dance.

He was tall and had very broad shoulders, making him perfect for football. The head coach actually approached him to start playing when he was a freshman.

He spent too much time on his perfectly sculpted hair, but the girls loved it. He grew a beard this year, and the girls loved that, even more. He didn’t have a steady girlfriend at the moment—he preferred to play the field, as he said.

“Oh shoot, I forgot them at my house. Ash, can we stop by and grab them?” Jennifer continued the banter.

“Oh yeah, no problem, Jenny. I think we should have time,” I quipped and looked at my watch, pretending to check the time.

“You guys are such dorks,” Brandon said and stared blankly at us before leaving the room.

My best friend and I finished our meal and went up to my bedroom to get ready for the game. She flopped down on my bed and sprawled out.

“So, what’s the deal with your love interest?” she bluntly asked. I had told her I was into Keira, mainly because she called me out on staring at her during lunch.

“Well, the weirdest thing happened.” She nodded expectantly, and I continued, “Sadie is all pissed because she doesn’t like us hanging out together. Well, working in class together.”

“Ooh, the girlfriend is mad, huh?” She rested her head on her hands, looking at me, excitedly. She loved juicy gossip.

“Yeah, but get this…” I trailed off, to be dramatic. “Sadie said that I was hot, to trick Keira into saying she thought I was hot,” I stated, sitting on the bed next to her.

“And?!”

“And she said yes!” I excitedly shared with her and she screamed, just as excited.

“Oh my God, did you kiss her?!”

“What?” I burst out laughing. “That is ridiculous, J.”

“Okay, okay, you may be right,” she said and chuckled. “But what did you say?”

“She said she told Sadie I was straight anyways and that she hoped I wasn’t uncomfortable and—”

“Wait, she thinks you’re straight?” she cut me off. “Did you correct her?”

“No. That would just make things worse for her.”

“Only momentarily,” She sat up and faced me. “Listen to me. You need to tell her you’re a lezzie now.” I rolled my eyes at her word choice and she smiled and continued, “Yes, it will make things harder for her, but that’s what you want.”

“No, it isn’t—”

“Yes, it is. It won’t make her life harder. Just her relationship. Which is what you want. Are you following me?” She stared at me, and the wheels started turning. She was right. It would be a really unethical thing to do—wishing ill will on their relationship. But what would I really be doing wrong? It would just be me telling the truth.

“Look, she goes to all of the games at the high school. She has to, since she’s an athlete herself. We could just casually bump into her. I’ll distract her soon-to-be ex-girlfriend and you just blurt out that you’re gay,” She finished, looking rather pleased with her idea.

“That is a terrible idea,” I replied, laughing, and she joined in.

“Okay, yes, it is a terrible idea. We will think of something better,” she stated before getting up out of the bed. “Come on, let’s get up. You need to look hot tonight.”

* * * *

The bleachers were packed. The lights were bright. The crowd was cheering loudly, and the game hadn’t even begun yet. I smoothed down my dress—one that Jennifer had picked out for me. It was red and simple. Jennifer said that red was a scientifically proven sexy color.

“How the hell are we going to find her here?”

“We will! We just have to look for all of the other jocks. I’m sure she will be sitting with her team,” she responded as we pushed through the people. Everyone reeked of alcohol. All of the students snuck in beer, and the coaches and other adults all turned a blind eye, because they were so into the game. They didn’t care what we were doing, as long as our team won.

“Jenny! Ash!” We heard Ariel yell from the top of the bleachers and wave for us to join in.

“Ugh, we will never find her,” I said, discouraged.

“On the contrary, if we go up there, we can see everyone and it will be easier to spot her!” She grinned and grabbed my hand, dragging me behind her. I loved how smart she was sometimes.

“Whoa! Look at you!” Jacob said to me, his eyes wide. I crossed my arms, trying to cover my cleavage.

“Stop it, you pervert,” Ariel scolded him and turned back to face me. “You look hot.”

“Stop it, you pervert,” I replied and laughed.

We all settled in as the game started, and Jennifer and I were on our mission. We skimmed the crowds, thinking we had seen her a few times, but it never was. I was starting to lose hope again.

“Ash! There she is!” Jenny grabbed my and pulled me up. A few people behind us yelled at us to sit down, but we ignored them. I looked at where she was pointing, and she was right. Keira was sitting down at the bottom of the bleachers with a bunch of jocks. I didn’t see Sadie. Maybe this was my chance.

“Come on!” She clutched my hand, and we rushed down to the bottom of the bleachers.

“Wait, so what am I going to say?” I was talking loudly so she could hear me over the marching band.

“I don’t know. Just be like, hey you know how you think I’m straight? Well I’m not’?” she said nonchalantly. I was worried, thinking that was our only plan was a poor one.

As we got closer to her and her friends, Jenny let go of my hand and tried pep talking me. She grabbed my shoulders and looked me in the eye.

“Alright, so just be casual. Bring up that you’re sorry about her and her girlfriend. Then just blurt out that you’re gay. Like you’re ripping off a Band-Aid. Remember—it’s not about the eloquence of the dialogue. It’s about getting the facts out there.”

She sounded so crazy that it actually made sense. Was she a genius? Or was I going crazy, too?

“It’s your time to shine, kid.” She let go of me and I stepped closer to Keira. She hadn’t noticed me yet. She was deep in conversation with her friends.

“Hey—” I started to call to her, but stopped as I saw Sadie slide in next to her. She handed her a drink and kissed Keira on her cheek. I felt sick to my stomach. Oh my God, I was so stupid. If they notice me, what am I going to do?

I panicked and turned back, but I heard her voice call me.

“Ashley! Hey!” she said cheerfully. I winced, knowing for sure she had seen me, and turned back with a forced smile on my face. I felt so awkward.

“Hey! What are you doing here?” I kicked myself. What a stupid question to ask. I could see her girlfriend glaring at me out of the corner of my eye. I tried to avoid looking at Sadie.

“Oh, you know, just studying hard,” she replied with her trademark sarcasm. She was looking straight into my eyes. The butterflies were back. Sadie’s hand reached for hers, but she didn’t notice. Because she was drunk, probably.

“You know, you need to give yourself a break and stop working so hard,” I joked back with her and she laughed loudly. It made me feel so good, that I almost forgot about her girlfriend killing me with a death stare right now.

“You should sit with us,” she suggested and tried scooting over, but Sadie refused to budge.

“Oh no, I don’t want to impose. I have to get back anyways,” I replied, and started to turn to walk away, but suddenly, I had arms wrapped around me. I breathed a sigh of relief whenever I saw that it was Jennifer, but that relief was soon replaced with surprise. She laid a big kiss on me. When I pulled back, her hands moved to my waist, pulling me into her. It seemed like minutes before she pulled away from me, leaving me in a daze. What had just happened?

“Come on, babe, we have to get back to our seats,” she said sweetly, grabbing hold of my hand and leading me.

As soon as we were out of earshot of them, she turned and smiled at me.

“What was that?” I asked her, as confused as I could possibly be.

“That was our Plan B. And look.” She nodded towards Keira. When I looked, I saw that she was looking at me, confused, with Sadie, looking angry, staring out to the football field.

“Oh my God. You are a secret genius.” I was stunned.

“I know,” She responded, smirking, and we continued up the bleachers, to our friends. I kept my eye on Keira and her girlfriend and it looked like the plan was well in action—they were fighting. I felt a tinge of guilt.

“What’s wrong?” Jennifer poked me in the side, bringing my attention back to her.

“I just feel bad.” And I really did. I didn’t want Keira to be unhappy.

“You have nothing to feel bad about. You haven’t crossed any lines,” she defended our plan, and she was right. “All that happened was they saw you and your girlfriend kiss.”

“My girlfriend?” I raised my eyebrow at her.

“Well yeah. You having a fake girlfriend is perfect.” She could tell that I wasn’t following. “Okay, so it means you clearly aren’t trying to break them up, because you have your own relationship. But it also lets Keira know that you are gay. Then once they break up, so will we,” she nonchalantly said, flipping her hair to be dramatic.

“Okay, that’s actually a good idea.” It was. “But why would you do this for me? People are going to think you’re gay, you realize?”

“So what? I don’t care what the people in this shit town think of me,” she responded, and we both laughed.


Chapter 3

All weekend, I obsessed over the events at the football game. The look on Keira’s face. The guilt I felt, which I would immediately suppress by the pep talk Jenny had given me. If they had broken up with over the weekend. I wondered if Keira was thinking of me. How school would be Monday. Or if maybe she wasn’t thinking about it at all.

Either way, I was on my way to math and I was going to find out. I was nervous, to say the least. What if Sadie slapped me? That’s irrational, she wouldn’t do that. Right?

I was the last to arrive to class—I was taking my time, due to my nerves. And that backfired whenever I came in and the entire classroom looked at me, including the two girls I were afraid to see.

“Ms. Engles, nice of you to join us,” Mr. Dunphy said, and I could tell he was not pleased. I mumbled out an apology and sat down. My chair made a loud squeak as I scooted forward. How embarrassing.

I stared at my desk, not daring to look in the direction of the gorgeous golfer and her girlfriend. My face was hot, as I could feel them looking at me, but I told myself that was not likely and that I was overthinking.

“Anyways, class. Now that we are all in attendance,” the teacher took a dramatic pause, to shame me. “We can carry on with business as usual. I want you to team up with your partners from last week and finish the packet. At the end of class, we will go over our answers, okay?” He put his glasses back on and sat back at his desk, pulling out his Stephen King novel, as he did every day.

Great. The one day I didn’t want to be partnered with Keira. I felt like I was going to die. Would she be mad at me for putting her under the impression that I was straight?

“Hey, math buddy,” she cheerfully said and sat down in the chair next to me.

“Hey, study buddy,” I smiled back at her, but inside I was freaking out.

“So, how was your weekend?” she asked, grabbing her packet out of her folder and flipping to the page we left off on.

“Oh, it was alright. Went skydiving. Had a paint ball war. You know, the usual,” I sarcastically replied and she looked at me and smiled again.

“And by that you mean hung out and home and watched Netflix?”

“Ooh, you see right through me,” I responded and she chuckled a little. She was a hundred percent correct.

We started on a few of our math problems and it was pretty uneventful. No mention of the football game. Maybe she was so drunk, she didn’t notice at all.

“Okay, so number nineteen. What the heck is this—hieroglyphics?” I asked her, causing her to giggle.

“So, you know what I was thinking?” she asked me and my heart started beating faster.

“Hmm?” I tried to sound normal.

“So, I know I drank a little Friday, but I could have sworn I saw you kiss a girl?” she questioned and looked into my eyes. The eye contact made me uncomfortable.

“Oh, yeah,” I replied to buy time. I panicked. What should I say? I thought back to Jennifer’s pep talk. “Yeah, she’s my…girlfriend.” The words sounded foreign coming from my mouth.

“Oh,” she trailed off, looking back at her paper. “I was under the impression that you were straight,” she stated, still looking at the packet.

“Oh, yeah, I…” It was my turn to trail off now. I didn’t know what to say. She looked up at me now, waiting on my reply. “We just…I just wasn’t ready to really be out, you know?” I could feel my face getting red and I had no clue why. She was still staring at me and I couldn’t read her.

I couldn’t help but look at her pink, plump lips. I wondered what they tasted like. Her bright brown eyes had a flake of gold in each of them. I hadn’t noticed that before. It made her even more flawless to me. I came back to my senses and noticed she was still looking at me. I looked away and so did she.

“That’s understandable,” she simply said, and we continued with our work.

* * * *

“That’s it? She just said that’s understandable’?” Jennifer asked, incredulously.

“Yeah. And that’s it. What does that mean?” I sighed.

“It means that she is reasonable and realizes it’s understandable,” Ariel chimed in from the living room.

“Always the voice of reason, Ariel,” Jenny responded, rolling her eyes. “What look did she have on her face?” She looked back towards me. I was lying on the bed, splayed out in a dramatic fashion.

“She just…stared at me.”

“Stared? But what did her face look like?” my best friend tried again.

“I don’t know. It was blank.”

“Maybe she is just trying to suppress her feelings,” Ariel responded, coming into the bedroom and sitting at my desk, facing us.

“That could be it!” Jennifer hopefully responded.

That would be nice, but I wasn’t so sure. I should have looked over at Sadie to see what was going on there, but I was too afraid to look at her. Keira hadn’t mentioned anything about her in class. That wasn’t unusual, though.

“But just in case, we need to hatch another plan,” Jenny got up from the bed and was pacing around the room. I watched her, amused. “Hmm. Okay, how about we get them to join us on a double date?”

“Are you out of your mind? And how would we do that? Say hey, wanna go on a date with me and my girlfriend. Why? Because us lesbians have to stick together’?”

“It’s not the craziest thing ever, actually,” replied Ariel. She was filing her nails now, distracted, but joining in nevertheless.

“Thank you!” Jenny said, loudly. “Just hear me out. Look, us going on a date will show her what a great girlfriend you would be to her. Think of it as an audition.”

I don’t know if she was the devil on my shoulder or my voice of reason, but she had me on board. It actually made sense. But was I prepared to spend an evening with Sadie giving me evil looks?

“J, why are you going along with this? Isn’t it going to make you uncomfortable?” I asked her.

She grabbed my hand and spoke softly. “Ash, it is my duty to make sure my best friend is happy. Plus, I’ve already seen you naked, we cuddle all the time…We are practically dating already,” she replied and winked at me, causing me to laugh.

“That’s for damn sure. You two are a cuter couple than me and my idiot,” Ariel said and we all shared a laugh. I had the best friends in the world.

* * * *

“Okay, class, we are partnering up for this assignment,” Mr. Dunphy said and I wondered why we needed to partner up so much in a math class. I pushed that thought aside, though. My excitement was building, hoping Keira and I would be partnered up again.

He rattled on with the pairings and my heart dropped whenever he said my and Sadie’s name together. I looked towards her and my new love interest, and she was staring at me. I used to think that Keira’s stares made me uncomfortable, but this was a whole new level.

She smoothly slid into the seat next to me. The seat that Keira used to occupy. She gave me a cold smile.

“Hey, Ashley.”

“Hey,” I muttered. I tried avoiding eye contact with her, but her stare was magnetic. She was like a Disney villain who had a hold over me.

“So, you’re into girls, huh?” She didn’t give me a chance to reply. “I knew it. I knew Keira was lying to me,” she said, with a bitter look on her face.

“Wait, no. I told her I was straight. I didn’t want to cause problems between you two,” I quickly defended her.

“Cause problems between us? Why would you cause problems between us?” The blonde snipped at me.

“No, I’m not saying that I would. It’s just that I didn’t want you thinking there was anything to feel jealous of, you know?” I fumbled over my words like an idiot. She was so intimidating and cold. What did Keira see in her?

“Jealous? And what would there be to be jealous of?” she asked, her voice raising. She was offending me, but I was too much of a chicken to defend myself.

“Nothing. I didn’t mean it like that, I—”

“I’m just fucking with you,” she cut me off, thankfully. I was tired of making a fool of myself. She had a cold smile on her face still. Despite her words, I could tell she wasn’t just messing with me. “So, I’m not good with math. Can I just copy your work? Thanks,” she stated and pulled out her phone, scrolling through Facebook and not waiting on a response from me.

She was so rude and unpleasant. I really couldn’t see why someone as sweet and as funny as Keira would be with her.

“How long have you and your girlfriend been together?” she asked, not looking up from her phone.

“Oh, umm. Just a couple of months,” I replied. Jennifer and I didn’t go over this part of our plan. I hope that my answer was acceptable.

“A couple months, huh? You two seem very…passionate,” she said and almost sounded disgusted. She was really starting to rub me the wrong way.

“Is there a problem with that?” I said, a little angrily.

“No,” She quickly responded, raising an eyebrow at me and there was that stare again. She was sizing me up.

“My girlfriend and I were thinking it would be cool to have a double date with you two,” I blurted out the suggestion. I was impressed that I actually did it. Jennifer would be, too. I mentally high fived myself.

Sadie continued staring at me for a moment before reply. “Sure.”

“Cool,” I responded. And those were the last words we spoke for the rest of the class.

* * * *

“So, you know when you’re dreaming and you’re having a nightmare and you wake up before you die?” Jennifer asked us all and we nodded, motioning for her to continue. “Well, it’s because our brain has no knowledge of what happens after death,” She finished, looking at us, expectantly.

“What kind of mumbo bumbo shit is that?” Johnny asked, not believing her.

“It’s mumbo jumbo, jackass,” I replied and laughed at him. “I think that is really cool, J. I love your little fun facts,” I replied, smiling at her, and she beamed.

“Thank you, girlfriend,” she said and winked at me.

“How long are you two going to pretend to be dating?” Ariel asked, amused at the fact that Jenny was in my lap, just in view of Keira.

“Well, we have a date this weekend, so at least until then,” Jennifer replied, grabbing a fry off of my tray and feeding it to me.

“Well, I think you two should take as long as you have to. You two are hot together,” Jacob joined the conversation, grinning.

“Normally, I would call you a perv, but in this case, I agree with you. Right, honey?” She looked at me and I nodded, laughing.

“Hey, Engles. Jennifer. Gang,” I heard her smooth voice. I looked up at her and couldn’t help but grin. She was dressed casually today—no golf polo. She wore a simple band t shirt and jeans with her signature UnderArmour sneakers on. That seemed to be her favorite brand, I noticed.

“Mitchell, hey,” I replied and loosened my arms around my girlfriend’s waist. Jennifer then grabbed my hands and returned them to their previous position.

Keira’s eyes glanced down to our hands and looked back up to me, immediately. “So, we are still on for Friday, right?” Her smile had faltered a bit.

“Yes,” I answered a little too quickly. A smile was growing on her face and I knew she wanted to make fun of me, but she held back.

“Cool, so just text me later and we will figure out where we are going, okay?” She grabbed a piece of paper out of her pocket and handed it to me. Jennifer grabbed it, though. I looked at her with a frown on my face, which she ignored. Keira’s eyes flittered to the note, then back to me before saying her goodbyes and going back over to her table.

“What was that about?” I asked, annoyed with my fake girlfriend.

“Hello, I’m not going to let my girlfriend get someone’s number in front of me,” she said. She handed me the paper, but continued. “You can have it now that I’ve maintained my self-respect, however.”

I stuck my tongue out at her and unfolded the paper and smiled when I read it.

Hey Engles,

Text me sometime, would ya?

(480) 555-0000

X Mitchell

“Did she write you a love letter?” Ariel cooed, snatching the paper from my hands. She looked disappointed with the letter. “Oh my God, how boring.” She threw it back to me.

I continued smiling. I had her number. I looked over in her direction and saw that she was looking at me. We both quickly averted the eye contact.


Chapter 4

We had all decided to go to Funtastiks. It was a little juvenile for us, but none of us seemed to mind—except Sadie, that is. Funtastiks was like a small amusement park. It had laser tag, arcade games, mini golf, a water ride, and a food court. We decided to eat first, as we waited on our laser tag game to start.

“I don’t know why we couldn’t just go out to eat. My hair is going to get all messed up and I have to wear that God-awful vest,” the blonde complained, huffing and puffing.

“Hey, it’s going to be fun. Don’t be such a wet blanket,” Keira replied and received a scowl in return. “Plus, I’m a laser tag champion,” she boasted proudly, before ripping off a piece of her pretzel and devouring it.

I laughed because of her brag, but also because she had cheese on her chin. “Hey champion, you have something there,” I said, pointing to my chin to show her where it was and she blushed a little, wiping her face with a napkin.

“This is no example of my abilities,” she replied, smiling at me, and I got lost for a second. I had to remind myself to breathe, before our girlfriends brought me back down to earth.

“Let’s go get geared up, babe.” Jenny grabbed my hand and pulled me towards the little cave-like area where there were vests and guns on the walls. The two other girls followed us. They were talking, but I couldn’t make out what they were saying.

My best friend and I helped each other into our vests and we grabbed out guns off of the wall. Our game was starting soon. We were playing with a few other kids to make it a full game. But the four of us made it clear that we were all out for blood.

“You bitches are going down,” Keira said, cockily.

“As if, I’m going to kick your asses,” Jennifer quipped, looking down the barrel of her gun.

“You two are cute. But you guys aren’t even going to see me in there.” I smirked, holding my gun in position.

“Wait, do we shoot each other or the kids—” Sadie was cut off by the buzzer and we all took off.

I ran to the furthest place from the entryway, giving myself a head start. I hid behind a man-made bolder, waiting for any sign of movement. I saw a little boy walk by me and I thought about sparing him, but I couldn’t resist the urge. I shot him and his vest lit up.

“Aw man!” He dropped his head and trudged away.

I waited a little longer and there was no sign of movement. I decided to go on the move. I carefully walked through the arena, jumping behind the rocks and inside of the caves each time I heard movement. A young girl was walking towards me and I wondered if she could see me.

Suddenly, it was clear that she did. I decided to run like hell. I narrowly escaped her shot and looked behind me to make sure she wasn’t there. I was in the clear.

Well, almost. I had run right into something. Or someone, I should say. I ricocheted off of them and struggled to maintain my balance. Gripping onto my gun, I got back on my feet and was face-to-face with Keira.

“Well, well, well, what do we have here?” She smirked, stepping closer to me. “I thought we weren’t going to see you?” she mocked me.

“This is just a small hiccup in the plan,” I responded and took a step closer, getting my gun ready.

“Don’t you dare, Engles. Don’t make me shoot,” she said, and I got chills through my body. I don’t know why. She just looked so sexy.

“Oh yeah? And what are you going to do if I shoot? You’ll be out of the game,” I replied to her. My breath caught as she stepped even closer. She was a mere couple of inches away from me now.

“And who says you would shoot me first?” Her smirk was back. I couldn’t help but look between her lips and her eyes. The neon lights flickering across her face. I felt like I might die.

She moved her face next to my ear and continued, “I know you don’t want to get me out of this game.” I could feel her breath against my ear and I couldn’t handle it. I felt like I was going to suffocate.

I panicked. I pointed my gun to her chest and shot, lighting up her vest. She looked at me in shock.

Before she could say anything, my vest lit up. We looked behind me and saw that it was Jenny.

“You bitch! You aren’t supposed to shoot me!” I yelled at her, but started laughing at her victory dance. That dance was short-lived however, due to her vest immediately lighting up. Behind her, was Sadie, smiling and jumping up and down.

* * * *

“I can’t believe Sadie won,” Jennifer pouted, followed by a gasp from Sadie.

“And why is that?” she asked, offended.

“Well, babe. You aren’t exactly the sporty type,” Keira responded. My stomach twisted every time she called her babe.

“I know, but it is all about stealth.” She smiled, proud of herself.

Maybe she wasn’t so bad.

“Anyways, can we get out of this shithole?” she continued, and I retracted my earlier thought.

“Oh my God, seriously?” Keira said and I was kind of shocked. I had never heard her sound annoyed before.

“We are going to go return our vests, guys. Be right back,” Jennifer interrupted, successfully extracting us from an awkward situation.

“That was tense,” she said to me once we were out of earshot.

“My God, I know,” I agreed. “But did you see how close she was to me in the laser tag arena?” I giddily asked her and she smiled.

“Yeah, sorry I had to shoot you. I knew her girlfriend was right behind me. I didn’t want her to see. That is too much drama to handle.” Jenny made a face.

“Yeah, no, thank you for that,” I replied and laughed. That would have been terrible.

I glanced back over to our table and didn’t see them. Did they leave? Great. I felt my stomach drop.

“Where did they go?” Jenny questioned and I shrugged my shoulders. “Well, don’t let it ruin our fun. Wanna go play some games?” She tried cheering me up and I agreed, following her over to the arcade.

“If you are going to play that stupid fish game, I am going over here to play the Coin Dozer,” she stated firmly and I laughed. She knew me too well.

I went over to the Fish Reel and put in a couple of tokens. This was my lucky game. It was boring, yes, but once I won so many tickets that they had to replace the roll to pay me out. I spun the reel and got five hundred tickets immediately. Jennifer was missing out.

“You are quite the fisherman, I see.” I heard a voice behind me. Her voice. I turned around almost embarrassingly quickly and a smile grew on my face when I saw her.

“Oh, you have no clue,” I said, smoothly. I was impressed with myself for not tripping over my words. But, to be fair, talking to her was so comfortable. Our banter, our growing inside jokes—it was nice.

“Hmm.” She walked over beside me, leaning against the glass. “How do I know it wasn’t a fluke?” Her eyebrow raised and a smirk was on her face. God, she was so hot.

“Well,” I started off and put another token in the machine. “Watch this.” I pulled the reel again and it landed on ten tickets. “Okay, that
 was a fluke,” I defended myself.

“Uh huh,” she replied and I could tell that she didn’t believe me. How dare she?

“I’m serious!” I protested and put another token in.

“May I?” She motioned towards the wheel and I nodded. She moved to reach the reel, lightly grazing me with her body. She was so warm and smelled so good—like vanilla. I breathed her in as she pulled down on the lever. I took note of how she still stood against my body, watching the wheel spin.

“Boom!” She cheered. I looked at the reel. Ten thousand.

“No way! Now that is a fluke!”

“Ha, you wish, Engles,” she stated and I wondered if I had imagined the flirty tone. She was still touching me. And I could do nothing but look at her lips again. Snap out of it.


“You know, one time I won so many tickets that they had to exchange the ticket roll just for me,” I boasted.

“No way,” she protested, but a smile was still on her face.

“Yes way. I’m the reigning champion of Fish Reel.”

“Oh, really? Do you get a trophy for that?” she taunted and, unfortunately, moved away from me so that I could collect the tickets.

“Yeah, it’s on display in my bedroom,” I joked with her as I rolled all of the tickets up and put them in the small bucket.

“I would love to see it sometime,” she said and I internally freaked out. She would love to see my bedroom? Did that mean what I thought it did? Was I overthinking?

“You would love to see my bedroom?” Fuck it. I asked.

“I…I didn’t mean it like that,” she stuttered and it was the first time I had seen her blush and get embarrassed. I liked it.

“Uh huh,” I drawled, throwing a smirk her way. She seemed to visibly relax a little when she saw that I was joking around with her.

“So, how many tickets did you win that fateful day, Ms. Champion?” She leaned back against the glass with her arms crossed, casually.

“For your information, it was a hundred thousand on one roll,” I proudly stated and she just laughed.

“You are very proud of that, huh, Engles?”

I nodded. We were suddenly locked in a stare again. One of those stares that suffocated me. I didn’t know what to say, and I don’t think she did either. Our smiles faded and we were just locked in each other’s eyes.

She opened her mouth to start to say something, but stopped herself.

“What?” I asked, softly.

“Nothing,” she said, looking back at the game. “Let’s see you hit the hundred thousand, Engles.”

“Hey, where did Sadistic Sadie go?” Jennifer was behind us now, and I cringed at her wording, hoping that Keira wasn’t offended. She let out a loud laugh and I breathed a sigh of relief.

“She, uh…” she trailed off for a second. “Actually, fuck it. She doesn’t know how to have fun,” she disclosed, ending with a chuckle.

“Ya don’t say?” Jennifer said playfully. “I don’t mean to impose, but what are you doing with her?”

Keira froze up a bit, causing my best friend to backpedal.

“Not trying to be mean, and you don’t have to answer. I was just curious, because you seem really laidback and fun.”

“Yeah, we are really different,” Keira answered, and I wasn’t sure if she was going to explain further. After a moment she continued. “We kind of started a summer fling and I don’t know. It just carried over into the fall.” She was staring at the ground. “I don’t want to sound mean. She is a really good person,” she said and looked back up at us. “Well, decent at least.” She laughed, causing us to join in.

“Why don’t you just end things with her?” I asked, surprising myself.

“I don’t know. Because I’m a chicken? I’m used to her being around? I don’t want to hurt her, mainly,” she answered.

Internally, I was jumping up and down, cheering and screaming. Would I have a chance with her? This seemed too good to be true.

“I get that,” Jenny simply replied.

“So, you guys are pretty happy, huh?” she asked us both, but was looking into my eyes.

“Yeah, we are,” my fake girlfriend replied quickly and grabbed my hand. I wanted to kill her. Great, now Keira is going to think she never has a chance with me. I know this was part of our plan, but why did we have to act like such a good, stable couple?

“That’s good. I’m happy for you guys,” she said, flatly, before returning her attention to the game. “Anyways, we have a hundred thousand tickets to win.”

* * * *

After the double date (if you can consider it that) I was feeling pretty good. I learned that Keira was not in love with Sadie. It was the best news I could have gotten. There were still obstacles to overcome, though. First, the two girls had to break up. Secondly, me and Jenny had to break up. And finally, I didn’t even know if Keira was interested in me. I mean, yes, we had a couple of flirty moments, but it could also just be that we were becoming close friends.

There were also the repercussions of their break up. Would Sadistic Sadie try to kill? Okay, I know that is overdramatic. But would she make my life a living hell? Oh my God, would she try to fight me?

As I laid in bed, overthinking everything, I received a text message. I put in my lock code and smiled when I saw the text.

Mitchell: What’s up, Engles?

My God, even the way she texted was amazing. I was a sucker for proper punctuation.

Me: Just lying in bed, thinking about the meaning of life. You know, the usual.

Mitchell: Very profound.

I stared at my phone, smiling at it like an idiot. I didn’t know what to say, but luckily that didn’t matter because another text came in.

Mitchell: So, you and Jenny inspired me. I broke up with Sadie after the other night.

Oh my God. Oh my God. Oh my God. I checked the number that was texting me, to make sure it wasn’t someone pranking me. This was too good to be true.

Me: How did she take it?

I immediately overthought my text. Was it too uncaring? I should have asked her how she was doing.

Mitchell: Eh. Okay, I guess.

Okay, she guesses? How could anyone take it okay? Keira was amazing. I would cry until I didn’t have any tears left in my body if she dumped me. Okay, I’m being overdramatic again.

Me: That’s good. And how are you taking it?

Mitchell: Well. I mean, it’s a little lonely so far. But she wasn’t great company to begin with.

I smiled and began typing my reply, but was interrupted by another response.

Mitchell: Plus, I have a new texting buddy who’s keeping me company right now.

My heart fluttered. Oh my gosh. She meant me, right? Of course she did. I was being stupid. I rushed my next reply to her.

Me: Jenny and I broke up, too.

Oh my God! Why did I say that? Would she think I was desperate for her? Mocking her? What would Jenny say? What was I going to say if she asked why? My heart was pounding as I waited on her reply. Two minutes had passed and nothing.

Finally, my phone buzzed.

Mitchell: I’m so sorry. What happened? Are you okay?

She was smart enough to ask me if I was okay. I failed to do that before asking about Sadie. Okay, I’m overthinking again. I had to think clearly. What should I say?

Me: We just decided we were better as friends.

I was satisfied with that answer. There would be no awkward break up to act out. I thought Jennifer would be proud of that answer.

Mitchell: And…Are you okay?

I smiled. She was so sweet.

Me: Yeah, I’m fine. It was for the best.

Mitchell: Well, I’m glad you’re okay, Engles.

Mitchell: Welcome to the single life. Party of two.

Me: Ha ha. Are we starting a support group?

Mitchell: That’s a great idea. I have an idea for our first support group meeting.

Me: And that is…?

Mitchell: I have a golf tournament tomorrow. After I win, we can hang out there?

After she wins. She was so cocky. I liked it.

Me: After you win, huh?

Me: Yeah, that sounds good. :)

Was the smiley face too much?

Mitchell: Cool, I will call you in the morning and give you the details. Looking forward to our first meeting. :)

I smiled at my phone. The smiley face was not too much, apparently.


Chapter 5

I woke up early the next morning. I was almost too excited to sleep. I made my way down to the kitchen and was greeted by my mother.

“What’s got you so chipper this morning?” she asked, smiling at me.

“Oh, nothing,” I replied and took a seat at the counter, grabbing an orange and peeling it.

“Uh huh,” she said, eyeing me.

“Okay, fine.” She could see right through me, so I might as well confess. Plus, I was too thrilled to hide it. “I’m going to see this girl today.”

“This girl? You sure have moved into this gay lifestyle quickly,” she replied and laughed. I told her about me coming out to my friends, the night that it happened. She told me that she had her thoughts about it. She took it well and I wasn’t surprised. My mother was very open and loved my brother and I more than anything.

“Shut up,” I chuckled and continued, “Well, she’s playing in a golf tournament today and she invited me to hangout afterwards.”

“A golf tournament?” she asked, surprised.

“She’s the captain of the golf team,” I said, proudly.

“So, my daughter is into jocks. Not the direction I saw this going.” She smiled, joking with me.

“Yeah, well. I’m a sucker for khakis and polos, I guess,” I sarcastically replied while she poured me a glass of milk.

“What time is your date?” she asked me.

“It’s not a date, Mom.” She rolled her eyes at my response. “But she called earlier and said around five.”

“Well, I’m going out to church in a few, so I won’t be here to tell you good luck, so good luck,” she said in a sweet, dorky manner.

“Thanks, Mom. Have fun praising Jesus.” I laughed as she scowled at me. She hated when I disrespected the Lord’s name.

* * * *

I pulled up to the clubhouse and barely found a place to park my car. It was like a geriatric convention here. I expected there to be a younger crowd, given that Keira was playing.

The course was beautiful. There were towering trees everywhere, beautiful bushes that were perfectly manicured, a fountain was in the center of the circle in front of the big, wooden doors. I had no clue where to go. I had never stepped foot on a golf course.

As I pushed open one of the heavy doors, I was cheerfully greeted by the pro shop attendant.

“Hey there! Golfing today or just enjoying the tournament? I’m afraid that the tournament is almost over,” the attendant spoke almost too fast for me to understand. He was an older man—skinny, white trimmed beard, extremely tan to the point where his skin looked like leather. But his smile was infectious.

“Oh, no. I’m just here to meet up with a friend after she’s done in the tournament.”

“Miss Keira?” I nodded and he continued, “You must be Ashley. She was so excited you were coming. Don’t tell her I said that, though.” He winked at me and walked around from behind the counter. “Here, follow me. She saved a seat for you by the eighteenth hole.”

She saved a seat for me? She was excited?

We walked through the glass doors in the back of the room and were now on a porch-like area. We were right in front of the hole eighteen green, the attendant, Ted, told me. There was a small iron table with two chairs in the corner that he seated me at.

“Can I get you anything to drink?

“Oh, no thank you. I’m fine,” I replied, and he gave me another sweet smile.

“Okay, well Keira should be playing this hole now. She will come find you after she’s done. Enjoy.” He waved goodbye and I smiled at him.

I turned my attention to the course and saw two golf carts coming closer. I squinted, trying to see if it was her or not. They parked and climbed out of the carts and I spotted her. She grabbed a club out of her bag and stood, propping herself against it as the other players hit their balls. I noticed that she was further ahead than any of them.

Her competitors were all older than her. One was an older gentleman in a bright green polo and white shorts. The other—his partner, I was assuming, was an older lady in a pink shirt, white skirt, and flowered sun visor. Maybe they were married. The person who was in the cart with Keira looked to be middle-aged. He had longer hair, but looked very serious.

It was Keira’s turn to hit her golf ball and I smiled, watching as she lifted her head from her club, to the green. She did it three times before she was satisfied and swung the club. The ball flew up to the green, rolling to a stop just a couple of feet from the flag.

I scooted my chair closer to the railing, so that I could get a better look. She parked her cart and, again, waited for the other players to swing before she did.

Finally, she walked onto the green and positioned her club. She looked so good. She was wearing a red polo with our school’s mascot—an armadillo, on it. Her khakis fit perfectly on her. She had a Callaway baseball hat on, keeping the sun out of her face. She focused on her club, then back up to the flag. That’s when she noticed me and smiled. I gave her a small wave and she tried to regain her composure quickly. Focusing again, she hit the ball at just the right angle and I heard the ball swirl around in the cup. She had made it.

She leaned down to pick up the ball as people cheered. She gave me a wide smile and shrugged. She was ridiculous.

She gave her club to her caddie and made a beeline for me.

“Hey,” she said, casually, climbing the stairs up to my table.

“Hey, you.” I smiled as she sat down next to me. “What are you doing up here?”

“I wanted to say hi to my number one fan,” she said, grinning at me. I slapped her arm, playfully. “Plus, I have to wait for these old geezers to get done so they can announce the winner.”

“Do you think you have a chance at winning?” I asked.

She looked at me, offended. “Uh, yeah. Did you see that last hole I just played? Come on, Engles,” she boasted.

We sat there, making small talk until the manager at the golf course stood in front of us all and announced the winners. Guess who won?

“The winner of the tournament and also winner of the longest drive…No surprise here, folks—Keira Mitchell!” he shouted as the audience all around us applauded and cheered. She gave me a knowing look at smirked, cockily, before walking up to accept the ginormous trophy. It was so big it was almost comical.

She thanked the course and a few members of the staff. She also mentioned how it was a great tournament and her competitors were amazing and that it was an honor. For someone so cocky, she sure was very humble.

She walked back over to our table and plopped the golden trophy down.

“Told you I would win,” she said and stuck her tongue out at me.

“It was probably rigged,” I replied.

“Oh yeah?” She raised her eyebrow at me. “And how could it be rigged?”

“You know, like in Space Jam
 where they had like, magnets in the balls or something.” I pulled that out of thin air.

She looked at me with a blank stare for a moment before busting out laughing. “You’re ridiculous.” We shared a smile, and I never wanted the moment to end. “Anyways, wanna go golf?”

* * * *

We went to the driving range and Keira tried her best to teach me how to swing the club.

“I feel like I look like I’m constipated doing this,” I said, frustrated at the weird position I had to be in.

“Just think of it as, like, twerking, but not shaking your butt,” she said, seriously. I turned back around at her and gave her a blank stare. She laughed loudly. “Well hey, at least your butt looks nice,” she emphasized and wiggled her eyebrows.

It was my turn to laugh now. “I knew there was some secret motive behind this date,” I said and immediately regretted my words. Date?

“Date?” she asked, staring at me. I couldn’t read her.

“Day. I said day,” I came up with the excuse of her mishearing me.

“Uh huh,” she replied, a smile forming on her lips. “Anyways, let’s get this show on the road, Engles,” she finished, grabbing my club and walking towards the golf cart, I noticed that her butt looked good, good. “Do you want to drive?” she asked and I shook my head.

“This place is too big. I don’t want to get us lost.”

She smiled and put the cart into gear and drove us to the first tee box. I was very intimidated and very afraid that I was going to embarrass myself.

“Do you want to go first?” she asked me. She was so sweet, but there was no way I was going first. I declined and she chuckled, grabbing her driver and making her way between the two red markers. She bent over to put her tee and golf ball in place and I couldn’t help but check her out. My God, she was hot. What did I do to deserve being here with her?

She took a few practice swings before adjusting her hat and taking her final swing. I watched as the ball jetted through the air, landing so far down the fairway that I couldn’t see it.

“You ready?” she asked, placing a tee and ball on the tee box for me. I timidly walked forward and grabbed the driver from her. I was so nervous. I didn’t want to embarrass myself and make her not like me.

I tried to remember the position she had taught me and judging by her silence, I had gotten that right. I took a couple of practice swings but wasn’t satisfied with them.

“Here, let me show you something.” She got behind me, wrapping her arms around me and her hands onto the grip. She moved my fingers into position, explaining why they went where, but I just nodded. I had no clue what she was saying. Her body was gently rubbing against mine and my mind was mush.

She moved from behind me, much to my disappointment, and was on the side of me now. She leaned down and pointed to the head of the club, explaining where to hit the ball and how to keep the bottom of it, flat on the ground.

“Got it?” she asked me, standing and moving out of my swinging range.

“I think so,” I replied timidly. I got back into position and took a couple of practice swings. I was a little more confident now. I was ready to take my final swing.

I missed and the club flew behind my shoulder. I almost fell and my worst nightmare had come true. I had embarrassed myself in front of her.

She giggled a little and told me it was okay, not to be embarrassed. She said she does it all the time still. And even though I knew she was lying, she made me feel better.

She came back behind me, putting the club back in my hands. This time, she kept her hands over of mine. My heart pounded in my chest.

“Okay, we are just going to practice your aim right now, okay?” I felt her breath against the back of my ear and I nodded. I wasn’t able to form words. I wondered if she knew what effect she was having on me right now.

She moved my arms back and forth a few times, asking me if I understood what she was doing. I nodded again, even though I couldn’t hear a single word she was saying. She pressed up against my back with each swing, and I was getting chills from head to toes.

“Okay, so let’s try your aim without me helping you, okay? Remember your grip,” she said and stepped to my side a little, still behind me.

I gripped the club harder, and slowly positioned my back swing before swinging hard. I hit the ball! But also, my club came to a halt, surprising me.

“Fuck!” I heard Keira yelp. I had hit her with the club. I dropped it immediately and faced her, cupping her face in my hands.

“Oh my God, I’m so sorry!” I was such an idiot. Oh my God. She would never forgive me.

“It’s…it’s okay,” she mumbled. She was holding her cheek. It was already red.

“I don’t know what happened. Why were you behind me? Not that it’s your fault. I—”

“Hey, it’s okay,” she eased my mind and chuckled as much as she could in her current state. “I said we were practicing your aim, not your swing.” She looked up at me, trying to smile.

I should have been paying attention to her words, not just her body against mine.

“I am so sorry, Keira. Let’s go get you some ice.” I helped her into the golf cart and drove us back to the clubhouse. I was mortified.


Chapter 6

I was so thankful that Keira was as kind as she was. After the golfing incident, I helped her ice her face, and we took a break from golf for the rest of the day. We sat at the clubhouse and joked around. I was relieved that the accident didn’t seem to make her like me any less.

Now I was walking to first period, hoping that she still wasn’t just faking everything yesterday, and that she really did accept my apology. I was being irrational again. I sat down, anxiously awaiting her arrival. She finally came through the door and threw me a small smile, before going over to her old seat next to Sadie.

A smile was good, right? I looked at the person sitting next to me and internally groaned. I wished it was Keira. Instead, I was sitting next to a pimply faced boy who breathed too loud.

“Alright, class. Take one paper and pass it back. We are going to go over this study guide together. Quiz will be on Friday,” Mr. Dunphy declared, causing students to huff and puff.

After we got our papers, he dimmed the lights and fired up the projector.

All through the class, I kept glancing over at Keira, but she didn’t return my stare one time. Was she secretly mad at me? I know it had nothing to do with Sadie, because they didn’t say a word to each other. At least not that I saw.

I couldn’t pay attention at all to the lecture, the problems, the presentation. I just kept staring over in her direction, hoping to make eye contact.

“Ashley?” I heard my teacher’s voice and my head snapped up in his direction.

“Yes, sir?”

“Could you tell me the answer?” he asked, knowing damn well that I had no clue what question we were even on.

“I’m sorry, umm, no,” I admitted. I could feel myself blushing. Thankfully it was dark in the room.

He let out a disappointed sigh and continued with the class. Everyone had eyes on me. Everyone except her. What was going on?

* * * *

At lunchtime I was still confused about Keira’s cold shoulder. Things were so great yesterday, was she really that upset about the incident? Maybe she didn’t want to be with a clumsy idiot.

“What’s got you down, clown?” Jennifer asked me as she scooted in beside me.

“Oh, nothing. I’m just really tired,” I responded. I didn’t have the energy to explain everything to her.

“Well, quit staying up all night watching reruns of The Office
 and you’ll be fine,” she quipped. Normally, I would say that she was spot on. I did spend many nights curled in bed until three A.M., watching the TV show, even though I had seen every episode ten times, if not more.

“Don’t tell me how to live my life,” I half-heartedly joked.

She seemed to have seen right through me. She gave me a sympathetic smile, but didn’t press me further.

“So, are you guys going to homecoming?” Ariel asked, and we all agreed.

“I have to set up for homecoming this Saturday. It’s going to be a long weekend,” I complained.

“I can help you. I’m not doing anything this weekend,” Jennifer offered, and I gladly accepted.

“So, you two can lez out?” Ariel asked, prompting laughter from the boys.

“Oh, shut up, Ari.” I laughed. She was so dumb sometimes.

“Hey, Engles,” I heard Sadie as she stormed up to our table, mocking the name that Keira called me.

“What’s your problem, Sadie?” Jenny stood up, defending me immediately. She really couldn’t stand her.

“Back off, Jennifer,” she seethed and turned to look at me. “I just wanted to say, good luck with Keira. She can be a real handful,” she said to me before leaving as quickly as she came. She turned her head once more and called me a bitch.

Maybe that was why Keira was ignoring me, to protect me? I hoped so.

“What the fuck was that about?” Ariel asked me, stunned.

“That girl is a major bitch,” Jacob stated.

“Kind of hot, though,” Johnny chimed in, receiving a slap on the back of his head from Ariel.

“They broke up, I guess,” I told them all.

“What? When? Why didn’t you tell me?” Jenny bombarded me with questions.

“I don’t know. I didn’t want to bother you over the weekend,” I started off slowly. I had to tell her the next part. Rip it off like a Band-Aid. “We hung out yesterday.”

“What?” Jennifer and Ariel said in unison.

“Why didn’t you say anything?” Jenny grilled me.

“Because it just ended terribly,” I looked down at the table, reliving the moment in my head.

“What happened?” She placed her hand on mine, to comfort me.

“I went to one of her tournaments yesterday and she won. It was super sexy,” I started rambling and Jenny removed her hand from mine suddenly. Was she mad at me? I continued anyways, “So, afterwards we went golfing. Well, tried to go golfing. She was showing me how to hold the club and was behind me, and oh my God, I almost died because she was touching me,” I gushed and Ariel and the boys were smiling, listening intently. “But I missed my shot, so she tried helping me aim and I thought I was supposed to be swinging and…” I trailed off and they looked at me, hanging onto my words. “I hit her in the face with the club,” I blurted out.

They roared with laughter as I tried to hide my blush. I noticed that Jenny wasn’t laughing, though. She seemed to be zoning out.

“Hey,” I said to her, softly, not trying to make a big deal out of it. She just looked up at me. “What’s up?”

“Nothing.” She regained her composure and continued. “Didn’t she think it was weird that you were on a date even though you have a girlfriend?”

That’s what this was about. She thought I had made her look like a fool. I had to ease her mind.

“Oh, no. Don’t worry. I told her we broke up, so it’s—”

“What? You told her we broke up?” she snapped at me. I was confused. Why was she mad? I didn’t make a joke out of her, like she had thought.

“What’s the problem? I didn’t make a fool out of you. I did the right thing,” I defended myself.

“Ashley, that isn’t the…” She shook her head. “That wasn’t a part of the plan.”

“Ooh, trouble in paradise,” Jacob cooed, receiving a death glare from my best friend.

She grabbed her tray and got up. “I have to go, guys. I’ll see you later.” And with that, she stormed off.

“What was that about?” I asked the group and they all shook their heads, just as confused as me.

* * * *

Later that night, I was in bed, moping around when I heard my phone buzz. I was expecting it to be Jenny, since I had texted her five times, with no reply.

Mitchell: Hey Engles.

How could she text me so casually?

Me: Hey Mitchell.

Mitchell: I just wanted to say I’m sorry about today.

Me: What about it?

I overthought my text, hoping that it didn’t sound rude. But I also wanted her to think that I hadn’t noticed anything off, in fear of seeming like I was obsessing over her not talking to me.

Mitchell: I wanted to talk to you, but I wanted to respect Sadie. I don’t want her thinking I left her for you or some other crazy conclusion she would jump to.

Would that really be a crazy conclusion? We did
 have a date on Sunday…right? Why did I feel offended by that text?

Me: Oh no, it’s understandable. It’s okay.

Mitchell: Cool :) I missed you, just saying.

My heart fluttered and a smile was plastered on my face. She liked me, right?

Me: I missed you, too, just saying. :)

So, it looked like I was worried about nothing all day. At least when it came to Keira. All thoughts of Jennifer left my mind as I spent the rest of the night texting my new love interest.

* * * *

The next day after school, things were still tense between Jennifer and I. Between not being able to talk to Keira openly and my best friend giving me the cold shoulder, I was a bit lost, to say the least. Sure, I had Ariel and the boys, but it just wasn’t the same.

I decided that I needed to patch things up with Jennifer, and get to the bottom of what was bothering her. I know I didn’t follow our plan, but what had I done wrong, really? I made sure that we were broken up before I had my date with Keira.

I hadn’t seen her this upset since her and Greg broke up in middle school. They got married when we were kids. There wedding rings were twist ties. When she found out that he kissed Brittany, she yelled at him that she wanted a divorce and threw her ring at him.

I asked her to come over to my house after school and she agreed. I couldn’t read her, though. She was acting very neutral all day. Nevertheless, I was glad that she agreed.

When she arrived that afternoon, I made sure to put her favorite movie on. I got all kinds of snacks ready—sour gummy worms, Reese’s, popcorn, and Twizzlers. I even got us two Icees from the gas station on my way home.

We settled in, both sitting on the floor in front of my bed, using it as a backrest. I offered her popcorn, but she declined. She never denied popcorn. I shook it off, though.

“Hey, I just wanted to say that I’m sorry about not telling you about me hanging out with Keira,” I apologized and she responded, not looking away from the TV.

“It’s no problem, Ashley,” she said, a bit sternly.

I didn’t know what to say, so I continued watching the movie with her, in an awkward silence.

Our hands touched as we both grabbed for a piece of popcorn and she drew her hand back quickly. I looked over at her and she looked away.

Was what I had done really that bad? So bad that she couldn’t even handle touching me? This was ridiculous.

“Look, are you going to tell me what’s going on or what?” I paused the movie and forced her to look at me. She sighed, annoyed. “Seriously, Jenny, what I did wasn’t so bad. I was busy and didn’t have time to tell you about the date. I told her we broke up, so it didn’t look like I was making a fool out of you. I told her we just decided we were better as friends,” I drew my rant to a close and she grabbed the remote, clicking play.

I gave up, and we sat watching the movie in silence, until she finally muttered something.

“I’m sorry.”

I looked at her, but she was still facing the TV.

“It’s okay,” I replied. I guess that was the only resolution we were going to get for now, and I had to be okay with that.

Suddenly, I heard my phone ring. I got up to grab it off of my table, Jennifer’s eyes following me. It was Keira.

I pressed Accept immediately and greeted her.

“Hey, Mitchell, what’s up?” I couldn’t help but smile. I didn’t hear her reply, though, as my best friend, interrupted.

“That’s her?” She sounded angry, for whatever reason. I looked at her, confused. She stormed out of my bedroom.

“What’s going on?” I heard Keira’s voice and I returned my attention to her.

“Oh, nothing. Jenny just—”

“Jenny? You’re still hanging out with her a lot, huh?” she said, flatly.

“Yeah. She’s my best friend,” I said, not understanding where this was going.

“Well, anyways, I just wanted to say hi. I have to go, though. See you later, Mitchell,” she said and hung up the phone before I could reply.

What the hell was going on? Did I have the plague or something?

I could have chased after Jennifer. I could have called Keira back. But I decided to just pick up the snacks off the floor, turn my TV off, and go to bed.


Chapter 7

I was very lethargic Friday after school. I still had no clue what was going on with either one of the girls. I had pushed myself past the point of caring, straight into just numbing my mind. Binge watching Netflix and eating bags of popcorn helped quite a bit.

“What are you watching, honey?” my mother asked, sitting on the recliner next to me. I was sprawled out on the couch, popcorn crumbs all over my shirt. I didn’t care.

“Some murder documentary. I don’t know,” I replied.

We sat in silence for a few moments as the narrator went over the evidence. Every time I watched these TV shows, I thought I could easily be a detective.

In this particular case, they couldn’t find the killer in their DNA database. Years later, they looked into the evidence and saw that the stamp on the pack of cigarettes showed that they were from a neighboring state. The checked that state’s database, and found him.

Now, why would they not check the neighboring state to begin with? And how could they miss the blue stamp on the cigarettes?

“These cops are idiots,” my mother said and I laughed for the first time in days, it felt like.

“I know. We would be better detectives than them,” I agreed with her.

“Oh, we could be a mother-daughter detective team!” she excitedly said.

“Like the Gilmore Girls, with a twist,” I said.

We shared a laugh, and I was in a decent mood finally. I picked some of the popcorn remnants off of my shirt and placed them on the napkin on the table.

I got the sudden urge to share what was bothering me. My mother’s presence was always so comforting to me. I resisted the urge for a few moments, but finally, I paused the TV.

“Hey, Mom, can I talk to you about something?”

“I don’t know, can you?” she replied, sarcastically, and I smiled. I knew where I got my humor from.

“So, you know how Jenny and I had that stupid plan to fake date so that Keira would be into me?”

“The plan that worked, according to your date Sunday,” she interjected.

“Yes. That one. Well, I didn’t tell Jenny about it, and she found out about it at school. She got upset. And on top of that, Keira isn’t really talking to me in public, because she doesn’t want to hurt her girlfriend—”

“Oh, honey, I’m sorry.” She reached out her hand and put it on top of mine. Literally, she was the best mother ever.

“It’s okay. But last night when Jenny came over, she was still being distant. Then Keira called, and when I answered and Jenny stormed out, and Keira got all weird and neither of them are talking to me now.” I took a deep breath after the rant.

“Hmm,” My mother thought out loud.

“What?” I egged her on. I was anxious to hear her advice.

“Well, sweetie. It sounds like Keira is just jealous. She thinks you two dated, so she is worried that you might rekindle something. You want my opinion?” she asked and I nodded. “You need to come clean and let her know it was a lie.”

I started to protest, but she shook her head and continued.

“No. I know it will be scary, but if she is as nice and funny as you say, and if it is meant to be, she will think it was just silly and forgive you. It will give her peace of mind,” she said. I knew she was right. Even though she might not trust me afterwards.

“And with Jenny? What is her problem? She can’t be mad at me for not telling her the day it happened, can she?”

“Well, the way I see it, I think she feels threatened. You not telling her may have made her think you were drifting apart. Then you answering the phone while she was there—it was almost like unintentionally rubbing your new friendship in her face. I know you didn’t mean to. But Jenny has always been a little sensitive,” she answered. I think she was spot on. “Or it’s because she’s in love with you,” she joked and I laughed with her. That would be something, wouldn’t it?

* * * *

That night, I was listening to music and doing my homework. It was going to be a tough weekend for me. My mom’s advice played over and over in my head. But where to begin?

I grabbed my phone and scrolled through my contacts. I debating on whether to call Keira or not.

I really wanted to. I almost felt like I needed to. I had grown accustomed to her, and it seemed unfair that as quickly as we had gotten close, we could just as quickly grow apart.

I scrolled back up to Jenny’s name and opened messages.

Jenny can we please talk?

I put my phone down, and continued with my work. I compulsively checked my phone, but nothing.

I decided eventually it was hopeless waiting, and gave up. I continued on with my school work for about another hour.

Finally, just passed 8:00 P.M., I wrapped up my homework and got in the shower. I felt defeated.

When I got back in my room, I was shocked to see Jenny had replied.

Sure.

Well, it wasn’t the best response ever, but I was happy to even get a reply from her.

Want to meet at the clubhouse in 30 mins?

I finished drying my hair and got dressed. It had been five minutes since I texted her last. Did she change her mind?

As if she read my mind, I heard my phone buzz.

Yeah. See you soon.

* * * *

I arrived early.

I crawled through the small doorway we had made and sat in the corner next to our window. It was a small, shabby little thing, but what can you expect when two ten-year-old girls built it?

It had a tin roof, mismatched plywood walls, and an old carpet. We had found all of the building materials in an old abandoned house in our neighborhood.

I was surprised that no one other than us had ever used it. It was pretty well hidden, I guess.

I sat with my knees to my chest, hoping that she wouldn’t stand me up. I didn’t think she would, but I also never thought there would be such a distance between us, either.

I heard a rustling near the clubhouse, and for a second, I was scared. It was dark and creepy outside.

I breathed a sigh of relief when I saw Jennifer crawling through the door. She heard the breath I let out.

“What, did I scare you or something?” She let out a small laugh and I smiled.

“No,” I lied.

“Uh-huh,” she sat down in front of me, legs crossed. She knew me better than that.

“Jenny, what’s going on?” I asked her, softly, breaking the uncomfortable silence. She looked at me for a second and looked back to the ground, not saying anything. “Okay, I think I might know what it is,” I continued.

“Yeah?” She looked back up at me.

“My mom said it might be because you feel our relationship is threatened by what’s going on with me and Keira.” She looked at me intently, and I kept talking. “Is that it?”

She finally nodded. “Yeah.” She sounded timid.

“Jenny, you have nothing to worry about. You are my best friend, and you always will be.” I grabbed her hand in mine. “I will never love anybody as much as I love you.”

She smiled at me and squeezed my hand. “Thank you, Ash. I’m sorry I’ve been so irrational.”

I shook my head. “No, there’s nothing to apologize for. Let’s just put it in the past, okay?”

“Yes. Thank you,” she replied and her face lit up before she continued. “Do you remember this?” She lifted one corner of the carpet in the corner and pulled out an old composition notebook.

“Our journal!” I had forgotten all about it. It was tattered and had colorful scribbles all over it.

“My God, how old were we when we started this?”

“God, like eleven? Maybe even younger.” I scooted over to sit next to her and she thumbed through the pages. I pulled out my phone to use as a flashlight.

“Our hand writing was atrocious.” She laughed.

“Wow, look at that.” I pointed out and started to read an entry she wrote. “Greg kissed Brittany, I heard. Yesterday I broke up with him. He is so stupid. I gave him his stupid ring back and divorced him. He doesn’t want to divorce but I told him too bad.”

We both laughed.

“I really took that divorce hard,” she stated, smiling, and it made me feel so good. I missed my best friend’s smile.

We continued making fun of our younger selves for some time, before something caught my eye.

“Hey, check that out.” I pointed to the wall. Carved in it, read AE + JS BFF 4EVER


“I forgot about that.” Her eyes lit up. It was the first thing we did when we built the clubhouse. We stole a steak knife from her kitchen just to carve it. “Best friends forever.” She giggled.

We spent the rest of the night there, reading through our journal, joking around, and just enjoying each other’s company. I know it had only been a few days we had not talked, but it felt like a lifetime to me. I was glad to have her back.


Chapter 8

I was mostly happy. I had my best friend back. That alone was great to me. But there were two things that I was not happy about. I had still not heard from Keira and today was Saturday, which meant I had to go set up for the homecoming dance.

Last night, I didn’t get home until 4:00 A.M., so waking up early was a drag, to say the least. I mumbled a hello to my mother as I shoved a bagel into my mouth.

“I’m assuming last night went well, judging by the time you came home?” she asked, as she smeared cream cheese onto her own bagel.

“Yeah, things are great with Jenny and I again. You were right—she was worried we would grow apart because of Keira,” I answered, downing a drink of my orange juice.

“Mothers know best,” she bragged and I jokingly rolled my eyes at her. “So, how are things with you and Keira now?”

“I don’t know,” I sighed. “I still haven’t heard from her.”

“Well, maybe you should just reach out to her,” she simply responded.

“I don’t want to seem too pushy.”

“Listen here, kiddo,” she started, and I smiled as she put the elbows onto the table in front of me. “I was not interested in your dad one bit when we first met. But he was so persistent. Sending flowers, calling my house, waiting by my locker at school.” It was her turn to roll her eyes now, but with a fond smile on her face. “He was very persistent. And if you should learn anything from that, it’s that girls love being pursued. Plus, Keira likes you already, so you already have a one-up on your father.”

She was right. I mean, I had to assume she was right. Mothers know best, right?

After my poor excuse for a breakfast, I texted Keira.

Hey, Keira. I was wondering if you wanted to hangout today?

Before I could even put my phone back into my pocket, she responded.

Sorry, I have golf today.

My stomach dropped and I immediately started overthinking. Was she lying? Why was her reply so short? At least she replied, right? But she was so nice, she would reply even if she hated me. Should I respond?

I decided not to reply, in fear of being seen as desperate, and also because I didn’t know how to convey my disappointment.

I grabbed my keys and made my way to my car. It was time to get this homecoming crap over with.

* * * *

The gymnasium was hectic. I didn’t expect so many people to show up. I was overwhelmed, until I saw Jennifer’s smiling face. I instantly felt my stress go away.

“Oh my God, I am so glad you showed up!” I greeted her with a big hug. She had glitter all over herself already.

“Yup, and you’re late,” she jokingly scolded.

“Yeah, yeah. And how are you so awake?” I questioned her perkiness.

“Well, I never slept last night. So, I’m running on fumes.” She laughed.

We headed over to the table that had the assignment sheet on it. It looked like we were now on balloon duty. We went over to the storage closet and grabbed the ladder.

“Okay, no huffing helium, J,” I warned. She raised her eyebrow. “No, that was not a challenge.”

“You know me too well,” she pouted, and started filling up the balloons and handing them to me. I was very careful not to lose my balance. Heights scared me. Even if it was only a four-foot ladder.

“Is your ladder wobbling?” She acted afraid.

“Shut up, Jennifer,” I tried sounding stern, but my voice gave me away.

“I don’t know, I think it’s a little lopsided.” She grabbed onto the metal ladder and I threw her a death glare. “Okay, okay.” She released it, knowing I meant business.

“So anyways, thank you for last night,” she said out of nowhere.

“What do you mean, thank me’?” Her thanking me was absurd. I should be thanking her.

“I just…” she trailed off, trying to find the words. I waited patiently and hung another balloon from the wall. “I don’t know. I feel childish for getting so upset. Thank you for reaching out to me,” she finally found her words.

“Jenny, we have been best friends for, like, a decade now. You don’t need to thank me for anything. And you absolutely do not have to feel childish. I’m sorry for not thinking about your feelings,” I genuinely apologized and we shared a smile.

“BFFs forever,” she said.

“BFFs forever,” I repeated and we both chuckled.

“So, have you heard from golf girl?”

“Yeah,” I said, sounding sadder than I intended to.

“What? What happened?” she asked me, softly.

“It’s nothing. I just asked her to hang out later today, and she told me she was busy. Which is understandable. I know she’s busy. But her text was really blunt,” I said.

“Well nothing happened between you two, right? There’s no reason for her to be short with you, other than being busy,” she tried to reassure me.

“Yeah. I guess you’re—”

“Hey, bitches, I’m here to help,” I heard a loud announcement. The voice sounded familiar, and I froze up when I realized who it was coming from.

Sadie.

“What the fuck is she doing here?” Jenny muttered under her breath. I shook my head. Great, just what I needed. I was already feeling down. I’m sure she would make it even worse.

She made her way over to me, a fake smile splayed on her face. “Hi, Ashley. Jennifer.” She glanced at my best friend before returned her gaze to me. “How can I help?”

“You want to help?” I asked, sounding a bit ruder than I intended. Going by her reputation, she just didn’t care about…well, anything.

“Yes, I want to help,” she snipped before clearing her throat and changing her tone. “It’s come to my attention that I am cold and uncaring, thanks to your new girlfriend,” she said to me. Before I could interject, she continued. “Sorry, Jenny. Too soon?” she asked and we both knew she didn’t care to hear the answer.

When she found her tactics weren’t working, she gave up.

“Look, I just want to help to get my mind off of things, okay?” She finally caved in and admitted the truth.

I hesitated before answering her. I wasn’t sure if this was some trap. Or maybe we were living in an alternate universe. But I was a push over, so I gave her a chance.

“Okay, fine, Sadie,” I gave in. Out of the corner of my eye I could see Jennifer staring at me, protesting, I’m sure.

“Great!” She seemed cheerful now. “Where do I begin?”

* * * *

Working with Sadie was a little uncomfortable at first. Mainly because I was on edge the whole time, not trusting Sadie. I was tiptoeing most of the day, but I finally let my guard down a little. Even Jennifer wasn’t completely put off by her presence.

They were putting the drop cloth up for the pictures, and I could swear I saw them laughing. For a second, I imagined they were hatching a diabolical plan to get back at me. But I quickly realized how irrational I was, and pushed that thought out of my head.

The truth was, Sadie wasn’t a bad person. Yeah, she wasn’t overly friendly, that was a fact. But why did she have to be? I was overly friendly and it was exhausting. It felt like a curse sometimes. And she has never been mean to me, per se. Even when she confronted me.

She was simply worried for her relationship. Then she was hurt that her relationship had ended. Those were normal things.

“Hey, we were thinking,” Jenny said as her and Sadie came up to me. “If Hayleigh wins homecoming queen, can we dump pig’s blood on her like in Carrie?” They were both giggling.

Hayleigh was the school’s queen bee. And she was a major bitch. I could humanize Sadie, easily. But there was no hope for finding one speck of humanity in Hayleigh. Last year, she had sex with her best friend’s boyfriend and then got mad that said best friend got mad at her. It was a huge ordeal.

I hid my smile and replied, “No.”

“How about just red paint?” Sadie asked. It was nice seeing her smile, oddly enough.

“No,” I replied again, but laughed with them this time.

“Okay, okay, fine,” Jennifer said and they walked away, back to their task.

“Party pooper,” I heard Sadie whisper to my best friend and they both giggled.


Chapter 9

After spending hours in the school gym, setting up for a homecoming that none of us were even planning on going to originally, I was exhausted. I passed out as soon as I got home and didn’t wake up until 1:15 P.M. the next day.

I was pleasantly surprised by Sadie’s behavior. Though it did make me feel a bit guilty for the scheme I had hatched. Especially since the scheme seemed to have been pointless.

I crawled out of bed and made my way into the living room, plopping down on the couch. My brother was on the recliner, watching football.

“She’s alive,” my father said as he walked through the living room to the front door.

“Yup,” I mumbled. I noticed he was in his suit. “You’re working today?” I asked, disappointed. I rarely saw him anymore.

“Just a meeting, honey. I’ll be home later this evening.” He shot me a smile, and headed out.

All he ever did was work. I don’t know how my mother dealt with it. I wasn’t married to Keira and I still saw her most days, but I missed her so much, it hurt.

“What are you doing today, sis? Seeing that hottie?” my brother asked, still looking at the TV. He was sweet sometimes. Mainly when his friends weren’t around.

“No, I think I blew it with her. Not sure what I did,” I spilled.

“Sucks that you blew it. She was hot,” he replied, and that was the last thing we said to each other. He was engrossed in the football game.

After I had my fill of sports, I went back into my room. There was a notification on my phone, which I immediately noticed. When I saw the text from Keira, I forgot to breathe for a second.

Hey Engles. Wanna come to my tournament today?

I checked the time stamp—7:36 A.M. Damn it! Of course, the one day I sleep in. I needed to text back to make sure she knows I wasn’t just ignoring her.

Mitchell! I’m sorry, I slept in late. I would have loved to go.

I re-read the text over and over again, analyzing whether or not it sounded desperate or pathetic. I decided it sounded okay.

Now, to sit and wait. I needed to distract myself, but couldn’t concentrate. Luckily for me, I didn’t have to wait long.

It’s okay, sleepyhead. What are you doing now?

My heart skipped a beat as I imagined her calling me sleepyhead in person. I would die.


Nothing. What are you doing?
 My reply was embarrassingly fast.

Coming over to hang out with you?

There went my heart again. I agreed and sent her my address. I immediately ran to my closet, freaking out about what I was going to wear.

A dress? That would be too much. Jeans and a T-shirt? Way too casual. I settled on shorts and a T-shirt. I’ve always gotten compliments on my legs, hopefully she would notice, too.

* * * *

I heard our doorbell ring and I sprang to my feet. I took a deep breath before opening the door. My face fell. It was just two of my brother’s friends.

“Ash, what’s up?” Todd greeted me, cheerfully. He was really nice, but I don’t think I was hiding my disappointment very well. Luckily, he didn’t notice.

I let the boys in and started shutting the door, before hearing a voice.

“Hey, hold up, Engles,” Keira’s voice was like music to my ears. She placed her hand on the door, squeezing her way through the entryway.

“Oh my gosh, I’m so sorry,” I apologized and for some reason, I felt my face start to flush.

Actually, I knew the reason. She looked so damn good. She was in shorts, as well, and a plain black tank top. Her hair was down and flowing. She looked like a goddess. I had to tell myself to remember to breathe.

“It’s okay, Engles.” She chuckled. I had never loved my last name more than when she called me by it. I had grown very fond of the habit.

I led her into the living room, and looking around at the three messy boys, I had doubts about letting her come over.

“Mitchell!” Todd yelled, and she lit up. She made her way over to him and did some weird secret handshake with him.

“What’s up, Todd?” she greeted him, and I was secretly relieved that she called him by his first name. Last name basis was our thing.

“Catching the game. Sit down!” He invited her to sit next to him, and jealously filled my body. She silently declined, though, and sat next to me on the love seat. They carried on for a moment before he got back into the game.

“How do you two know each other?” I casually asked, but jealousy was nagging at me.

“Oh, he’s my cousin,” she simply replied and I breathed a sigh of relief. I hope she hadn’t noticed.

“Why?” She smiled, knowingly, and I knew I was busted.

“Just wondering,” I answered, avoiding her stare.

“Are you jealous?” she slyly asked, gently poking me in the side.

“What? No,” I denied. I knew I was blushing.

“Oh, don’t worry. He’s not my type,” she continued looking at me. Her gaze was magnetic. As soon as I met her eyes, I couldn’t help but smile.

“What is
 your type?” I questioned. I was surprised I had mustered the courage to ask.

“Hmm, let’s see.” She acted as though she was in deep thought. “Brunette, female—definitely.” Her smile grew and I rolled my eyes. “Total nerd, funny,” she drew out. I saw her eyeing me up and down and my stomach was going crazy.

I didn’t know how to react. I couldn’t think straight. She was talking about me, right?

“Sounds very…specific,” I finally managed to get out.

“Very,” she said, staring at me, intensely. Luckily, she turned her attention back to the TV, relieving me of the speechless state I was in.

As the game went on, my brother and his friends got more drunk and loud. It was becoming very hectic and annoying. Not to mention, I was bored out of my mind watching football.

“Hey, I have an idea. Wanna go somewhere?” I asked her.

“Sure, where?” She turned her attention to me. “Don’t say your bedroom, because I don’t put out on the second date,” She joked. Second date?

“No,” I laughed. “Bold of you to assume I am that type of girl,” I quipped, and was proud of myself. She was, too, judging by the smile on her face. “Come on,” I invited and got off the couch.

* * * *

“What the hell is this?” she asked me, giggling a little.

“This is a sacred space,” I answered as I crawled in the tiny doorway of my club house.

“Scared, huh?” she made fun of me, following me inside.

As we repositioned and got more comfortable, I continued.

“Very. This has been a home away from home for years. Jenny and I built this when we were kids.”

“I can tell.” She laughed. It was a little shabby, I’ll give her that. “You said you and Jenny?” she asked, and suddenly there was a pit in my stomach.

“Yeah,” I answered. I didn’t know what else to say.

“So, I want to say something.” She positioned herself so that she was sitting with her legs crossed. I nodded for her to continue. “The other day…I didn’t mean to shut you out,” she sounded timid now. I wasn’t used to seeing her like this.

“Oh, no, it’s okay—”

“No, it isn’t,” she interrupted me, in the nicest way possible. “I just…” she trailed off, trying to find her words. She sighed before blurting out “I got jealous,” looking down at her hands.

Jealous? She was jealous? Of Jennifer and I hanging out. Of course she was, I was an idiot. I needed to tell her the truth.

“I know it’s ridiculous. And it’s not your fault. We are both going through break ups and I never really told you how I feel about you—”

“How you feel about me?” I cut her off on accident. I couldn’t help it.

She looked up at me now and gently spoke her reply. “I like you.”

My heart almost burst. It was beating so hard in my chest right now that I thought I might die. Wouldn’t that be ironic?

“You like me?” I could barely utter the words.

She smiled and rolled her eyes playfully. “Duh, Mitchell. You can’t tell me you didn’t know.”

I admit, I had suspicions. But part of me thought they were delusions. I thought maybe I was reading too much into things, blinded by my own fondness of her.

“Even after hitting you with the golf club?” I cringed.

“Especially after hitting me with the golf club.” She laughed before continuing. “But I don’t want you to feel pressured. Even if you don’t like me too, I hope we can still be friends. You make me laugh harder than anyone else ever has. And I can be myself with you. It’s really nice. But I know that you and Jenny just broke up, so you may have feelings for her still—”

She rambled on and I zoned out, staring at her. She liked me. Keira fucking Mitchell, hottest girl in school, liked me. And my God, she was so cute when she was unsure of herself and babbling.

I don’t know where I got the nerve to do what I did next, but I leaned over and cut her off. I had the sudden urge to kiss her. I couldn’t help it. I kissed her softly, shushing her. It only lasted a couple seconds, but it was the best couple of seconds of my life.

Her lips tasted sweet, like peppermint. I wondered if she had expected this kiss to happen. But then panic set in. Did I really just kiss her?

I pulled back quickly, but I didn’t make it too far. Suddenly her hands were in my hair, pulling me into her. Her lips were on mine again. This time, the kiss lasted longer. They were small, soft kisses, and they drove me wild. I had to remind myself to breathe, again.

She moved her lips from mine, both of us needing to catch our breath. I could feel her smile, and I mirrored her. My heart was pounding. All I could focus on was her lips. I never wanted to stop kissing her.

“Is this okay?” she breathily asked me.

“Shut up,” I replied and captured her lips again. This time, I felt her tongue at my lips and I immediately opened my mouth to accept it.

Her hands moved down to my waist, gently, but firmly tugging at them, pulling me into her lap. I was straddling her and kissing her deeper now. I clung to her body.

She started kissing me harder and a small moan slipped out of my mouth. I would have been embarrassed, had it not caused her hips to buck up against me. That caused another groan to fall out of my mouth.

“God, you’re so hot,” she mumbled against my mouth. The tone of her voice sent chills down my spine. I had never wanted someone so badly in my entire life.

Her hands were making their way up my back and under my shirt. The feeling of her bare skin against mine was almost too much to bear. I felt like I was going to explode before we even took our clothes off.

“Oh my God,” I heard. It confused me, because it didn’t sound like Keira. I was even more puzzled when she pulled away from me.

After the fog cleared up in my head, I realized what was happening. Jennifer was in the doorway. I only caught a glimpse of her before she ran off.

“I’m so sorry, Ashley,” Keira said to me. I think it was the first time she had said my first name.

I looked away from the door and back at her. She looked truly apologetic. And it made me feel terrible, because she had no reason to be. But still, why had Jenny been so upset? We had patched things up.

“No, don’t be sorry. It’s okay,” I smiled at her.

I should have gone after Jennifer, if I was a good friend. But I was under Keira’s spell. Even after she insisted that I see if my best friend was okay, I declined.

The mood was ruined, but my new love interest and I still hung out for the rest of the day. We had stolen a few more kisses from each other, but it never went any further than that.

If I hadn’t been so caught up in pursuing my new relationship and had taken a closer look at what was going on, I would have seen that Jennifer was hurt, because she had fallen in love with me.


Chapter 10

After our second date, as Keira dubbed it, I was walking on air. Sadie didn’t seem too bothered by it, not that we were paying any attention. We were in our own little bubble.

Keira was now permanently sitting next to me in math class. I could feel her staring at me. “What?” I asked her, seeing her out of my peripherals.

“You look really beautiful today,” she said casually.

I looked over at her and she was staring at me, with a serious look on her face. A blush crept up through my face. I looked back at the front of the class and muttered, “Shut up.” A smile was splayed on my face, though.

* * * *

After math, I was still reeling from how Keira had been making me feel. I had never experienced anything this strong before.

How had I gotten so lucky? I was in a state of bliss, to say the least. I had the hottest, sweetest, funniest girl. She actually felt the same about me. It was unreal.

But still, as the classes went on, I felt something nagging at me. The Jennifer situation. I realized that I might be a bit self-absorbed, I hadn’t been treating my best friend the way a best friend should. She had gone out of her way to help me get this far with Keira, and I wasn’t paying attention to her feelings.

What were her feelings, though? That was the confusing part. She had made this plan and it had worked, so why was she upset?

Maybe I was drifting apart from her. But really, it was only a day or two that I hadn’t been with her. Every time she dated, I respected that she wouldn’t be around as often. So why couldn’t she do the same for me?

I decided I needed to just talk to her, to clear the air.

When lunch came, I sat down with the boys and Ariel.

“Have you guys seen Jenny?” I asked them all, and received shaking heads from them. There was no sign of her in the cafeteria.

I started to get up to go look for her, but I heard Keira’s voice behind me.

“Mind if I sit here?”

“Hi. Yes, of course you can,” I replied and sat back down. She smiled and took a seat next to me.

As ashamed as I am to admit this, once I saw her, all thoughts of Jenny went out of my head.

My friends stared at Keira, anxiously. I blushed a little and introduced them.

“Keira, this is Jacob, Johnny, and Ariel. Guys, this is—”

“Keira Mitchell. Hottest lesbian in school,” Jacob interjected.

“Jacob!” I scolded him. Keira laughed.

“Well, thank you. I see my reputation precedes me,” she replied and smiled, cockily.

Everything about her was perfect to me. Her witty comebacks, however, were my favorite.

Ariel eyed her up and down for a second before joining the conversation.

“So, you’ve dated quite a few girls, huh?” she blatantly asked. I have no clue where this was going, but I did not like it.

“I guess you could say that,” my brunette replied. She shifted uncomfortably.

“So, are you a player?” Ariel grilled her.

“No. God, no,” Keira immediately replied.

“Ariel,” I said, warning her. The last thing I needed was for her to scare Keira off.

“Hey.” She put her hands up, in a surrender gesture. “I’m just making sure you aren’t just going to use and abuse Ashley.” She defended herself and I wanted to crawl into a hole.

“No,” Keira started, looking at me and giving me a gentle smile before continuing. “That is the last thing I would ever do. I really like Ashley,” she answered, and I absolutely beamed. I couldn’t help it.

“You do, huh?” Ariel pondered for a moment. Jacob and Johnny were just enjoying the show. “What do you like about her?”

“Ariel, stop,” I said, firmly this time. This was getting awkward.

“No, no, it’s okay,” Keira said. “I like how she is incredibly smart. So smart that it teeters on the edge of being nerdy. I love that she is clumsy. Even if it is at my expense sometimes.” We laughed, thinking about the golf club incident. “I like that she makes me laugh more than anyone I have ever know in my entire life. I like how she blushes whenever people compliment her.” As you can imagine, I was blushing at that moment. “I like how she gets frustrated and scrunches up her face when she can’t figure out a math problem—”

“Okay, okay. You have my blessing,” Ariel interrupted. Even though I was blushing like crazy, I was disappointed at Ariel’s interruption. I wanted Keira to continue.

“Get a room, girls,” Johnny said, in a jokingly, disgusted manner.

They continued on with their normal conversation, arguing whether tater tots or potato wedges were better.

Keira and I shared a smile and I felt her hand move on top of my knee, squeezing gently. Butterflies were invading my stomach. I fought them off and covered her hand with mine.

* * * *

After lunch, Keira decided to walk me to class. She carried my bag for me and everything.

“You’re being very sweet,” I said to her.

“What can I say?” She smiled at me. We pushed through the sea of students. “So hey, how is Jennifer doing?” she asked me out of the blue.

“Oh,” I started off. I had forgotten that I was trying to find her earlier. I was the worst best friend alive. “I actually haven’t heard from her. Or seen her.”

Keira stopped walking and grabbed my hand, pulling me out of the walkway. “You guys haven’t spoken at all?” She sounded concerned.

“No, not really,” I tried averting eye contact with her. I felt terrible.

“It’s because of me, huh?” she asked, guilt in her voice.

“No,” I denied. “It’s just…I don’t know what it is actually.” I ran my hand through my hair, frustrated.

“I’m sorry if I came between you two,” she apologized.

I found it ironic, since I had intentionally come between her and Sadie.

“No, no,” I grabbed her hand this time. She looked from the floor, up to me. “It’s not your fault. I promise you.” She seemed to relax a little at that statement. “I’ll figure it out.”

We stopped just in front of my classroom door and I gathered my books from her.

“Okay, I’ll see you after class, Mitchell,” I said and gave her a smile before making my way into the room.

“Engles,” she called and I turned around, confused.

“Yes?”

She leaned against the door frame, looking as cool as ever. “Wanna go on a date tonight?” she casually asked.

I couldn’t help the huge grin that grew on my face. “On a school night?” I asked, seriously.

“Really?” She laughed. “Come on, don’t be a square.”

I acted offended that she called me a square, but secretly I loved it. “Okay, it’s a date.”

She leaned over and kissed me on my cheek before heading off. I stood in the doorway, watching her walk away. My God, I was lucky.


Chapter 11

So, tonight was our first official date. I was feeling nervous. I paced around the living room, waiting to see her pull up into the driveway.

“Ooh, Ashley’s got a date,” my brother sung, teasing me.

“Shut up, idiot,” I snapped at him. I was nervous enough without his teasing.

Finally, I saw her Jeep pull up. I said my goodbyes to my family and headed for the door. Right before I opened the door, I heard a knock. I smiled as I pulled it open.

“What are you doing knocking? I could have just met you at your car.”

“Well, I wanted to be a gentleman,” she said, smoothly, pulling flowers from behind her back. They were tiger lilies—my favorite.

“Are you stalking me or is it a coincidence you happened to pick my favorite flowers up?” I teased her, but I was smiling ear-to-eat as I grabbed the bouquet out of her hands.

“I did a little research….” she trailed off.

“You are
 stalking me,” I teased, but I was also curious as to what research she meant.

“I asked Ariel,” she finally admitted.

As we got to the car, she opened my door and closed it behind me. Was this real life? Her car smelled amazing. Like summer rain. It was meticulously clean, also. Was there anything about her that wasn’t perfect?

She hopped into the drive seat and smiled at me.

“What?” I asked, feeling a little self-conscious.

“Just taking a mental picture of our first date,” she said, giving me butterflies.

With that, she wrapped her hand around the stick shift and we were on our way.

I pestered her the entire time, asking where we were going. She stayed strong, though. It wasn’t until we turned onto Union Hill Ave that I knew where we were going.

“Are we going to Pesto’s?” I excitedly asked.

She lit up and nodded her head.

“Let me guess—research?” I asked and she nodded. She was incredible.

She parked and ran around to my door to open it for me. I wondered if my face was going to be sore tomorrow from smiling so much. She grabbed my hand, helping me out. After I stepped out of her car, she continued holding my hand, lacing our fingers together.

The butterflies were at it again. Her hand was so warm and soft. She squeezed my hand before (unfortunately) letting go to open the door to Pesto’s for me.

Once we were seated and ordered, she looked right into my eyes and just stared.

“What?” I asked, feeling embarrassed.

“Nothing,” she slyly replied.

“What?” I asked again, whining a little this time.

Her smile grew before asking. “Just taking another mental picture.”

I swooned a little. Okay, a lot.

* * * *

After the restaurant, we went to the movies. She made fun of me for mentioning how late we would be out.

After the lights dimmed in the theater, my mind went wild. Should I reach out and hold her hand? That’s what people do at the movies, right? But what if my hand cramped up? What if my hand got sweaty and she was grossed out by it? I couldn’t subject her to that torture for an hour and a half.

But soon, her hand found mine, shutting my mind up completely. All worries were thrown out of the window, as she pulled my hand into her lap. I rested my head on her shoulder and got more comfortable. She was so warm and smelled so good.

I moved both of my hands around her, playing with her fingers as we watched the movie. I could feel her smile. I was in heaven.

About halfway through the movie, she let go of my hand, much to my dismay. But she made up for it whenever she moved the armrest up and put an arm around my shoulder.

I nuzzled into her side and slid my arm around her waist. I could feel her heartbeat racing.

Did I make her as nervous as she made me? There was no way. She always played it so cool.

She placed her free hand on top of my arm, drawing lazy circles, for the rest of the movie. I did not want this night to end.

“Engles,” I heard a whisper in my ear. When I came to, I realized I had fallen asleep. I sat up and looked around. We were the only ones left in the theater.

“Oh my gosh, I fell asleep?” I asked her, rubbing my eyes.

“You sure did,” she chuckled. “You snored a little, too.”

“Shut up,” I said, covering my face with my hands. How embarrassing.

She grabbed my hands gently and pulled them away from my face. “It’s okay, it was cute. They were soft little snores,” She comforted me.

“How embarrassing.”

“No, that’s not embarrassing,” she said. “What’s embarrassing was you drooling on my jacket.”

I was mortified. I drooled on her? Oh my God.

She suddenly burst into laughter and I realized she was joking.

“You are such a jerk!” I slapped her on her arm.

“Yes, but that was funny,” she defended herself as we left the theater.

When we arrived to my house, I took my time getting out of the car and up to my door—I didn’t want our date to end. We stood there, talking for a few moments. The conversation consisted mostly of her laughing at her joke earlier.

I started shivering due to the cold, but I fought through it. It was a school night, so I couldn’t invite her in, unfortunately.

“Are you cold?” she asked me.

“No, I’m fine,” I lied.

“You’re shivering, Engles,” she said with an eyebrow raised.

“No, I’m not,” I denied. I didn’t want to go inside.

“Here,” she said, peeling off her golf team jacket. She draped it over my shoulders and I wrapped it tighter to my body.

“Are you sure? I’ll be inside in a second, I don’t need to take it from you,” I said, but praying that she wouldn’t take it back.

“No, keep it,” she insisted. “Plus, you look really good in it,” she finished and winked at me.

My heart fluttered. I wondered if I would ever get used to her complimenting me.

“But hey, I’m gonna let you go inside and get some sleep, you square,” she joked and I begrudgingly agreed. “I’ll see you tomorrow, Engles.”

That’s when she leaned in and kissed me. It was a soft kiss. She tasted like the Twizzlers we had eaten in the theater. Her hand on the side of my face was cold, but I was so flushed from the kiss that I didn’t care.

She pulled away and smiled that beautiful smile at me before leaving. Leaving me speechless, too. I leaned against the doorway, watching her Jeep pull away. I could still feel her lips on mine.

I smiled and walked into my house. Once in my room, I fell on my bed, wrapped in her jacket, replaying the night’s events.


Chapter 12

After my incredible date with Keira, I felt elated, but something was missing too. When I curled into bed, I didn’t have my best friend to text and gush about it with.

So, the next day at school, I made it my mission to track Jennifer down.

She was still missing at lunch. I knew she was at school, though, because I saw her in between classes. I tried to draw her attention, but she acted like she didn’t hear me.

“Have you seen Jennifer?” I asked Ariel.

“No, she said she wasn’t eating lunch with us today. I think her car is still here, though,” she answered.

Where the hell could she be? I had checked the bathrooms. I checked her fourth period class room. The only place left was her car, so I headed out to the parking lot.

I spotted her light blue VW Beetle, and sure enough, she was in it. I walked up to the passenger door and opened it. She must not have noticed me, because she jumped.

“What are you doing?” she snapped, cleaning up the sandwich she had dropped in her lap.

I sat down. “The real question is, what are you doing?” I said, matching her attitude. I was sick of her being distant. She needed to tell me what was going on.

“I’m eating lunch. Or attempting to,” she sighed, frustrated.

“Not that. In general. What are you doing?”

“I was just trying to get some peace and quiet, Ashley,” she responded.

“Peace and quiet? From what?” I shouldn’t have sounded so angry, but I was frustrated.

“From everything.”

“What do you mean everything’? What could possibly be troubling you?”

“By everything I mean you!” she yelled at me now. I was taken back.

“Me?” I asked. As well as angry, I now felt hurt as well.

“Yes, you.” She threw her sandwich onto her dashboard and got out of her car, slamming her door behind her. I immediately followed.

“What did I do, Jennifer?” I said, angrily. She continued storming away from me. “Jennifer!”

She turned around now. “Ashley, leave me alone, okay?”

“No, not until you tell me what I did wrong,” I demanded.

She took a deep breath before answering me. “You are too self-absorbed to see that I am hurt by what you’re doing.”

I didn’t understand. “What are you talking about?”

“Did it ever occur to you that I regret being your little pawn to land some girl?” she spewed at me before leaving.

Maybe she was right. Maybe I was too self-absorbed, because I didn’t think of her feelings at all.

I sat down on one of the concrete slabs and sighed.

“Little pawn?” I heard a voice behind me and immediately recognized it. Keira. Great.

* * * *

“What is she talking about?” Keira asked me, sitting next to me on the concrete.

What was I going to say? How could I explain our plan to her? I had lied to her.

I couldn’t lose her and Jenny. It was already hard enough losing them both the previous time. Now, I was in too deep to lose her. Last night was amazing, and I would be heartbroken if I never got to experience it again.

“I don’t know,” I halfheartedly lied to her.

“I think you do,” she said, matter-of-factly. “A little pawn to land some girl.”

I was busted. I needed to just tell her the truth. Even if she walked away from me. Better to have loved and lost, right? I sighed.

“Okay, it’s really stupid,” I said, hoping she would stop me there. She was waiting for me to continue. “When you and I first met, you asked if I was into girls, remember?” She nodded. “And I lied about it, remember?” She nodded again. “Well, it’s because you made me nervous.”

“Why did I make you nervous?” she interjected, curious.

“I just…you did. That’s not important,” I answered, trying to avoid a blush from creeping up my neck. She smiled and I continued. “Well, I wanted to tell you that I lied, but I didn’t know how to. Jenny convinced me that we could pretend to be in a relationship. That way, you would get the message and Sadie wouldn’t see me as a competitor. The truth is, there never was a love relationship between Jenny and me. We’ve been best friends, but that’s all,” I finished and looked at her, anxious. I couldn’t read her. “It was an awful thing to do and I’m so sorry, Keira. I understand if you don’t want to see me anymore.”

I looked down at my shoes and braced myself for the impact.

“Well, you’re right,” came her response finally. I looked up at her. I’m sure I looked pathetic. “It was really stupid.”

“I know, I—”

“But really sweet,” she cut me off and smiled.

“Really?” Was she messing with me?

“Yeah.” She grabbed my hand, gently stroking my thumb with hers. “It was a little more intricate than it needed to be, yes,” she chuckled. “But, hey, it worked.” She squeezed my hand in hers affectionately. “Plus, I’ve never had someone go through that much trouble just to get my attention.”

“Yeah, well, I’m very dramatic at times,” I admitted and we laughed.

“Well, it was unnecessary, by the way.”

“Hmm?” I asked. I was concentrating on her hand in mine and had no clue what she was talking about now.

“You trying to get my attention.” She looked at me and I was still lost. She chuckled. “You didn’t have to try to get my attention. You had it from the second I saw you in math that day.”

I can’t begin to explain the effect her words had on me. I was floating on air. I was breathless. I was smiling like an idiot. The butterflies in my stomach felt like they had burst.

“Oh,” came my reply. She just smiled in return and got up, extending her hand to help me up.

“Let’s get back to school, Engles.”


Chapter 13

That following weekend, Keira and I were inseparable. Jennifer still wasn’t speaking to me or eating lunch with us. It was hard for me to digest, but Keira was there for me through it all. She told me that Jenny would come around eventually. I hoped she was right.

We both had the weekend off from golf and school president duties, so we just hung out at my house all weekend. She was nervous to meet my mother, which was extremely sweet to me.

“What if she doesn’t like me?” she asked, sounding extremely worried. I chuckled a little. She was adorable right now.

“She is going to,” I reassured her.

“You don’t know that. She might not. And what if she doesn’t? Are you going to leave me?” she asked, all in one breath.

Leave her? Was she hinting that we were together?

“Leave you?” I asked, curiously.

“Sup, losers?” my brother interrupted, and I wanted to kill him. I wanted to know if she had meant we were together.

“Check your football record, loser,” Keira quipped. He dramatically clutched his heart before flipping her off, causing her to snicker.

They got along really well. It must be some jock thing.

“Where’s Mom?” I asked him, ignoring their show down.

“She’s in the backyard, doing garden shit,” he answered before plopping down on the leather couch.

“Come on, let’s go,” I ushered my new almost-girlfriend to the back door. She tried protesting, but I prevailed.

“Hey, Mom!” I greeted as I opened the door and stepped onto the patio, Keira nervously standing behind me, hiding.

My mother turned around and a huge grin grew on her face. “Hi, honey. And is this the famous Keira?” She walked over to us, holding out her hand.

I internally died. The famous Keira? Way to make me seem obsessed.

Keira held out her hand and shook my mother’s.

“What are you girls up to today?” my mother asked, perkily.

“Probably just hanging out here. Watch some movies or something,” I answered.

“Great! Can you girls help me with something really quick?” she asked, cheerfully.

I groaned.

“Of course,” Keira answered, quickly.

“Suck up,” I muttered so that only she could hear me. She gently nudged me in return.

“I just need help taking these ugly wind chimes down,” she answered, shooting me a look. She had heard me.

We went to the side of the house and grabbed the ladder. I held it steady for Keira to climb up. She insisted I climb it, but I faked a fear of heights. Truth is, I wanted an excuse to look at her butt.

She glanced over her shoulder, down to me and smirked. I was busted.

“Oh, thank you, girls!” my mother exclaimed, breaking the moment.

“It’s no problem, Ms. Engles,” Keira replied.

“Ms. Engles. How proper of you.” She giggled, loving it. “I like this one, Ashley,” she said.

“Okay, okay,” I tried stopping her. “We are going to go watch TV now.”

“Oh, come on. I’ll make some drinks and we can have some girl time. I want to get to know your girlfriend,” she said and I freaked out. She just called her my girlfriend.

“We aren’t girlfriends, Mom,” I blurted out. I looked over to Keira, hoping I hadn’t hurt her feelings.

“Yet,” my mother and Keira simultaneously said. This caused my mother to burst into a fit of giggles and Keira to smile.

I blushed, for many different reasons. This was going to be a long day.

* * * *

“What was Ashley like as a kid?” Keira asked and I mentally prepared myself for the embarrassment that was going to follow. She was coming out of her shell now.

We were all sitting at the island in the kitchen, eating sandwiches that my mom had made.

“Oh my gosh, where to begin,” my mother smiled widely and racked her brain for the memories. Keira stared at her, in anticipation. “So, there was this one time. We had her over at her grandmothers and she was still a baby, so we gave her baths in the kitchen sink then,” she started and I was mortified. This story? She ignored my protests and continued. “So, her grandmother and I were washing her and all of a sudden, a little piece of poop is floating in the water,” she finished, and she and Keira broke into a roaring laughter. My face was bright red.

“Oh my gosh!” My almost-girlfriend looked at me, trying to stop her laughing, to no avail.

“Okay, that’s enough,” I tried staying strong. But, with how cute Keira looked right now, I had no chance.

“And this one time when she was seven, her father got her a go-cart, for some ungodly reason. He let her go—she didn’t know which pedal were the gas and brake pedals. So, she’s off! Pressing the gas and headed straight for the neighbor’s car.”

They were both so into the conversation, it was weirdly…pleasant.

“And then what?” Keira pressed on.

“She was screaming for her dad, panicking. And she just kept pressing the gas, trying to get it to stop, until she slammed into the car,” my mother continued, wheezing, she was laughing so hard.

“Oh my God,” Keira chimed in, laughing just as hard as my mother.

I tried keeping my composure, but couldn’t help but join in with their laughter.

* * * *

We hung out for a few hours with my brother, watching football. I hated football and didn’t understand it at all. Keira tried explaining it all to me, but I was hopeless. I gave her credit for trying, though.

The day was going a lot better than I expected. I knew she would get along with my family, but I was still nervous when Keira arrived. I just liked her so much, I didn’t want anything to ruin things.

After my football lesson, my mother decided we should have a board game night. We tried doing a game night once a month. We have done it since I can remember. Lately, my father wasn’t able to make them, but my mother, brother, and I all still enjoyed it.

“So, do you want to play Scrabble or Monopoly?” my mother asked Keira—the guest of honor, as my mom referred to her.

“Umm. How about Monopoly?” Keira answered.

“Great choice!” my mother said, sitting down at the table. Monopoly was her favorite game. Mainly because she dominated at it.

“Ugh,” my brother groaned. Keira looked worried that she had made the wrong decision.

“Shut up, Brandon. You’re just upset, because you suck at this game,” I said to him, calming Keira’s nerves.

He rolled his eyes at me and grabbed the Top Hat—his token since we were kids. I grabbed the thimble. My mother was the car. Keira was the dog.

After two hours, we were in a tight spot. My mother was beating us all, by far. She just needed one more property—one that my brother had owned. It was his turn and he had two options: Sell his property to my mother and stay in the game for a couple turns longer, or go bankrupt and save Keira and I from total domination.

“Don’t do it, Brandon. Just go bankrupt,” I warned him.

“Oh, come on, sweetie. I’ll give you a couple free passes,” my mother pled her case.

My brother was in deep thought, but had a devilish smile on his face.

“Brandon, don’t you dare,” I said.

“Here, Mom,” he handed her the property, and she cheered.

“Brandon, what the fuck?!” Keira blurted out, then covered her mouth, worried she had crossed the line by cussing in front of my mother.

All three of us looked at her for a second before exploding into laughter. She uncovered her mouth and visibly relaxed, joining in with us.

After we cleaned up the game pieces and cleared the dining room, Keira and I headed into my room.

“That was intense,” she said as we collapsed on my bed.

“You’re telling me,” I agreed. “I want to kill my stupid brother.”

She giggled and nodded, in agreeance.

“Thank you for coming over today,” I said genuinely. It had been the best day I had experienced in years, it felt like.

She flipped over on the bed, lying on her stomach, head on her hands, staring at me. “No, thank you for letting me come over. It was really fun.”

“It was amazing. You’re amazing,” I said, and she got a shy smile on her face.

“I wouldn’t go that far,” she denied. “But your family is amazing.” She moved her hand to my chest, drawing lazy circles with her fingers.

“When do I get to meet your family?” I asked her. It was only fair that I got to hear embarrassing stories about her childhood, too.

“Oh.” She froze a little. “I don’t know.” She stopped tracing circles on my skin and I missed the warmth immediately.

“You don’t know?” I asked. Was she ashamed of me?

“It’s not you,” she said, making me feel better. “My family is just…different than yours.” She laid her head on my chest now.

“What do you mean?” I stroked her hair gently. She had such soft, gorgeous hair.

“It’s just—” she started to explain, but paused. I patiently waited for her to continue. It seemed like this wasn’t something easy to talk about. “I don’t know. Just different,” she finished, and I didn’t press her further. I didn’t want to make her uncomfortable.

We laid cuddled together, in a comfortable silence for a little while. It was nice and peaceful. I could have stayed like that, not saying a word and just basking in her presence, for hours.

“Hey,” she broke the silence, in a hushed tone.

“Hey,” I responded. I could feel her smile against my chest.

“I like you,” she said, causing me to get butterflies and forget to breathe for a moment.

“I like you, too,” I replied. I liked her so much that it made me feel like I might explode, sometimes.

“I mean, I really like you,” she emphasized and leaned up off of me, so that we could face each other.

My heart was pounding. It took me a while to be able to form a response. The look in her eyes was almost too intense for me.

“I really like you, too,” I softly said.

She smiled before leaning down and gently kissing me. I wondered if her kisses would always make me turn to mush.

“I want you to be my girlfriend,” she whispered against my lips, and I got chills down my spine. I couldn’t speak. I just nodded my head and she grinned. “Yeah?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I repeated. I was never surer of anything in my life.


Chapter 14

I woke up the Monday morning happier than ever. Seeing Keira sleeping next to me, arm draped across my stomach, was the best feeling I had ever felt. But then I felt a wave of euphoria hit whenever I remembered that she asked me to be her girlfriend on Saturday night.

I stared at her for a while—her mouth was open slightly and she was breathing heavily. Her hair was a mess, but it made her look even more beautiful. She looked like she had slept just as well as I had the night before.

I remembered that we had class today and looked at my clock. It was 7:13 A.M. I needed to get her up now, or else we wouldn’t be on time for school.

I leaned over and placed little kisses on her cheek and whispered good morning into her ear.

She mumbled and stirred a little before fluttering her eyes open.

“Good morning, indeed,” she said dreamily and nuzzled into me further.

“We have to get up for school, sleepyhead,” I said, even though that was the last thing I wanted to do. I wanted to lay in bed with her for the rest of my days.

“Let’s just stay here,” she pouted, wrapping the blanket around both of us. I almost agreed, but I was too meticulous with school to let that happen.

“I want to, but we have to go. I can’t afford to miss today.”

“You’re such a nerd,” she replied. She splayed across the bed, stretching and releasing a small moan.

I instantly thought that I would love to make her moan like that. I quickly shook the dirty thought from my mind.

“Whatever. Come on, get up,” I jumped up and out of the bed, making my way to my dresser.

“I don’t have clothes to wear,” she said to me, rubbing her eyes. She was adorable when she was sleepy. Beyond adorable.

“Well, you can wear my clothes, duh,” I said and she just looked at me, smiling. “What?”

“Nothing,” she simply replied.

“Weirdo,” I smiled back at her. I was feeling very giddy this morning. “What do you want to wear?”

“I don’t care, just pick something,” she answered, sitting at the edge of the bed now, kicking her feet absentmindedly.

“You look like a little kid right now, waiting on her mom to dress her,” I laughed.

“Shut up and clothe me,” she said, with a fake scowl on her face.

I picked her out my favorite T-shirt. Mainly because it had my last name on the back of it. She lit up when I threw it to her.

“Are you trying to claim your territory?” she asked, one eyebrow raised.

“No,” I halfheartedly replied.

“Mhmm.” She was not buying it.

“Okay, fine. Maybe a little,” I confessed.

“Good,” came her simple reply. She left me there, smiling, as she went into the bathroom to get ready for school.

* * * *

“So, what is the deal with you two love birds?” Ariel whispered to me at the lunch table, as Keira and the boys were engrossed into their conversation about sports.

“What do you mean?” I asked, playing stupid.

“Shut up,” she cut to the chase. “What’s up with you two?” she emphasized again.

“Well.” A big smile crept onto my face. I couldn’t help it. “She asked me out over the weekend.”

Ariel slapped me and tried holding in a squeal. I slapped her back, trying to shut her up before she embarrassed me.

“That’s awesome! I’m happy for you,” she said. I was shocked, kind of. She was never the enthusiastic type. This seemed to be the exception, though, and I was glad for that.

“I know. It’s awesome. She’s so dreamy, and oh my God. I can’t believe it,” I gushed.

“So, have you guys…” she trailed off.

“Have we what?” I asked, genuinely confused.

“You know.” She wiggled her eyebrows.

“Oh my God.” I finally realized what she was getting at. “No, we haven’t,” I lowered my voice, trying to avoid suspicion from Keira. She seemed to be deep in conversation, luckily. They were arguing about some coach getting fired from one of their teams. They had very opposing views, apparently. I subconsciously took her side.

“Well, I was just wondering,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Goody two shoes.”

“You are so stupid,” I retorted.

Thanks to her comment, all I could think of was…you know, with Keira. When were we going to? Was she expecting it soon? Would she be mad if I wasn’t ready when she was? What if I was bad? Oh my God. I was freaking out now.

But at the same time, I was getting hot and bothered. I thought back to the innocent moan she had let out earlier. I wondered how it would feel to hear that over and over again. I imagined her body on top of mine, grinding down against me. The feeling of her teeth on my bottom lip.

“Babe?” I heard Keira ask me. I shook my head and focused on her, trying to play it cool.

“Huh?”

She smiled and shook her head. “You zone out there, space cadet?”

“Maybe,” I admitted, returning her smile.

She slid her arm around my waist, gently pulling me closer to her.

“I like that Engles on your back,” I admitted to her.

“I might like it a little, too,” she coyly said.

Ariel admired us for a moment, before addressing the elephant in the room.

“Have you and Jenny talked lately?”

I felt guilt in the pit of my stomach. I had temporarily forgotten about her. I was the worst friend in the world.

“No, not really. She avoids me at all cost,” I answered. I envisioned her sitting in her car, eating lunch by herself every day.

“You know, it doesn’t make sense that she is so upset with you,” Jacob chimed in. I thought he was right, but clearly there was something more to it.

“She’s just jealous. She will get over it,” Ariel shrugged. She wasn’t big into feeling empathetic to other people. Some could say she was cold, but I knew better than that. She was just straight forward and thought that everyone else should be, too. I respected that about her.

“Maybe she’s just in love with you,” Johnny said, joking.

“You are so stupid,” I replied to him, throwing a piece of carrot his way. In true Johnny fashion, he picked it off of his shirt and ate it. “You’re disgusting.”

We all laughed. Well, almost all of us. Keira didn’t join in. I nudged her, bringing her gaze up to me. I silently asked her if she was okay. She shook her head, gesturing it was nothing to worry about. I knew there was more to it, but I dropped it, and we continued on with lunch as usual.

* * * *

I was at home, studying for my test coming up, whenever I heard a knock at the door. I wasn’t expecting Keira, so I ignored it and decided to let my family answer. I was pretty stressed out by the science test, so I didn’t notice when my bedroom door opened.

“Ash,” I heard a timid voice. I recognized the pitiful voice immediately. It was Jennifer.

I turned around from my desk and was shocked to see her. “Jenny, hi.”

“So, I just wanted to come by and say I’m sorry for the way I’ve been acting,” she apologized and stood in the doorway.

“Come in here, weirdo. Sit down,” I gestured to my bed and she sat down, hesitantly. “What’s going on?”

“I don’t know. It’s really stupid,” she started off. I waited patiently for her to explain further.

She was picking at her fingernails and cuticles—her nervous habit. She puffed her chest a few times, opening her mouth to talk, but opting against it each time. It took what felt like minutes for her to continue.

“Okay, I’m just going to say it,” she started off.

I had never seen her look so…scared. Self-conscious, even. It was a whole new side to Jennifer. One that I hadn’t seen in the entire decade we had been friends. And one that hurt my heart.

“I’ve fallen in love with you,” she blurted out. She looked surprised at what had come out of her mouth.

It took me a few seconds to register what she had just said. I had no clue as to what to say. My speechless state caused her to fall into a ramble.

“I’ve always had feelings for you. But when we kissed, they were intensified. And I know I have no chance with you, because you like Keira so much. I didn’t mean to be such a brat about it. I really just want us to forget about this, move on, and go back to being friends please?” She finally looked up at me. She looked so pitiful.

What was I to say? I had never seen her in that light. And when we kissed, I hadn’t felt anything, aside from being anxious to see how Keira reacted.

Jenny was such an amazing friend and person, though. She was always there for me. She, obviously, was willing to go through great lengths to help me any time I need her. We had an amazing bond. And she was gorgeous behind those glasses. She would be an incredible girlfriend. But I didn’t want that. Not from her.

“J, I had no clue you felt this way,” I scooted closer to her and grabbed her hand, to comfort her. She pulled her hand back and batted away the tears that were swelling in her eyes. “How long have you felt this way? Why didn’t you tell me?”

“If I told you, would you not be into Keira?” she asked me.

I couldn’t give her the answer that she wanted. But how was I supposed to break that to her? I didn’t want to hurt her anymore. In my silence, she seemed to understand what my answer was, though.

“Look. It’s stupid and unnecessary. Please can we just forget about it now?” she pleaded with me. I wanted to push further. I had so many questions. I wanted to comfort her. But I caved in and gave her what she wanted.

“Okay, you got it,” I replied. She was sitting there, looking so small and averting eye contact with me. It pained me to see her so shaken, embarrassed, and pathetic.

“Do you want to watch a movie or something? Mean Girls?” I suggested her favorite movie. It always put her in a good mood.

She smiled and nodded her head.

Not long after the movie had started, she paused it.

“I just want you to know that you don’t have to feel uncomfortable around me and Keira together. I know she makes you happy and you deserve that,” she said, still staring at the TV. I didn’t have a chance to reply, as she pressed play. We were in a silent agreeance, though.

Laughing and perfectly quoting the characters, I was happier than ever. I had my best friend back.


Chapter 15

After that night, all was well in the world. My best friend and I were together again. I was dating the hottest girl in the school. My grades were right on track. Homecoming was all set up and ready.

I was smoothing down my dress, looking at my reflection in the mirror. I had picked out the dark blue dress before I was involved with Keira and I hoped she would like it. It was a little lower cut than I was used to, but Ariel talked me into it. She had a funny way of doing that.

I heard my girlfriend whistling a cat call from behind me and smiled before turning to face her. She was propped up against the door frame, fanning her face dramatically.

“You are so stupid,” I said, the hint of affection in the sentence betrayed me, though. I made my way over to her and hung my arms around her shoulders. “You like?” I asked her, playing it coy. I knew she liked it.

“Very much so,” she drawled out, placing gentle kisses on my neck.

I found myself lost for a moment before coming to and weakly pushing her away. “Stop it,” I demanded, but secretly not wanting her to obey.

“Okay, okay. Fine,” she stubbornly said, pouting.

She looked hot. She was in a tight red dress, her shining brown hair flowing free, her red lipstick. Her red lipstick. Oh my God.

“Is there lipstick all over my neck, Keira?” I asked, sternly.

She straightened her invisible glasses, squinting to investigate my neck. “I see nothing there,” she said, but her smirk gave her away.

“Oh my God,” I walked into the bathroom and moved my hair to the side. “I’m going to kill you,” I warned and grabbed a washcloth, rubbing the lipstick off of my skin.

I heard her giggling in the background. “Sorry,” she faked an apology.

After there was no more evidence of her assault on my neck, we headed out to her Jeep. I smiled when I saw that there were flowers in the front seat.

“For me?” I asked her, a wide grin on my face.

She looked worried. “Oh no,” she started, inhaling a sharp breath and wincing. “That was for my other girlfriend, actually.” She leaned over to remove the flowers from my grip. “I’m gonna need those back.”

I moved the Tiger Lilies out of her reach and leaned over and kissed her, eliciting a smile. “Thank you.”

* * * *

We all met up in the gymnasium. Ariel and Johnny were matching, down to the color of his socks. Jacob was wearing a ridiculous tuxedo and top hat. Keira’s friends, Matt and Kim, were hanging out with us. They were a really cute, quirky couple. They were competitive in everything that they did—including chugging the spiked punch. And Jenny even showed up, luckily. She looked beautiful—she was wearing a peach colored dress that I had helped her pick out. I briefly wondered if she picked it solely because I told her she looked hot in it, when we bought it at the mall.

“Guys, I brought something special.” Ariel practically sang as she pulled something out of her purse. It was little shooters of flavored vodka.

“Hell yeah!” Jacob said, grabbing one and downing it before any of us had the chance to take one.

“Do you want one?” I turned to ask Keira, but she had already had one in her hand, unscrewing the lid. I smiled and took one of the green ones. All of us clinked them together before drinking them and quickly disposing of the evidence, covering it with a paper towel in the trash can.

We claimed a table and as our friends went to dance, Keira and I stayed back, waiting until they played decent music.

“What the hell is this One Direction sounding bullshit they are playing?” she asked me, causing me to laugh and almost spit out my punch.

“You don’t like Liam?” I asked, sarcastically. I wasn’t one hundred percent certain if I had even just named a One Direction member.

“He is so totally hot,” she said in a valley girl accent. I loved how often she had made me laugh. Aside from Jennifer, no one else had ever come close.

“You’re so totally hot,” I said in a serious tone. The alcohol was already hitting me—I rarely drank.

“You think so?” she asked, leaning in closer to me at the table.

“Uh huh,” I said slowly, moving my face closer to hers.

“I think you are so…” She moved to where her lips were centimeters from mine. “Totally hot, too,” she whispered.

Her breath against my mouth was too much to handle. I captured her lips in a kiss, not caring if her lipstick stained mine. Fuck it. I needed her.

She seemed surprised, but that didn’t stop her from deepening the kiss. I was drunk off of alcohol, yes, but I was getting even drunker off of her. I had no clue how long we kissed for, but I know when she pulled away and I looked into her eyes, I was ready for her to do anything she wanted to me. She looked like a lion eyeing her prey.

I was debating on grabbing her hand and pulling her into the bathroom, when Ariel interrupted us.

“You guys ready for another?” she said, slurring her words a little. The last thing we all needed was more, but who were we to argue?

Keira was done after that one, but the rest of us all had three more each. I was surprised that Ariel’s purse held so much. We were all dancing now—it didn’t matter what song was on. I broke out my best dance moves and my girlfriend had a blast, laughing at the rusty moves. Still, she wasn’t embarrassed. She joined in.

“What the hell?” she said aloud, I don’t know if she was talking to me or herself, but I responded anyways.

“What the hell what?” I panted, still dancing.

“Look.” She pointed and I followed the direction of her finger. I know I was drunk, but I definitely saw Jennifer and Sadie dancing together.

“What?” I asked, confused. I rubbed my eyes and focused again. Yes, that was Jennifer and Keira’s ex.

“Investigate?” she asked me and I nodded.

We slowly and carefully danced through the crowd and planted ourselves a few couples away from them. That way we could eavesdrop but remain unseen.

“—really nice,” I heard Sadie say.

“What did she say?” Keira asked me, a little too loudly. I shushed her so that she wouldn’t blow our cover.

“She said really nice,” I relayed to her.

We continued dancing, discretely listening in.

“You look amazing tonight,” my best friend said, wrapping her arms around Sadie’s neck further, bringing her in closer. I had never heard my best friend…flirt before.

“What did she say?” Keira asked me again. I leaned in closer to her, whispering into her ear.

“She said she looks really nice.”

One of the couples between us moved, causing us to rush behind another pair. We giggled before getting back to our mission.

“—want to kiss you right now,” Sadie said, and I was in suspense.

“Sadie said she wants to kiss her right now,” I blurted out quietly. My and Keira’s anticipation was killing us as we watched them.

“This is so weird. Are we weird?” she asked me, and I simply shook my head. We continued staring at them.

“Actually,” I said to her before laughing. “Yeah, we are weird. We should give them privacy,” I stated. We continued watching them.

They were swaying back and forth, locked in each other’s gaze. It was like a car crash you couldn’t look away from. They were complete opposites. Jennifer called her sadistic Sadie, for God’s sake. Was this a plan to get back at Keira and I?

All doubt left my mind as Jennifer leaned up and placed a quick kiss on the girl’s lips. She pulled back and blushed, smiling bashfully at Sadie. They were both beaming brightly. This was no revenge plot.

“Oh my God,” Keira said, in shock. “Did that really just happen?”

“Yeah,” I simply answered.

“Are we in the Twilight Zone?” she asked before meeting my eyes. We both laughed.

“Keira?”

“Ashley?”

We heard our names and turned back to our best friend and ex. They had spotted us.

“Hey, guys!” Keira answered, acting surprised to see them. She was a great actor.

“So, uh…” Jennifer started. She was uncomfortable.

“We saw you kiss,” I blurted out, and mentally kicked myself. I blamed the alcohol. “And it’s okay,” I recovered.

“Is it?” Jennifer asked us, voice full of concern. Both she and her new love interest were focused on us. A look of worry on both of their faces.

“Yeah, I’m glad you both are happy,” Keira said, genuinely.

“Cool,” Sadie smiled before turning her attention to Jennifer. “We are really happy.”

“I guess we will have to go on double dates,” Keira suggested. “Or is that too weird?” she finished, cringing a little.

“No, that sounds fun,” Jennifer said. She looked so happy.

“Just not fucking Funtastiks,” Sadie threw in and we all laughed and agreed.

* * * *

Towards the end of the night, Keira and I had made our way out to the football field to get some privacy and to cool off a little.

“I used to take girls out here to make out when I first started high school,” Keira admitted as we were underneath the bleachers.

“Oh yeah?” I asked her, leaning up against the metal poles.

“Uh huh,” she answered, sauntering over to me and putting her hands above my head, onto the metal. I placed my hands on her hips.

“And you think I’m going to be one of those girls?” I teased.

“I was hoping so.” She had a devilish grin on her face.

I unintentionally bit my lip. “I don’t know how I should feel about that.”

“Well,” she started, moving in a little closer to me. “You would, by far, be the most beautiful, funniest, sexiest girl I have ever kissed down here,” she pled her case.

“Oh yeah?” I asked again, this time my voice was much lower, giving me away.

“Oh yeah,” she said before inching her mouth closer and closer to mine.

I closed the gap, not being able to take it anymore. Her lips were addictive. I couldn’t get enough of her taste, her soft lips, and wet tongue. I tasted the vodka on her breath, but that didn’t deter me whatsoever.

I clenched onto her hips harder, drawing her close to me. I thought to myself that I was probably going to leave bruises on her, but neither of us seemed to mind.

She let out a moan into my mouth and it turned me into an animal. My hands were roaming all over her body as our kiss became more passionate.

Her fingertips were at the bottom of my underwear and I was suddenly self-conscious about how wet I already was. Was she going to think I was some loser who couldn’t control herself?

I gasped as I felt her finger teasing me through my underwear. This elicited a groan from her.

“Oh my God, you are so wet,” she said in a shaky voice.

She increased the pressure and I dug my fingernails into her shoulders, trying to keep steady. I was clinging to her.

She stopped, causing me to whine, but she didn’t stop long. She moved her fingertips underneath my panties and I froze.

“Is this alright?” she asked, concerned.

“Umm, yes,” I tried to form words, but the fogginess of my brain was proving that difficult. “I mean, no,” I shook my head, trying to clear it before continuing. “I mean…I’m a virgin,” I admitted to her, hiding my face in her shoulder. I was mortified.

Would she think I was a loser? Would it be a deal breaker? She had been with so many girls, why would she stay with one who had never even had sex. She wouldn’t want to wait to sleep with me.

“Hey,” she whispered, moving my head gently so that I had to look at her. “That’s okay,” she said, causing me to perk up. “We don’t have to do anything you aren’t ready for.”

“Are you sure?” I said, well-aware of how pathetic I sounded.

“Yes,” she said, smiling at me. “Of course, dummy.” She placed a kiss on my lips, wrapping her arms around me tight. “You are well worth waiting for, Ashley.”

Butterflies invaded my stomach when she said that. It was the sweetest thing anyone had ever said to me. And the fact that she used my first name sent chills down my spine. She only used my first name when she was really serious.

How did I get so lucky?


Chapter 16

“Okay, guys, so a few ground rules,” Keira started off. She was standing in front of us all, prepping us for the day. “No sneaking in booze. That means you, Ariel.” She threw a knowing look to my friend, who scowled in return. “No driving like a jackass.” She looked at the boys, who were punching each other back and forth. “And just don’t embarrass me, okay?” she said firmly.

She looked like a sexy commander in charge of a troupe of soldiers. Was it weird that I found this really hot?

“Okay, Mom. Can we get this show on the road?” Jennifer asked. She was sitting in the passenger seat of her and Sadie’s golf cart.

It had been a couple of weeks and we were all acclimated to the new relationship. It surprisingly wasn’t as awkward as you would imagine it to be. There were a few bumps in the road to get us here, but nothing major.

“Okay, fine,” Keira gave in and climbed into the passenger seat of our cart. “Oh, and no cheating!” she added before we all took off to the first hole.

We were in a much bigger group than the golf course would normally allow, but they were over seeding and closed to the general public. The general manager there had let Keira come and practice, as long as she followed the rules.

We went first, Keira trying to make an example of us. My example was not as impressive as hers. My first ball went way too far to the left and I had to get another ball and try again. My friends snickered, but she cooed me and gave me advice on how to hit it. This time I was on the green.

After our buddies all had their balls on the fairway—which took a while, by the way, we all separated to find our balls.

“This is so much fun, babe. Thank you,” I said to my girlfriend.

“Thank me for what?” she asked, confused.

“Thank you for just being you. For not caring that a girl who was previously in love with me and a girl that was previously in love with you, is here, dating each other,” I laughed.

It really was such a weird situation. You would think more drama would have occurred, but things were perfect. Almost scarily perfect. High school life was nothing like how it was portrayed in the movies.

* * * *

After playing golf all day and none of us getting a credible score, other than Keira, of course, we were all beat. We all said our goodbyes in the parking lot and before I could get into Keira’s car, she stopped me.

“Where do you think you’re going?” she asked, not unlocking her car.

“Home?” I questioned.

“We aren’t going anywhere.” She smirked.

“Are you holding me captive, Mitchell?” I asked, smirking back at her.

“I sure am,” she cheerfully said, grabbing my hand and leading me towards the clubhouse.

“Really, what are we doing?” I questioned.

“You’ll see,” she answered, not willing to explain further.

I knew her well enough to know that she wasn’t going to tell me, so I just followed along.

She dropped my hand once we got to the entrance. She fished a key out of her pocket, unlocking the door and ushering me inside. She locked it behind us, turning on the smaller lights throughout the pro shop.

“Are we allowed to do this?” I asked, worried.

“Would it make you feel better if I said yes?”

“Yes.”

“Then yes, we are,” she said before pulling me into a room in the back. I didn’t have time to respond, because what I saw had took my breath away.

“Do you like it?” she asked, I nodded, looking tentative.

I don’t know what this room was normally used for, but she built me a fort. I thought back to one of our first conversations as a couple, she had asked me what my dream date was. I replied that I would love something as simple as hanging out in a fort made of blankets and pillows, eating candy, and reading scary stories to each other.

At the time, she didn’t react much to it, but obviously she must have memorized each detail.

“I love it,” I was finally able to say. She lifted one of the corners of the blankets and gestured for me to crawl in.

When I crawled into the big fort, I couldn’t believe it. There was a little lantern in the middle of it. It’s soft light illuminating the packages of Twizzlers and Reese’s, and the copy of Scary Stories to Tell in the Dark
 . The floor was covered in plush blankets and pillows.

“This is incredible, Keira,” I said, in awe.

She smiled and cozied up next to me. “I’m glad you like it.”

She reached for the Twizzlers, opening the package and feeding me one. I giggled as she kept moving it away from me, teasing me.

“Stop it,” I whined and she relented.

She grabbed the book and flipped through the pages. “So, what story should we read first?”

“Oh, the one about the dog under the bed being a person licking the kid’s fingers!” I excitedly said.

“Spoiler alert,” she joked and I covered my mouth. Oops. “Okay, dog person story it is.” She smiled and wrapped one of her arms around me and I nuzzled into her, listening to her read.

* * * *

After we had read almost every story in the book, I had a different idea in mind. While she was reading, I moved out of my position in her lap and sat up with her. She made sure I was comfortable again before continuing with the story.

I started innocently playing with her hair, causing her to smile as she read. I trailed my fingers down to her neck, lightly tickling her. As she rambled on, I moved my lips to her neck, licking and biting gently. She stopped reading and her breathing became heavy.

“Keep reading. I want to know how it ends,” I said before continuing with my assault on her neck. She obliged.

My little bites turned into my sucking on her neck, wanting to mark my territory. It was becoming harder for her to concentrate on the book. I knew she hated hickeys, but it seemed like she was making an exception this time.

She put the book down and covered my mouth with hers, hungrily kissing me.

I felt bold enough to straddle her. She placed her hands on my ass, squeezing, and causing a moan to escape my lips.

I felt her teeth scrape against my bottom lip and I grinded down into her. I was no longer thinking—my body had taken over.

My hands moved to the bottom of her shirt, peeling it off of her. I needed to see her toned stomach. One that I had only caught glimpses of before. My breath caught in my throat before regaining my composure and taking my shirt off, as well. It was only fair.

Her hungry eyes roamed over my body and I thought I might die from wanting her so badly.

“Are you sure?” She asked me. I nodded and returned my lips to her.

Her soft yet firm hands moved behind my back and undid my bra. As she pulled the straps down my shoulders, I could hear her breath getting more labored. I loved the effect I had on her. She wanted me as badly as I wanted her.

“Fuck,” she muttered as her hands explored my body. She made me feel like a goddess.

With a newborn confidence, I stood up, as much as I could in the fort, and slowly undid my pants.

She stared at me, not daring to take her eyes off me for a second. I pulled my pants down painfully slowly, teasing her. I saw her chest rising faster by the second. It drove me wild.

“Your turn,” I gestured with my eyes, standing in front of her with only my underwear on. She didn’t hesitate at all to match me, taking off her bra and pants.

I got back in position, straddling her waist. This time, pushing down against her, the movement made us both moan. I could feel how warm and wet she was against me.

She captured my lips once again and we were nothing but clashing teeth and tongues as I rocked back and forth against her.

I wondered if she was already close like me. Would it be embarrassing to cum just from this little amount of contact? At this point, I didn’t care.

“I am going to cum if you don’t stop,” she groaned against my lips. I was glad I wasn’t the only one.

I didn’t respond, I just pushed against her harder, grinding at a steady pace. My hands were tangled in her hair and her fingers were clenched on my hips, keeping me in place against her.

“Oh my God,” I moaned, loudly. I was glad no one was around, because I had no control over my volume.

She tried kissing me, but our moans were making it impossible. And I tried telling her I was about to cum, but that was impossible, as well.

So instead, I pulled on her hair and steadied myself against her as I exploded. She moved faster and faster against me until I heard a grunt come from her and her body convulsed against me.

We stayed in that position, slowing our movements until we were both satisfied.

“Oh my God,” I breathed out.

“Oh my God,” she repeated and let out a little laugh. “That has never happened before,” she admitted.

We both laid back onto the blankets to get more comfortable, and I laid my head on her chest.

“Is that what you tell all the girls?” I joked.

“I’m serious, Engles. That was almost embarrassingly too fast.” She laughed.

I agreed. It was so quick, but that oddly made it even sexier. It was so hot to think that both of us had wanted each other so badly, that we barely even had to touch each other to climax.

“Well, I liked it,” I stated, lying my head on her chest. She stroked my hair gently.

I was falling asleep when she told me we needed to leave. I protested, but I gave in, realizing I didn’t want the pro shop attendant to come in and see us naked in the morning.

* * * *

She had taken me back to my house and I talked her into spending the night. Not that it took too much convincing.

“That fort you built was amazing, by the way. I never had a chance to tell you properly,” I told her.

She was lying next to me, tickling my back. She leaned over and started kissing my neck softly. “And why is that?” She asked, eliciting a smile from me.

“Because…” I trailed off, too shy to say.

“Tell me,” she persisted, nipping my neck a little, causing me to take a deep breath.

“Because you distracted me, like you’re trying to do now.”

“Hmm,” she muttered and moved her mouth to my ear. Her hot breath was giving me chills. “Do you like it?” She asked me, and all I could do was nod and bite my lip.

I could feel her smile as she trailed her fingertips along the hem of my shirt. She was incorrigible. Was she trying to go at it again?

She placed small kisses along my jaw, to my cheek, and finally landed on my lips. They were gentle kisses at first, but I deepened them. I licked at her pink lips, silently asking for permission to enter. My permission was granted and followed by her hand running up my shirt and underneath my bra.

“Oh my God,” I muttered against her mouth.

“Is this okay?” She asked me, but not faltering in her actions at all.

I nodded before continuing to kiss her hard.

Soon, we were peeling each other’s clothes off. This time we were completely naked. We both took a second to admire each other, breathlessly, before diving back into each other.

Her body was on top of mine this time, her hands roaming all over my chest and sides. I could tell that she was trying to take it slow, but it was killing both of us.

I grabbed one of her hands and moved it between us, in between my legs. I was too timid to ask her for what I wanted.

She slowly moved her hand up my thigh and I gasped as I felt her fingers part my lips and land on my clit. Her look of concern was now replaced with a sexy smirk as she started making little circles around it.

“Does that feel good?” She whispered into my ear before biting on my earlobe and sucking on it.

“Uh huh,” was all that escaped from my mouth. I had never felt this good in my life.

“Can you be a good girl for me and tell me when you’re about to cum?” She asked and I felt a jolt course through my body. Between her words and speeding up her motions, I was sure it wouldn’t take long for me to have to tell her.

She captured my lips in another sloppy, heated kiss. We couldn’t get enough of each other. Every time I let a moan slip, she started rubbing me a little harder.

“I’m close,” I admitted. I was proud that I had lasted a little longer this time. I was trying to anyways.

“You’re close, baby?” She asked. She must not have been able to make out my muffled moan.

“Yes. Oh my God, yes,” I said more clearly now, my voice raising.

“Do you trust me?” She asked, in a hurry. I just nodded my head. I was in no condition to talk right now.

Just as I was about to cum, she slid a finger inside of me. It was uncomfortable, solely because I wasn’t used to that feeling. But it also felt incredible.

I had no time to differentiate the two feelings, as I was riding the waves of the biggest orgasm I had ever had.

Between my moans and her panting, I was praying that my mother didn’t hear. But there was no way I would have been able to be quiet.

As I was coming down from the high, I realized I had my fingers tangled in her hair, pulling. I was worried that I had hurt her, but judging by the lust-filled look in her eyes, she didn’t seem to mind.

“Oh my God,” I said once I was able to form sentences again.

“Oh my God, is right,” she repeated.

We laid in my bed, barely covered by a sheet, sweating and breathing heavily for the next few minutes.

After the strenuous activities of the night, I couldn’t keep my eyes open. I drifted off to sleep in her strong, protective arms.


Chapter 17

I woke up to an odd sensation. Opening my eyes, the sight before me made a smile grow on my face.

“Good morning,” Keira say cheerfully. She was straddling me playfully. She looked like a little kid on Christmas waiting on Santa Clause to come down the chimney.

“Good morning. What’s got you in such a good mood?” I asked her.

“Maybe our late-night rendezvous,” she had a devilish smile on her face. Her hands were placed on my shoulders and I loved the feeling of her weight on them. I felt secure with her pinning me down. “Or maybe just the fact that this beautiful girl underneath me is all mine.”

I blushed and covered my face, bashfully.

“What?” She asked, leaning down a little to nudge my hands away. She was like an adorable puppy or something.

“Nothing,” I replied.

She kept nudging me, but something else caught my attention. She was unintentionally grinding against me and it was really turning me on. My breath hitched.

“What?” She asked and stared into my eyes, searching for an answer, genuinely not knowing what was going on in my mind.

“Nothing,” I mumbled.

She gently bounced up and down on me, pouting, pestering me to tell her.

“Okay,” I started. I was too embarrassed to say out loud what was going on. Instead, I looked down to where our bodies were connected. It took her a second to realize what I was hinting at, but soon a smirk made its way on her face.

“Ohh,” she said, in a low, sexy voice. She leaned back, placing her palms firmly on my chest, and started rocking back and forth—this time, it was very intentional.

I tried putting my hands on her hips, but she pushed them away. “You let me take care of this. Hands to yourself.”

I obeyed and watched her eyes darken with lust as she moved against me. How was I supposed to not put my hands on her? I clenched my fists, keeping them to my sides.

She was grinding down hard and slow, letting my hunger for her grow until I couldn’t take it. I grabbed her hips, clenching hard. She didn’t scold me like I thought she was going to. It must have felt too good for her to interfere.

“Do you like that?” I got bold and asked her. I was pushing up against her and there were a few times she bit her lip to hold in moans.

Suddenly, my bedroom door opened. I panicked and threw Keira off of me. She fell onto the floor with a big thud.

“Honey, did you girls want some breakfast?” My mother’s voice took over the once lust-filled room.

“Yes, sure!” I blurted out, flustered.

“Yes,” Keira said, from the ground. She threw me a glare, but I think she was going to forgive me.

“Great, I’ll have it ready in a few moments.” Mom smiled at us and closed the door behind her.

“What the fuck was that?” Keira whispered low enough that my mother couldn’t hear her.

“I’m sorry!” I apologized, grabbing her and helping her up on the bed again.

* * * *

That day, we must have had sex what seemed like twenty times. Every chance we got, we were sneaking a quickie in. We almost got caught once or twice, but my hormones were raging so hard that I had no sense of the word ‘inappropriate’.

When we were out shopping with my mother, we were picking out clothes in the back of the store, Keira behind me. She reached around my body and slid her hand into my shorts.

I didn’t even protest. I just kept look out as she bit my neck and entered me. I came twice in that store. I was an addict.

Now, we were lying in bed, naked, sweaty, and absolutely spent. She was slowly trailing her fingers across my body. I looked into her eyes and got stuck. Stuck and unable to look away from those gorgeous eyes—the gold flakes in them, shimmering. I was hers for as long as she wanted me.

“You’re beautiful,” she said, bringing me back to reality. I wasn’t able to say anything, as everything was so intense right now that I could hardly breathe. “What?” She sounded concerned, after I didn’t answer.

“Just…” I tried to find my words. “Sometimes when I’m with you, I forget to breathe.” I admitted, surprising myself that I had disclosed that fact. I hoped she didn’t think I sounded like a loser.

She leaned down and kissed me. I felt like I was so full of love that I was going to overflow. How was I supposed to process all of these incredible emotions and feelings?

“Me too,” she whispered.

* * * *

The time came and Keira finally had to leave, much to my disappointment. I kissed her goodbye and went into the kitchen to get some food. I was famished from all of our extracurricular activity that day.

I sat down at the counter and started eating a big bowl of cereal when my mom came and stood across from me, elbows on the countertop.

“So, you two are really happy, aren’t you?” She asked, smiling at me.

“Yeah,” I simply replied. I couldn’t help but mirror her smile. I shoveled in a couple more spoonsful of cereal. I then noticed she was staring at me. “Yes, Mother?”

She hesitated before saying something that made me choke. “So, if you two are sleeping together—”

“Mom, oh my God,” I interrupted. I felt heat travelling up my neck and to my cheeks.

“No, no, listen,” she threw her hands up, quietening me. “Sweetie, it’s okay. You’re seventeen. I knew it was coming soon. I just want you to make sure that you’re being safe. Both mentally and physically.”

I wanted to crawl under a rock and die. I was mortified.

“Just because you are two girls, doesn’t mean you can’t get STDs.” She raised both eyebrows, making sure I knew how serious she was being.

“Okay, Mom,” was all I could mutter.

“And I don’t want you getting your heart broken, either. She isn’t going to hurt you, is she?” She questioned.

“No, Mom. She is really sweet,” I answered. Glad that the topic of conversation had switched from sex.

“I know she is, honey. I rather enjoy her,” she said, grinning. “She would be a great daughter-in-law,” she teased.

“Mom!” I said, the blush coming back on my face. She was right, though.


Chapter 18

Somehow, Keira and I got dragged into going on a double date with Sadie and Jennifer. Not that I minded being out with my best friend. Sadie was just still a wild card in my eyes. And something about their relationship rubbed me the wrong way.

It wasn’t out of jealousy. I wanted Jennifer to be happy. And she was. So where was the problem?

“Ugh,” I let out a dramatic groan.

“What?” Keira looked at me, amused. We were on our way to the restaurant. It was very fancy and I was a hundred percent certain that Sadie must have picked the location.

“This is going to be so…” I trailed off, trying to find the words.

“Ugh?” She finished my sentence and smiled, squeezing my hand.

“Yes,” I agreed and laid my head on her shoulder as she drove.

“It won’t be too bad,” she lied.

“Ha!”

“Okay,” she said. “You’re right. What the hell are we doing?” She asked me and we both laughed.

“I’m just so excited that Jenny and I are friends again. I don’t want to mess that up. I just want her happy,” I explained. I still didn’t like the situation, though.

“I mean it’s a little weird,” she glanced over at me. “A lot weird. But maybe it won’t be that bad?” she said, hopeful.

I just sighed and we sat in a comfortable silence for the rest of the ride. I was secretly praying that the other couple wouldn’t show up.

* * * *

“You guys made it!” Jenny said, embracing me at the door.

“Of course we did,” I smiled at her, almost forgetting about how uncomfortable the night was sure to be.

Sadie and Keira said awkward hellos to each other.

“We have a table towards the back. Come on,” Jenny said and we walked side-by-side. I threw Keira a sympathetic smile as she was stuck walking with Sadie.

This restaurant was immaculate, to the point that it was almost ridiculous.

The crowd was much older than us and I felt self-conscious. They were all dressed to the nines and I had simple jeans and a blouse on.

There were chandeliers and string lights hanging all over. The red oak wood furniture was beautiful. There was a fireplace close to our table, which I thought luxuriously comfortable.

“This place is incredible,” Keira said, breaking the ice as we were all seated.

“Yeah, this is the place I always tried getting you to take me,” Sadie said, startling even herself with the jagged remark. “Sorry,” she quietly apologized.

I cleared my throat and grabbed the menu in front of me.

“What are you going to eat, Mitchell?” I asked my girlfriend. She was happy to be distracted from Sadie.

“Well, I can’t pronounce any of this. Can you translate for me?” She pouted, causing me to giggle.

“So, this…” I pointed to a selection that I couldn’t pronounce, either. “This seems like it would be…some sort of pasta?” I guessed.

“On what basis?” She asked, amused by me.

“On the basis that it has a pin it,” I admitted.

She laughed loudly. “That one, it is then.”

“What are you getting, Ash?” Jenny asked me. She looked just as confused as me by the menu.

“I’m not sure,” I answered. “It’s much easier when there are pictures to look at.”

Jenny laughed. Sadie didn’t seem to like that and leaned over, protectively.

“Honey, here, get this. It’s like what we had the other night, remember?” Sadie pointed at something in the menu and Jenny abandoned our conversation, lost in her girlfriend’s presence.

I rolled my eyes, which didn’t go unnoticed by Keira. She slapped me on the arm and quietly scolded me. I looked at her, feigning innocence.

“Stop it. Let them have their fun,” she suggested.

She was right. Even though this was uncomfortable for us, what we had put them through was way more uncomfortable. I stole Keira from Sadie. I ignored Jennifer’s feelings for me.

“I hate when you’re right,” I pouted and she gave me a cocky I-know-smile.

* * * *

The date was as uncomfortable and awkward as expected. Sadie was claiming her territory unnecessarily all night, butting in on conversations that involved Jenny and I, grabbing her hand and making her hold it all night. I’m sure Jenny didn’t mind it—she seemed to have been swooning over her. Which made me sick to my stomach for some reason.

It bothered me that it made me sick to my stomach, but I couldn’t help it. Maybe it was jealousy, I don’t know.

“I have to go to the restroom. I’ll be right back, babe,” I said to Keira. She gave my hand a squeeze before letting me go. The squeeze was a silent plea for me to stay and not leave her behind, all alone.

I let out a huge breath that I didn’t know I was holding.

As I left the stall, I got startled. Sadie was right in front of me. I prepared myself for the showdown that was surely about to happen.

“Hi, Sadie,” I quietly said, making my way to the sink. She followed and leaned against the tiled wall. She stared at me. “What’s up?” I asked, annoyed at the situation.

“You look really hot tonight,” she drawled out.

“What?” I asked, out of genuine confusion. This was not what I was expecting. I was expecting her to call me a home wrecker. Maybe even tell me I couldn’t be friends with Jenny anymore, being as how possessive she seemed.

“I’m just complimenting you, Ashley,” she stated. She made it seem like it was obvious.

“Okay…” I carefully said, drying my hands on the plush paper towels they had.

As I went to walk pass her, she blocked my way.

“Is there something else?” I asked her. Surely, she had to have seen my annoyance now. I wasn’t hiding it.

“Yes,” she said, walking towards me. I backed up a little, but she closed the gap.

Her hands were on either side of my face now and before I knew it, she had planted a kiss on me. One that she tried to deepen. I pulled away immediately.

“What the hell are you doing?!” I exclaimed, pushing her away from me.

“I just wanted to get a taste of what Keira can’t get enough of. What was worth throwing away what we had,” she answered. And suddenly, I knew what made me uneasy when it came to her and Jennifer’s relationship.

“You’re using Jennifer, aren’t you?” I asked her, angrily.

She had a sly smile on her face and it infuriated me. “Don’t be silly. I like her,” she said, but I could tell she was lying.

“You fucking bitch,” I said. Her smile didn’t falter.

“What are you going to do? Tell her and break her heart again?” She emphasized, causing a pit in my stomach.

Jennifer was so happy now. I couldn’t let her go back to how pitiful she looked just a few weeks ago. But I could not let her be used by some succubus.

I pushed past her and stormed to my table, grabbing Keira’s hand. “We are leaving,” I declared. As she got to her feet, I glanced over to Jennifer. “We need to talk tonight. You might want to reconsider—”

“Reconsider what?” Sadie seethed, coming up behind Jennifer.

I didn’t want to cause a scene in the restaurant, so we just left, leaving behind my confused best friend and the evil girl, trying to calm her nerves.

“What was that about?” Keira asked me as we climbed into her Jeep.

“Keira, this is going to sound crazy,” I started. She just looked at me, expectantly. “Sadie followed me into the restroom and kissed me,” I finished, hoping she wouldn’t get mad at me for some irrational reason.

Instead, she laughed bitterly.

“What?”

“That is so Sadie,” she said, sounding pissed off. “She kissed you?” She asked, loudly.

“Yes, but I didn’t kiss her back, I promise—”

“Babe, babe. Stop. I know you didn’t,” she reassured me, and I breathed a sigh of relief as she intertwined out fingers. “I’m just…” She trailed off, running her other hand through her hair, frustrated. “What are we going to do about Jennifer?” She asked.

I kissed her. I kissed her hard.

“Not that I’m complaining, but what was that for?” She asked, in a daze.

“You are so sweet,” I simply said. She really was. Instead of worrying about Sadie coming between us, or me possibly kissing her back, she was worried about my best friend’s feelings.

* * * *

“So, what the hell happened?” Jennifer asked me. She was sitting cross legged on my bed, me sitting in my chair across from her.

“What did Sadie say to you?” I was curious to see how she tried to explain that situation.

She shifted her weight a little. “She said she went into the bathroom and you were upset,” She stopped there. I knew there was more to it.

“And?” I prodded her to continue.

She hesitantly answered me. “She said she thinks you are jealous because I am dating her.”

“What? Why would I be jealous?” I asked, incredulously. Hurt spread across her face momentarily, and I kicked myself mentally. I didn’t mean to dig the knife deeper. “I don’t mean it like that.”

She waved her hand, gesturing to not worry about it. “What is your side of the story?” she asked, and it was now my turn to be nervous.

I was procrastinating, trying to figure out the way to tell her. She was growing impatient, however. I needed to blurt it out, like ripping off a Band-Aid.

“Sadie kissed me in the bathroom,” I said and she just stared at me. “Say something,” I asked.

“Sadie…kissed you?” She asked slowly and I nodded. She suddenly started laughing. “Okay, seriously. What happened?”

“Jennifer. I’m serious,” I firmly told her.

Her laughter continued for a moment, before her face straightened. “You’re serious?” she said, softly.

“Yes, I’m sorry. I don’t know what is up with her, but she is using you,” I said to her, ready to hug her and comfort her.

“You are unreal, Ashley,” she spat at me.

“What?” I asked, in disbelief. Was she serious?

“Sadie was right. You are jealous,” she huffed and stood, grabbing her bag and heading towards the door.

“Jennifer, get real. I’m just looking out for you,” I replied. She had to be joking.

“You know what, Ashley?” She spun around to face me. “Don’t worry about looking out for me anymore. It isn’t your job,” she snapped and left my room.

I sat there, feeling hopeless and extremely confused. It was ironic that I now had the girl of my dreams, but it had cost me my best friend. What’s that saying about not having your cake and eating it, too?

* * * *

“She really didn’t believe you?” Keira asked me, stroking my hair. I was curled into a ball, my head resting in her lap.

“No, I don’t understand. Why would she believe her
 over me?” It was eating me up.

“Sadie is like a succubus,” she said, and I smiled, remembering that I had called her the same thing in my mind. “Unfortunately, she has a very good way of pulling the wool over people’s eyes. Who knows what she’s telling Jennifer?”

“So, we just have to sit back and wait on her to break my best friend’s heart?” I asked, feeling hopeless.

“I mean, we don’t have to,” she said. I could tell she was trying to formulate a plan to help me and Jennifer.

I thought over my words. My best friend’s heart. Was Jenny considered my best friend anymore?

Suddenly, I started crying.

“Hey, babe,” Keira softly said, wiping away my tears gently. “She will snap out of it, okay?”

“I know. It’s just…” I sobbed a little. “It’s so unfair, and I’m so selfish for thinking it’s unfair.”

“What’s unfair, honey?” Her voice was so smooth and comforted me immediately.

“I just don’t get why I can’t date you and her still be my friend. It’s like I can only have one or the other,” I said pathetically.

“I know it seems unfair and I’m sorry.” She lifted my chin up so that I was looking into her eyes. They shimmered in the sunlight coming through my window. “But I’m not going anywhere, okay?”

“Promise?” I stuck my pinky out at her. She smiled and wrapping her pinky around mine.

“I promise,” she leaned down and planted a soft kiss on my lips. “We will find a way to get her to come to her senses, okay?”

I nodded my head and relished in the fact that I wasn’t alone in doing this. I wouldn’t ever be alone. She was my protector.


Chapter 19

Keira and I were in math class, flirting heavily when we were interrupted by Mr. Dunphy. This time, he wasn’t scolding us, though.

“Ms. Mitchell, happy birthday!” He cheerfully said. Today, he didn’t have crumbs in his beard, which made his smile much more charming.

“Thank you, sir,” she said before turning her attention to her backpack. She pulled out her notebook and pencil and I was curious as to why she suddenly was so interested in her studies. I was also curious about something else.

“It’s your birthday? Why didn’t you tell me?” I asked her loudly.

“It’s no big deal,” she said nonchalantly.

“It is a big deal!” I loved birthdays and celebrations. My friends said I could be a bit too enthusiastic, but that never stopped me.

She shrugged and flipped through the pages.

“I could have put together a surprise party for you,” I whined. I would have planned a birthday party that would have knocked her socks off.

“The last thing I want is a party, Ash,” she said, growing concern from me.

“Do you not celebrate your birthday?”

She sighed as though she were exhausted. I wondered if she had to explain this a lot in the past. Had Sadie been upset because she couldn’t throw her cute surprise parties, either?

“No,” was her only reply. When she looked back up at me, though, she saw me waiting patiently and begrudgingly continued. “Okay. My family isn’t like yours. Birthdays, Christmas, all of that…we never have a good time. In fact, it makes things worse. So, I just opt out of it.”

“Okay, but—”

“Can we please not talk about it anymore?” She begged me. I unwillingly dropped the subject.

The rest of the day, it bothered me, though. Should I throw her a party, to show her that they could be amazing? Or would that upset her even more? I realized at that point that I didn’t know her as well as I had thought.

Our relationship was amazing, but I didn’t know anything of depth. I didn’t know about her family at all. I didn’t know if she had a mom and a dad or just one. I didn’t know if she had siblings. It was like she had purposely never brought them up and I had been so absorbed in making out with her, that I never noticed.

I wanted to get to know everything about her. I wanted to know what TV shows made her laugh the hardest. What she dressed up as for Halloween when she was a child. How she got her golf career started. Where she planned to go to college. I didn’t even know that.

I wanted to know it all. The only question was, was she willing to open up to me or was this just a fling to her?

* * * *

“Please, please, please. Just something small,” I pestered her. Despite my earlier thoughts, I decided I wanted—no, needed, to help her have a good birthday for once. I had stopped grilling her about her family life, but I refused to take no for an answer for her birthday in general.

“Oh my God, fine,” she said with annoyance in her voice, but a smile cracking onto her face. “You are very persistent, aren’t you?” She asked.

“Extremely,” I winked at her.

“You’re cute,” she said. It caused my breath to catch once again. I wondered if I would ever get used to her compliments. “But seriously, just something small, okay? I don’t like big celebrations or gifts. Can it just be us?” She asked, rather firmly.

“Okay, yes. Just us,” I replied. She had deflated my idea of a huge party with all of our friends. I had wanted to hang balloons and streamers everywhere. Have a huge ice cream cake for her. And plan party games. But a small, intimate birthday with just us sounded good, too.

We pulled up to my house and I kissed her goodbye.

“Okay, I’ll see you at seven? I’ll pick you up,” I said, jumping out of her car.

“Oh, you are picking me up? I can swing by and get you. You can drive my Jeep,” she said, tempting me.

“No. I’m picking you up. It’s your birthday, silly.”

“Okay, fine. I’ll see you at seven, babe.”

I rushed into my house so that I could start planning.

“Hi, honey, how was your—” my mother said and I cut her off.

“No time to talk, Mom. Keira’s birthday. Be right back,” I grabbed my keys off of the table and made my way to my car. I had shopping to do.

* * * *

I had the backyard set up for Keira’s party. Our
 party. I strung lights all over the porch. I had our small bistro table and two chairs set up underneath them. Tea light candles, that I would tell my mom to light before we arrived, were spread all over. I had a Bluetooth speaker set up on the ledge, so that I could play the list of songs I had carefully put together for her special night.

I put her address into the GPS and realized that I had never been to her house. I was curious to see it, but I was always just so thrilled to be in her presence, that I never thought about it.

The further south I drove, the more confused I had become. Did she really live in this area? I must have put in the wrong address.

I checked my message from her and confirmed that I had the correct one the first time.

Soon, I was pulling into her driveway. I saw her Jeep parked out front. I excitedly walked up to her front door, smoothing down my hair before knocking.

I heard a yell in the house and waited patiently. Keira opened the door and was shocked to see me. She checked her watch.

“Oh my gosh, it’s seven already? Hold on, I’ll be right out,” she said, hurriedly.

“I can come in,” I suggested.

She didn’t hear me and cracked the door a little more shut and left me there, standing awkwardly.

I peeked through the gap in the door, but could see nothing. Suddenly, the door swung open.

I was greeted by a frail woman. She had curly blonde hair. She looked to be in her forties. Her face was more wrinkled than most, though. She looked rough.

“Who are you?” came her gravelly voice.

“Oh, I’m Ashley. Keira’s—”

“This is my friend, Mom,” Keira blurted out from behind her mother.

Her mother nodded and looked me up and down. She had no expression on her face—just a blank stare. It made me uneasy. Uneasy in the way Sadie made me.

“Nice to meet you,” she finally replied and stuck her hand out.

“Same,” I said and took her hand in mine. Her hand was freezing.

“Come in. Have a drink with us,” she invited, and I accepted.

“No, Mom. We really can’t. We have plans,” Keira interjected. She seemed flustered.

But still, I wanted to get her mother’s acceptance. “Oh, we can stay for a few minutes.”

Her mother’s face lit up as hers fell. I didn’t have time to react, as her mother was pulling me into the living room.

We had a seat on a flannel printed couch. A man, whom I was assuming was her father, was sitting in the recliner watching TV on an outdated television set.

Was this what she was so embarrassed about? I mean, I didn’t expect her to live in such a…rough place or house, but it didn’t change my feelings about her at all.

“This one isn’t like that dyke Sadie, is she?” her father asked from across the room, never taking his eyes of the television. My blood ran cold.

“No, she isn’t,” Keira said, staring at her fidgeting hands.

“Good. We aren’t going to tolerate you having any faggots over here,” her mother said, almost proudly. She turned her attention to me. “So, you go to Cactus High with Keira?”

I was almost too paralyzed to move, let alone speak. I nodded my head, politely.

“You have a boyfriend?” she asked.

“Yes,” I panicked and answered. I was worried, but Keira seemed to exhale a sigh of relief when I answered.

“Good. I don’t know why Keira doesn’t have one yet. Been pesterin’ her to get going on that,” she leaned up in her chair and opened the cooler that was next to her. She handed me a beer.

“Is that alcohol?” I asked, gingerly taking it from her hands.

Her father and mother both laughed. “Of course it is,” she answered as if I was silly.

“Oh,” I put on a smile, trying to hide how awkward I felt. “Thank you,” I lifted it in the air, as if to cheer her.

“I like this kid,” Mrs. Mitchell said. I thought getting the approval of Keira’s family would feel better than this.

“Well, we really should be going, Mom. We have plans,” Keira said, standing quickly. I followed her.

“Birthday plans,” I said cheerfully.

“It’s your birthday?” her mother asked, leaving me confused.

“No, it’s our friend’s,” Keira said before I could respond.

I looked at her, quizzical. She shrugged her shoulders and motioned her head to leave.

After we closed the front door behind us, I questioned her.

“They don’t know it’s your birthday? They don’t know you’re gay? They let you drink alcohol?” I rattled off questions.

She turned and faced me. “Look, can we not do this?”

“Sure,” I simply replied. It seemed like she was getting mad at me. “I’m sorry.”

Her face softened and she grabbed my hand, kissing it before pulling me to the car.

“I’m sorry, too. I just want to spend the night, not thinking about any of that. I just want to be with you.”

I gave her a kiss on the cheek and silently agreed.

* * * *

The drive to my house was filled with an awkward silence. I didn’t know what to say and she didn’t seem to be in a talking mood. I knew the surprise was going to cheer her up, though.

I texted my mom to turn on the lights, light the candles, and start the music. She didn’t reply, but I knew she was on it. She loved surprises.

We finally arrived, and I had Keira hold her hands over her eyes, and led her to the patio door.

“Okay, open them!” I said excitedly, and pulled back the curtain.

“Surprise what?” she asked, slowly. The backyard was pitch black outside. Great. A perfect ending to a perfect night.

“Hold on. Can you go to the dining room really quick? I’m so sorry,” I apologized profusely. She was going to hate her birthday.

“Yes, and hey…It’s okay. I’m sure it is going to be amazing.” She smiled for the first time since we left her house, calming my nerves.

I hurriedly lit all of the candles, and plugged in the lights before turning the music on. I inspected everything, making sure it was perfect, and went back inside.

“My eyes are covered!” she said, quickly covering her eyes. She made me laugh. I walked over and grabbed her hand, leading her to the porch yet again.

“Okay, stand right here,” I placed her and got behind her, so that I wasn’t in the way. “Three. Two. One. Open them,” I excitedly said.

She slowly and dramatically uncovered her eyes. I waited in suspense as she took the sight in. Her mouth was open as her eyes scanned the scene before her.

“Is it too much?” I asked, nervously.

She faced me after a second and took my hands in hers. “It’s perfect,” she said, smiling ear-to-ear.

I exhaled a sigh of relief and gave her a small, soft kiss. “Happy birthday.”

That night we joked, laughed, messily fed each other cake, and enjoyed each other’s company. The uncomfortable weight that had been on our shoulders that night, melted away.


Chapter 20

Coming into school, I had spotted Keira’s car and I made my way over to it. I was hoping to get in an early morning make out before class.

I crept up to her window, in hopes to scare her, but I noticed that she was asleep. I quietly opened her driver’s seat door and she jumped awake, startled.

“Ash?” She asked, in a sleepy stupor.

“Hey, sleepyhead,” I cozied into her, kissing her neck. “What are you doing sleeping in your car? You can’t still be tired from the other day,” I wriggled my eyebrows, causing her to chuckle.

“No, just a long night,” she answered quickly. Something was off.

I looked into her backseat and noticed she had a couple of duffel bags on the seat. “What’s up with the bags? Skipping town?” I asked, jokingly.

“Oh, no. It’s nothing,” she said before grabbing her keys out of her ignition and getting out of the car. She grabbed my hand, pulled me close to her, and laid a big kiss on me. I quickly forgot about the suspicious bags in her backseat.

When we were in class, I caught her dozing off a few times. She was still gorgeous, but she looked terrible. She had dark circles around her eyes and she looked totally drained.

I resisted the urge to press and ask her what was up. I knew she would tell me when she was ready to. It didn’t make me any less curious, though.

Her phone was vibrating in her pocket over and over again. Finally, she turned it off.

“Who is it?” I asked her, not being able to help it.

She averted her eyes from me and answered. “My mother.”

“Is everything okay?” I asked her, placing my hand on hers.

Before she could answer, the bell rang, ending our conversation.

I thought back to meeting her family, and I had wondered what had happened. What time had she gotten to the school? Why didn’t she get any sleep last night? Why didn’t she call me last night if something had happened? What if she was cheating on me and was lying about who was calling her?

The last thought I knew was ridiculous. But was it? We hadn’t known each other all that long. I was pretty sure she wouldn’t do that. But there was still the irrational fear in the back of my mind.

“What are you doing later tonight, babe?” I asked her before we had to go our separate ways.

“Oh. Uh. I don’t know,” she fumbled and averted eye contact with me.

“Well, do you want to come over?” I asked her, not giving up.

“Yeah, maybe. I’m just in a weird place right now,” she said and must have noticed my face falter, because she continued. “Not with us. We are perfect.” She made me look at her. “Perfect, okay? It’s just stuff at home. I just don’t want to talk about it right now, okay?” she said, and I nodded my head in response.

Well, that cleared up the cheating thoughts. It didn’t make me any less curious or worried, though. Was she safe at home?

“Okay,” I responded, quietly. She put her finger under my chin, pulling me into a soft kiss. “Perfect,” she said firmly, getting a small smile from me. “I’ll see you later, babe.” She disappeared in her classroom. I was left alone, with my mind reeling.

* * * *

It was 5:00 P.M., and I still hadn’t gotten a text back from Keira since school. I thought about her earlier behavior and it worried me. Was she okay?

I was sick of lying in bed, staring at my phone. I had decided that I was going to drive over there. I couldn’t live with myself if I didn’t check on her.

The whole drive there, my stomach was in knots from anxiety. My anxiety grew as I pulled onto her street and didn’t see her Jeep. Where could she be?

I picked up my phone and called her. Again, no answer. Was she cheating on me? What if she was with the other girl in bed right now, rejecting my calls. What if it was Sadie?

I felt like I was having a mental overload.

I wracked my brain, thinking of places that she might be. The school? The golf course? I decided to start at the golf course. I was pretty sure there were no school events going on that day.

I drove down the long, winding, dirt road to the golf course and almost jumped for joy when I spotted her car. I did
 know her.

I parked next to her car, and what I saw broke my heart. She wasn’t in the car with another girl. She was sitting in the driver’s seat, crying.

She was normally always positive and confident. Seeing her so broken, crushed me.

I jumped out of my car and ran to her door, flinging it open. I had no sense of personal space, but that didn’t matter. What mattered was comforting my girlfriend.

She jumped when her door opened, but her expression softened as she saw me. Her inhibitions were gone, as she wrapped her arms around my neck, digging her face in my shoulder.

We stayed like that—her crying on my shoulder for a while, before her sobbing turned into just sniffles.

“My mom kicked me out,” she said, so low that I almost didn’t hear her.

“Baby, I’m so sorry.” I climbed into the Jeep so that I could hold her more efficiently. “Where are you going to stay?” I asked, smoothing her hair and trying to calm her.

“You see it,” she gestured to her Jeep.

“You are not staying in your car. You are staying with me,” I said, not accepting a no.

“I can’t do that, though,” she tried protesting.

“Keira, you are staying with us and that is final. I’ll call my mom and ask her. I’m sure she will say yes.”

She nodded and hugged me tightly.

“What happened?” I asked, feeling like I might be overstepping my boundaries.

“They found out about us,” she answered.

“What? How? They kicked you out for that? Did I make it obvious when I met them? I’m so sorry,” I ranted before she finally stopped me.

“No. They just heard gossip from around town and asked me about it.”

“And you said…?”

“I said yes,” she said, proudly. I smiled inwardly, thinking about how she didn’t deny our relationship. But at the same time, I felt guilty that it hurt her relationship with her parents. “I’m sick of pretending with them. Sick of walking on eggshells. They just have to accept the fact that I love you or I have to accept the fact that they won’t be in my life. Simple as that,” she finished. My heart was pounding at her confession.

“You love me?” I asked.

Her eyes widened. The words just fell out of her mouth, she didn’t realize she had even said it.

“Umm…” She looked down at her steering wheel, nervously. Finally, she looked up at me and answered, “Yes.”

I gulped. She loves me. Is it crazy if I love her, too? We hadn’t been together long, but the way she made me feel was incredible.

“You don’t have to say anything—”

“I love you, too,” I said. She snapped her head up and looked at me, a smile tugging at her lips.

“You do?” she asked, hopeful.

I nodded and bit my lip. It felt good to say it out loud.

She wrapped her arms around me and practically pulled me into her lap and kissed me. We pulled away for breath and smiled at each other, lost in our own world. All of the suspicions and bad parts of day, all drifted away in that moment. All that mattered was that we loved each other.

* * * *

“Okay, so there will be some ground rules,” my mother started to tell Keira, and I rolled my eyes.

“Mom,” I said, hoping to deter her. Keira was going through a rough time, and the last thing she needed were rules.

“No, it’s okay. The least I can do is follow rules,” Keira sweetly said. She was perched on the couch, giving my mom her full attention. Her eyes were still red from crying.

“No late nights. You girls both need to continue with your studies,” she said firmly. “Also, you will have to help out with chores. Between three teenagers living here, it’s going to get even messier than it already is.”

“That’s no problem at all,” Keira nodded her head.

“And finally, you two can’t sleep in the same bed. Keira, we will make up the couch for you.”

I was appalled. Was she being serious? There’s no way she was.

“That’s fine, I understand that,” Keira said.

Before I could butt in, an evil smile spread across my mother’s face and she started laughing.

“I’m just kidding!”

Keira and I both breathed a sigh of relief.

“You are not funny, Mom,” I said, but the smile on my face gave me away. She got me with that one.

“Yes, I am,” she chuckled to herself as she walked over to Keira. “The first two are real rules, though. I’m sure we won’t have any problems.” She leaned down and gave my girlfriend a hug, surprising her. She whispered something to her, but I couldn’t make out what she said.

After the affectionate hug, she left to go to her room, leaving us alone in the living room. I immediately jumped onto the couch beside her.

“So, are you okay?”

“Yeah. It’s a little weird, though,” she said.

“Weird? How so?” I asked and grabbed her hand, draping her arm over my shoulder and nuzzling into her. I know that this situation obviously wasn’t ideal for her—she must feel awkward. But I was ecstatic at the turn out.

“I just…don’t want your family to feel like they have to do this. I feel like a burden,” she said, sadness filling her voice.

“Hey.” I sat up and made her look at me. “You are not
 a burden,” I said firmly. She still looked uneasy. “You aren’t. What your parents did, sucks. But it is not your fault. And my family loves you. You always help my mom. My dad thinks you are respectful, which is huge to him. You talk to my stupid brother about football, so that he has less time to make fun of me for not knowing anything about it. If anything, you add value to this crazy family,” I finished, causing her to laugh for the first time in days, it seemed.

“I know, I just—”

“Shush your mouth,” I cut her off. “You just relax and unwind. It’s been a stressful few days for you. All you have to focus on now, is cuddling me and binge-watching Netflix.”

She squeezed me tighter against her, as if silently thanking me.

I grabbed the remote and started flipping through the titles.

“So, do you want to watch a D-list horror film? How about The Office?” I pelted her with suggestions.

“We are not watching The Office, please. We have watched every episode three times and we have only been dating a few months. Do you know how ridiculous that is?” she asked, smiling at my guilty pleasure.

“It’s not ridiculous. You hardly followed the storylines the first three times. I think you could use a refresher,” I stated smugly.

“That’s what she said,” she blurted out, mimicking the main character of the show.

I looked at her, mouth open, in surprise. She smirked and raised an eyebrow.

“I have never loved you so much,” I said, dramatically, causing her to laugh again.

I think I was going to like this living situation.


Chapter 21

Waking up next to Keira always had me feeling breathless. But now, knowing that she didn’t have to leave, it was an overwhelming feeling. I felt like I was the luckiest girl alive.

I felt guilty feeling that way, though, given the circumstances that led us to this point. I asked her if she was okay so many times that I could tell I was starting to annoy her. I couldn’t help it, though. She hadn’t cried since the night I found her. That couldn’t be healthy.

If my parents kicked me out, I would be devastated. I would be sobbing 24/7 for months. Maybe even years.

I realized now that I had been staring at her while she slept, like some creep. I started lightly trailing my fingertips along her neck and jaw line. She frowned in her sleep. I continued, giggling as she moved around.

“Good morning,” I sang to her. Her frown turned into a smile once she realized what was going on.

“What do you think you’re doing, Engles?” she said to me, her voice raspy and her eyes still closed.

Hearing her call me by the nickname she had given me when we first met, made my breath catch for a second.

“Trying to wake up my new roommate, Mitchell,” I countered.

She opened her eyes slowly, adjusting to the light. “Mission accomplished.”

I smiled brightly and gave her a kiss. I tried deepening it, but she denied my access. I pulled back, confused.

“I love you, but before we get sexy, I think we should brush our teeth,” she suggested.

“Are you saying my breath is bad?” I asked, jokingly offended.

“Hey,” she grabbed my hand, as if to comfort me, and leaned in close, talking lowly. “Yes,” she finally said and I slapped her playfully in the chest.

“How dare you, ma’am?” I exclaimed. There were wide smiles on both of our faces.

“Hey, I’m sure my breath is bad, too,” she said, trying to comfort me.

“Oh, shut up. I’m sure it’s amazing. You don’t have to pity me!” I turned my head from her, in dramatic fashion. I heard her giggles behind me and the façade was lost.

I jumped off of the bed and went into the bathroom. “I’m brushing my teeth and afterwards, you are making out with me so hard,” I demanded. I heard no protests.

* * * *

It was one of those rare mornings that my dad was joining us for breakfast. That seemed to make Keira anxious. Normally, she was very bubbly and talkative. Right now, she was very reserved.

She had no reason to be, but I understood. My father could seem a bit cold and intimidating.

No one asked her about what happened. They were respecting her privacy and I was very grateful for that. My family wasn’t so bad sometimes.

“Keira, I hear you’re the golf team’s captain?” my father asked, making small talk.

“Yes,” she lit up under my dad’s attention. It was very endearing and cute. “It’s no big deal, but I like it,” she modestly said.

“That’s very humble of you, but I disagree. It’s a great accomplishment. You should be proud,” he said, in his deep voice.

“Oh, thank you,” she bashfully said. I grabbed her hand under the table and gave it a squeeze.

“Yeah, she kicks everyone’s ass on the course,” my brother chimed in.

“I wouldn’t say that,” she said, smiling.

“I would. She’s a beast, dude. She has won more tournaments than anyone in the history of our school,” he added, crumbs falling out of his mouth.

My brother was disgusting, yes, but in this moment, I never loved him more.

“Is that so?” my father asked, his interest was piqued.

“Yeah,” Keira replied. Her cheeks were turning red, under my father’s intense gaze.

“Well, a lot of my colleagues and I go golfing a lot. They always make fun of me, because I suck.” He smiled at her. “Maybe you can teach me a pointer or two sometime, so I can show up and kick their ass,” he suggested.

“Yes, absolutely,” she accepted, absolutely beaming.

“It’s a plan then,” he said before getting up and taking his plate to the sink. “Okay, I’m off to work.”

He grabbed his briefcase and headed to the door. Before he left, though, he turned to us. “Oh, Brandon, can you take out the trash? Ashley, I need you to take care of the laundry. The laundry room is a mess.”

I nodded and my brother rolled his eyes.

“And Keira, you’re on dish duty,” he finished and left the house.

“Ugh, I hate his chore list, dude,” my brother let out a groan before pulling himself out of the chair and making his way over to the trash can.

“Oh, get over it, baby,” I said to him.

He tied up the bag and on his way to the door, he leaned down to Keira and mumbled, “Welcome to the family.”

* * * *

“So, do you like being a part of the family?” I asked my gorgeous girlfriend. She looked especially beautiful today. It could be partly due to the fact that she was wearing one of my T-shirts.

“Yes, I do.” She smiled at me. “Very much so.”

We were grocery shopping with my mother. I didn’t want to go, but Keira agreed. She was sucking up.

“Good,” I said, firmly, and she rolled her eyes playfully.

“Keira, do you like cauliflower?” my mother asked her, taking her attention away from me.

“Oh. Umm. I don’t know,” she answered, sheepishly.

“You don’t know?” I asked. How could she not know?

“I’ve never had it.”

“How could you never have had cauliflower? That’s crazy,” I responded.

“My mom didn’t really cook. We just ate out a lot.” She looked down at the ground, embarrassed. I felt like a jackass.

“Well, we are going to introduce you to the world of home cooked meals and cauliflower,” my mother said. Thank God for her. Keira smiled and nodded her head at her.

“Between you and me…the world of cauliflower is not that amazing,” I muttered to Keira, causing her to laugh.

“I heard that!” my mother scolded, walking ahead of us.

It was amazing how even the little things, like grocery shopping, made me feel on top of the world. I could be anywhere, doing anything with her, and I would be ecstatic.


Chapter 22

Keira and I were spending a lazy Sunday together. My family was gone, off doing their own things. It had been an exhausting week for both of us, so we opted to stay inside.

“Oh my God, that was amazing,” I breathed out and collapsed onto the couch. Keira’s naked, sweaty body in front of me, almost had me ready to go again already.

“I am never going to get tired of that.” She smirked and made her way up my body, lying beside me.

“You are just so…” I trailed off, eyeing her hungrily.

“So…?” she asked, placing sloppy kisses on my neck. How was I supposed to find my words with her doing that to me?

I let out a low moan and she rewarded the response with a bite. She was killing me. I had literally just cum and I was already turned on at capacity again.

“Is it possible to die from cumming too much?” I asked her, between heavy breaths.

“Wanna find out?” she asked, in a sultry voice, slipping her hand between my legs.

I couldn’t voice my opinion on the matter, but I think she got the hint.

Before we got anywhere, though, we were interrupted by a knock on the door. We both jumped up immediately.

Who the fuck could that be? Did my parents come home? No, why would they knock? I clearly wasn’t thinking straight.

I wrapped the blanket around me, hiding my naked body as I crept up to my door and peeped out of the hole.

Jennifer?

“Who is it?” Keira whispered.

“Jenny,” I said, quietly. I looked out of the peephole again and noticed that she looked bad. I had to answer. “Hold on one second!” I yelled through the door, trying to give us time to dress.

I rushed over to the couch, throwing my clothes on. Keira followed suit.

“We are answering?” she asked, disappointed.

“She looks like she’s been crying,” I answered quietly.

She gave me a sympathetic look. She understood that we needed to answer the door, no matter how rocky things got between us three.

“Coming!” I shouted on my way to the door. My girlfriend sat on the couch, trying to look casual. I laughed for a second at how ridiculous she looked, trying to position her arms. She scowled at me.

I opened the door, and Jennifer didn’t say anything. She just stood there, looking at the concrete beneath her feet.

“Jenny, what happened?” I asked her, resisting the urge to hug her. I didn’t know if we were ready for that, yet.

“Can I come in?” she asked, sounding pitiful.

“Of course.” I moved to the side, gesturing for her to come in.

“So, I know this is…” She trailed off when she saw Keira sitting on the couch. She gave her a weak smile before continuing. “I know this is random. And I know I haven’t been the best friend lately—”

“No, don’t—” I interrupted.

“Stop.” She raised her hand in front of her. “I haven’t been,” she said, sadly, sitting down on the recliner. I took a seat next to Keira, making sure not to sit too close, as to not upset my best friend. Ex best friend? I didn’t know.

We waited patiently for Jennifer to explain what had happened. She was twiddling her thumbs, trying to gather courage to say what she wanted to.

“You guys were right,” she simply said.

“Right about what?” Keira asked.

Jenny looked up, back and forth between both of us. She took a deep breath before continuing.

“Sadie. She was using me,” she said, holding back a sob.

“Oh my God, J. I’m so sorry,” I apologized. I wanted to hug her, but I was still unsure where we stood.

“You tried telling me. I should have trusted you. She just…” she trailed off, tears streaming down her cheeks.

“Has a way with words? Making it seem like everyone else is crazy, not her?” Keira asked her. More like finished her sentence, really.

Jennifer simply nodded before breaking down. I couldn’t handle it anymore. I went over to her, hugging her tightly. She clung to me; her body wracked with sobs.

“She’s a bitch. You are way better than her. Don’t let Sadistic Sadie make you cry, J,” I reassured her.

She let out a small laugh at the use of the nickname. She pulled back from me and wiped away her tears.

“I’m sorry,” she spoke. Looking at Keira, she continued. “I’m sorry to you, too. I was an idiot. And I’m really happy for you two,” she said, softly.

“No need to be sorry,” I said,

“Yeah, really. Sadie is a straight up bitch and has a way of manipulating people. No harm, no foul,” Keira said, nonchalantly.

“Look, I have to go, though. I just…I needed to apologize to you. Both of you.” She stood suddenly.

“You don’t have to go,” I answered, halfheartedly. She really didn’t have to go, but if she was still uncomfortable being friends with me, I understood. I didn’t want to push her to do things she was uncomfortable with.

“No, I really should,” she insisted.

“Hey, Ash and I weren’t doing much. We were thinking about watching some movies here. Are you sure you don’t want to stay? We can watch terrible D-list movies and make fun of them,” my girlfriend suggested, much to my and Jennifer’s surprise.

“Umm,” my best friend hesitated, before a smile made its way onto her face. “Okay,” she agreed.

And in that moment, I had fallen completely, madly, deeply in love with Keira. Her compassion was incredible. I had never met someone more amazing in my whole life.

I watched, with a smile on my face, as the two most important girls in my life, flipped through the stack of DVDs together.

They were a little awkward at first, but a few corny jokes later, they were hitting it off just fine. It was like everything from the past had dissipated. Now, we were just three best friends, hanging out on a Sunday afternoon, making fun of terribly shot and poorly written movies.

* * * *

Our lazy Sunday morning turned into a Sunday sleepover. We had convinced Jennifer to spend the night. It wasn’t much of an argument, to be fair. We had all been having so much fun that the time had flown by.

We spent the day laughing, catching up, and listening to all of the ridiculous stories Jennifer had about Sadie.

“Okay, and not to make things weird, but the sex with her was terrible,” Jennifer blurted out, worried about our reactions.

“I know!” Keira blurted out, as well.

They both looked at me, hoping I wasn’t upset. I laughed. It didn’t bother me at all. If anything, it eased my mind. I had been worried that since I was inexperienced, I wouldn’t fulfil Keira the way Sadie may have.

“And she does this weird…rolling thing with her tongue?” Jennifer’s face scrunched up, remembering it.

“Oh my God, she did that to you?” Keira asked, horrified. “Why does she think that is okay?”

This caused Jenny to let out a hearty laugh.

I know this conversation should have rubbed me the wrong way. Talking about my girlfriend and her ex’s sex life. Or my best friend’s sex life with the girl who tried to tear us apart.

But honestly, it seemed trivial to get upset about things like that. I was just so content to be sitting in my bedroom, with my two most favorite people, all of us getting along.

You know what we need to do?” I asked them. Neither answered, they just looked at me expectantly. They were really in sync. “We need to set you up on a blind date or something. Get you a Tinder,” I suggested.

“Oh my God, no,” Jenny exclaimed.

“Yeah, no way, Ash,” Keira agreed.

“What? Why?” I didn’t think they were bad suggestions.

“First off, do you know other lesbians to set me up on a blind date?” she asked. She got me there.

“And second of all—Tinder?” my girlfriend chimed in. “We are not letting her be subject to lesbian fuckboys.”

Jennifer shook her head. “Yeah, thanks but no thanks, Ashley.”

They both looked at each other, sharing a knowing look. Were they teaming up on me? If so, I liked it. I didn’t mind being roasted, if it meant that my girlfriend and best friend got closer.

“Okay, message received. No Tinder or invisible blind dates.” I threw up my hands, surrendering.

“It was a nice thought, though,” Jennifer said, smiling sympathetically.

“Yeah, honey, don’t beat yourself up over it,” Keira stroked my arm, comforting me.

“I hate you guys,” I said, pathetically, causing us all to laugh.

Life was good.


Chapter 23

“Okay, so what about that girl?” Keira asked, pointing to a girl across the room.

We were all out to dinner at a local LGBT club. None of us had been there before, but it was a really fun place. There were rainbow flags everywhere, strobe lights, a local DJ, who was pretty good.

Our eyes found the girl Keira was gesturing to. She was thin, had curly red hair, and dramatic red lipstick.

Jennifer and I both laughed at the same time.

“What?” my girlfriend asked, defensively. “What’s wrong with her?”

“She looks like a bitch,” I said.

“Yeah. And I am not into redheads,” Jennifer chimed in.

“Well, fine,” Keira pouted.

Our eyes scanned the room, on the hunt again.

The place was crowded. Most of the people in it were very…extreme. Bright, dyed hair. Shaved heads. The average person had five visible piercings.

Before we could find another option, a girl came swaggering up to our table. “Hey,” came her deep voice. She was looking right at my best friend.

“Hi,” she said, timidly.

The girl wasn’t bad. She didn’t have facial piercings. Her hair was a natural blonde. She was wearing tight jeans and a tank top. She had full, pink lips. She was average-looking. And in here, that was pretty good.

“Are you here alone?” she asked.

“No. I mean, yes. I mean, I’m here with my friends, but I’m single. Very much single,” Jenny fumbled.

I inwardly cringed, feeling secondhand embarrassment for my friend.

The blonde smiled and introduced herself. “My name is Sam.”

Jenny stuck out her hand to shake the girl’s. “Jennifer.”

“Well, Jennifer,” she emphasized her name. “Would you like to dance with me?”

“Oh, I don’t know.” She looked over to us, as if to ask permission from her parents. We both excitedly nodded our heads. “Okay, sure.” She smiled and stood, following her to the dance floor.

“Man, that girl is smooth,” I said, once they were out of earshot.

“What?” Keira said, in disbelief.

“What? She is.”

My girlfriend rolled her eyes.

“What?” I questioned her.

“That girl is not smooth, Engles. I am,” she said. Was she jealous?

“Oh yeah? How would you have handled that situation?”

“I don’t know. But better than that,” she said confidently.

“Okay, I have an idea. Leave and come back and try to pick me up, like we had never met before. I’ll judge who is smoother.”

She hesitated for a second, but she loved a challenge. I knew she would accept. “Fine. Be right back.”

She walked all the way to the other side of the club, out of sight. So unnecessary, but so like my girl to go all out. I sat there, playing with the straw in my drink, waiting for her return. What was taking so long?

I glanced over to my best friend and this Sam girl dancing. I don’t know what they were talking about, obviously, but it was making Jennifer smile.

“Hey, cutie. Do you come here often?” Came Keira’s voice, and I smirked. That was her best pick up line? I looked over to her and I forgot to breathe, once again.

She had rolled the sleeves of her plaid shirt up above her elbows and undid a few of the buttons. She must have gone to the bathroom to change up her appearance. She had pink lip gloss on and she tousled her hair a little.

We were so comfortable with each other, that I sometimes forgot how smoking hot she was.

She was now the one smirking. I came back to my senses and realized we were playing a little game.

“Oh. Umm. No. It’s my first time here,” I answered. I was proud that I was able to form a sentence.

“Oh, a virgin?” she asked suggestively. Before I could respond, she continued. “Do you mind if I sit?”

She didn’t wait for a reply, though, and she sat in the seat next to me, scooting closer.

“So, what brings you here?” she asked, leaning in closer to me. All I could think about was kissing that lip gloss off of her mouth.

“Just out and about,” I replied. I was doing a pathetic job at this. I needed to get my head in the game. Before she could respond, I continued. “So yeah, what are you doing here?” I said, trying to act like a girl who wasn’t interested in her but daydreaming about making out with her.

“Just…” Her eyes roamed over my body, giving me chills. “Just hanging out. My name is Keira, by the way,” she introduced herself and offered her hand.

“Ashley,” I said, coolly, extending my hand. After the formal handshake, I tried pulling my hand back, but she held onto it. She placed her other hand on top of mine and she started playing with my fingers, gently.

“So, Ashley, are you single?” she asked. Her eyes were staring straight into mine. It felt like the first time we sat next to each other in math class.

“Yeah. I just got out of a bad break up,” I said. Her face faltered for a bit, wondering where I was going with this. “Yeah, she was the love of my life,” I feigned sadness, holding my free hand over my heart. “But her career was more important to her.”

“Oh my gosh, I am so sorry, Ashley,” she said, sympathetically. “May I ask what her career was?”

“She was a golf ball salesman,” I said, with a straight face.

“A golf ball salesman?” she asked, choking a little, but trying to retain her composure.

“Yup, it was her passion,” I responded, casually.

“Well, I don’t know you that well, but I personally think she’s an idiot,” she leaned in closer to me.

“You think so?” I asked. It was getting harder for me to breathe. I wanted her so badly. She looked so sexy and wild right now.

“Uh huh,” she leaned in closer to me, centimeters from my lips. I could smell the strawberry lip gloss on her.

I couldn’t help myself. I leaned in and kissed her, hard. I could feel her smiling against my lips, knowing she had won. I didn’t care. I would gladly give her this win.

* * * *

Keira and I stumbled out of the small bathroom of the club, smoothing our hair and clothes down. I hoped no one could tell what we had just done in there. With everybody’s eyes on us, though, I knew I was not in luck.

Keira had her hand over my mouth, trying to muffle my moans, but I knew I was still being loud. I couldn’t help it and she certainly wasn’t going to stop what she was doing to get those moans out of me.

She had a cocky grin on her face as we walked through the crowd, over to our table.

“Oh my God,” I said, embarrassed, as we sat down.

“What? You don’t like all of the attention?” she said, prodding me.

“You are incorrigible,” I replied, slapping her arm.

“And what else am I?” she asked, acting like I should know the answer.

“I don’t know, what?”

“Smooth? Smoother than a certain blonde?” she asked and I rolled my eyes.

“Obviously.”

“Say it.”

“Oh my God.” I rolled my eyes again. I knew she wasn’t going to let up. “You are super smooth.”

She smiled, cockily. She really was smooth. And sexy. And smart. And all around incredible.

“I love you so much,” I said, out of nowhere.

She stopped gloating and looked deep into my eyes a sweet smile on her face.

“I love you so much,” she repeated my words. I could tell by the tone of her voice that she meant it.

“I know it’s weird to tell you this here,” I started off. I should have waited for a better moment to say it, but I was feeling so overwhelmed. If I didn’t get it off of my chest, I felt like I would suffocate from holding it in. “I’m so madly in love with you, Keira.”

Her face softened. I was nervous that she didn’t feel the same way. And it would be fine if she didn’t. It was really early in our relationship, still.

“I’m in love with you, too,” she said and I had never heard her voice sound like that before. So soft and careful. “Ashley,” She grabbed my hand in both of hers, much like before, but this time it felt more intimate. “I have been in love with you since our debate on whether it was donuts or eggs in Mr. Dunphy’s beard.” She smiled.

I let out a small laugh, but it was choked. My throat swelled with her confession. She had loved me—been in love with me, since the first day we met?

“And I was right,” I pointed out.

“And you were right.” She grinned, giving me my props. “I think you were made for me,” she confessed.

This had to be a dream. There was no way that this was real. The girl of my dreams, thought that I was the girl of her dreams.

“I think so, too,” came my reply once I was able to find my voice again.

I had never been so sure of something before.

* * * *

Keira and I were flirting shameless when we were interrupted by Jenny. She sat down, breathing heavily, sweat glistening on her skin.

“So, how is it going?” I asked, excitedly.

“Well.” She took a drink of her soda before continuing. “She is an incredible dancer. And super cute, right?” she asked us.

We both nodded our heads, smiling at her current state.

She looked over to the bar area, where the blonde was grabbing a drink. Jennifer had a goofy smile on her face.

“She asked me on a date,” she confessed.

“That is awesome! When?” Keira asked her.

“She wants to go out this weekend,” my best friend said, sounding unsure, though. “Can you guys do me a favor?”

“Anything,” I replied.

“Can we make it a double date? I promise it won’t be like the last one we had,” she promised. “Well, at least I hope not.”

“Are you sure you want to do that? What if she just wants it to be you two?” Keira joined in.

“I already asked her and she said it’s cool. Plus, I’m really nervous. And you guys have a way of reading people’s intentions,” she pled her case.

“Of course we will go,” I said before looking over to Keira. “Right?” I asked.

“Absolutely. Whatever you need,” she said to Jennifer, causing her to light up.

“You guys are the best!” she thanked us before heading back over to Sam.

“We really are the best, aren’t we?” Keira cockily asked.

“Absolutely,” I agreed and gave her a peck on her lips.


Chapter 24

Today was the double date day, and Jennifer was a nervous wreck. The three of us spent hours trying to pick her outfit, only to finally agree on the first dress she had tried on.

“It looks really nice. Simple, but sexy,” Keira reassured her.

“Are you sure?” she asked, looking at herself in the mirror. She scrunched her face up, inspecting every detail of her outfit.

“Oh my God, yes. It looks perfect, Jennifer. Quit being difficult,” I blurted out. She was being ridiculous.

She scowled at me. “Fine. This dress, it is.”

“Hallelujah!” I exclaimed.

She threw a pillow at me and hit me directly in the face.

“Don’t be a jerk. She’s nervous,” Keira said in a firm voice.

“I’m not trying to be. But what is there to be nervous about? The girl is already into her,” I responded.

“That doesn’t mean anything. I was nervous on our first date,” she replied.

“Which first date are you referring to? The real one or our hangouts?”

“All of them,” she admitted.

“Bullshit! The first time we hung out, you had just won a golf tournament. Nerves my ass,” I said.

“Just because I am an incredible athlete, does not mean that I don’t get nervous around gorgeous girls,” she defended herself.

“Okay, gag. Can we focus on me again?” Jennifer interjected.

“Yes, right. Sorry,” I said, taking myself out of my dreamy state.

“So, she sent the address. Are you guys going to get ready?” she asked us.

Keira and I looked each other up and down.

“We are ready,” I said.

“What, seriously?” she asked.

“Yeah, what’s wrong with what we are wearing?”

“You two are both in sweatpants,” she said, in disbelief.

I guess Keira and I had gotten a little too comfortable in our relationship. But we were rocking those sweatpants.

“It’s just the movies. We want to be comfortable,” Keira said.

“Guys, come on. Please?”

“Ugh, fine,” I overdramatically said, pulling myself out of bed to find us something more appropriate to wear.

* * * *

“Four tickets for the 8:15 showing, please,” Sam asked the movie attendant.

“Oh, you don’t have to pay for ours,” Keira said. The blonde waved her off.

“I insist.”

I could tell Keira didn’t like it. She was used to be the one in control and paying for things. She liked having the role of the gentleman. She thanked her, but her jaw clenched.

“Stop it. She’s just trying to show off for Jenny,” I scolded her quietly.

“Whatever,” she muttered and we followed the two girls into the theater.

I could tell my best friend was nervous. She was normally talkative, but right now she was only making small talk.

“Do you think they’re going to hold hands?” I asked Keira as we nestled into our seats.

“Do you think we are going to hold hands?” she mocked me, causing me to roll my eyes.

“I’m serious. Do you think they’re going to?” I repeated.

“I don’t know. Probably. And stop staring over at them,” she drew my attention back to her.

“I’m not staring. I am simply glancing with my peripherals.”

“Right,” she said sarcastically.

Jenny was sitting next to me. It made it hard to spy on them since I was so close.

“Switch me seats,” I whispered to Keira.

“What?” She gave me a confused look. “Why?”

I leaned in and whispered to her, “So I can spy easier.”

She laughed loudly, causing a few nasty looks to be thrown our way. “You can’t be serious.”

I just gave her a blank stare. She knew me better than that.

“Okay, fine,” she agreed and we switched seats. Jennifer glanced over to me, confusion on her face. I just shrugged and continued watching the previews.

* * * *

Keira had her arm over my shoulders and snuggled closer as the movie played. I felt so safe and content with her. And it amazed me that I still got butterflies from her, to this day.

But, as content as I was, I still had a mission. To see how Jennifer’s date was going.

I leaned up a little, trying to catch a glimpse. It looked like they were holding hands!

“What are you doing?” my beautiful girlfriend asked me.

“Trying to see,” I responded.

It was dark in the theater, but I could envision her rolling her eyes at me.

“You’re being obvious,” she warned.

“Well, are they holding hands? Can you see?”

“Seriously, Ashley?” she asked me. I pouted in return. “Oh my God,” she sighed and turned her head a little. She looked back at me with a smile on her face. “They are!” she whispered excitedly.

As much as she wanted to act like she didn’t care, she was just as ecstatic and involved in this first date as much as I was. She wasn’t fooling me.

She spent the rest of the night sneakily updating me. They moved on from hand holding, to Jennifer resting her head on Sam’s shoulder.

* * * *

“So, it seemed like the date went well,” I said the second I saw Jennifer the next day. She came over to the house to dish with us.

She had a dreamy smile plastered on her face. She let out a sigh and fell back onto the bed, in between Keira and I.

“It was amazing,” she gushed.

“What did you two crazy kids do after we left the movie theater?” my girlfriend asked.

She and I had spent the night trying to guess what they were doing. I thought that Sam had just dropped her off and they kissed goodnight. Keira thought that things went a little further, though. We were about to find out.

“Well, she took me home,” Jennifer said and I gave Keira a told-you-so look. She rolled her eyes.

“And?” she asked, eagerly.

“And she kissed me. And…” She trailed off.

“And what?” I practically screamed. The suspense was killing me.

“I invited her inside,” she sheepishly admitted.

“Bam! They had sex!” Keira gloated.

“What? No,” Jennifer corrected her, causing her face to fall in defeat. “But we did get to second base, though.” She grinned.

It looked like Keira and I were both wrong. Or both right. I’ll go with the latter to make myself feel better.

“Is she a good kisser? What qualifies as second base? So, you two like each other?” I barreled her with questions, causing her to laugh.

“Slow down. First, yes. She is an amazing kisser.” She smiled to herself, reliving the memory, I’m sure. “And we had some under the shirt groping going on.”

“That’s second base?” Keira asked.

“What are the bases?” I added on.

“So, making out is first base. Groping is second base. Third base is…” Jennifer trailed off. “I don’t know, oral?”

“Yeah, that sounds right,” I said and we all agreed.

“But yeah, I like her. And it seemed like she’s into me, as well,” she said suggestively.

“You dog!” Keira joked around.

Jennifer’s situation was so innocent and wholesome. It was very sweet. I loved seeing her so happy. Who knows, maybe this was the girl that was made for her.


Chapter 25

Life seemed so perfect that I was worried I would wake up out of this dream any second now. Keira and I were better than ever, graduation was coming, and we had both been accepted into the University of Arizona, Jennifer and her now girlfriend were going strong. The four of us hung out almost every day, in fact.

She brought a light out in Jenny that I had never seen before. I knew I could have never given her that, so it eased my guilt a lot. Guilt from not being into her and guilt from displaying affection for Keira in front of her. Now, none of that mattered.

“You guys are so stupid,” Jennifer said to our girlfriends. It turned out they were both competitive.

“Literally, you two are,” I agreed, laughing a little.

There were currently trying to see who could eat the most saltine crackers in a minute. It was no pretty sight, but I had to admit, it was sort of impressive.

“Time!” Jennifer said and Sam and Keira both looked upset. We handed them bottles of water and they downed it.

“What was the score?” Keira said, gasping for air once her mouth was free from crackers.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“The score. Who got more?” She looked at me, silently saying duh.

“I thought you two were keeping score,” I replied and they both loudly groaned.

“Did you keep score?” Sam asked my best friend, hopeful.

Jennifer scrunched her nose up and shook her head.

“Oh my God!” Both of our girlfriends exclaimed.

“So, what are we going to do about it?” Keira asked Sam. They hesitated only momentarily before each grabbing a sleeve of the crackers.

“Okay, start the time,” the Sam told Jennifer.

“And keep score,” Keira said to me, in a serious tone.

“Yes ma’am!” I replied, saluting her and getting a smile out of her before her game face was back on.

“Okay, go!” Jenny said.

We watched as they devoured the crackers again. Jennifer cozied up next to me and whispered, “They are idiots, aren’t they?”

“Yes, very much so,” I replied. Though, we sat there, watching them with dreamy smiles on our faces. They were our
 idiots.

“Okay, time!” Jennifer said after the minute was up.

“And our winner is…drum roll please…” I said dramatically as Jennifer made the sound effects. “Sam!”

“Fuck yes! Boom! In your face, Mitchell!” Sam gloated and did a little dance.

“Whatever,” Keira muttered. She was a sore loser, for sure.

“Oh baby, it’s okay. I still love you,” I said, going over to her and patting her head. She looked so pitiful, but I couldn’t keep a straight face, due to the cracker crumbs all over her face and shirt.

“You do?” She pouted and I nodded my head.

Jennifer was laughing at her girlfriend’s victory dance. The look in her eyes was the look that Keira and I gave each other, all the time. It had only been a month, but I was pretty sure my best friend was in love.

“What’s it like to date a champion?” Sam asked, playful cockiness exuding from her.

“A champion, huh?” Jenny teased as she wrapped her arms around Sam’s waist. “It feels pretty good, I guess.” She shrugged.

“Good, you guess? Pfft,” the blonde replied. I liked her.

* * * *

We were out hiking at Mt. Lemmon for the day. It was a beautiful hiking spot in Tucson that was really popular. It even snowed on the top of the mountain during the winter, which was cool to me, given that we were in Arizona.

Keira, myself, Jennifer and Sam had become inseparable. We all had so much fun while we were together, it was hard not to be.

“So, how are things going between you two?” I asked Jennifer. Our girlfriends were trying to see who could climb to the top of a small mountain first. We rolled our eyes and sat down while they competed.

“It’s…” she trailed off, looking at her girlfriend. “It’s going really, really, really well,” she ended with a big smile.

“I like her,” I said. And I really did. She was perfect for Jennifer. She got her out of her comfort zone. She cared for her very deeply, it seemed. Jenny would be safe and protected with Sam.

“You do?” She looked at me and I nodded. “She’s incredible, isn’t she?” Jennifer cooed.

“She is,” I agreed. “Though I fear for her and Keira’s safety half of the time,” I said, watching them dangling from the cliff, trying to race each other.

“Suck it!” Keira shouted to her. She was in the lead by a long shot.

“Fuck off!” Sam yelled back, trying to regain her grip.

Jennifer looked at me and laughed. “They really are going to hurt themselves.”

“Then get into a competition about who got hurt more,” I responded, causing us to break out in a fit of giggles. I could picture that scenario perfectly.

“No, my cast is bigger!” Jennifer said, mocking them. She was dead on. I laughed so hard, my stomach muscles were sore.

When I finally caught my breath, I turned to Jennifer. I had a question on my mind that I needed to get out.

“Do you love her?”

“Do I love her?” Jennifer repeated back. I could tell she was a bit taken back by the question. “I mean…I don’t know,” she fidgeted. “We hadn’t talked about it.”

“I didn’t ask if you two talked about it,” I playfully rolled my eyes at her. “Do you love her?”

“Yes,” she blurted out, covering her mouth with her hand, looking shocked at her own words.

I couldn’t help but let out a laugh at her innocence.

“Well, I’ll let you in on a little secret,” I leaned in closely to her before whispering. “I think she loves you, too.”

Jennifer’s eyes lit up and she was about to say something, but our girlfriends had made their way over to us.

“Did you see that?” Keira asked me excitedly.

“Yeah, baby! Good job!” I congratulated her. She hugged me hard, picking me up off of the ground for a second.

I glanced over to Sam and Jennifer. My best friend was coddling Sam, nursing her hurt feelings. She kissed her and when they pulled back, I noticed the look in Sam’s eyes.

I was right.

* * * *

“I like them,” I told Keira. We were lying in the grass across from the cookie shop, watching as Sam and Jennifer were at the counter, waiting on our order.

“I like you,” she said, smoothly, kissing me on the neck.

“Stop,” I giggled and pushed her away gently. “I’m serious,” I said sternly.

She sighed and agreed with me. “Yeah, I like them, too.”

“Why are you sighing?”

“No reason,” she fussed. She was extremely adorable when she did that.

“Why, baby?” I asked, trailing my finger along her chest, trying to get her to break into a smile. It almost worked.

“I just wanna make out,” she pouted.

“You always just wanna make out,” I teased.

“Well, who wouldn’t always want to make out with you?” she asked, smiling at me.

“Stop,” I said again, but this time I leaned in and gave her a soft kiss.

“I love you so much, Ashley,” she said out of nowhere, against my lips. And still, after months of dating, she still made me forget how to breathe.

“I love you, too,” I said as soon as I was able to form words.

Suddenly, she got up from her position. I was confused as to why she had moved away from me. I was comfortable.

“I have something to say to you,” she said, very seriously.

“Okay…?” I wasn’t sure where she was going with this.

“I have loved you since I have laid eyes on you.” She got on one knee and I thought I was going to die. Was she serious? She had to be out of her mind. “You are my best friend and have made me happier than anyone ever has.”

“What are you doing?” I blurted out.

“You know what I am doing,” she said, with a smile tugging at her lips.

“Keira, are you—”

“I’m tying my shoe.” She grabbed her laces in her hand, smirking at me.

“Oh my God, you are so fucking stupid!” I practically shouted, pushing her. She lost her balance and fell backwards. She didn’t seem to mind, though, as she was rolling in laughter.

“What’s going on over here?” Sam asked as her and Jennifer rejoined us.

“Keira just acted like she was going to propose to me by getting on one knee and tying her fucking shoe,” I said, causing Jennifer to join in with Keira, laughing.

“You did it without me? What the hell, man!” Sam exclaimed.

“Sorry, it was just the perfect moment,” my girlfriend apologized.

“You guys planned that?” I asked them.

“Yeah, we thought it would be funny,” Sam said sheepishly.

“And it was!” Keira said, earning another push from me.

Jennifer and I just gave each other a knowing look. Our girlfriends were idiots. And we loved them for it.


Chapter 26

After a long, eventful year, graduation day had finally come. This was bittersweet for me. My friends were all going to different colleges all over the state. But Keira and I were both going to the University of Arizona, so I felt better. Also, I was so ready to get college over with.

“You look pretty sexy in that gown, girl,” Keira’s smooth voice graced my ears. I smiled and turned to face her.

“Oh yeah, super sexy, huh?” I grinned and slid my arms around her waist.

“Super, super sexy,” she repeated, her voice lower this time. It sent shivers throughout my body.

I leaned in and brushed my lips against hers. “You think so?” I said, softly.

“Uh huh,” she mumbled against my mouth before closing the gap.

This was ridiculous, I know. I know I didn’t look sexy in the white graduation gown. But I was not complaining.

“Do you think we have time for a quickie?” she asked. Normally, I would respond with some witty remark and tell her it was inappropriate. This time, however, I just nodded.

Her hand immediately slid underneath the gown and up my skirt. She wasted no time, pushing my underwear to the side. I gasped a little at how forward she was being.

She moved her mouth to my neck, sucking on it hard.

“Don’t leave any marks,” I said quickly and she eased off. Before I could thank her, I felt two of her fingers slide inside of me, deep.

I let out a low moan and she covered my mouth with her free hand, shushing me.

In the heat of the moment, I had almost forgotten that my entire family was in the dining room, waiting on us.

She was moving in and out of me, slow and hard. I loved when she was in this mood. She had me pinned against one of the walls in my room. Her whole body had engulfed mine and I loved it.

I groaned, as much as I could, with her hand still covering my mouth. I tried pushing my hips against her, willing her to go faster, but she was too strong.

Her mouth was against my ear now. “I want you to tell me what you want. But you have to be a good girl and be quiet once I uncover your mouth, okay?”

I nodded quickly and she removed her hand.

“Tell me what you want,” she demanded and I didn’t hesitate.

“I want you to fuck me faster and harder,” I responded between low moans.

Her eyes darkened and she obliged. I almost had an orgasm just looking at her. She was so sexy when she was aggressive.

“Now I want something else from you,” she said, not skipping a beat with her movements.

“What?” I asked, breathily.

She bit my ear before whispering, “I want you to cum for me,” she commanded.

And that was all it took. I clenched onto her strong shoulders as I let go. My legs were shaking hard and I thought I would fall to the floor. She kept me steady, though.

“Talk about a quickie.” She smirked at me.

“Shut up!” I pushed her gently, embarrassed. She giggled at my response.

“You need to go get cleaned up,” she stated.

“And you need to wash your hands,” I raised my eyebrow. “You are not shaking my family’s hands like that.”

She laughed and slapped my butt before racing me to the bathroom.


So childish
 , I thought.

I ran after her, laughing.

* * * *

“Nice of you two to finally join us,” my mother said, scolding Keira and I. “We need to get going to the school.”

She herded us like cattle and we all started to make our way to the car.

“Hold on, wait a second,” my father said, causing us to stop.

“What, dear?” My mother asked, annoyance in her voice.

He went into the dining room and grabbed a bouquet of flowers. I beamed as he handed them to me.

“Happy graduation, honey. We are so proud of you,” he said with a smile on his face.

“Thank you, Dad. They’re beautiful.” I hugged him in gratitude.

I noticed that Keira had a distant look on her face, then it hit me. It must be hard seeing my parents be here for me, when she doesn’t have a relationship with hers.

Before I could say anything, my dad went into the dining room and came back with another bouquet.

“And Keira.” He extended the roses to her. Her face lit up, but I could tell she was trying to hide it.

“For me?” she asked, almost in disbelief.

“Of course. It’s a big day and we are very proud of you,” my father said, and my heart swelled.

“Thank you, Mr. Engles,” she thanked him bashfully. She admired the flowers, while I admired her.

“What, I don’t get roses?” my brother asked, straightening his cap on his head. I was so proud of him for graduating. He was going to Arizona State University.

“Oh, son, I’m sorry. It must have slipped my mind,” our father jokingly apologized.

“Okay, now we are ready to leave,” my mother said firmly, but she was still smiling from the sweet moment that had just unfolded between my dad and Keira.

* * * *


Blah, blah, blah.
 That is all I heard throughout the entire graduation ceremony. Why did the speakers have to talk for hours? Better yet, why did we need speakers? Just hand us our diplomas and let us get on with our lives.

Keira could tell that I was bored. She poked me, ripping me out of my daze. When I looked at her, she crossed her eyes, trying to get me to laugh.

“You are so stupid,” I affectionately whispered to her.

“I love you, too,” she said in her signature cocky attitude.

I just smirked and squeezed her hand.

Our friends and my family were in the crowd, staring at us, waiting on our names to be called. They had signs and balloons. It was ridiculous, but really sweet.

My brother’s name was called and we all stood and cheered. He made his way to the podium and rejected the principal’s hand shake and pulled him into a hug instead. He laughed and patted my brother on the back, awkwardly. Brandon flexed like a body builder before exiting the stage.

Finally, when they called my name, I stood and to my surprise, Keira stood with me. I gave her a questioning look and she just smiled and placed a soft kiss on my lips.

“Congratulations,” she simply said before sitting back down. As I walked up to the podium, I was beaming.

I laughed when I realized that Johnny had brought an air horn and was blowing it, over and over again. Unfortunately, he was the only one out of our group that wasn’t graduating. It didn’t seem to bother him at all.

Our principal, Mr. Thomas, grabbed the microphone and warned the crowd that air horns were strictly prohibited.

I sat down on the other side of the auditorium now, impatiently waiting for Keira to rejoin me. Let me tell you—there are a lot of last names between E and M.

Finally, they said her name. I stood up and cheered loudly for her. She smiled, embarrassed at the big deal that we were all making it out to be. My mother, father, and brother were all screaming for her. It warmed my heart. Her family might not be here, but she had a new family that loved her unconditionally.

I laughed when I heard the air horn again. Our principal grabbed the microphone with a bit more force this time and repeated his earlier statement. Johnny blew it one more, short time, earning him a glare from Mr. Thomas.

She made her way over to me, grinning.

“We did it.”

“We sure did,” I replied and grabbed her hand, intertwining our fingers.

* * * *

After graduation, we headed to Sam’s house. Her parents were gone and she and Jennifer had planned a graduation party for all of us. I was so glad that Jennifer had ended up with Sam, and not Sadie.

Her parent’s house was incredible, to say the least. I think it qualified as a mansion.

“This place is bomb as fuck,” Keira said excitedly. Sam chuckled.

“Yeah, my parents are big music producers,” she said nonchalantly and Jennifer beamed. She had hit the jackpot with this girl.

“You have a God damn fountain in your driveway,” I said, not being able to censor my language.

“Be cool, Ash,” Jennifer laughed, playfully scolding me. She and Sam shared a loving smile.

“Okay, so, my parents will have the cleaning ladies come after the party, so we can get wild. Just don’t break anything please,” she asked of us, sweetly.

When we stepped in, my jaw dropped. It was immaculate. The floors and pillars were marble. It looked like something out of some mob movie. How had Sam come from this lifestyle and still be so humble?

“Holy shit!” Jacob exclaimed and Ariel slapped him on his shoulder.

“Seriously, though, holy shit,” she repeated his words.

“Yeah, I mean. It’s unnecessarily huge, but yeah. holy shit,” Sam said, smiling at our behavior.

“Anyways,” Jennifer said, leading us into the kitchen. “Here are the party favors,” she pointed to the bottles of liquor and keg at the end of the dining room table.

“You got a keg?!” Johnny practically screamed with joy. He ran over and hugged one of them. “It’s so beautiful,” he said dramatically and kissed it.

“Oh, fuck yes!” Keira exclaimed. I followed her gaze and saw that there was beer pong set up. “You are going down, Sam,” she challenged the blonde.

“What about me?” I asked, pouting.

“You, too,” she said, trying to cover her tracks. I didn’t let it get to me, though, because I knew they would always compete.

“Pfft, you wish. I have beer pong trophies,” Sam boasted.

“Bullshit,” Keira said.

Sam left the room for a moment and came back holding a big, golden trophy. And sure enough, her name was carved in it, with the words Beer Pong Champion 2017
 .

“I’m willing to put this up for grabs tonight,” she said, setting it down on the table. “If you’re up for the challenge, that is,” she taunted.

Keira rolled up her sleeves and headed for the table. Sam smiled at my girlfriend taking the bait and followed her. Jennifer and I made our way to the keg, where Johnny was pouring drinks.

This was going to be an interesting night.

* * * *

I woke up the next morning with a pounding head. I opened my eyes and instantly regretted it, as the light was far too bright. I heard a groan next to me and smiled. I would recognize that voice anywhere.

“I’m so thirsty,” Keira muttered.

“Want a beer?” I said, jokingly, though it made me sick to my stomach. It was worth it, though.

“Shut up!” she replied, dry heaving.

I tried stretching out, but was stopped short. Where were we?

“What happened last night?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she responded, groggily.

I sat up, my body aching. We were in the bathroom? I then realized that we were half naked.

“How did we end up in the bathroom?” I asked again.

“What?” Keira said, confused. She sat up and looked around. “Oh my God!” she exclaimed. She crawled over to the bathtub and grabbed something out of it. “Look!” In her hand was the trophy.

Some parts of the night came back to me. She had won in beer pong. By one cup. After her win, we had congratulatory shots. After that, I blacked out. And I’m assuming, she did, too.

After putting our clothes back on, we exited the bathroom and made our way to the kitchen. We got turned around a little, but eventually found our way. The rest of the group was at the kitchen table, looking as good as we felt.

“Bow to your champion!” Keira shouted, holding the trophy above her head. I laughed and our friends all held their heads.

“Stop. Too loud,” Ariel mumbled, squinting from her headache.

“What happened last night?” I asked while I sat down at the table. I grabbed a banana and tried my best to eat without barfing.

“Well, you two were disgusting,” Ariel said to me.

“What do you mean?” I asked, offended.

“Ash, I love you. But you guys were disgusting,” Jennifer laughed.

“How? What did we do? Oh my God, did Ashley pee herself?” Keira asked, receiving a death glare from me. “What? It would explain why your pants were off,” she justified. She did have a point.

“Uh no—” Jennifer started, but Jacob interrupted her.

“You guys were trying to fuck out here,” he bluntly said, egg falling out of his mouth.

“Oh my God,” I said, my cheeks burning.

“I personally thought it was hot,” Jacob added.

“That did not happen,” Keira said, a small blush forming on her face, too.

“Uh, yeah. It did,” Sam said, with a smile on her face.

“Yeah, you were on the table and—” Johnny started replaying the nights events.

“Can we not talk about this?” I asked, feeling like I might die right here.

“Fine, party pooper,” Ariel said, laughing from across the table.

Though we were all hungover and I was mortified to hear what had happened the night before, the day was amazing. Nothing spectacular happened. We just hung out in Sam’s family’s theater room, watching movies and nursing our hangovers. It was the perfect end to the year.


Chapter 24

After graduation, Keira and I worked through summer. A lot. She got a job at the golf course as the golf pro. I got a job waitressing at a little diner, and I tutored kids at summer school on the side.

Since we were both going to the U of A, we wanted to get a place together, closer to campus. This meant picking up all of the extra shifts we could. Though we lived together, we rarely got to enjoy each other’s company, as we were both exhausted. I was extremely excited to get a place of our own once school started. Especially because we wouldn’t need to work as much.

Today, we were house hunting. Well, apartment hunting. We had just left a third- floor apartment that neither of us were thrilled about. For one, it was on the third floor. Two, it had hideous, yellow wallpaper, shag carpet, and well-used bathrooms. I knew we weren’t going to be able to get a brand new, perfect place with our budget, but there was no way we were living there.

We pulled into the driveway of the next place. It was a cute little townhouse. I was nervous to see the inside, though. There was no way that this cute house was within our budget. The inside had to be wrecked.

“This place is cute,” she gushed.

“Yeah, but probably too good to be true,” I cynically said.

“Quit being a grumpy butt. Are you hungry or something?” she asked.

I had been in a bad mood, because the previous apartments were nothing like what I had envisioned when I thought about our future. And I was hungry too. She knew me too well. I nodded.

“We can go get some food after we look at this one, okay? Just keep an open mind,” she said and I nodded again.

The townhome had reddish-brown brick on the outside. It had vines growing on it, but it looked charming. There were two palm trees on either side of the door. What I really loved about the outside, though, was the brick path leading up to the house. The open house sign was waving in the wind.

“I freaking love this walkway,” Keira said, reading my mind.

We opened the door and was greeted by an older lady, smiling wide. She had her long blonde hair curled, the longest fingernails I had ever seen on anyone in my entire life, and was wearing a blue suit.

“Hello! Are you interested in renting here?” she asked.

‘No shit, I said to myself in my head. Man, I really was grumpy today. I needed food, stat.

“Yes, we are,” Keira answered her, and I was grateful that she had manners, since I seemed to have been lacking on mine.

“Great!” she exclaimed. I wondered if she was this excited about everything. “This is a two-bedroom, one bath model. It’s very cozy,” she said and I immediately thought about how realtors use the word cozy instead of small, to emphasize the value. She wasn’t fooling me.

“—so you can take a look around. I’ll be right here if you need me,” she offered before sitting back down at the small dining room table and taking a swig of her Red Bull. I suddenly realized why she was so peppy.

Now that she wasn’t chattering our ears off, we had a chance to take in the place. It had dark hardwood floors and brick walls inside. I actually really liked it. When you first walk in, there is a nice, open hallway, leading into the kitchen, dining room, and living room.

I loved the living room, simply because it had a small fireplace. I wasn’t sure when we would need to use a fireplace in Arizona, but we would find an excuse.

“Do you like it?” I asked Keira.

“I love it,” she said as we made our way to the master bedroom. It had a huge walk-in closet with shelves built in already. There was plenty of room for a nice, queen sized bed.

The kitchen was a bit small, but had enough room for both of us to be able to move around it without getting in each other’s way. I was in love with the island in the middle of it.

The spare room was definitely too small to be a normal bedroom. Which was fine with us. We planned to use it as a study, with a desk and a place for her golf clubs and trophies.

The part that really sold me on the house, though, was the fact that it had a backyard. I had always dreamt of having a backyard. To start a garden in, sunbathe, have cook outs. It was actually a big backyard, considering how small the townhouse was.

“So, do you like it?” The realtor asked, cheerfully?

“We love it,” I blurted out. I couldn’t contain my excitement.

“Great!” she said her favorite word, yet again. I was too excited about the possibility of living here, to be annoyed anymore. “The neighbors are very quiet and polite—they’re an older couple. If you want to go over the paperwork right now, I have them all right here,” she said, pointing to a folder on her makeshift desk.

I looked at Keira and we both smiled. We were about to rent our first house together.

* * * *

The day had come and we were ready to move in. My father had rented a U-Haul for us and he and my brother moved the furniture into our new home. We didn’t have much, but we had the necessities to make it comfortable enough. The couches and recliner came from my grandmother’s home. The rest, my parents had graciously given us. The mix match look was sort of working in our favor. It looked really cute.

“Alright, well we are done here. The rest is up to you two,” my father said, hugging both of us.

“Yeah, have fun,” my brother said, grabbing one last slice of pizza—his payment that he requested.

“Thanks,” I said sarcastically.

After I closed the door behind them, I turned to face Keira. She was already sprawled out on the couch.

“What do you think you’re doing, lazy butt?” I asked her, but laid down with her anyways. I smiled when she wrapped her arms around me and pull me closer to her body.

“Lazy butt? I’m the lazy butt? You got the smallest, lightest boxes, while me and your dad and brother slaved away,” she said.

“Excuse you, I did not,” I protested.

“Ash, you literally carried in our clothes,” she said, chuckling a little.

“Well,” I started to argue, but she was right. “Okay, well you guys clearly needed a supervisor.”

“Yeah, you’re right,” she gave in. Normally, she would put up a fight, but I could tell she was tired. She was lightly snoring in no time and I was right behind her.

* * * *

“Okay, before we go inside, I need you to close your eyes,” she said, standing in front of our door.

“What, why?” I asked. “What did you do?”

“Nothing!” she defended herself. “I got you a house warming gift.”

“Really?” I smiled widely and she grinned.

“Yes, so close your eyes,” she commanded again.

“Okay,” I closed my eyes and felt her grab my hand, leading me into our house.

What did she get me? Flowers? That new desk I wanted? Did she have a romantic dinner set up? Hopefully it wasn’t the paintball guns that she had been going on about the last couple of months.

“Okay, open them!” she said, cheerfully.

When I opened my eyes, I wanted to scream.

“Keira, seriously?!” I asked her excitedly. She nodded in return, smiling ear-to-ear.

In front of me was a young Australian Cattle dog, sitting properly, head tilted.

“Can I pet it?” I asked.

“Of course. And she is a girl. Her name is Landi. She is six months old. Her siblings all got adopted, but she was left behind.”

I bent down and pet her. She was timid, but she warmed up quickly, judging by the big kiss she gave me.

“Oh my God!” I exclaimed, scaring the dog a little. “I’m sorry, baby,” I apologized to her and I heard Keira laugh. “Who wouldn’t want this dog?” I asked as I pulled her into a big hug.

“I know, right? I think she is beautiful.”

She really was. Her brown, black, and white hair were shiny, and the pattern of her coloring was incredible. She had cute little white paws and it looked like she had two brown eyebrows.

“I love her,” I said, joy bursting out of me.

“Good. But that’s not all,” my girlfriend said, gesturing for me to follow her to the backyard.

“Did you get another dog?” I asked, joking, but hoping that she hadn’t.

“No, silly. Come on.” She laughed.

When she opened our door, I saw a big dog house that she must have bought as well.

“Now, I know she won’t be in there often, but I wanted her to have a cool hangout,” she said.

The dog house looked like a miniature log cabin. And it had a sign shaped like a bone above the door, reading Landi.

“Oh my God, that is amazing. You didn’t spend a lot of money on it, did you?” I scolded her. We had to be careful with our money. But if I’m being honest, I didn’t care all that much at the moment.

“No, one of my friend’s built it for her. I helped a little,” she said proudly.

“Really?” I asked, impressed.

“Yes. Well, I made the sign,” she admitted, causing me to giggle.

“Well, the sign is amazing,” I said and went over to her, wrapping my arms around her waist. “And so are you,” I finished, kissing her gently on the lips.

The new member of our family must have gotten jealous, because she jumped up on both of us, licking us like crazy.

“This must be what it’s like to have kids,” Keira said and I agreed, sharing a laugh with her.

* * * *

Living together was everything I had imagined it would be. Better, even. Every morning, I would wake up to the smell of breakfast and coffee and be greeted with loving kisses from Keira and Landi.

We would kiss each other goodbye in the mornings and head to school, where we would text and call to tell each other every detail of our days.

We would get home and expand those same details to each other. Telling them in person was more entertaining.

I would look up recipes online and try executing them. Whether I nailed it or completely butchered it, Keira would devour it, telling me how great it was. Even when I burnt the meal.

We would cuddle and watch movies at night, just laughing and making fun of the characters and storylines. We fell asleep cuddling each night and woke up just the same.

On the weekends, we would spend the days at her golf course with Landi. The owner of the course loved all three of us. Landi loved it, because she would get dog treats from all of the employees.

“You guys make a really cute couple, you know that?” Tracie, the waitress at the golf club, said.

“She’s the cute one. I’m just along for the ride,” Keira responded and I smiled.

“No, it’s definitely both of you. Sorry, all three of you,” she corrected, gesturing to our dog, who was sitting patiently under the table, waiting for food to drop.

“Thank you, Tracie,” I said to her, bursting from joy that other people had thought that we were as cute as I did.

“So, when are you kids tying the knot?” she said, casually. She made me spit out my soda.

“Oh, I don’t know,” Keira said, becoming uncomfortable.

“Well, why don’t you know?” The redheaded waitress badgered on.

“We are a little young,” I interjected.

“The younger, the better. Plus, I see people who have been coming here for decades and none of them ever looked at their partner like you girls do,” she made her case.

“I don’t know. We’ll see,” I answered and a smile tugged at the corner of Keira’s lips.

“Well, I better get an invite when you two kids make the decision,” she demanded and we laughed and agreed.

I had thought about how amazing it would be to be married to Keira, obviously. But we were too young. And I didn’t want her to feel pressured into anything. I was still just grateful that I was dating her.

“So, you wanna get married?” she asked me before taking a sip of her drink.

“Was that the proposal?” I asked, playfully.

“Shut up.” She laughed. “When I propose, it’s gonna knock you off your feet, Engles,” she said cockily.

“When you propose, huh?” I smiled when a blush formed on her cheeks. I made her fumble with her words.

“I didn’t mean—”

“I’m just kidding,” I said, relieving her. “But yes, I think being married to you would be…acceptable,” I said, casually.

“Acceptable?” she asked me, outraged. “You mean incredible’?”

“Yeah. I always get those words mixed up,” I retorted, smirking at her.

“You are something else,” she said, her smile growing, and love in her eyes.


Chapter 28

We had started school and were working a little less, thankfully, so we had more time to spend together. We never got to see each other on campus, as our schedules didn’t match up at all, but it was like a little reward at the end of each day, coming home to her.

“So, tomorrow, I’m gonna be a little late. Me and the team are going over to Quarry Pines to practice.” she said, and I frowned.

“Ugh, do you have to?” I complained.

“Yes, I won’t be out late, though. Aren’t you sick of me yet?” she asked, chuckling.

“No, never,” I said and nuzzled further into her naked body. Our morning quickies had become my favorite part of the day.

“Good,” she said before kissing the top of my head and heading into the shower.

I threw my robe on and made my way into the kitchen, Landi trailing behind on my heels.

“Are you hungry, baby?” I asked her, almost expecting a response. I smiled at how she tilted her head, trying to decipher what I was saying.

I grabbed a scoop of food for her and put it in her bowl before starting on our breakfast. I may have snuck a piece of bacon to our new puppy.

“Breakfast smells good,” Keira cooed in my ear, wrapping her arms around my waist. “I have to take it to go, though, baby.”

“What?” I pouted, very dramatically, causing her to laugh.

“I have to make sure I’m to my first class on time or my professor might literally kill me,” she defended.

“Fine,” I relented and put her breakfast in a Tupperware container. You know you are officially an adult when you own Tupperware.

“Okay, I love you. I will see you when I get home tonight. Don’t miss me too much,” she said before she kissed me.

“I can’t promise that. But I love you, too,” I responded, giving her another quick kiss as she was on her way out of the door.

I still wasn’t sure why she had to leave early and stay late. Something about it made me uneasy.

* * * *

It was now 7:15 P.M. and Keira still wasn’t home. I was sitting on the recliner, with Landi curled at my feet, looking back and forth between the television and our driveway.

Finally at 7:43 P.M., I saw the headlights of her Jeep. I laid down further in the chair, trying to seem casual and like I hadn’t been staring out of the window all evening.

“Honey, I’m home,” she exclaimed, pushing our door open and greeting me with a smile.

“Hey, you,” I said. I was upset she had been out so late, but my excitement betrayed me.

“I’m sorry it took so long.” She dropped her backpack to the ground and made her way over to the chair and giving me a long, nice kiss.

“Mmm. It’s okay,” I forgave her immediately.

“One of the team member’s car broke down so I had to drive her home,” she said as she flopped down on the couch. “You’re watching this again?”

“What can I say? I’m a creature of habit,” I replied. That’s when her words had registered. “Her
 car?”

“Yeah,” she responded before looking at me and continuing. “Are you getting jealous?”

“No,” I said, defensively. But I was lying. I didn’t want to think of some other girl in my
 seat.

“Okay, good. You shouldn’t be. I am one thousand percent in love with you and am not interested in anyone else,” she sweet talked.

“Yeah, you better be,” I said sternly, but with a smile forming on my face.

I believed her, but I still had a bad gut feeling about this girl and the night’s events. I chalked it up to being a jealous girlfriend and made my way over to the couch to lay down with her.

“Ooh, you’re comfy,” I said, dreamily.

“And you are very, very cute,” she replied, smiling at me.

“I love you and I missed you today,” I admitted.

“Same and same. It’s weird not being with you all day.”

“I know. So how did everything go today?” I finally asked how her day was.

As she responded about how the course was and how she destroyed everyone, I pushed the doubts about this girl to the back of my mind.

* * * *

I was able to get out of my last class early, so I thought I would surprise Keira by waiting on her outside of her class. I was sitting on the bench, playing on my phone when her class let out. In the sea of students, I saw her, and was immediately on edge when I saw her talking to a girl. A very attractive girl.

Was this the girl she has been giving rides home? Was I being ridiculous? To be fair, though, I think anyone would be a little on edge. The girl looked like a freaking Victoria’s Secret model. She was tall, thin, and blonde. And she seemed very flirtatious.

Keira hadn’t seen me, so I used it to my advantage. I know I risk sounding crazy here, but I quietly tailed them. What could they possibly be walking to together? Keira didn’t have practice or anymore classes for the day. I was right to be suspicious.

Shielding myself with other students, I followed them. I couldn’t get close enough to hear what they were saying, but I was close enough to see the girl laughing at everything my girlfriend said to her. Keira was funny, yes, but not that funny.

They made it to her Jeep and I was starting to become livid. Where were they going? Was Keira cheating on me?

I breathed a sigh of relief when I noticed her open her trunk. She pulled out a set of golf clubs and handed them to the girl. I didn’t recognize them—they must have been the girl’s.

Then it hit me—this was the girl that Keira had given a ride home. It should have made me feel better. But it made me feel worse. This was the girl that she spent hours with the other day. This hot, wanna be model girl.

After she handed her the clubs, I noticed that the girl was lingering. I was hidden behind a car adjacent to them and couldn’t get any closer to make out what they were saying, without them noticing me.

What could they possibly be talking about still? The girl suddenly placed her hand on my
 girlfriend’s arm. Who did she think she was? I was relieved to see Keira not reacting to it. She moved her arm to where she was grabbing the handle to her car door now.

They spoke a few more words to each other before Keira climbed into her car. I breathed a big sigh of relief. But it was short-lived when I noticed the girl make her way over to her and lean in to kiss her.

My heart stopped. Was this really happening? Why was she so comfortable with doing this? Had they done it before? My world started crumbling around me.

But Keira dodged the kiss and they now looked like they were in a heated conversation. I hadn’t seen my girlfriend this pissed ever, really.

As mad as I was at the girl, I was soaring over Keira’s reaction. She pulled out of the parking lot, leaving the girl standing in the same spot, sulking.

I rushed over to my car and made my way home, wondering if she would bring up the incident to me.

* * * *

“So, how was school today?” I asked, casually, sitting on the couch and watching as she poured herself a cup of coffee.

“It was okay. Mostly uneventful,” she replied as she clanked the spoon along the edges of her cup. She sat next to me and smiled a toothy grin. I smiled back, but my mind was racing. Was she going to bring it up?

“Nothing eventful at all?” I tried fishing for the truth.

“No, not at all,” she answered, her eyes fixated on the television.

I eyed her, wondering why she wasn’t being honest. Why wouldn’t she tell me about it? We shared everything with each other. That’s why our relationship was so great.

“Okay, cool,” I said, causing her to give me a weird look.

“You feeling okay?” she questioned.

“Yeah. I’m fine. I had an uneventful
 day, too,” I emphasized.

“Is there something you want to talk about?” she asked me, her suspicions growing.

“Yes, kind of,” I sighed and shifted my weight. She stared at me, waiting for me to continue. “What’s up with that girl?”

“What?” she asked, slowly.

“The girl that was comfortable enough to kiss you,” I blurted out.

Keira looked tense. I was sort of afraid I had overstepped my boundaries.

“You mean the girl that tried
 kissing me?” she said, and I was shocked at how mean she sounded.

“Yes, why wouldn’t you tell me about—”

“Ashley, were you spying on me?” she interrupted.

“I wasn’t spying. I was going to see you after your class, actually,” I rebutted.

“So, why didn’t you just come up to me? Do you not trust me now?” she asked, bitterly. She stood up from the couch and grabbed her coat.

“Where are you going? Of course, I trust you. I just…I don’t know,” I said, desperately trying to cover my tracks.

“You clearly don’t trust me. And did I kiss her, Ashley? Did I?” she spewed angrily. “I’m spending the night over at Kim’s,” she said.

I should have told her I was sorry. I should have told her not to go. To stay and work on things with me. That it would never happen again. But my pride got in the way. So, I watched her walk out of the door, without saying a word.

That night, I curled into the bed, with Landi. I cried and sobbed while clinging onto her. Was this it? All of the work that we had put into this relationship, was all for nothing? Just to be thrown away over some bimbo and underlying trust issues?

Trust issues are the wrong thing to call it. It wasn’t that I didn’t trust her. Sure, I had my doubts, but that was because of my own insecurities.

To be honest, I was still in shock that I had landed such an amazing girl. She was literally perfect. And some part of me still thought that I was living in some fantasy world. And that world had just crashed all around me.

* * * *

Waking up the next morning, I had never felt emptier. Where I was used to waking up to the smell of coffee and her warm body covering mine, whispering in my ear, this morning I was greeted by the cold loneliness of the bed. Not even Landi had stayed with me through the night.

I pulled myself out of the cold bed and headed to the shower. I peeled my clothes off and stepped in, remembering how she would always try to sneak in and shower with me. I would playfully push her away, she would laugh and call me a party pooper.

Now, I was all alone with no hope of her interrupting. I heard the door creak open and my heart pounded. She had come back.

I pulled the shower curtain to the side, to peek out. My heart fell when I saw that it was just Landi, asking for food.

“I’ll get you some food in a second, baby,” I said to her before pulling the curtain back and continuing my shower.

I had never felt this low before. My jealousy had taken over and ruined the best thing I had ever had.

Would she forgive me? Would things be changed forever, even if she did forgive me? Regardless, I have changed things permanently. And made an ass out of myself. Fantastic.

After I was dressed and ready for the day, I set down a bowl of food for Landi, which she devoured. I poured a cup of coffee and it felt weird. I was used to Keira bringing me a cup of coffee in bed.

Everything was different. I felt hopeless. I thought about skipping class, but opted against it. I couldn’t let this effect my future.

* * * *

“So, have your essays ready to be presented on Friday. See you guys then,” my professor dismissed us. This professor was a lot different than Mr. Dunphy. He was young and in shape. Had a perfectly trimmed beard and short, perfectly sculpted, blonde hair. He wore fitted khakis and sweater vests each day. He was very handsome and refined. The girls (and some guys) went crazy over him.

I gathered my books and papers and shoved them into my backpack. I had no clue how I was going to get through this essay—my mind was elsewhere throughout the whole entire lecture.

I slung my backpack over my shoulder and headed out, saying hey to a few of my acquaintances. I wasn’t in the mood to further the conversation, though.

I reached my car and threw my back into the passenger seat. I wondered if Keira would ever be sitting in that seat again, holding my hand as I drove around.

I wasn’t looking forward to going home to an empty house. At least Landi would be there. Though she was a constant reminder of my girlfriend. Ex-girlfriend? I hoped it wasn’t the latter.

I was praying that when I pulled up to our house, her Jeep would be there. But no such luck. My heart plummeted. She had been mad at me in the past, but now it was different. Now it was serious.

Was she ever going to come back? She had to, right? Sure, I was a jealous idiot. Sure, I had stalked her and the girl from afar. But was that grounds for ending it all and never seeing each other again?

“Hi, Ashley,” Mr. Smith, our neighbor, greeted me. He was always so cheerful and polite. He was watering his plants. He worked on his yard religiously. Every day I came back from school, there he was, watering jug in hand.

“Hi, Mr. Smith,” I tried to muster a smile. “Have you seen Keira today?” I asked him, hopeful.

He shook his head and concentrated on his single, yellow flower. I think it was his favorite one. He spent most of his time nurturing that one.

“Thank you, Mr. Smith. Have a good day,” I said before entering the house.

“You too, sweetie,” I heard his reply from outside.

He was delightful, but today it had no effect on me. Today, I was drowning in the depths of my own despair.

I opened the back door and let Landi outside. She grabbed one of her toys and started running around, aimlessly. It brought a quick, small smile to my face. But once I saw the handmade sign on her doghouse that Keira had made, my smile was replaced by a frown.

I made my way back into the kitchen, leaving the door open a crack for Landi. I grabbed a spoon from the drawer and the container of ice cream from the freezer. How cliché of me.

I stood at the counter, digging in. The caramel ice cream helped soothe me for a while, but eventually a small tear made its way down my cheek.

“Hey,” I heard from behind me. It startled me and caused me to jump. That’s when I realized who it was. I turned to face her and I froze. It was Keira.

* * * *

I didn’t know what to expect and it scared me. Was she here to yell at me? Break up with me and start packing up her things? What if she wanted to keep the house and I would have to move back in with my parents?

“Hey,” I quietly replied.

“Is that my ice cream?” she asked, in a neutral tone that was hard to read.

“Oh, yeah. Sorry,” I put it down on the counter quickly.

“No, it’s okay. I was just messing with you,” she said, her voice matching the softness of mine now.

“Okay,” I simply responded. This was awkward. I was walking on eggshells—I didn’t want to make her angrier at me. Or even worse—say something stupid.

“So,” she started, carefully walking over to the island and sitting down. I followed suit and sat next to her, staring at my hands and preparing for the blow. “How was school?” she asked.

“Umm, it was okay,” I responded. Had she really come over here to ask me how my day at school was?

“That’s good,” she said, staring at the counter. She looked nervous. And that terrified me. There was only one reason she would be nervous—she was breaking up with me.

“How was your day at school?” I asked her, making small talk, because I was too afraid to say anything else.

“I didn’t go,” she said and I was shocked. It was unlike her to miss school.

“You didn’t?”

“No. I just didn’t feel up to it,” she said, and I nodded in response.

There was a long awkward silence now as we were both fidgeting in our chairs. I had never experienced an uncomfortable silence with her.

“Okay, so I’m just going to say it,” she started and I held my breath. This was it. Our breakup. “I’m sorry for not telling you about Cheryl’s advances.”

“What?” I asked her, befuddled. Why was she apologizing?

“I’m not saying that it was okay for you to spy on me. But I get it. Mainly last night I left because I was hurt.”

“You were hurt?” Why would she be hurt? I was the one who thought she was cheating.

“Yes. I thought you trusted me. It hurt to know that you thought I would cheat on you,” she said and her voice cracked. I resisted the urge to hug her, because I still wasn’t sure where we stood.

“It wasn’t that—” I started to object, but she waved her hand, causing me to stop.

“Let me finish, please?” she asked, and I nodded. “Not telling you about her was wrong. I know that. I just didn’t want you getting worried over nothing. Ashley, I don’t even pay attention to other girls. You are the only person I am interested in and ever will be interested in. There has never been a sliver of a doubt in my mind about us. Seriously. For you to have second guessed my loyalty…” she trailed off for a moment, looking out of the back door, trying to hide her watery eyes. “It hurt.”

I grabbed her hands and made her face me. I couldn’t resist the urge to comfort her any further.

“Keira, it wasn’t that. I have never doubted us, either. And you make me feel like the luckiest girl in the world. You are perfect. I never doubted you. I doubted me,” I said, and she gave me a puzzled look. “I just want to be sure that I’m everything you’ve ever wanted or needed. I don’t want you to meet someone who is prettier, or smarter, or funnier, or better at golf, or—”

She leaned in and kissed me softly, catching me off guard. When she pulled back, she spoke in the sweetest voice.

“There is no one prettier, smarter, or funnier than you,” she paused before smiling and continuing. “There are plenty of girls better than you at golf, but that’s not important.”

We both laughed at her jab at me and it seemed like everything was back to normal, just like that.

“I missed you,” I said suddenly, my voice even surprising me.

“I missed you, too,” she replied, smiling at me. “Can we just pretend like this whole thing never happened?” she suggested.

“Please? And can we forget about me being a psycho stalker?” I asked, hopeful.

“Yes,” she agreed and I sighed in relief. And with that, we survived our first major fight.


Chapter 30

As time passed, we fell more deeply in love by each day. Our second anniversary was coming up, and Keira mentioned to me that she had a scavenger type thing planned. I was beyond excited.

I woke up ten times throughout the night, waiting for her to wake up and get ready. When morning finally came, I took a quick shower and made my way over to her. I jumped up and down on the bed, waking her up. It took her a second to come to, but when she registered what was going on, she smiled up at me.

“What are you doing, silly?” she said in her sleepy, adorable voice.

“I’m waking you up to let you know that I’m ready,” I replied before falling to my knees on the bed next to her.

“What time is it?” she asked me.

“It’s 6:49 A.M.,” I responded, drawing a laugh out of her.

“It’s 6:49 A.M.?” she asked and I nodded in return. “Okay, well let’s get showered and go.”

“I already showered. And you smell great. And you look fantastic. Let’s just go,” I suggested, practically begging her.

“Are you serious? What time did you wake up?” she asked, amused at my behavior, as she slowly leaned up in the bed.

“At 5:30 A.M.,” I admitted.

She just stared at me blankly for a moment before bursting into a fit of giggles. She threw the blanket off of her and stretched before fully getting up.

“Okay, crazy butt. Let’s go then,” she said and I jumped out of bed, handing her the clothes that I had picked out for her, in order to speed up the process. She looked at me with one eyebrow raised, but grabbed the clothes out of my hand, nonetheless.

* * * *

As we drove through the streets, I pestered her like a little kid going to Disneyland.

“Are we there yet? Are we there yet?” I bounced up and down in my seat, the blindfold covering my vision.

“Has the car stopped yet?” she asked me, in a sarcastic tone.

“No,” I replied, knowing where this was going.

“Well, then, no, we are not there yet.” She laughed, answering me.

I pouted and crossed my arms. My mind was reeling. I kept trying to imagine where we could possibly be going. Maybe the zoo? That would be cute. I had been wanting to go there for a while. I mentioned it to her every time we passed by.

I knew it wasn’t a nice restaurant, due to the early time. Unless it was a breakfast place, but I couldn’t imagine her taking me to a Waffle House to romance me.

Maybe she was taking me to the carnival that was in town. She knew I loved the balloon popping game, but was the carnival even open right now?

I went through tons of scenarios, but I honestly had no clue where we would be going, and it drove me nuts.

“Okay, here we are. But keep your blindfold on. I’ll come get you. Do. Not. Peek,” she demanded, and even though it was tempting, I resisted the urge to move the blindfold up and take a sneak peek. She was too excited for this and I didn’t want to ruin it for her.

I heard her open the door and felt her hand grab mine, gently pulling me out of the car.

“You didn’t look, did you?” she asked, in a warning tone.

“No. Promise,” I said, proud of myself.

“Good,” she said and we walked only a few feet before she took off my blindfold. “Okay, you can look. Here we are—stop one.”

A big smile was plastered on my face when I saw where we were. I was confused as to why we were there, though.

“My and Jennifer’s playhouse?” I questioned.

“Yeah, she let me rent it,” she joked and pointed her hand to the door. I took the hint and made my way inside.

“Oh my God,” I said, almost breathless. The shabby little house was completely done up. She had beautiful flowers everywhere and little electric tea light candles placed throughout the small area. “Electric?” I asked.

“Yeah, Jennifer said to get them, so that I didn’t burn down the place,” she admitted and I laughed. “It was one of the stipulations.”

“That sounds like Jennifer alright.”

“So, you are probably wondering why this place’?” I nodded and she continued. “Well, I picked this for our first stop because, if you remember, this is where our first kiss happened,” she said, smiling.

“I do remember that.” I mirrored her smile. It was sweet that she remembered.

“I was hoping to maybe re-create that day, this time with no interruptions,” she suggested.

I laid back onto the plush comforter she had spread out for us, propped on my elbows.

“So, what exactly do you have planned for us here?” I asked her, wriggling my eyebrows.

“It seems like you already know,” she had a devilish grin on her face as she slowly crawled on top of me, kissing me deeply.

* * * *

After we had caught our breath enough, we headed to the second spot, blindfold securely over my eyes again.

“Stop asking,” she scolded me. I was annoying her again, asking if we were there yet, over and over again.

“Fine, have it your way. I’m giving you the silent treatment,” I jokingly said, crossing my arms.

“About time,” she muttered, and I could practically hear the smile in her voice.

I slapped her on the arm, and went back to my pouting position, trying to hide my smile.

After a few more minutes, we had arrived and she came over to my door, leading the way. This time, the walk was a little longer, and I was trying to imagine where we were.

“Okay, hold on,” she said and I heard a door open. She gently led me through, and I noticed that the area smelled familiar, but I couldn’t quite put my finger on it.

We came to a stop and she asked me if I was ready. I excitedly nodded my head. I was getting impatient. I felt her fingers pull the blindfold off. My mouth dropped when I took in the sight before me.

We were at the golf course clubhouse, where she built me a fort. This time, in place of the fort, she had lights hung on the ceiling and a stereo playing our favorite songs. There was a place cleared in the middle.

“I’m sure you remember this place?” she asked me.

“Of course. This is incredible,” I said, in awe.

“So, since we practically had a fort in the playhouse, instead of recreating that, I thought maybe you would want to dance?” she asked, hopeful. I don’t know why she was nervous about this. We had danced hundreds of times together.

“Of course, silly. Come here,” I grabbed her hands and wrapped her arms around my waist, while placing mine across her shoulders. “You are incredible,” I said to her. Just when I thought she couldn’t get any better, she would do things like this.

“You are. And it has been an incredible two years with you,” she said, her voice sounding as smooth as velvet. I used to wonder if she would always have this effect on me. I now knew the answer—yes.

She twirled me around, in dramatic fashion and pulled me in close to her, smiling widely.

“You are so dreamy, you know that?” I asked her.

“Oh, shut up,” she replied, modestly.

“I’m serious,” I protested. “You still give me butterflies. You still make me forget how to breathe sometimes. How did I get so lucky to have you?” I questioned.

“You still make my heart pound in my chest,” she said.

“Oh, don’t try to make me feel better for still being a dork around you,” I said, chuckling.

She grabbed my hand and placed it on her chest and I could feel her heart beating. She wasn’t lying.

I was still amazed that I had that effect on her. She was the hottest, funniest, nicest, most amazing girl I had ever met. And she felt that same way about me. It still felt like a dream.

“You may be a dork, but you are my
 dork,” she claimed me, and I liked it. I gave her a soft peck on the lips before resting my head on her shoulder, swaying to the music.

* * * *

After our romantic dance session, I was floating on air. When she told me there was one more stop, I was baffled. She had already swept me off my feet, what else could she possibly have planned?

This drive was a bit longer and the terrain seemed a bit bumpy.

“Are you taking me into the middle of the desert to kill me now? Great, just my luck,” I babbled on, but she just laughed.

“I am not killing you.”

“That’s what all secret serial killers say,” I responded.

“And have you met many serial killers?” she asked, feigning seriousness.

“Well…no. Hopefully not. But I have watched a lot of Forensic Files.”

“That does not qualify. How could they have possibly known what the serial killers said?” she quipped.

I paused and tried to think of a witty comeback. “Okay, you got me there,” I gave in.

She laughed and grabbed my hand, stroking the back of it with her thumb. I loved when she did that. No matter what was going on, it calmed me instantly.

“We are here, are you ready?” she asked, excitement in her voice as the car came to a stop.

“Yes!” I said. I couldn’t contain my joy. Whatever she had planned, I’m sure it was spectacular.

“Alright. Stay put. I’ll come get you,” she said, and I heard her get out of the car. This time it took her a few minutes to come back. I started to get worried that maybe she did have me in the middle of the desert to kill me. That was irrational, right?

I jumped when I heard my car door open. Keira’s laughter followed.

“You think I’m going to murder you, don’t you?”

“No…” I said, trying to gain my composure back.

She chuckled and grabbed my hand, helping me step out of the Jeep. After I was out, she slid one of her arms around my waist. I smiled at the closeness.

“We have a little bit of a walk, so be patient and walk slowly, okay?” she told me. I nodded.

After a few times almost tripping and her tightening her grip around my waist, much to my delight, we had finally arrived.

“Okay, here, let me help you down,” she said, helping me sit down. The surface was hard, but I could feel a sheet underneath us.

“Can I take the blindfold off yet?” I asked, eagerly.

“One second,” she shuffled around a little. “Okay. Here,” she gently removed the blindfold.

We were at Mt. Lemmon and she had set up a picnic for us.

“Baby, this is so cute!” I exclaimed and she smiled in return.

“And check this out,” she reached for the silver platter and took the lid off of it. I furrowed my brow at her a little.

“Donuts and eggs? That’s a weird brunch, babe,” I said.

“Donuts and eggs…” she trailed off, looking at me expectedly. She sighed when I didn’t get it. “In Mr. Dunphy’s class. The first conversation we ever had.”

“Oh my God. That’s right,” I said, feeling stupid for not remembering sooner. I leaned over and kissed her. “You are the most perfect girlfriend in the world.”

“You are,” she argued, smiling at me, with a dreamy look in her eyes.

“Let’s just agree that we are perfect for each other?” I said and she nodded.

“So, I’ve been trying to create a theme with these stops. Have you noticed what they have in common?” she asked and I shook my head, shoving a jelly-filled donut in my mouth. I was starving, due to our early activities.

“Well,” she continued, putting her food down. “Each place we were at, was where one of our first moments happened.”

“Oh yeah!” I exclaimed. She grinned and continued.

“And I was hoping that this place could officially join the list of that.”

“I am not doing that—”

“No, no. No that.” She laughed and waved me off. “No, I was hoping it would be a different first.”

I waited for her continue and my heart started racing once she got on one knee.

“What are you…” I trailed off.

She grabbed a little red box out of her jacket. “Ashley Engles…” she started and I thought back to when she fake-proposed to me here. This better not be some cruel joke. “From the day I laid eyes on you, I felt like you could be the one for me. Now, after these past two years with you, I know that you are. No one makes me laugh like you. No one has ever given me butterflies or made my heart beat in my chest like you. I have never been able to be my complete self with anyone else. You take me as I am and you make me feel so secure, so incredibly happy.”

I was starting to tear up. This wasn’t a joke.

“And I know that one year ago, I jokingly acted like I was going to pop the question here. And honestly, I wish I would have. So, I’m not wasting any more time,” she said, and my breath left my body as she said the next words. “Will you marry me?”

* * * *

After two years of our amazing, too-good-to-be-true relationship, my soul mate was in front of me, asking me to marry her. I felt like I was inside of a Nicholas Sparks book.

Going from our first conversation in class and me fumbling with my words like an idiot, to staring at her longingly at lunch. Hearing her say that she thought I was hot. Hatching a plan with my best friend to steal her away from Sadie.

The smile she gave me when I saw her at her golf tournament. Our first kiss. Our first time. The way that she lit up when my dad gave her flowers for her graduation. How understanding she was when I made a fool of myself, thinking she was cheating on me.

Surprising me with Landi. Building forts and stringing lights from ceilings for me. The smirks she throws my way when she is playing jokes on me. Watching her celebrate when she wins some little competition.

Thinking back to all of these little, amazing, incredible moments added up to the most beautiful relationship I had ever had. Were we ready to be engaged? Of course we were.

I came back to reality. She was looking at me, expectantly, still down on one knee. The ring she was holding was absolutely beautiful. It was simple and perfect. It had one diamond on it and a silver band.

Tears were forming in my eyes and my smile was so wide that I was sure that my mouth would be sore tomorrow.

“Yes,” I answered her.

“Really?” she asked me, excitedly.

I nodded my head, as it was hard to speak right now. She tackled me into a hug, with such force that she knocked me over.

We laid there, giggling for a few moments, with her kissing all over my face.

“Put the ring on me, Mitchell,” I lightheartedly demanded.

“Oh yeah, right,” she said, rolling off of me and onto her knees, grabbing the box off of the ground. She fumbled a little putting it onto my finger.

After it was on my finger, we both took a moment to admire it.

“I absolutely love it, Keira. It’s perfect,” I gushed.

“It looks perfect on you,” she said with a dreamy smile on her face.

In that moment, I was overflowing with love. I had never felt anything like it. Life with Keira was unreal.

Even when we were fighting, I loved her unconditionally, and knew that we could get through anything, as long as we had one another. It was such a secure relationship. I felt safe with her.

And on top of that, she was my best friend. No one made me laugh like her. We could just give one another a look, and the other would know exactly what they were saying.

We had definitely found the other piece to our puzzle, when we met each other.

* * * *

We had set up a dinner at our house and invited my family and a few of our close friends. We were going to tell them about the engagement, so we lied and said we were celebrating our anniversary. My mother thought it was odd that we were throwing ourselves an anniversary party, but no one else seemed to give it a second thought.

“Are you nervous?” I asked Keira while we were both in the kitchen, grabbing the dinner. Our guests were in the dining room, making small talk with each other as they waited.

“Extremely. Especially because I should have asked your dad for his blessing. Ugh, why am I so impulsive?” She was freaking out.

“This isn’t the olden days. It’s common to not get the father’s blessing. And he won’t mind,” I tried calming her nerves. “He will just be happy for us.”

“Are you sure?” She ran her hand through her hair nervously.

“Hey,” I grabbed her hands and gave her a quick kiss. “There is nothing to be nervous about, baby.”

“You’re right.” She smiled and she seemed a bit more relaxed. We took the platters inside.

“About time, damn!” Johnny exclaimed. He was sitting next to Ariel. Sam and Jennifer were sitting next to each other. My father and mother were sitting across from each other.

“Shut up, Johnny. It’s their anniversary. They’re allowed to take their time,” Jennifer scolded him.

“Yeah. Shut up,” Ariel agreed halfheartedly. I knew she was hungry and getting cranky, though.

We set down the platters and took our seats. Keira gave them all a shaky smile. I rested my hand on her knee, gently squeezing it.

“Well, I just want to say thank you to all of you for coming tonight,” I started off. I had to speak loudly over the sound of the dishes and silverware clanking together as they filled their plates.

“Oh, honey, it’s a delight to be here. I love what you two have done with the place,” my mother cooed, and I knew she was just being polite. Keira and I haven’t decorated the house in over a year. We preferred it to be simple.

“Yes, it’s great seeing you. We miss you around the house,” my father said. “Both of you.”

Keira and I both smiled wide at his words.

“Yeah, we miss you guys, too,” Jennifer said. It had been a while since we had hung out with her and Sam. Between our school, work, and extracurricular activities, our schedules rarely synced up.

“We miss you all like crazy,” I said. If they thought they missed us now, it would probably be even harder to see them after we got married.

“So, we want to apologize for inviting you all over here under false pretenses,” Keira said, and I was proud that she had remembered what we planned on saying.

“What do you mean?” Ariel asked, wanting to get straight to the point. That’s what I loved about her.

“What Keira is trying to say is, this party isn’t an anniversary party,” I started to say, putting on my engagement ring under table. They all looked at us with puzzled and expectant looks on their faces. I pulled my hand out from under the table, showing them the ring. “It’s an engagement par—”

“Oh my God!” my mother screamed.

“Are you serious?” Came from Jennifer as she ran over to my side of the table, grabbing my hand. “Is this real?” she asked, in disbelief.

“Well, I hope so. The jeweler—” Keira started her sarcastic remark, but Jennifer cut her off.

“I mean the engagement, idiot!” she affectionately corrected my fiancée, causing her to laugh.

“Yes, it’s real,” I answered.

Ariel and my mother had now made their way over to me, inspecting the ring as well, and pulling my hand in all different directions.

“Engaged, huh?” my father finally spoke, grabbing my and Keira’s attention.

“Yes, I’m sorry that I didn’t ask for your blessing. I—” Keira started apologizing.

“Congratulations,” my father cut her off, standing and raising his glass to us. “I couldn’t be happier for my daughter or for you, Keira. I think you two are an incredible pair.”

Both of our eyes started watering. I expected her to react that way to my father’s words, but apparently it had meant a lot to me, too.

“I am so happy for you,” Jennifer said, squeezing me in a hug that almost took the breath out of me.

“Congrats, dude!” I heard Johnny say as he patted Keira on the back. She had a bashful smile on her face.

“Girls, I have watched you go through so much. And Keira,” my mother grabbed her hand before continuing to speak. “You have been an absolutely joy in this family. Not only have you made our daughter the happiest we have ever seen her, but I see the love you have for her. The passion you have for her. I know you would do anything for her, and likewise. I have felt like you were my daughter-in-law from the moment I met you. Congratulations,” my mother finished and pulled her into a hug. They both had tears in their eyes.

“Thank you,” Keira choked out, arms tight around my mother.

“So, who is going to be your maid of honor?” Ariel asked, eyebrow raised.

“Don’t be silly. Me, obviously,” Jennifer sassed, eying our friend.

“And why do you get to be the maid of honor?” Ariel quipped.

“I’m her best friend!” Jennifer argued.

“So am I,” Ariel said, crossing her arms.

“I’m the one who pretended to be her girlfriend, in order to get Keira. If it wasn’t for me, they probably wouldn’t be together,” Jennifer replied, smugly.

“Fine. You have a point,” Ariel pouted.

“Why can’t I have two maids of honor?” I suggested. “I mean, it’s a lesbian wedding. It’s not exactly traditional.”

“I like that idea,” Keira smiled at me, rubbing my lower back.

“Then it’s settled,” Ariel said, satisfied. “But I get to throw the bachelorette party. I’m not letting Jennifer nerd it up.”

“Nerd it up?!” Jennifer repeated, sounding offended.

“Okay, okay. Enough,” Johnny interjected. “There is plenty of time to figure that out. For now, let’s just celebrate.”

You know things were weird whenever Johnny was the voice of reason, but I wasn’t complaining.

He raised his glass and continued, “I know I don’t get all emotional and stuff, but I think you two are a super, hot couple.” We all rolled our eyes, but he waved his hand for us to give him a chance. “Not just physically hot. Like, soulmate hot. You two are perfect for each other, looks-wise and soul-wise, you know?”

I didn’t know what soulmate hot was and his wording was a little weird, but I understood what he was saying and I thought his speech heart-warming.

“Thank you so much, Johnny,” I said, grinning, and clinked my glass to his.

* * * *

After everyone had left, Keira and I were lying in bed with Landi at our feet. We seemed to be on a high now that everyone knew we were engaged.

“What are you doing?” Keira asked me. I had my arm around her, but I kept looking at my hand.

“Nothing,” I answered casually, bringing my attention back to her face.

“Are you staring at your engagement ring and zoning out?” she asked, amused.

“Maybe a little,” I admitted, smiling.

“Do you like it?” she asked.

“Maybe a little,” I repeated.

“Only a little? Okay, here, let me take it back to the jewelers.” She reached for my hand, trying to call my bluff.

“No, no. I was kidding! I love it,” I protested and pulled my hand away from her.

“That’s what I thought.” She giggled before kissing my hand. “Are you nervous?”

“Nervous about what?” What was there to be nervous about? We had told everyone.

“Marrying me. Being my wife,” she replied.

“Why would that make me nervous?”

“Because it is so permanent. Now you can’t get rid of me,” she responded, smirking.

“I never want to get rid of you,” I responded honestly.

“You promise?” she asked me, like she didn’t already know the answer.

“I promise,” I said to her before kissing her softly on the lips.

“Hey, you know what would be cool?” she asked me and I prepared myself for her cool idea. They were always off the wall.

“What would be cool?” I asked.

“If for our reception, we have donuts and eggs for the food choices,” she suggested.

It was the wackiest menu choice I could think of for a wedding. It was completely non-traditional and would have so many guests confused. Who would want eggs and donuts at a fancy wedding?

“That sounds perfect,” I answered.

Yeah, it would be a little weird and unconventional. But unconventional and weird also described how we had met, how we had started dating, and how she and I ended up living together. Unconventional and weird was good. Unconventional and weird was us.


THE END
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